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jidk Here are introduced the very newest
*«w!MSL styles in America’s favorite floor-
covering. Here, in rugs that any one

can afford, are patterns by theworld’s

leading rug designers and colorists.

Designs whose sheer loveliness wins your instant
admiration. Color harmonies that suggest endless
ways to brighten up your home. And in every rug,
an indescribable something that marks it as a real
masterpiece. Don’t they fill you with ambition to
bring their rich beauty into your home—make you
just long to ‘‘get after’’ some of your rooms?

Modern in Time-Saving. A damp mop over the
smooth, water-proof surface of Gold Seal Congoleum
Rugs and jiffy-quick they are immaculate.

Modern in Trouble-Saving. These rugs lie flat
without fastening — never kick-up or slide about.

Modern in Money-Saving. The purchase of several
generous, room-size Gold Seal Congoleum Rugs will
not strain even the most modest budget.

Weigh all the facts and your sense of values will
tell you that the “golden rule of rug-buying” is to
look for the Gold Seal on the rugsyou buy. Purse-size
booklet showing all patterns, sent free on request.

CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC., Cm'l Off., Kearny, N. J.
New York Philadelphia Chicago Boston Pittsburgh Kansas City
San Francisco  Minneapolis New Orleans Atlanta Dallas  Detroit
Rio de Janeiro. In Canada—Congoleum Canada Ltd., Montreal.

WOMEN'S RADIO INSTITUTE —look for it in the radio column of
your local newspaper. A morning program of delightful entertainment
and practical help. Ask your Congoleum dealer—or write us;,—for the
Institute folder with broadcasting time-taUe. (.Notyet on Pacific Coast.)

MWCE©

This genuine
Gold Seal Gold Seal
appears Congoleum
only on Rugs!

SV
Gold Seal
Rug No. 618
Imagine this re-
freshingly original
Congoleum de-
sign in yourdining
room, or picture
how charming it
would be inaCo-
lonial  bedroom!

VOW «rr.

Gold Seal
Rug No. 614
An intriguing
modern-art floral
effect that will ap-
peal especially to
those women who
like something
that is a little bit

“different.”

Gold Seal

Rug No. 617
Here is a rug that
will go beautifully
almost anywhere
—in your bed-
room.livingroom,
sun porch, dining
room, even in the
kitchen.

N,V

Gold Seal

Rug No. 624
Something new
for your kitchen.
Square tiles in lus-
trous marble ef-
fects.. .insets of
brightblue., .and
a most unusual
border.

Gold Seal
Rug No. 615
This distinctive
pattern shows a
numbero finterest-
ing Mohammedan
prayer rugs as they
are often seen
side by side on a

Mosque floor.

JAH\HOV

Gold Seal
Rug No. 616
Hooked rugs are
one of the smart
things today. This
design enables you
to follow this pop-
ular style without
spendingamintof

money.

Gold Seal
Rug No. 621
Oriental designs
are popular for
dining rooms, liv-
ing rooms and
bedrooms. This
pattern is a repro-
duction of a rare
old Persian carpet.

Gold Seal
Rug No. 623
If you have a
breakfast room,
sunporchor kitch-
enwhichyouwish
to brighten up,
here is the very
rug you are look-

Gold Seal

Rug No. 613
Delightfullydiffer-
ent—anddecidedly
modern! A lovely
combination of
colors thatwill be
a never-ending
source of joy
wherever itisused.

Gold Seal

Rug No. 619
Avery*moderne”
design is Duval—
yet so appealing
inmotifand color-
ings that it will
please even the
most conservative
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unbelievable

No golden jars, no high and mighty prices, but the saline method with Sal Hepatica

O brilliant package or festive wrappings encase
N the plain glass jar which holds your Sal
Hepatica. For our aim is not fine feathers for our-
selves, butfine and clear complexions forall our users!

Famous as the foremost saline in all the world, Sal
Hepatica is in reality a great "internal cosmetic”.
And its secret is the simple, fundamental practice
of internal cleanliness.

In no sense does this saline laxative usurp the
place of your creams and cosmetics. But, by rescuing
the system from constipation and acids, it routs
blemishes and imperfections. Freshness and clarity
of skin are the rewards of those who use it.

This saline method of seeking beauty from within
is not a new one. Physicians for years have recom-
mended the principle of internal cleanliness through
drinking saline waters. In Europe at the saline spas,
the drinking of health waters is a basic part of any
beauty curriculum. Women who "take the cure”,
dull of skin and wan of mien, leave for their homes
rejuvenated and with fresh and flawless complexions.

* * * 3l Hepatica

Sal Hepatica makes it possible for everyone to en-
joy the benefits of the famous saline treatment.
Through flushing away intestinal wastes, it clears the
complexion and rejuvenates you—spirit and body.
Because it purifies the bloodstream and elimi-
nates acidity, Sal Hepatica is suggested in the cor-
rection of countless ills. It relieves constipation,
headaches, colds, rheumatism, auto-intoxication, etc.
Sal Hepatica, taken before breakfast, is prompt in
action. Rarely does it fail to work in 30 minutes.
Get a bottle of Sal Hepatica today. Whenever
constipation threatens take Sal Hepatica. Send cou-
pon for free booklet, "To Clarice in Quest of her
Youth”, describing how Sal Hepatica helps keep your
skin fresh and clear and helps many common ills.

L] f f

BRISTOL-MYERSCo.,Dept. F30,71West St.,NewYork, N. Y.

Kindly send me the free booklet, “To Clarice in quest of her
youth”, which explains the many benefits of Sal Hepatica.

Name

Street

City__ State.



woman who seems bom only to love and to be

WHAT glowing gift do the gods bestow upon the
loved, with the engulfing fire of passionate

hearts—the woman to whom poets dedicate
sonnets, and ethereal creature-artists seek
to paint? Is it beauty, charm, wealth, or an
indefinable distinction that lifts her to the
pedestal where all may see and marvel?

Whatever the gift, it was granted to
Josephine Moreland,
the fascinating her-
orine of The Fifth
Horseman— A new
novel by Robert W.

Chambers which
starts in the April
issue.

Even in her cra-
dle of squalor,
where she had come
unwanted, Jose-
phine held this
magic. Was it to
help her when, as
an awkward girl in
her ‘teens, fresh
from the warm friendliness of a small vil-
lage, she answered the call of New York
to youth and rose to glittering fame on
Broadway? Or was it to draw temptations
to her and make her glorified path one of
heartbreak and disillusion?

A Series of
THRILLING SHORT STORIES
is Coming!

What strange decree of the stars that
guide our destinies makes one man forever
true and another a devil-may-care, daring
spirit, heeding neither man nor God? Do
they have the same code of loyalty, each
to his own kind, the same capacity to love?
Or will one always be less fine than the
other, less sporting? Honest Dave Glenn,
blandly suave detective, with a sixth sense
for nosing out crime, and dapper Eddie
Ware, polished gentleman crook, adventur-
ing in the crisp upper circles of the under-

world, prompt these questions in

CONFIDENCE
by Octavus Roy Cohen

when both fall in love with Mary Rutledge,
vividly brunette, distractingly pretty, dis-
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vised in a series of short stories. Nor will McCall read-
ers be long delayed. The first of these stories, Confi-
dence, will appear in the April issue.

FOR the past ten years Marguerite Jacobs
has been at the McCook and Wright
Government flying fields in Dayton, Ohio.
There she writes books and rare short sto-
ries, while editing aviation publications.
“The atmosphere and interests of the flying
field have become as second breath,” she
says. “l cant imagine working where |
couldn’t see planes, big and little, wheeling
across the sky, and catch the flash of aiguil-
lettes on khaki coats. | love flying, and have
enjoyed some glorious air treks both in this
country and in Europe—and also, high in
my affections, are open country, music,
books, and people.”

ARTHUR T. MUNYAN was bom in
< V Boston. So, having a scientific turn of
mind, as well as a literary one, he went to
Boston Tech, becoming after graduation,
a drifting chemical engineer. He drifted into
most of the small towns of the country, it
seems, and undoubtedly it is in one of
these, or in several, that he discovered the
characters of Heartsick Town.

We shall be interested to know whether
the readers of McCall’s recognize in his
story experiences common to their own
circle of acquaintances.

DOROTHY DUCAS began her pictur-

esque career when she was very young

by capturing the Pulitzer Traveling Scholar-

ship for the 1926 class of Journalism at

Columbia Univer-

sity. Since that time

she has been a staff

writer on several

foreign papers as

well as on more than

one metropolitan

daily. It was by ap-

pointment of one of

these, that Miss

Ducas accompanied

Miss Ishbel Mac-

Donald on her tri-

umphant visit to

Photo by Don Wallace America—t he only

Marguerite newspaper woman in
Jacobs the entourage.
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LESSON No. I. 77ifs / the first of a series
of "lessons” prepared by Elizabeth Arden that
all women who use her preparations may follow
the methods evolved by K'hss Arden. Thu 18JUsl
one more example of Elizabeth Arden s personal

contact with her clients.

Cleanlmess:
THE FIRST LESSON

W O tilings only are necessary to assure the clear
T loveliness of your shin—a wise selection of prepara-
tions—a perfect understanding of the way to use them. The
contents of a hundred jars and bottles will not yield their
loveliness to you unless each cream and lotion is used
exactly as it was meant to be. It is like a locked treasure
that can he opened only with the right key. The key is
Understanding.

In every one of my preparations there is beauty— waiting
to he released by you. Every preparation has some unique,
carefully developed property to bring definite benefit to
the skin. The more closely you adhere to the prescribed

treatment, the more conlident you may be of results

Y our skin should he cleansed at least as tenderly as a
fine piece of kid... never with scrubbing, never with harsh
handling.. .but gently and thoroughly with the finest of oils.
Only in this way can the tiny pores be rid of accumulated
impurities. It is for this reason that | have formulated my
Cleansing Cream to be ©f feathery lightness, and to licpaefy
tjuickly with the warmth of the skin. Swiftly it penetrates
the depth of the pores. Night and morning—and during
the day, when you wish to refreshen your face you should

follow this little program of cleansing:

ith a towel or band, secure the hair firmly away from
the face so that hairline and ears are completely exposed.
Squeeze a piece of absorbent cotton out of cold water.
Moisten with Skin Tonic and dip in Cleansing Cream.
Cleanse from the chin upward paying especial attention to
either side of the nose and around the mouth and chin;
work gently around the eyes. Do not overlook the neck.
Remove cleansing cream with Cleansing Tissues carefully

so as not to stretch the skin

S~ueeze a fresh pad of cotton outof cold water, saturate
with Skin Tonicand commence patting on the neck. Pat from
the center around to the hack on either side. Then, from
the chin upward to the forehead. Continue patting for
about five minutes, going over the same movements. Dl’y

with Cleansing Tissues.

If this is your morning clean-up. your skin is now
ready foryourmake-upwhich should beapplied accord-

ing to the method | will describe in a later lesson

PARIS: 2 rue de la Paix

CHICAGO: 70 East Walton Place
BOSTON: 24 Newbury Street

PHILADELPHIA: 153 South 18th Street
SAN FRANCISCO: 522 Powell Street
BIARRITZ: Arcades du Grand Hétel, Place C16menceau

s alVey 1o Beauty!

The Preparations Required

VENETIAN

CLEANSING CREAM

ELIZABETH ARDEN

NEW YORK: 691 FIFTH AVENUE
LONDON: 25 Old Bond Street

CANNES: 3 Galeries Fleuries

WASHINGTON: 1147 Connecticut Avenue
LOS ANGELES: 600 West 7th Street
MADRID: Calle Alcala 71

CLEANLINESS

Cleanliness is the peg on which all beauty hangs—
like amulti-colored chiflon gown on a crystal hook.

There is a kind o f grubby beauty which artists
like to paint, but almost nobody wants to live
with it. And after all We are here in this life to be
lived with— at least by a few people, let us hope
by the ones we like best in the world. And we
want those few people not only to be happy with
us but proud of us.

We hope thatwhen we enter a room, something
clean and lifting and gay enters with us— something
people feel but don 't cfuite know what it is— it stirs
the air like anice, fresh, little wind. It touches the
life in that room more awake.

It is because everything about us is so clean!
\V € are wholly alive because nothing is clogging
us up—our clothes, our bodies and faces and hair,
our purpose in life, our judgments, our impulses,
our dreams BREATHE!

The root of the word ‘purity” means "to clear
away.” A clean person is one who has cleared away
all the clutter, who is traveling light and free, every-
thing about him breathing free. Tie walks as if
“stepping to a fair." He arrives where he meant
to because his unclogged energy and uncluttered
purpose has taken him there.

Eat less, dream more. Strive less, direct more.
Put everything that comes into your life into two
piles— “ These are important. These only seem im -
portant.” Then lop off all the ones that only seem
important. You have cleaned up your life a bit
dean house mentally and emotionally— there is no
greater waste than carrying along something through
the years that you really finished with long ago.

in this L re:

VENETIAN CLEANSING CREAM
A light, feathery cream that liquefies cjuickly with the warmth
of the skin and dislodges impurities. It rids the skin of
dust, powder and excretions, and leaves the skin soft and

$1.00, $2.00, $3.00, $6.00
VENETIAN ARDENA SKIN TONIC -

receptive.

A mild astringent which firms, tones and whitens the skin
and brings new life to every cell. Use with and after
cleansing cream to stimulate circulation and bring a glow
of natural color to the cheeks. 85c,$2.00,$3.75,$9.00

VENETIAN CLEANSING TISSUES

Softest silky tissues. The sanitary and convenient
way of removing cream. Roll 40 cents. Large box
of four rolls $ 1.505 large package $2.25

BERLIN W: Lennestr. 5

DETROIT: Book Building
ATLANTIC CITY: Ritz-Carlton Block
ROME: Via Condotti 65

© Elizabeth Arden, 1930



AGAINST the rushing back-
ground of Niagara Falls the
girlish  figure of Ishbel

MacDonald stood, sharply etched:
a young woman with sturdy shoul-
ders, wearing a Peter Pan blue
hat, clutching a pocket camera until her fingertips
showed white. She darted from one side to the other
of the winding path high up on the American
cliffs. Cheeks aglow, she plunged into a thicket of
gold and red bushes, poised her camera, clicked the
shutter. Freedom was in her movements, and delight.

Suddenly from behind came a drove of men. They en-
gulfed her, brandishing their instruments-on-stilts. Their
bodies blocked her view of the Falls.

“Please,” she said, “l want some pictures of nature.”

“But we,” they said, “want some pictures of you.”

The young woman’s eyes were wistful for a moment.
Then the expression vanished as if wiped away with a
rag. The dimple in the middle of her chin flashed out.
She snapped her little camera back into its case. She
smiled at the photographers with frank friendliness.

“Shoot!” said Ishbel MacDonald.

This incident at Niagara during her recent American
tour is a symbol of the whole fabric of the life of the
daughter of Prime Minister J. Ramsay MacDonald of
Great Britain. Ishbel MacDonald, by nature a taker of
pictures, has accepted the fate of posing for pictures,
accepted joyously, gracefully, with all the fervor of her
being. She spent most of the day at Niagara being
photographed; aboard the “Maid of the Mist,” down in
the caves behind the Falls, leaning over railings hundreds
of feet above the torrent. Her own camera stayed hid-
den away. She seemed happy. And those pictures of her
were the best she ever had taken.

MEHOW, that tells Ishbel’s story : Ishbel, at twen-
ty-six, youngest mistress of Downing Street in Brit-

ish history; spunky, capable, lovely Ishbel, whose per-
sonality caught the imagination of a whole people the
moment she stepped from the transatlantic liner which
brought her to the United States on a mission of peace.
Ishbel MacDonald is hostess of Great Britain now.
But she started out to be a professional social worker
earning a modest salary, doing what she believed was

m(call/s Magazine march 1930

I want the
women of the
world to bring
the world
peace,” is an
ideal of the
youngest mis-
tress Downing
Street ever had

r-'oJshLel (SM&cBomld

-,/J crusader for friendship who
discovered the heart of America

noble work, the kind of work she adored. She wanted
this humble fate as passionately as your poet wants to
write his epic, your painter to paint his masterpiece.
For Ishbel is by nature a social worker. Her ready
sympathy, her gentle understanding, her zestful interest
in human relations fit her for this field which circum-
stance, in the shape of her father’s political triumphs,
has put beyond her reach. But there are no regrets, no
yearnings, no rebellions in Ishbel’s breast. As at Niagara,
she smiles at the world with frank friendliness, doing
the job at hand thoroughly and happily. The magic of
her personality has been poured into another mold. The
personality remains the same.

“I have my work,” said Ishbel MacDonald, when she
made her debut as the nation’ official guest. “My work
is in the London County Council. There | belong.”

She went on to talk about education committees, baby
clinics, nutrition, violet rays, organized play, nursery
schools. She talked with the same passion her father
infuses into his speeches on world peace. Yet she knew
all the while her work really was in the house at Num-
ber Ten Downing Street. There she must entertain the
officials of her government. There she must be when her
father comes home with guests. There she must meet
delegations, arrange programs of political engagements,
give interviews, study economic and international affairs.
When the London County Council work interferes, she
must forget the County Council.

Ishbel MacDonald has made a strange adjustment
to life. The social worker in her is her most eloquent
self. Everywhere she goes her adolescent dreams shine
through the firm, transparent screen of her newer role.
Yet the new life is the stronger. The present and the

future are more real to her than
the past. And she is content.

In New York, while the Prime
Minister attended state functions,
while Rose Rosenberg, her father’s
secretary and her friend, saw the

sights, while friends pleaded for tea dates, matinee

company, dance partners, Ishbel MacDonald visited
day nurseries, childrens courts, settlement houses.

They were sentimental pilgrimages. They were to'

her what her father’ return to Canada, scene of his

wedding trip, was to him.

She appeared a self-sufficient professional worker,
striding into airy rooms to make inspections. Coolly,
appraisingly, she gazed into chubby faces, poked well-
covered ribs. “Full weight, arent they?” or “Quick
little chap!” were her remarks. Her queries were tech-
nical. Ishbel MacDonald was doing a familiar job. For
perhaps sixteen hours out of 516 spent on this side of
the Atlantic, she was her old self.

TSHBEL began life with the average chances of a nor-
4 mal young woman for realizing her dreams. Never a
brilliant scholar, a gifted musician, artist, writer or
sportswoman, but always a quick, level-headed, sensitive
little girl, with a feeling for people that is rarer than
listed talents, she spent most of her childhood in Lon-
don, although holidays were in Lossiemouth, Scotland,
the family headquarters. That is why her speech lacks
the Scottish burr of her father’s. That is why her inter-
ests have been tied up with the cramped humanity of a
metropolis.

She played, she studied, she fantasized. Her two sis-
ters and three brothers, one of whom died at the age of
five, were her dearest friends. She had no interests but
those which clustered about her home and her school.
Yet she was a child with original thoughts. She tells the
story herself, of a teacher whose pupil she was at the
age of ten. This teacher confided a few years ago: “I
_ndever liked Ishbel MacDonald. She had too definite
ideas.”

One of the reasons why Ishbel likes to repeat this
story is that she so seldom is given credit for any ideas
of her own. The main currents of her life naturally were
directed by her father. [Turn to page 67]
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for Economical Transportation
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C hevrolet

in Qhevrolet History

H

New Chevrolet Six

Women everywhere helped design the
new Chevrolet Six—with its beautiful
new bodies by Fisher. Their letters
have come from all over America—
now with a suggestion, now with a re-

quest, now praising this or that feature.

And every one of these letters was
carefully considered by Chevrolet and
Fisher designers. The steering wheel
. the brakes

should be easier to apply ..

should be set lower . .
. the gaso-
line gauge should be on the dash . . .
seats should be made deeper.

Others asked that certain features be
retained—the adjustable driver’'s seat

Chevrolet Motor

Company,

. the smooth clutch action . . . the
easy steering... theharmonious design
of the fittings . . . the comfortable and

stylish interiors.

Every worthwhile suggestion was
adopted. For women are using Chev-
rolet cars more widely every day—and
their tastes, their desires, their sug-
gestions are entitled to the utmost

consideration.

Chevrolet and Fisher believe you'll
like the Greatest Chevrolet in Chevro-
let History. Its design, in every par-
ticular, is meant to be better suited to

a woman'’s taste and needs.

Detroit, Michigan

Division of "General Motors Corporation

R A N G E

OF T HE

F O UR
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The thrift dentifrice with the

BUa good tie or two
with what it saves you

There are a great many things you can buy with
that $3 you save by using Listerine Tooth Paste
at 25£, rather than dentifrices in the 504 class.
A tie is merely a suggestion. Handkerchiefs,
hosiery, haberdashery are other possibilities.

Listerine

wonderful
after-effect

A

J. XRE youwilling to
make a trifling experiment that
will delight you and save you con-
siderable money?

Then switch to Listerine Tooth
Paste and give it a thorough trial.
Compare it with any paste at any
price. You will quickly make these
important discoveries:—

—That it whitens teeth remark-
ably—sometimes within a few days.

—That it removes blemishes and
discolorations that ordinary denti-
frices fail to affect.

—That, because of its fine tex-
ture, it penetrates tiny crevices
between the teeth and routs out
matter causing decay.

—That it leaves your mouth
with that exhilarating after-effect
you associate with Listerine itself.

—That it cuts your tooth paste hill
approximately in half.

There can be no greater testi-
mony of the outstanding merit of
Listerine Tooth Paste than its rise
from obscurity four years ago to a
commanding position among the
leaders today. Lambert Pharmacal
Company, St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A.

Tooth Paste
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A REVIEW OF THE THEATER
BY HEYWOOD BROUN

erson has taken a subtle proposition in
higher mathematics and made it into
an engrossing play. Part of his success is
due to the fact that he has allowed X to
equal Leslie Howard. Mr. Balderson has
undertaken to unravel the mystery of time.
To most of us this phase of existence is all
too real. Time is our most palpable tyrant.
“If | only had the time,” is one of the most
recurrent of human complaints. And so the
average clock-puncher is delighted to hap-
pen upon a comedy in which time is shown
up as the fraud it is. Ruthlessly the author
demolishes the familiar caste system which has always
divided the future from the past and made the present
something else again. Mr. Balderson tells us that these
are really kin rigged up in strange disguises to make
existence still more complicated than it need be.

His case is stated prettily in the words of Peter
Standish, the character designated to serve as hero.
“Suppose,” he says, “you are in a boat, sailing down a
winding stream. You watch the banks as they pass you.
You went by a grove of maple trees, upstream. But
you can’t see them now, so you saw them in the past,
didn’t you? You're watching a field of clover now; it’s
before your eyes at this moment, in the present. But
you don’t know yet what’s around the bend in the
stream there ahead of you; there may be wonderful
things, but you cant see them until you get around the
bend, in the future, can you? Now remember, you’re in
the boat. But I'm up in the sky above you, in a plane.
I'm looking down on it all. | can see, all at once, the
trees you saw upstream; the field of clover that you
see now; and what’s waiting for you, around the bend
ahead! All at once! So the past, present, and future of
the man in the boat are all one, to the man in the plane.
Doesnt that show how all Time must really be one?
Real Time—real Time is nothing but an idea in the
mind of God!”

This is a clear and clever way of stating a somewhat
complex philosophic concept; but of course some in-
genious application of the idea must be made if drama
Is to be developed. You cannot make a play about a
man in a boat and another in an airplane. At any rate

IN BERKELEY SQUARE, John L. Bald-

Mr. Balderson has not tried. Instead, he has matched
true love against the barrier of time. Peter Standish
marches back into the Eighteenth Century and becomes
his own ancestor and while moving from time to time
he encounters a girl whom he loves. And she loves
him. But the great frustration arises from the fact that
nothing much can be done about it. [Turn to page 167]

arch is the
M month of the
itching heel

Wherever you are, you
bum to go Somewhere
Else. Sometimes buying
a new hat will assuage
your restlessness; but as
a rule nothing less than
a trip will suffice—a
journey by hookor crook,
or by book.

The season’s litera-
ture offers you seven-
league boots to take you
far a-field and a-sea; and
easier house slippers for
nearby places. If you
wish to “see America
first,” Lyle Saxon’s Old
Louisiana reads like a novel, sometimes like a thriller,
with its tales of Indian raids, slave days, and, more cur-
rently, of certain grand families fallen upon lean times.
The account of the gay Dangerfields has the same reck-
less charm as the Sanger Circus in The Constant Nymph;
and the elocution lesson in the Family Portrait chapter
will keep you a-chuckle even in a bitter March wind.
E. H. Suydam provides lovely illustrations.

Henry Sloane Coffin,D.D.

Margalo Gill-
more charmingly
portrays a lady
of long ago in

Berkeley
Square,” that
bewitching play
in which Leslie
Howard (right)
stars brilliantly

Paul Wilstachs Tidewater, Virginia, another book of
the South, gives you in a leisurely fashion much valuable
information about that part of Virginia where the first
permanent settlement in America was made.

Perhaps you are of those whose mind, at the very
word “travel,” leaps to Paris. Then read Paris Is a
Woman’s Town by Helen Josephy and Mary Margaret
McBride. This book provides the shyest maiden-voyager
with information and confidence; and the seasoned
traveler with many new tips. The early chapters may
mislead you into thinking it is only for the rich. But
its chatty, racy charm will sweep you past that doubt;
and whatever your purse or purpose you’ll find it bulg-
ing with nuggets of wisdom and common sense, whether
you go to Paris to shop, to live, for an education, or to
have a good time.

A smaller audience will prefer Paris in Profile by
George Slocombe, a deep, rich book by a man who
knows Paris down to the marrow of its bones, and can
convey its beauty and tradition and all its flavors. This
book is for you if you love to loiter about the city’s
ancient streets, poke along at the bookstalls, linger in
old churches, or to cast a swifter eye over the latest
works of artists in Paris; or if you like to sit at a side-
walk cafe and discuss Art and Life, [Turn to page 48]

THE SERMON OF THE MONTH

DR. HENRY SLOANE COFFIN. DD.
Reviewed By

REV. JOSEPH FORT NEWTON

R. COFFIN is the President of Union Theological
D Seminary in New York, to which he was called
after a famous pastorate in the Madison Avenue
Presbyterian Church. A many-sided man, he is one of
the most influential teachers of religious faith in our
generation, widely known as preacher and author, espe-
cially in such books as The Creed of Jesus and What Is
There in Religion?—a most helpful book to those who
are perplexed in faith. In the following sermon he speaks
frankly of his deepest confidences in a manner to capti-
vate and convince, showing how the oldest faith may
be united with the newest knowledge.
“God is to me the creative Force, behind and in the
universe, who manifests Himself as energy, as life, as
order, as beauty, as thought, as [Turn to page 184]



A REVIEW OF MOTION PICTURES
BY ROBERT E. SHERWOOD

HEN Maurice Chevalier smiles, sings, and
W struts in The Love Parade, one forgets that the

movie camera and the movietone are mere
mechanical contrivances, that the screen is a dull, two-
dimensional surface and that, after all, there never can
be a satisfactory substitute for ilesh-and-blood actuality.
For there is a magic in Chevalier which goes with his
grin, his attitudes, his antics; and accompanies them
on the perilous journey through the lenses of the cam-
era and the tubes of the sound apparatus; and that
magic glows forth from the screen and warms and stim-
ulates and delights the audience.

The Love Parade is not a sensationally entertaining
picture. A mixture of music, romance, satire, and low
comedy, it has its obvious ups and downs, and of the
latter there are far too many. But it has Chevalier, and
it also has a few evidences of the directorial genius of
Ernst Lubitsch.

John Barrymore proves to be another actor whose
talent is sturdy enough to survive the canning process.
It has long been known that he could—and, unfor-
tunately, would—act so violently on the screen as to be
almost unbearable. Appearing in talking pictures, he re-
turns to the form that made him great in former days
on the stage. His first full-length offering, General
Crack, is the romantic tale of a midde-European
swash-buckler of the Eighteenth Century. It is
the sort of role that any Barrymore would love
and could play to the queen's taste; and John
Barrymore has turned to it with all the ardor and
the grace of which he is capable.

Much of the dialogue that has been written
into General Crack is not what it should be, but
that happens to be a defect of minor impor-
tance. The main features are the action and the
star’s profile, and we are given plenty of both.

Mr. Barrymore also appears for a few minutes
in the opulent Warner Brothers’ revue. The Show
of Shows, presenting a scene from Richard the
Third. This brief episode proves, as did The Tam-
ing of the Shrew, that the beauty, the majesty,
and the wit of Shakespeare may all be recorded
on the audible screen.

One of these days we may hope to see a pro-
duction of Romeo and Juliet such as has never
been dreamed of before.

As to the rest of The Show of Shows: It is
advertised to possess, in its cast, no fewer than
seventy-seven stars, and the effort involved in

keeping track of these stars, indeed in identifying each
of them in the mob, is so great that the spectator quick-
ly becomes tired out and may even doze off for a while.

The Sky Hawk is much simpler, having no stars at
all, and therefore is considerably more entertaining. In
fact, it is just about the best thriller that has come
forth from Hollywood this season. Its hero is a British
aviator in the great war who is branded a coward and
decorated with the white feather. He has the chance to
redeem himself when a German Zeppelin, laden with
bombs, flies over London in the night. [Turn to page 48\

WORDS AND MUSIC

BY DEEMS TAYLOR

Aomeo

sionate. interest in literary circles, particularly
among the poets. Shakespeare’s famous reference
to “Orpheus and his lute™—which, by the way, was
probably a harp—is one of a host of instances in which
the instrument has received favorable mention from
the bards. | rather suspect that the chief reason for its

FOR centuries the lute has been an object of pas-

The Aguilar Lute Quartette of Madrid

lyrical popularity is the fact that it is about the only
musical instrument that rimes with another. When
Dryden mentioned “the soft, complaining flute,” he was
irrevocably committed to pairing it with “the warbling
lute,” even though he might have perferred the violon-
cello or the slide trombone.

| suspect, too, that Dryden never heard a lute; for
even in his day it was well on the road to obsolescence.
Moreover, if he had heard one he probably wouldn’t
have described it as “warbling.” A lute does several
things, but it certainly warbles no more than a man-
dolin whistles or a piccolo croons.

What sounds it does produce were delightfully ex-
pounded this season by the Aguilar Lute Quartette of
Madrid, who opened their first American tour last win-
ter with three immensely successful recitals in New
York's Town Hall. The quartette is a family affair,
composed of three brothers and a sister; and, appro-
priately enough, they play a family of lutes. Elisa
Aguilar plays the ordinary lute of song and story; Paco
Aguilar plays the so-called grand lute, the bass mem-
ber of the ensemble; and the brothers Pepe and Eze-
quiel play the small lutes, which might be designated
the first and second sopranos of the quartette. All four
being excellent musicians and deeply in earnest con-
cerning the possibility of lute-playing, they have won
widespread European renown by demonstrating that the
instrument, despite its antiquity, is still a factor to be
reckoned with in modern ensemble music. <

The lute of medieval and Tudor times was strung
somewhat like a guitar, its strings being attached to a
low bridge that was simply glued to the sound-board of
the instrument. This structural weakness made it im-

possible to stretch the strings very tight, so that
any considerable volume of sound was out of the
question. The lute consequently went down be-
fore the sturdier and more powerful mandolin,
and vanished from the musical field almost liter-
ally until the Aguilars revived it.

The lute that the Aguilars play is the modem
Spanish lute, and is more practicably built than
its ancestor. In essentials, however, it is the same
lute that Romeo probably played upon for Juliet,
and you might find it interesting, therefore, to
know what it looks and sounds like.

It looks much like a large mandolin at first
sight, but with a neck proportionately shorter
and a body much broader and shallower. The
small lute is about a third larger than the average
mandolin. The ordinary lute is about a third
larger than that; while the grand lute, with its
bass strings, is really an armful. It is harder to
play than the mandolin, for it has twelve strings,
tuned in pairs, against the mandolin’s eight. The
lute employs gut strings, whereas those of the
mandolin are of wire.

Like the mandolin, it is usually played with a
pick or, since the lute is, after [Turn to page 148j
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HAT if his business day sel-
dom ends at five . . . that’s
little reason for you to be-
come an overtime widow.

Perhaps if he had a cheery, comfort-
able place of his own at home where
he could get things done .. . Why
not? Something as quieting, as in-
viting, as the room illustrated?
Happy thought! And let’snot call
it a den. First, we won’t make it

INLAID

JASPE V.

To the Woman
whose husband i1s wedded to his work

fussy... nothing to disturb his mas-
culine sensibilities. Even the floor
must be sedate, have a businesslike
dignity. W ell.. . why not the same
type of floor he walks on all day long?
A splendid start—for with a softly
colored floor of Armstrong’s Lino-
leum we can literally make over any
room of the house, even transform
spare-room space that always foiled
past decorating efforts. W hat pattern
shall we pick? There are scores to
choose from. We can even design
our own floor with the new Linosets
(fashionable figured inserts), and
Linostrips (feature border effects).

The new floor,too,can beall inplace

Armstrongsllinoleum

for everu room in the house

EMBOSSED

before he comes home for dinner; yes,
in time to let you fix up the whole
room. And that means permanently

PRINTED

cemented over linoleum lining felt.

You won’t have to tiptoe in when
you bring him his slippers. This floor
isquiet. Ifhe paces up anddownwhen
he solves knotty problems, itwon’t
remind him—or you. It’s so springy,
so foot-cushioning. Warm, too.

Another thing you’ll both appreci-
ate. An Armstrong’s Linoleum Floor
won’t spot or stain. Even ink wipes
right up. That’s a feature of the new
Accolac-Processed surface. Light
waxing and polishing keeps it like
new. Should the floor need frequent
washing, just renew the surface with
Armstrong’s Linoleum Lacquer. (Do
not lacquer over wax.)

Like some help?

Draw a little diagram of the
man’sroom you’d like to plan
—or any other room you in-
tend to redecorate. Describe
the furnishings. Hazel Dell
Brown of our Bureau of In-
terior Decoration will gladly
lend a hand, send you com-
plete color scheme set-ups of
actual materials for walls,
woodwork, draperies, and

Left—Armstrong's Embossed Inlaid No.
3058. Right—Another Embossed effect
now showing, Design No. 6007.

floors. The complete story'of
this free service is explained
in Mrs. Brown’s latest book
—"New Ideas in Home Dec-
oration.” Ten cents in stamps
brings you a copy. (Canada

20f£.)) Armstrong f
Cork Company,Floor cincte a
Division, 327 Lin-

coin Avenue, Lan-

\/A 1
caster, Pennsylvania.g y

nd ARMSTRONG’S QUAKER RUGS
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When artist meets mechanic -WAR/

ACTUAL VISITS TO P anda G HOMES No. 21
The sound of a military march thumped through
the windows of a homey house in a little Eastern
town. A blue-eyed young woman answered the
door and my question about soap.

“Come in,” she said, “and I'll tell you about it.
That fearful noise is Peter practicing his march for
the school entertainment.” And Peter, just 5
years old, sat spic and span in a white sailor suit,
playing with both hands!

“You'd never believe that angel could get dirty,”
smiled his mother ruefully. “But he does! And
Robert, his brother—he’s in the garage building
an airplane. Yesterday Peter was practicing and
Robert was hammering, and Robert said Peter’s
practicing bothered his hammering and Peter said
Robert’s hammering bothered his practicing—and
so they threw MUD at each other.”

And she smiled as only mothers smile when
they're so proud of their children that they're
even proud of their badness.

Mrs. Osgood* teaches music. That explains
Peter. And sheuses P ana G White Naphtha soap.
That explains why she can keep house, teach
music and keep Peter and Robert clean as angels
—when they’re through throwing mud.

* Not her real name of course.

Two blouses a day for 1 week equals 14 blouses
plus all the other household linen. That's Mrs.
Osgood's weekly laundry. “Pana G doesn’t waste
away like some other soaps,” she says, “and it
gets clothes clean with hardly any rubbing. It'sa
wonderful soap. And it’s so nice and white. | pre-
fer white soap, don’t you?”

Yes, | do. And |l know P anda G is wonderful—it
combines naphtha with fine white soap. It loosens
dirt—in hot or cold water, hard or soft. And it
doesn'twaste away in the water, because it’s so firm.

Why does such a good soap cost so much less?
The reason really is: P ana G is used by more
women than any other soap in the world. So—
P ana G is made in enormous quantities—and
Procter & Gamble can buy the fine materials that
go into it at a great advantage. This means that a
very large cake of P ana G can be sold to you for
actually less, ounce for ounce, even than ordi-
nary soaps.

So P ana G costs less because it is so popular. And
it is so popular because it really is a better soap.

CATHERINE CARR LEWIS

FREE! “How to take out 15 common stains—get clothes
clean in lukewarm water—lighten washday labor.” Send a
postcard for free booklet—Rescuing Precious Hours, to Catherine
Carr Lewis, Dept. NM-30, Box 1801, Cincinnati, Ohio.

Women today are depending on white soaps. Our
P ana G visitor recently found 3 out of 4 women
in one Michigan city using P ana G. "Oh,” said
one, "1 want my white clothes to be really white-*-
sol usePana G.”

The largest-selling soap in the world

© 1930, P. &G. Co.
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The next moment, even as she watched him, he sank out of sight

woman3 hear!. denp the command
love? Whis theme is carried to
a triumphant conclusion iIn

iIre of youth

HE little bay of St. Torrens lay very calm
I and tranquil, almost asleep it seemed, beneath
the hot summer sun. A placid blue sea crept
lingeringly up its sloping shore. To the right, a
low, craggy headland jutted out toward the water,
forming one arm of the bay and revealing glimpses
of gray walls betwixt the foliage of the trees
which crowned its summit, whilst to the left a narrow-
ish tongue of land, scattered with seaweed-covered
rocks, constituted the other arm. Beyond this ran the
stretch of beach and golden sands which fronted the
quaint little town of Torrenby.

cMargaret"edler

miusttated bjf W. C. HOOPLE

The beach was dotted with bathing-tents and big,
bright-colored sun umbrellas, but on this hot July
morning it was tenanted only by the figure of a man
lying on the sand, his arms folded lazily behind his

head, his eyes closed.

Anything more luxuriously indolent and repose-
ful could hardly be imagined. A tiger lying bask-
ing in the sun might have presented a similar
appearance of sheer, care-free, physical enjoy-
ment. Yet a glance at the man’s face conveyed an
abrupt contradiction. It was that of a man of
forty-six or thereabouts and still retained an un-

deniable beauty of feature. But it was lined and hag-
gard as though the weariness of his spirit had at last set
its indelible mark on the flesh—a restless, unhappy face.

Suddenly a clamor of mingled shouts and laughter
broke across the stillness of the little cove, and at the
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sound Guy Wetherby jerked himself into a sitting pos-
ture and his glance traveled inquiringly in the direction
whence issued the gay hubbub of voices. For a moment
no explanation was forthcoming; the next, a couple of
canoes, each manned by a man and girl in bathing Kit,
came sweeping round the corner of the headland. Ob-
viously a friendly speed competition was in progress,
since both couples were paddling their hardest.

As Wetherby watched their approach a mingled
expression crossed his face—half tolerant amusement,
half irritation, and underlying these a familiar, never
blunted pain. Those four lithe, vital young creatures
who were flashing by in the canoes were his chil-
dren—his and Monica’s. And Monica, the woman he
had idolized with an almost crazy devotion, was dead.
She had died sixteen years ago in giving birth to the
youngest of the four. His mouth twisted wryly. He would
have swapped the lot of them for one touch of her
hand, one sound of her voice to tell him that she still
lived and moved on this earth which had been nothing
but a wilderness since her death . ...

THE race drew to a swift conclusion as some one of
the quartette caught sight of the solitary individual
on the shore. Immediately arms waved and vigorous
young voices came ringing across the intervening water.
Then a slight figure stood up in one of the canoes, bal-
ancing itself precariously. Followed a plunge, the boat
rocked perilously, then righted itself, and an instant
later a girl’s brown head bobbed up to the surface of the
sea. With swift overhand strokes she swam toward land.

Guy’s face softened a little as he watched her. If
there was one amongst his children for whom he really
had a definite regard it was for his elder daughter, Phil.
Now and again some tone in her voice, gesture of head
or hands, reminded him of Monica. Not that she ac-
tually resembled her mother, for the latter had been a
very lovely woman, and even the most partial observer
could not have accused Phil of any pretensions to
beauty.

She now ran quickly up the slope of the shore to a
promiscuous heap of gaily colored peignoirs and towels
that had been tossed down on the sand, and, picking
up one of the latter, sauntered across to where Guy
was lying.

“Lazy man!” she observed accusingly, when she
reached his side. “Why don’t you ever come and bathe
with your offspring in a morning?”

He contemplated in silence a moment the blue ex-
panse of water in front of them.

“The sea—your English sea—is so extremely wet and
cold,” he complained at last, with a shiver of distaste.

““Your English sea’!” A faint note of indignation
glowed in Phils voice. “I believe you're really more
than half a foreigner.”

Again he was silent. Then he looked at her with an
indulgent smile.

“Do you know, | believe I am,” he admitted. “I feel
far more of a stranger over here than | do on the Con-
tinent. After all, it isn’t very surprising, is it? | sup-
pose | haven’t spent sixteen months in England during
the last sixteen years.”

“Hurt? Are you hurt?" His words were charged with terror
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It was quite true. Since Monica’s death he had lived
almost entirely abroad, only paying an occasional flying
visit to Wetherby Grange—the big gray house on the
headland overlooking the bay—out of a vague sense of
obligation. He would much have preferred to remain
abroad altogether. Every stick and stone of the old
place was haunted for him—the rooms in which she had
laughed and wept and loved him, the gardens where
she had been wont so busily to play at gardening, the
woods in which together they had spent so many glori-
ously happy hours . ...

But he supposed a man owed it to his children to be
with them now and then, and, although he had little
enough affection for any of them excepting Phil, there
was one other whom he still cared to see—Jemima, his
dead wife’s sister, who lived at the Grange and tried
to fill her place toward the children she had left behind.

“How long are you going to stop with us this time?”
Phil’s question followed as a corollary to his last re-
mark.

He flashed a quick glance at her from under his lids.
There was something Puckish and disarming in his ex-
pression.

“1've been here a month,” he suggested.

“And that’s as long as you can stand it, | suppose?”
she returned.

The direct question brought its answer.

“Pretty nearly,” he replied candidly. “You know I
cant stand being very long in England. Everything
that made it worth while went ages ago. At least one
can amuse oneself abroad. There’s sunshine, and it’s
gay. And there are always the tables where you can
gamble and forget the thjngs you dont want to re-
member.” He gave a short laugh. “17l present you with
a piece of valuable advice, Phil. In this life you can’t
alter anything that’s happened. So make the best of
what’s left.”

She paused in the process of drying her hair and re-
garded him gravely. “I dont think you do that,” she
commented. “You dont make the best of your chil-
dren—of us. You dont even try to.”

Guy shrugged his shoulders.

“My dear, | was giving you a piece of sound advice.
Really sound. But, unfortunately, | can’t -take it my-
self.”

Phil dropped the towel she had been using onto the
sand beside her and clasped her hands round her bare
knees. Now that her hair was dry it showed bright lit-
tle touches of gold here and there where the sun had
caught it just as her father’s did.

“l suppose that means you are going away again,
then,” she said flatly.

“Who’s going away?” called out a boyish voice.

DY this time, the remaining three occupants of the

canoes had brought their skiffs safely to shore and
beached them; and were making their way leisurely to-
ward the spot where Phil was sitting with her father—a
trio of whom any normal author of their being might
have been reasonably proud, she reflected with an in-
ner flash of resentment.

“Who’ going away?” The speaker was a boy of
seventeen.

In spite of his undeniable plainness he bore a certain
elusive likeness to Phil herself which labeled them
brother and sister. Only while she was merely slender
he was actually boney, and the sun which had tanned
her face to a desirable “all-over” golden brown, had
freely besprinkled his with freckles. None the less, there
was something very pleasant about Budge Wetherby’s
blunt, squarish features, crowned by a thatch of rum-
pled wet brown hair, and in the half-humorous glance
of his clear brown eyes.

“The Parent is going abroad again.” Phil answered
his inquiry with an expressive dryness of intonation
that was quite unconscious.

“Can't ever stick us all for long, can you, Father?”
suggested Budge, with a grin.

A faint smile crossed Guy’s own lips. He was per-
fectly aware that he had long ago been tried in the
balance by his children and found wanting. But it did-
n’t seem to him to matter very much. Nothing had ever
mattered much, really, since Monica died, except to get
through life as best he could.
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“l cant say,” he answered Budge
coolly. “I've never tried ‘sticking you
all” for any length of time. Better
put it that | can’t stick England
for long.”

The boy nodded.

“It does sound better that way,” he
agreed bluntly.

A slight look of annoyance passed
over Guy’s face and he sprang to his
feet. “Why are Piers and Venetia loiter-
ing like that?” he demanded irritably.
He glanced at his watch. “It’s close
upon lunch time. Give them a shout
to come on.”

Budge shouted obediently, and the
two remaining members of the canoe-
ing party waved a reply and resumed
their progress over the sand. But quite
unhurriedly. Still deep in discussion,
they came sauntering along together,
regardless of the fact that they were
keeping a hungry and impatient parent
waiting.

In appearance both were so amaz-
ingly unlike either Budge or Phil that
it was almost difficult to believe they
were actually another brother and sis-
ter. As Phil herself sometimes ruefully
remarked: “They’re undoubtedly the
beauties of the family, Budge. You
and | weren’t around when the Weth-
erby quota of good looks was being
handed out.”

It was true. Piers Wetherby was
possessed of a dark beauty that fre-
quently led strangers into putting him
down as of Spanish or Italian extrac-
tion. Black hair sleeked back over his
head, somber-dark eyes with straight
black brows above them, and a skin,
naturally olive, which wind and sun
had burned to a deep bronze, all com-
bined to give him a somewhat un-
English appearance.

THE girl at his side offered a very
complete contrast. Aslim, unformed
slip of a thing she was, with dark blue
eyes and hair that shone copper-gold
in the sunlight—as fair as he was
dark. Someone had once said of
Venetia that “she was far too beau-
tiful to end happily,” but her young
loveliness seemed to afford her father
little satisfaction, for his glance sel-
dom rested on her if he could avoid
it. She reminded him too poignantly
of Monica, whom she closely resem-
bled and whose life had paid for her

existence.
Instinctively, therefore, when
brother and sister came within

speaking distance, Guy disregarded her and addressed
himself to Piers.

“Don’t hurry yourself on any account,” he said with
mild sarcasm. “Perhaps you havent observed that we
are all waiting for you.”

Piers’ dark head went up haughtily.

“There was no particular reason why you should
wait for us, was there?” he retorted.

The eyes of father and son met combatively. It
seemed as though some undercurrent of mutual dislike
flowed between them.

“There’s no particular reason why we
should have to do so,” returned Guy
shortly. “That’s why | suggested you
should obviate the necessity. It’s already
lunch time, and, as you know, | prefer
my meals at the proper time.”

“By all means, then, let the animals go
in to be fed—by clockwork,” replied Piers.

And marched on ahead without another
word, Budge and Venetia following be-
hind_him.

“That young devil badly wants wheel-
ing into line,” remarked Guy, as he and
Phil brought up the rear of the party.

“Well, and whose job should that be?”
she rejoined composedly.

He looked down at her with a
whimsical smile.  Somehow he was
never offended by anything Phil chose
to say to him. “Mine, | suppose you
mean,” he admitted. “Sorry, Phil, but 1
can’t tackle it. Life itself will do it for
him in time, same as it does for all of us
sooner or later,” he added with bitterness.
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“You don’t approve of anyone for giving up what they like?"

He did not speak again, and Phil followed him in
equal silence up the narrow zigzag path which climbed
the headland, forming a private way between Wetherby
Grange and the shore.

Usually she extended a half-amused tolerance to-
ward her father. There was a certain lovable side
to his character which he had shown to her more than to
any of the others. Once in a while she would catch a
glimpse of the almost unbearable loneliness and dis-
illusion which had made him what he was. But now,

all At once, a wave of resentment against
him surged up within her. He had failed
his children, failed them completely, and
because of that they would probably have
to pay, and pay, and pay when they ulti-
mately came to grips with life.

IT HAD always been called the playroom,
ever since the days when the young
Wetherbys had emerged from the nursery
and taken possession of it for the various
pursuits demanded by their increasing
years. And here, this afternoon, the four
Wetherbys were gathered in conclave dis-
cussing the news which Phil had elicited
during the morning—the news of their
father’s intended departure for the Con-
tinent.

“When’s he going?” demanded Piers
moodily. “Did he condescend to tell you?”

She nodded.

“l asked him,” she replied. “He’ off
by the early train tomorrow morning.”

“Humph! And so we go on, he thor-
oughly enjoying himself at Monte Carlo

or somewhere, while we’re left to muddle along any old
how.” Piers” dark young face held a passionate resent-
ment.

“It is awkward having only a Visiting Parent,” ack-
nowledged Phil with a sigh.

“The chief awkwardness,” put in Budge drily, “be-
ing that his checks are almost as occasional as his
visits.”

Phil looked across at him with friendly commisera-
tion. She knew very well what constituted Budge’s am-
bition in life. Dowered with no special gift, he had an
unusual faculty for managing animals, particularly
horses. It seemed almost as though some secret sym-
pathetic understanding existed between his mind and
theirs. Even a thoroughly bad-tempered horse would
yield sooner or later to his hands and voice, and many
a farmer in the neighborhood had to thank him for
breaking in some wild young colt that no one else
seemed able to gentle into good behavior. Budge’s real
desire in life was to breed polo ponies for sale, break-
ing them to stick and ball himself. “Only it needs capi-
tal to start,” he was wont to say dejectedly. “And 1|
havent a bean.”

“I've a good mind,” Piers took up the thread of the
family grievance, “to tackle the Parent before he quits
this time and insist on his making some definite ar-
rangement.”

“For you to study painting, do you mean?” Venetia,
prone on the divan, her chin propped on her clasped
hands, suddenly flung in her contribution to the dis-
cussion.

Piers’ glance roamed discontentedly from one to an-
other of the sketches which adorned the walls. “Yes,”
he grunted. “Look at those rotten objects. If | dont
begin soon it’ll be too late!” [Turn to page 75]
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Andrew waited in agony while the plane shot up like a skyrocket in a tortured twisting climb
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there an even greeter toll—the

in life?

ell swung his sharp-nosed, single-seater

speed plane into the wind and lifted it off,
tilting it straight toward the low clouds. The
air was rough as a choppy sea, the plane rock-
ing, slipping and dropping, requiring constant
handling and all his skill at the controls. Even
at this altitude the cold was bitter in his nostrils. Four
hundred miles through storm this morning and he had
taken off again without lunch. Two hundred miles still
to go and darkness would come early. Below him as he
climbed spread dense mist; above the sky was low and
leaden. A sensible pilot would turn back and trust to
better flying weather another time. But that letter of
Lucy’s— Again the motor roared to his climb, the plane
plunging and tossing, until at twelve thousand feet,
emerging suddenly from the opaque gray, he discovered
blue sky, smooth air and smiling sun.

“Hello, Phoebus,” he greeted crossly; “thought you
had quit on the job.”

Checking his direction by compass, he relaxed at the
controls for the first time that day. Again his sister’s
letter haunted his eyes.

They were going to operate, Lucy had written, and
she was worried. Not for herself, but for Rennie. She

FRST Lieutenant Andrew Quentin Burch-
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s faith
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would face the valley of shadows, though she didnt
like it. But when a woman reared a man-child to the
age of twenty-one, putting into him all the wisdom she
had been able to wripg from living, he was her very
life work, and her real tragedy would be seeing that life
work cheapened or marred. Of course there was a wom-
an in the case. Could Andrew come? Lucy believed
he might help her.

Could he come? Lucy had been eleven when he was
born and their mother died and she was the memory of
all the mothering he had ever known. When his war
marriage had ended in catastrophe, it was Lucy’s un-
derstanding that had washed away the hate and bitter-
ness poisoning his brain. Now along marched Rennie,
just eleven years his junior, to extract an only son’s toll
of anxiety from her heart.

Determined to fly, Rennie had come to him this last
vear as often as escape from college would permit. He

remembered the first unofficial lesson—Rennie
scared and stiff at the controls. “I wouldn’t try
to squeeze juice out of the stick, Rennie,” he
had reminded him. “It’s metal, you know.”
Then that gradual, sure limbering into oneness
with the plane. Any instructor would have
been proud of him. Daring, but taking his
orders like a gentleman. Conscious of his quick adapta-
bility to the air. but not losing his head over it.

Those nights they had spent at Andrew’s quarters,
smoking and reading, each on his own side of the stove.
And the look in Rennie’s eyes when he had confessed
to being in love. A man, Rennie, for all his youngster’s
years. A man’s passion in voice and accents, in the rest-
less stride with which he had betaken himself to the
window as if he had counted on the darkness without to
cool the white fire which the mention of his beloved had
aroused.

Cheapened and marred, Lucy wrote. Unfortunately
it happened to the whitest fire all too often. He ought
to know. But somehow that night Rennie had touched
to life some sleeping thing jn himself, had dragged from
vast subconscious depths a haunting sense of loneliness
and unhappiness. Or rather hadn’t all that started be-
fore, with the sight of that girl?
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Suddenly Lucy and Rennie were forgotten and there
sprang full-tilt in his imagination the street of a distant
city and a woman from whose face he could not take
his eyes, watching an airplane high above. But the air-
plane had disappeared in the distance, and she in a
shop entrance. Scarcely enough to stir ultimately his
emotional sluggishness, perhaps, had not a month later
coincidence reproduced the same girl for him—this time
in an east-bound Pullman. Using a magazine as a blind,
he had watched with increasing fascination through the
long afternoon the brown delightful head. Some deep-
ly unassertive quality intrigued him. The old-fashioned
nouns, “fortitude”, “nobility”, sprang to mind. But they
scarcely had spirit enough, and all were contradictorily
rugged to link with the long-fringed dark eyes, the fine
olive skin, and the gently oval structure of her face.

An older woman, evidently her mother, who nagged
without surcease, accompanied her. “And you prefer
being a nobody and struggling along for every bite you
eat—" came to him once as the train slowed down.
Later she wept, and the girl weary, but undefeated,
rang for water and gave her an aspirin tablet from a
tin_box.

Then that climax later in the diner—the sudden

crash, lurch, and sickening half-overturning of the car.
Chairs, food, human beings
flung about. The thing had
scarcely started to happen
when instinct had carried
him toward her. But the
miracle of miracles was that
shielding her mother with
her slender arms and body,
her eyes had flown past the
pitching, snatching figures
nearer her, straight to his.
Fear in those eyes, but
courage, too, they were not
seeing him for the first time.
They were reaching to him
lightning-swift, eager, hail-
ing him with a revealing
sense of intimacy, triumph
and appeal, as might some
spirit akin in very essence in'
a strange world where bodies
were not and finite conven-
tions had never been. He
had not reached her through
the welter of wreckage,
blood and cries, when a blow
on the head had struck him
unconscious and he had
awakened disgustedly in an
ambulance on his way to a
village hospital. And she
had been gone—

HE cold was intense. It

must be zero. His com-
pass needle showed him go-
ing true north. But how to
tell where cross-winds here
were carrying him when he
couldn’t see the ground. He
had been plunging along for
almost an hour. In another
hour he'd feel his way down
and see where he was. He
settled back to his stick,
eyes wandering over his in-
struments, ears attuned to
the even, crashing song of
his motor, each flight sense
subconsciously alert.

Lucy—operation. What on
earth did she think he could
do about Rennie’s love
affair? What could men
know of women? Werent
they all fools to beauty?
Would he trust his judg-
ment even in the matter of
that beauty that had cast a
sort of enchantment over
his days since his chance en-
counter with it months ago.
Before that for years, in-
difference and peace, the
thought of a woman rarely
coming between himself and
his strenuous activities. Was
he now to be forever aching
for a thing he had never
known, would probably
never know, or which once
known would doubtless col-
lapse from glory to mere

dust? Queer this thing of living! Above him an infinity
of space. Twelve thousand feet beneath him, a hidden
planet which hed strike if he fell. Between the two, him-
self, a mere lonely atom. Yet within, a fiercely living
cosmos all its own in this strange, unhappy longing.

Far beneath he saw suddenly that the cloud blankets
had broken, .flinging out trailing veils of mist upon
which the sun played with an unearthly glory. Upon
impulse, he tipped the nose of his plane toward them,
watching with a sort of savage joy the needle swing
past the two-hundred-mile-per-hour mark. Lower down
be pulled a map from under his leg and tried to locate
himself. About forty miles off his course, he judged.
But with a plane that bettered two miles per minute,
that was a small matter.

As he circled over the modest municipal airdrome
where he was to land, he saw an automobile and a single
figure waiting near the hangar. Rennie, as he lived! It
waved an arm. Andrew looped in response, and side-
slipping into the narrow field, landed smoothly. As he
taxied up, Rennie, his dark eyes flashing, hopped to the
.stirrup step.

i “Everyone's gone,” he explained; “but the care-
taker left me the key, so we can run her into the hangar
and lock her up. Cigarette? How are you Drew?"”
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Arrangements, cigarette first, greetings after. Like
Rennie. As Andrew stamped circulation into his legs,
swung it into his arms, they looked at each other,
grinning.

“How do you happen to be home?” asked Andrew.

“Spring vacation. Forgot your youth, ancient?”

“May morn has passed me by, sap. Shall we get the
plane in?” They lifted, tugged and wheeled it, berthing
it in the gloom of the hangar.

“How’ Lucy?” asked Andrew.

“Better today. And all-fired anxious to see you.’

“Why wasnt | told sooner that she was sick?”

“None of us were,” explained Rennie. “Even now
mother won't talk about it. Pain shant keep her, she
says, only when it has her clutched by the throat. When
she’s free, she wants to forget it.”

THAT somehow struck Andrew in the chest. He
dragged off his flying togs, Rennie stuffing them into
the little plane. “What do the doctors says?”

“It’s an operation, of course. But hang it, Drew,
Mother’s young." Youth’s inexperienced faith in life
spoke in Rennie’s optimism.

They drew together the hangar doors, Rennie pocket-
ing the key. Andrew bearing the \Turn to page 52]

“You!” Laura gave an involuntary little cry, her wide dark eyes half-frightened
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E WERE at my cabin in the north woods of
W Michigan, where for ten weeks—from sixteen

degrees below zero until the coming of glori-
ous spring—I had shut myself away from the outside
world to work on a novel, and to live, while writing
my story, in closest touch with that nature which 1
love so deeply and which to me is as beautiful and as
significant when clothed in ice and snow as when in-
vested with the softer and more luxurious raiment of
wild-flower time.

Through the open windows and door of my cabin of
logs the cool night air brought with it a perfume of
pine and balsam and fragrant cedar, breathed like an
incense from an unbroken wilderness of valley and
swamp and hill, and mingling in my humble abode with
the sweetness of trailing arbutus which we had gathered.

The night was filled with stars so bright and clear
that heaven seemed to have drawn nearer to us; and
in their friendly light, an hour before, we had seen a
mother deer and her fawn across my little clearing.

So bright were these thousands of other worlds, and
so bright had they been for many nights, that they
made me think of friendly homes filled with light and
happiness and with no curtains at their windows to shut
out their inspiring cheer.

ALL about us was the green and black wilderness; a
wilderness that breathed and whispered and softly
told tales to itself on this night; a wilderness that beck-
oned and waved to us gently; that sang a lullaby to the
cabin as if the slaughtered timbers in it still had their
living friends to comfort and to grieve; a wilderness
vibrant with its life and mystery, a Greater Book writ-
ten by God Himself, a little sign given to man that
he might, in time, come to understand the sacrilege and
blasphemy of worshipping man-made words and the
little tin idols of man-made sects and creeds.

Against the stars in the sky this forest had built itself
in spires and towers and battlemented tabernacles as
far as the eyes could see; and over my cabin it bent
and whispered, while all about was a vast silence so
that the man who was with me, my friend, fancied and
guessed what | already knew—that in its voice were
not only inspiration and hope, but also a yearning to be
understood. To me it was a whisper from the Great
Master protesting gently against the madness and bar-
barism of fanatical creeds and religions that have sown
discord and dissention throughout the earth since the
beginning of human thought, a plea even more gentle
for man to take out of his eyes the blinding egoism
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that had, and forever will until he frees himself from
this bondage, bar him from the sublimity and the glory
of the one and true understanding of life and of death,
and of that indestructible mystery in him which, for
lack of a better name, he calls his soul.

| voiced these thoughts to my friend, and after a
while he laid a hand on my arm. “Write your story,”
he said. “You are a part of this. You were born with
its blood in your veins. You understand its language.
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Your heart is a part of its heart. You have told me
often that if God has no place for the creatures of
nature then you, too, are lost.

You believe that even the trees and flowers have
souls, that same indestructible something which is
a part of yourself. Write the story for us all.”

“1 think I shall try,” | said.

We sat on the ridge-top for
hours, with the moon sailing
higher and higher above us.

The night itself was growing
a little tired when we returned
to my cabin and went to bed.

T WAS in the late snows

which precede the spring break-up, one hundred
and thirty-four years ago, that a valiant young Dutch-
man from Schenectady went into the country of the
Mohawks and the Oneidas in quest of adventure and
fur. His name was Griffein. He was big and blond,
smoked a long pipe, and loved the wilderness so
well that he was as much a part of it as the In-
dians themselves.

Somewhere—the exact location has been lost in the
passing of years—this adventuresome Dutchman came
to a Mohawk village not far from the headwaters of
the Canada river, where he was deeply smitten by the
beauty of a young Indian maiden. | speak with author-
ity when | say she was beautiful because she was my
great-grandmother, and my mother often told me about
her, especially when | was a boy. But my grand-
mother's pictures of her were clearest. She was tall and
slim, she said, with magnificent black hair and eyes,

- f aonTS~1)H

The humble birthplace of a genius for story telling
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The novelist in his studio overlooking the banks of his beloved Shiawassee

and she wore shoes—when my great-grandfather in-
duced her to give up moccasins for these more modern
contrivances—that were no larger than the palm of my
grandmothers hand. Besides, a further proof that she
must have been beautiful is the fact that she roused
a Dutchman’ phlegmatic pas-
sions and held them securely
and proudly through more than
half a century. My mother re-
membered her, as a very small
child, when our forest princess
had grown to be more than
eighty years of age; and even
then in my mother’s words, “her
hair was glossy and black, like a crow's wing, and she
wore such small shoes that at ten years of age | could
not get them on.”

So of all things | am proudest of my beautiful little
great-grandmother from the Mohawk tepees.

At just about the time young Griffein was telling his
forest sweetheart how pretty she was, and how dark
and somber the world would be for him without her,
another event very important to me was happening over
in England. Frederick Marryat, afterward a famous
naval officer and writer of still more famous stories of
the sea, was born. | mention this fact because Captain
Marryat happened to be my great-uncle; and at just
about the time my mother, as a little child, was mar-
veling at the size of my great-grandmother’s tiny feet,
this famous great-uncle of mine was occasionally en-
tertaining a lad named James with thrilling tales of
adventure—tales so marvelous and inspiring that, a little
later, they encouraged this same James to run away to
sea, come to America, find my mother, light through the
Civil War, and become my Dad—the finest, cleanest,
bravest, most honorable Dad that ever lived.

I MUST have been a great tribulation to my father;
and | think his burden of worry began to grow about
the time | was between five and six years old, at which
age, in company with my chum, Charley Miller, I was
the disgrace of West Town, in Owosso, Michigan; where
Charley's father ran a combination hotel and saloon
and mine an old-fashioned shoe store. This place is
now a beautiful little city of fifteen thousand people,
but was then only a village with hickory-nut trees
growing in the middle of the streets, and cows and
chickens and geese feeding wherever they pleased. Right
across from our store was a great common filled with
pine trees. There were millions of fish and dozens of
swimming holes in the river then. Now there are fac-
tories and stores where the old pine trees stood, and
our sewers empty into the stream.

| have tried at times to make myself believe that
the dirtier fun is with honest soil the more godly it is.
| suppose that is because, at six years of age, | was
one of the dirtiest youngsters living.

And the tragedy of it was that my father was a gal-
lant gentlemen of the old school, exquisite in his cour-
tesy, and that my mother was one of the sweetest,
proudest, most quietly refined women imaginable.

Until the day of her death, in 1923, my mother never
tired of relating an incident which was entirely typical
of my average appearance at that time, in spite of

scrub brush and soap and the hours she wasted on me.
A gentleman had called upon my parents, and he ob-
served me when | was sucking a few last drops from
a beer bottle picked up behind Billy Miller’s hotel. As
he watched Charley and me—we had just come from
painting the interior of a pigpen with the yolks of
eggs which Charley had pilfered from the hotel—he
expressed a sincere pity for us, a disgust at conditions
which could make such appearances possible, and voiced
a bitter condemnation of the mother who would “let
a child go about like that.”

“Who is the child sucking at the bottle?” he asked.

My father would have answered promptly and hon-
estly. But my mother was desperate. Through her mind
ran the thought that in some way she would later get
hold of me, clean me up again, and the
gentleman would then never recognize
in her child the little outcast with the
beer bottle.

So she, too, expressed sympathy for
me, said that the boy lived up the street,
and was just on the point of cleverly
withdrawing with the gentleman when
| ran up to them, and said, “Mamma,
can Charley and me have a penny?”

| do not person-
ally recall the
shock of that mo-
ment. But | do
know that it lived
for more than
thirty years with
my wonderful
mother, and | be-
lieve her mind had
gone back to those
old days again when, dying in my arms,
her last words came to me in a faint
whisper, “Jimmy, be a good little boy."

And | was good in those days of my
juvenile rascality, for any boy who loves
his mother and his father as | loved
mine must be good in spite of himself, no
matter how deeply the shame of dirt
may lie upon him.

In me there was already born a kind
of storv-expression to which | was be-
ginning to give physical manifestation.
The first stories | wrote were mud pies.
My first novel was a series of thrilling
escapades in which Charley and | ad-
ventured for other people's eggs, sucked
beer bottles, robbed the hotel kitchen
and came to the final smashing climax
when we cleverly stripped the till of
Billy Miller’s saloon, dividing our plund-
er equally by tearing each bill in half,
and afterward pasting the halves on the
inside of our pigpen, where they were
found days later, much to the disgust of
the local police.

| had two "ambitions in those days;
to achieve that monumental pinnacle of
opulence where | could buy a whole
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bunch of bananas, and, still mightier desire, to ride
astride, as if on horseback, the beautiful bustle worn
by Kate Russell, the hotel cook, when out promenading
with her young man. My mother wore a bustle, of
course, along with all other ladies of the day, but none
of them wore a bustle like Kate’s. No romping, leaping
mustang of the plains ever held a greater lure for young
adventurers than Miss Russell’s bustle held for me.

Possibly if | had continued to live in West Town |
would have become a genius. But fate carried me to
a cleaner environment. My father failed in business.
Being honest, he paid his bills. With what little he
saved he decided to buy a farm, or at least make a
first payment on one. Now my father had adventured
at sea, had fought through a great war, had driven my
mother in a covered wagon from Ohio to Texas when
my oldest sister was a baby, but the buying of this
farm proved to be the topping adventure of his life.

In the dead of winter he went with my brother, Ed.
who was sixteen years old, down into Ohio, where Dad
had done his courting. He bought a small farm—forty
acres—with two feet of snow on it. At least he thought
it was a farm. But when spring came and the snows
went, he discovered a stone quarry.

I WAS six years old then. And for seven years there-
after we lived on that forty-acre depository of stones.
| began picking up stones the first summer. | picked
them up for seven years. My brother did the same.
And my father, too. As fast as we could take off pne
crop of stones the plow would turn up another. We
built stone fences. We had stone-piles as big as our
house all over the place. From these piles the county
bought two thousand loads of stone at ten cents a
load for a swampy stretch of road. Stones everywhere.
It was hard to find the dirt, so Dad built a shoe-shop
in the corner of our apple orchard and did the country-
side cobbling.

But how | did love that stony farm! Not for any
other period of my life would I exchange the seven
years that it was my home. They were not only happy
years, but years of tremendous significance for me.
The stones, which filled them, hard, hot, blistering in
summer, began the building of my character when | was
seven. They set me thinking. They made me see there
was something in life besides school and good times.
This other thing was a duty—a grimmer thing that be-
came more and more necessary to my existence as
time went on. [Turn to page 37]
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“l dreamed of make-believe worlds when | was nine”
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THE WOLF AND THE LAMB

forces encounter each other in

modern society: the lust for
battle, and the love of peace. They
are preeminent, persistent, irrecon-
cilable. The one is inherited from an ageless past: the
other efficiently entered upon the scene two thousand
years ago. None need wonder that war has been crowned
as the foremost achievement of the race. How could it
be otherwise? For seventy known centuries, and for
many more behind these, about which scholars dimly
speculate, the weaponed man enjoyed woman's love,
received the imitative obedience of children and youth,
and the honors and rewards of society.

His praises were chanted by poets; his deeds re-
corded by historians; his person decorated by kings.
He dictated the course of Empire; the division of the
spoils of conquest; the beliefs and customs of the
nations.

Then a Babe came to Bethlehem. Among His many
titles was “the Prince of Peace.” Since His birth, the
reign of war and its fascination for popular imagination
have been under sentence of death.

Bloodshed and Brotherhood are diametrically op-
posed. Armed conflict and New Testament Christian-
ity cannot be synchronized. The one must perish if the
other is to survive. There is no possible compromise,
no middle course.

As mankind advances in moralized intelligence, the
mad folly and uselessness of war will outlaw it among
civilized States except for police purposes.

TWO mighty and antagonistic

T IS already significant that in America’s Hall of

Fame the warrior does not lead the list of our illus-
trious dead. Sixty-five of these now comprise the num-
ber elected. Of the total, fifteen were authors; twelve,
rulers and statesmen; five educators; five theologians
and preachers; five scientists; five military and naval
heroes; four, lawyers and judges; four, inventors; three,
musicians; five artists or actors; and one each in the
fields of medicine, engineering and exploration.

The temper of our time is slowly hardening against
the anarchy of physical violence. Nor does there seem
to be any escape from its eventual extinction. The
wolf and the lamb will yet feed together in the golden
age to be.

A distinction should be drawn, however, between
wars wantonly aggressive, and defensive warfare. The
former are usually ferocious and always criminal; the
latter has been the agent of progress and well-being.

No sane individual proposes at this late hour to im-
peach William the Silent, or George Washington, for
having waged their prolonged and determined cam-
paigns for right and freedom. The circumstances justi-
fied their resistance; the outcome abundantly vindicated
their policies. Nor must it be forgotten that the world
is still a considerable distance from the halcyon en-
vironments which Messianic pacifists imagine existent.
Those who tell us that universal peace is at the door,
or complete disarmament about to begin, are more
comprehensive than accurate.

The saintliest and most tranquil souls now and again
feel the hereditary urge of the fight. If the younger
generations, who did not experience the horrors of the
Marne and the Somme, are allowed to grow up without
instruction and warning from those who did, they will
respond to the bugle’s call to renewed battle, as their
ancestors have done from times immemorial.

A few summers ago | watched the famous Coldstream
regiment mount guard at St. James Palace, London. It
was a thrilling spectacle, entrancing hundreds of young
men and women, and enjoyed by the casuals who are
usually present. The splendid Band of the regiment
played Handel’s march from Scipio: the troops pre-
sented arms, their bayonets glittered in the morning
light; their colors, inscribed with names like Waterloo
and Inkerman, ruffled bravely .in the wind.

One could appreciate the glamor of military pomp
and circumstance, even though he knew they cleverly
concealed the bestial actualities of war’s sickening
shambles.

The same day | sat in St. Paul’s Cathedral, and lis-
tened to the following words echoing through the pil-
lared spaces of that noble church:

Behold, | create new heavens and a new earth. And the
former things shall not be remembered . . ..

They shall not labor in vain, nor
bring forth for calamity .. ..
The wolf and the lamb shall feed
together, and the lion shall eat straw
like the ox ... .
They shall not hurt nor destroy in all my holy moun-
tain, saith Jehovah. (Isaiah: LXY. 17-25.)

Surely there has not been a bolder contrast to brute
strength as a nation's chosen weapon than this idyllic
picture of the Lord's fortressed hill of justice and secur-
ity. In it the wildest beasts of the jungle are to fore-
gather with the gentlest creatures of the fold

Since nothing on the planet is so dangerous as man
himself, once he is really tamed, it will be compara-
tively easy to subdue the rest of the animals. But
whether the Prophet’s vision is interpreted as the be-
wildered dream of a fanatic, or as Heaven’s own mes-
sage to Earth, one thing is certain—it endures. It has
inspired numberless ideas and homilies which filled the
minds and mouths of preachers, reformers, poets, phi-
losophers and painters with renewed hopes for human-
ity's deliverance from war.

The solemnly joyous reading of the lesson for the
day in St. Paul’s Cathedral hushed for me the resonant
music of the Coldstream Guards Band. | could imagine
St. Augustine, St. Thomas Aquinas, and good Sir
Thomas More meditating on Isaiah’s song of hope and
glory when they wrote about the “one far-off divine
event, to which the whole creation moves.”

MODERN writers and statesmen, no less than Henry
IV of France and Hugo de Grotius, have antici-
pated the prophet’s verification. The League of Nations,
the World Court, and kindred associations have been obe-
dient to his visualization of a warless world. If we
could but understand the deep, passionate longing for
Justice with Peace which myriads of our fellow men
and women experience today, we should know that
sooner or later Church and State will have to unite to
accomplish these great ends.

No clergyman in recent times more clearly pointed
the way to this achievement than did Bishop Brent of
Western New York. For many years he was conspicu-
ous in the forefront of civic and ecclesiastical affairs
at home and abroad, always as a [Turn to page P7]
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S YOUR LIFE LIKE MINE?

'SKS

Z'H ERE are thousands like her—
city-wise folk who every day are be-
ing thrust peremptorily into the midst of
small-town customs and cliques. Are they
made to feel at home or are they always
outsiders? This isthe brisk and sprightly
story of one man s wife, a city girl, who
went to live in Craleytown.

JKNE evening, in the third year of our marriage, my
~ husband reached home from the office in a daze.
He had been dabbling a little in stocks. | knew
the market had collapsed.

“Have we lost everything and more besides?” | ven-
tured, mustering a false cheer.

“You will think so,” he said, nervously. “I am being
sent to the Craleytown branch.”

Then it was not money losses. It was business!

| was the stunned one, now. “Craleytown? Not to
live? | thought you were a fixture here in the company’s
New York home office! Why, it’s exile! You might as
well take me to prison!”

He winced a trifle. Craleytown happened to be his
native town. He was accustomed to small towns. | never
saw one, except from an automobile or car window, until
he took me to his mother’s after our honeymoon.

Suddenly | blanched. “Must we live with your
mother?”

“1 thought you might like that phase,” he faltered.
“Mother’s the easiest person in the world to get along
with.”

“She’s a mother-in-law,” | retorted, icily; “terribly
deaf and old-fashioned.” | looked at him accusingly.
“Did you ask for a transfer?”

"l was as flabbergasted as you are,” he declared.
“Business is changing. It is reaching out in gigantic
chains and creating new frontiers—"

“I have no desire to be a frontier woman,” | broke in,
furiously. “Business may be changing, but Craleytown
isnt and | cant. | just won't!”

“That remains to be seen. | am helpless in this mat-
ter. It is a distinct promotion and a definite opportunity.
You will, at least, give the old burg a trial, wont you?
Other young married city women are in your identical
situation. Why not do as they do? Make Main Street
a sort of social adventure.”

“Adventure? In Craleytown? If you want to bury me
alive, go ahead!” | exploded, hysterically, and burst
into tears.

Of course, | went. Like the Washington Monument,
in Mr. Coolidge’s
cryptic metaphor,
the town is still
standing and | am

Sm all \Jcj\vn

still there, after a number of years. And all of my former
friends, including most of my relatives, frankly believe
| am penned there by a brute of a selfish husband to
whom, they tell me, | give too great a loyalty.

| am in my early thirties, one of hundreds of thou-
sands of women of large city rearing who, owing to
circumstances in their husbands’ affairs, are trying to
become small-towners. | often wonder what their experi-
ences are, and whether they are similar to mine; and
how they solve their problems.

Are we hopeless misfits in the cross-word puzzle or
anagram of America’s changing life?

Ours is not the married life we had planned. | went
through girlhood with never a care and hardly a thought
which was not fleeting. | was self-supporting. My chief
concern was to be smartly groomed and dressed and to
have a coterie of men for dances, dinners, parties, and
the theater.

My husband, when | met him in a business office, was
just out of college where he had graduated in industrial
engineering. It

sounded very im-
pressive; and he
never once struck

me as rural born and
bred. He was charm-
ingly cosmopolitan.
His salary and ex-
pectations justified
marriage. We rented
and furnished a
small, modern jn
housekeeping apart-

ment in a desirable

neighborhood, joined a

bridge and golf club and
were figuring on a suburban home and a car, all safely
within his mounting income.

In a twinkling, all that was changed.

A veritable revolution swept us into its vortex, taking
me unawares and totally unprepared. From Broadway,
or what Broadway and Fifth Avenue represent, to
Main Street! From an exquisite, steam-heated flat, with
every conceivable time- and labor-saving appointment,
to a draughty, old frame house standing, in shabby gen-
tility, in a tangled yard with rotten wood walks leading

to ramshackle outhouses half-
hidden among a few time-honored
fruit trees!

From an awe-inspiring proces-
sion, in seemingly unending miles,
of tall buildings, hotels, apart-
ment-houses, theaters, cafes,
shops, and roaring turmoil, to
weedy brick pavements
along a dimly-lighted high-
way, with patches of
bluestone spalls in the

worst of the ruts,

smelly open gutters,

and ancient and de-
crepit buildings shouldering, dismally and forlorn, against
one another!

From the Big Town to the Small Town where, under
the same roof, came the inevitable clash of the two
civilizations—the Old and the New.

My mother-in-law represents one; |, the other. Be-
tween us, sympathetically, helplessly, often agonized,
stands my husband watching, as | have heard him say,
grimly, “the pieces fly all over the house.”

A trio, such as ours, who come through without crack-
ing must be freaks. Whenever | read of divorces in such
families | fully and charitably understand. So does my
husband. He appreciates my problem. | recognize he
has a problem, too.

These problems are radically different from those of
married couples born, bred, and living constantly in
the same or a larger environment. What are they?

Chief among them is the question of readjustment in
a mental as well as a physical sense.

When | stepped from the train to an unaccustomed
plank platform, at Craleytown’ bleak, branch line rail-
road depot, on dreary Front street with its timid array
of slattern-looking general stores, dingy restaurant,
barber shop, tobacco stand, and billiard rooms, |
quailed. Instinctively, I clutched my husband’s arm for
protection.

It wasnt fear—I felt alien, remote, and crushed.

| glanced apprehensively into my husband’ face. It
was beaming in recognition as he nodded cordial greet-
ing to a group of ragged and bewhiskered depot loafers
with harsh, forbidding features.

“Good Heavens!T | whispered, shuddering. “What an
archaic setting for those human antiques! Craleytown
is the last resort for the struggler and an abiding place
for the hope abandoned.” This was my first impression.

| felt besmeared and cheapened.

“You’ll feel differently and change your opinion, after
you've grooved into your niche,” my husband prophe-
sied.

My lips curled cynically.

We could have motored the short distance to his
mother’s home. We preferred to walk. All along we en-
countered townsfolk. My husband knew and addressed
everyone spontaneously by their [Turn to page 109+
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TN AN age of freedom

.and self-expression, can
love be bargained for? Or
must it be gained at the
old cost— a soul's devotion.

1HE was a MacFadden and the
MacFaddens had been bargain

" hunters for four generations.
So when she came to love, she
wanted that cheap, too. She got it,
though for a time she was afraid she
would have to pay dearly.

The first time she saw Jerry
Hilver was one winter day in holi-
day season. She had come out with
Rags and because this had been their
favorite haunt for years, had run
over the fields with him to a little
wood by a small frozen pond. There
she had stood, back to oak tree, her
hand tightly gripping Rags’ leash,
and let her blue eyes go a brooding,
hurt gray. She had planned with her
father the selling of this piece of the
old MacFadden homstead. She had exulted in his land-
canniness that had waited till the land was at the peak of
its value. She had gone to a gay party in town with him
the night after the papers were signed. But now, perhaps
because it was holiday time, she wished it were theirs
again. The pond was swept clear of snow and its silvery
stretch was like a picture out of her childhood. It was
her pond. Her father resented the fact that the new own-
ers Scorned them. She never had, but now she did
resent the fact theyd sold her land to people who
would scorn them; and the resentment was for the
moment so keen that the familiar oaks and shining ice
blurred to her vision.

Then they came, swinging down the opposite bank
with much laughter and shouting—Jerry Hilver and his
sister, Pamela.

“Still, Rags!”

She saw them at first through the blur, a kneeling
man and a slim, dark girl in red. Then two singing,
glad young things.who laughed and talked as they
skated. The blur cleared and she saw Jerry Hilver, not
far away, his head erect, his thin, homely brown face
alive with the cold, his eyes dear with the dream that
lay ever back of their awareness. -Jerry Hilver. All in
that moment she wanted him—she, Janet MacFadden,
who had, since babyhood, had everything she wanted.

She pulled at Rags’ leash and went quietly off through
the wood toward the road.

She came into the house by the kitchen. Cousin Mary,
one of the MacFadden bargains, was making rusks.
Since she was four, Janet had come to the doorway at
rusk-making time, leaned her red head against the door-
frame and smiled ingratiatingly up at Cousin Mary, till
Cousin Mary broke off one of the delectable brown rolls,
handed it to her and said, “For goodness sake, child,
why don’t you eat at mealtime?”

UT Janet did not smile for a rusk now. She sat down
B by the table, pulled her white tarn from her rusty,
rumpled curls. “Cousin Mary . . .

“Yes, honey?”

“Soclety is a stupid thing—and wicked, isn’t it?”

Cousin Mary buttered the tops of her rusks. She
looked all blue gingham and kind, rosy face. But she
was very wise and had grown wiser living with the Mac-
Faddens.

“It is if you let it be,” Cousin Mary said. “You can
let it be cruel or you can let it not matter at all.”

“l don't believe it’s as easy as that,” Janet said. The
kitchen looked strangely new to her and its cleanliness
and warmth and quiet seemed to mean something.
Looking at the glowing stove, she did not see Cousin
Mary’s tender, troubled glance.

“It depends,” Cousin Mary conceded.

I'm sick of sell-
ing things!”

The next morning, at breakfast, David
MacFadden said: “Jan, come in to town
with me! I'm lunching with the Bardeens
and they’re right on the edge of buying
next to Hilvers’ You always help me
cinch a bargain!”

Janet grinned a little, then sobered.

“Dad, let’s not sell any more of the
homestead!”

“Not sell any more? Why, chick, it’s
worth more this minute than itll ever
be again!”

“1 cant help it—Ilet’s not! I'm sick of
clinching bargains with—uwith folks like
the Hilvers!”

David MacFadden chuckled, though

a little dryly.

“Been high-hatting you again, have they?”

“No, but—"

“Let em, Jan! Ten years from now they
wont—no, nor five! Your Great-grandpa
MacFadden used to drive an old yellow buck-
board around to auctions, true enough. Ive
heard tell he haggled half a day over your
spool bed! But I'll bet if you looked the
Hilver tree over you'd probably find out the
first Hilver wasnt any lumber king, either!
He probably chopped rails!”

“Oh, I'm not ashamed! Only I'm tired of rich people
around!”

“Youre well on toward being rich yourself, Jan!”

But she wouldnt go to town with him and presently
she went to her room and stood before the quaint old
walnut mirror, one of the fruits of Great-grandpa Mac-
Fadden’s farm auction trips, and stared at herself. Her
slim, quaint face with its rumpled, rusty curls above its
endearing, one-sided smile, stared back.

“1'm sick of selling things!” she said aloud.

She turned toward the window, looked down on the
snowy yard with its mulberry tree, its round stone well,
its wall. Beyond the wall stretched away on every side
the old MacFadden homestead, little by little now
being clutched by the inexorable fingers of progress.
The Hilvers—how she and her father had angled
for the Hilvers! And there the Hilvers were, over
there beyond the woods, beyond her pond. It had
been fun, the landing of them, but looking out now
toward the great stone house the Hilvers had
built, the fun seemed to have gone flat.

'M SICK of selling things!” she repeated. And

that meant more than she knew; for all her
life had been a continuation of Great-grandpa
MacFadden’ buckboard bargaining. A kiss for a

' schoolmate’s kitten, a smile for a composition, an

evening reading to her father for a pony—these
had been the warp and woof of her life. She'd
always paid something, but the something had
always been little.

Sharply, she remembered Jerry Hilvers face.
She had had her loves and knew What loving meant. She
loved her father, his tenderness and his Scotchness. She
loved Cousin Mary, who loved her in return with deep
wisdom. She loved the little brick schoolhouse, from
whose windows she had watched, past her spelling book,
the brightening of sumac and oak, hawks soaring or milk-
weed seeds drifting on their aimless silver way; or
heard the drone of locusts, the first love calls in spring,
the stirring chant of young frogs from some boggy
meadow. And this yard—she loved it. The doll house
beneath the mulberry tree, the great clumps of peonies
and the hollyhocks that made mural decoration against
the milkhouse and wall, the big bam and the wall that
hedged all in and made it safe and one’s own. She’d
felt part of it, even as the bees that zoomed there in
summer, now to clover, now to canterbury bell. And
the old stone house was dear to her, too—its quaint
spool beds, its old square piano, its old walnut desk and
Revolutionary-dated andirons, its fine dishes of mul-
berry hue, its high-backed rockers and queer little
stools. Yes, she had loved it all, but this that had come
so suddenly and yet so surely—this was something quite
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different. Something that was sweet and yet hurting
something that couldn’t be taken for granted.

If only the Hilvers hadn’t snubbed them sq! She’d
never have a chance to know them now. Never. She
turned sharply from the window, saw again her own
face, its pointed charm standing out warm and alive
even in the mirror. She smiled suddenly at herself, re-
lieved. She had made that charm work for her a thou-
sand times; why couldnt she do it again? Why, they
were just two jolly young folks; they’d never be rude!
She reached for her sweater and tarn, let her rusty hair
show beneath the white of the tarn. You never got any-
thing unless you just went after it!

“Where you going, honey?”

She jingled her skates defiantly. “To the pond!”

“That’s not our pond any more, child!”

“Oh, no onell be there so early!”

She counted on that for a lie. She swung across the
fields and through the oak grove to the pond. She felt
sharply alive, assured. They were just two friendly
young people, like herself! Her skates were on and she
was being a rust and white bird up and down the pond’s
length when the Hilvers, with a silver clanging of
skates and laughter came over the knoll. Janet paused
sharply, skated to shore, bent to take off her skates.

Pamela Hilver called out, “Oh, don’t go!”

Janet flushed. She colored easily.

“I'm trespassing!” she confessed, charmingly guilty.

THE two Hilvers laughed and with Jerry’s laughter,
that queer hurt came again and she looked up at him.
He was homely. But he was so lovable, so eager, so
clever-looking.

“Oh, do stay!” Pamela urged again.

For an instant Janet had a swift feeling of shame. It
had been too easy. She wished she hadnt meant so
that this happen. Then her hands in Jerry’s—down

with the wind—up against the wind. How could she be
ashamed after that? Next day they insisted that she
come to the house for toast and tea after skating. It
was ridiculously easy. It wasn, she saw, that their
wealth had shut her out before; it had only shut them
in. They asked her to a costume party; she went as a
Quaker. They asked her to a dance in town. They
asked her to a coasting party. It was easy! Just no
pretense, that was all they asked of her.
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Janet began some gentle thing of Beethoven, waiting all the time for Jerry's answer

But all the time it was as if she were in a dream, a
dream too sweet to be quite true. Never pretend; be
herself. Just remember that and the dream would go on.
She couldnt think much about real estate nor Wellesley,
where she had planned to go because Pamela Hilver
went there, nor anything except Jerry.

In the spring she walked with him by the little old
brick schoolhouse, where she had gone because her
father refused to pay school taxes without getting
something for his money.

“1863,” Jerry read. “What a queer little school!”

Never pretend. Just be herself.

“l went to school here,” she said.

Then she told him about it—the
warped old blackboards and kind old
Miss Tenney and this wood at recess
time.

“I e been in private schools all my
life,” he said; “till now—at State.

You dont know how you ought to
kneel down and give thanks for this
old schoolhouse! It’s kept you simple
and unspoiled. You’re Janet MacFad-
den; but me, I'm just one of a million.
It’s been horrible just getting my
chance to study forestry. | don’t know

how to keep the bars up about my own personality, but
you have—you've had it done for you!”

She became sharply aware that she was not simple at
all, aware and troubled. He thought all this had just hap-
pened so. It had not just happened at all; it was all
planned.

All spring she longed for summer. But, in the summer.
Jerry was not there. He was in a little shack high on
Mount Monadnock, looking for forest fires. He wrote
her twice and the letters seemed different than any let-
ters she had ever had. She read them thin. She saw a

good deal of Pamela, who
was very modem and so-
phisticated, but nice, too.
She wanted to hurry Jerry
into loving her, but felt cur-
iously helpless. She felt
queer about life that sum-
mer, anyway—her house,
her friends, her life—all
seemed wrong.

“Jan,” David MacFadden
teased. “What’s got into you
this summer? You used to

“She can't have him!"
drummed in her heart

do half the selling, and you aren’t worth your salt these
days!”

“I don’t know, Dad. Just tired of it, | guess!”

“Well, the Hilver girl’s come down off her high horse,
hasn’t she? You’ll have her to give you a start-off at
Wellesley, after all!”

They’d always been frank about going after things.

“Sometimes | think | won’t go to Wellesley!” she
said.

But of course she went, and went under the shelter of
Pamela’s wing, as they’d planned when they sold the
Hilvers the land.

She saw Jerry Christmas time. He came with Pam
and a crowd one night. Japet sat at the piano and played
gay, silly songs. Then, looking around at the rest, she
saw Jerry’s face, clever and brown and straightforward,
and she thought of that day on the schoolhouse step.
She began to play simple songs, the country-school, un-
adorned kind, and he came and turned the pages. After-
ward, as the rest were noisy about the fire, he leaned to
her across the piano, and said, “You’re so sweet, Janet!”

Her heart began to pound queerly. The gods were too
kind, to let his voice be so sincere, his gray eyes so
steady.

“You dont know me very well if you think that!”
she said quickly.

She rose and joined the rest but she kept hearing his
voice. She wished suddenly that she were all alone with
Dad and Cousin Mary and that she were a little girl
again. She wished she were at the country school, not
at Wellesley. She wished the Hilvers had never—no—
no, not that!

“I'm not sweet—not sweet at all!” something in-
sisted in her mind. But she was quite aware that she
looked sweet, sitting there on the floor by the fire, with
the light making beauty of her cloudy hair and her
brown velvet dress, and the hurt was somehow deeper
because she was so aware.

After that there were letters and one day, when Pam
brought her one, she said, too casually considering'that
it had never been mentioned before in \Tnrn to page P5]
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WT THE HEAKTMSIDE OF AMERICA

TT/rH AT is the American
point of view toward chil-
dren? Are our youngsters suffer-
ing from over-indulgence, or is
each dependent for his develop-
ment on what he can win for
himself from life?
Has the modern home widened
to include the playground,the foot-
ball stadium, and the automobile,
or are the ideals of our fathers still
guiding the destinies of our youth?
These questions are answered in
this group of interviews with the
wives of our Cabinet members. Drawn
from every section and every class,
these women represent the maternal
heart of America. Their thoughts

are mirrored in every home.
l | of the nation are born, a procession of eager-
eyed children passes, year in and year out:
Children with curls or bobbed tresses, children grave,
and children laughing, children whose names are known
from coast to coast, children whose names will resound
in the future. They are the sons and daughters
of men and

women in the

limelight of of-

ficialdom, chil-

dren who spend

their most im-

pression-

able years in

W ashington,

D. C., coming

there from

every comer of

NDER the dome of the Capitol, where the laws

these United
States. They
go to. school

Mrs. Arthur Hyde

with the children of other offi-
cials, children they would never
have known but for the accident
of parental election or appoint-
ment.

They play in spacious govern-
mental parks which are mere
postcard views to their unofficial
contemporaries; they sit in the
legislative galleries and they grow
up as accustomed to the social
customs and political conventions
of the City of Red Tape as coun-
try children are used to their
cows and chickens, or city chil-
dren to their trolley cars and automobile horns.

How are they brought up, these children of our
national leaders? What sort of home lives do they lead?
What kind of parents are men and women of affairs?

To answer these questions, asked with each change in
the personnel of Washington’s chief industry, is to
answer another as well:

What sort of children and what sort of parents
have we in this country? Certainly no laboratory
for the inspection of human beings could be more indige-
nous to the United States than that unconsciously set
up in Washington, where age. religion, wealth, birth and
occupation play no part in the selection of inhabitants.

Little Jacky Lamont during vacation time on the farm
By
Xgtitia "Preston H"pridall

Here we have farmers and bankers, college professors
and business men, gathered together in the national
capitol to operate the complicated governing machine.
These men come out of social backgrounds as different,
one from the other, as the mill towns of Massachusetts
are different from the ofange groves of California. They
bring with them wives and children as varied in appear-
ance, disposition and living habits as if they were not
countrymen at all.

Yet when it comes to questions of home and family,
the involved problems of proper relationship between
parents and children, the ideals and principles with
which to imbue boys and girls, who will be tomorrow’s
leaders, Washington’s parents are unanimously modern.
They are in tune with the educational theories of this
twentieth century. They are free from the exaggerations
of either conservatism or liberalism. Where you might
expect bromides and dogmatic assertions, you find orig-
inal thinking and open-mindedness. Where you might
anticipate strong clashes of opinion, you encounter ideas
with common bonds.

Take the families of the Cabinet members, those
acknowledged leaders of Washington life. They come
from Massachusetts, Illinois, Missouri, Minnesota,
California, Pennsylvania. Six of the nine men occupying

posts in President Hoover’s ad-
visory council have families. The
families average three children,not
counting the two men who have no
children and Secretary Mellon’s
family of one married daughter,
whose mother is dead. Three of
the six family groups contain
grandchildren. The ages of the
mothers range from thirty-four to
sixty-two. The mothers are soci-
ety leaders, sportswomen, house-
wives, artists.

And all these women agree that
parenthood is a partnership be-

Mrs. James J. Davis

tween hushand
and wife, a di-
vision of labor
in a mutual un-
dertaking. A1l
want their chil-
dren to be com-
rades and
friends rather
than respectful
little  votaries.
All believe in

trying to see Mrs. Ray Lyman Wilbur

their children’s point of view instead of making
the children accept the parent’s word as law.

When they were approached for their views
on child-raising, not one of the mothers of
Cabinet children spoke of “sparing the rod and
spoiling the child.” Not one threw up her
hands in desperation at the actions of the much-
maligned younger generation. To a woman,
they were level-headed, efficient and charming
modem mothers, of the sort popularly sup-
posed to have sprung into being, like Athene
from Zeus’ brow, about the year 1900. At that
time most of these mothers were carrying out
the principles about which young women today
talk so learnedly.

Robert Lamont and Toodles, his dog

This unanimity is all the more remarkable when the
essential differences of character and philosophy of the
six women are realized.

Mrs. Charles Francis Adams, wife of the Secretary
of the Navy, from conservative Boston, is patrician,
given to forthright speaking. She stressed the importance
not of education nor tradition, but of a mother’s play-
ing with her children.

Then Mrs. Robert P. Lamont of Chicago, wife of the
Secretary of Commerce, who has traveled in Europe
and been popular in social circles there, said she did not
believe in too much society for young girls.

Mrs. Ray Lyman Wilbur, the scholarly wife of the
Secretary of the Interior, who is president of Stanford
University, from which Mrs. Wilbur herself was gradu-
ated, credited the inexorable laws of inheritance with
more power than any other one factor in the lives of
children. Both the father and grandfather of Mrs. Wil-

bur were doctors.

These three women, the grandmothers of the group,
despite their divergent outlooks, had a common de-
nominator of respect for their children. But it did
not spring, as might be expected, from their double
experience with children and grandchildren, for
listen to the theme of the non-grandmothers’theories:

There was Mrs. William Dewitt Mitchell, wife of
the Attorney-General known in her St. Paul home as
a horsewoman of prominence, who was the protago-
nist of the “Never say don’t” adage.

And Mrs. Arthur M. Hyde, wife of the Secretary
of Agriculture, from Missouri, declared a parent had
to be logical in dealing with children, for children
are thoroughly logical within the limits of their
knowledge.

Mrs. James J. Davis, wife of the Secretary of
Labor, a pretty, gay and purposeful woman, the
youngest of the group, thought athletics at an early
age one of the best ways to develop children physi-
cally and to teach them to be good sports and good
pals.

The underlying principle, that of cooperation
rather than dictation, was in the philosophy of Mrs.
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Wilbur, with her faith in the scientific
laws of inheritance, as well as in the
theory of Mrs. Davis, with her mens
Sana in corpore sano doctrine.

The wives of the Cabinet members,
typifying intelligent American mothers,
appeared to be far advanced in their
dealings with family problems regard-
less of whether they have lived in thriv-
ing industrial communities or not far
from the lumber camps of the North,
whether they are women of the world
or neighborly housewives, whether they
themselves have been brought up in
the days of society’s growing pains or

Jewel, Joan, Jean, Jane and Jim Jr.— the five small Davises

Miss Gertrude Lamont

whether they have adapted themselves to the new
order, although taught by earlier standards.

Parents and children must have similar interests, the
psychologists say. In Washington, where none of the
mothers quote textbooks, this is the invariable rule. Not
only do the boys and girls who live in the shadow of
Capitol Hill develop enormous curiosity about the
machinations of government, with strong loyalties in
whichever direction their own families bend; but the
simple, ordinary phases of life are shared with their
parents also. The days of parents and children have the
same color.

At holiday times the Adams’ house is the scene of a
round of parties in honor of the Harvard son, who has
always thought his parents the most perfect hosts for
his college chums.

Mrs. Lamont and her two adult daughters visit art
galleries together, for the mother’ talent for draw-
ing and painting has been handed down to the chil-
dren.

Science is the link of the Wilbur family. Mrs. Wil-
bur has two sons who are physicians, as is her hus-
band; and Mrs. Wilbur, the daughter of a surgeon,
was well on the way to becoming a doctor herself
when she was married instead.

Technical discussions are fun in the Secretary of
the Interior’s home.

The Mitchell sons often are seen on the bridle
paths ‘round about Washington with their mother,
who has ridden with them since they were little boys,
and always joined them on camping trips.

Mrs. Hyde, who is an excellent chauffeur, taught
her daughter to drive when she was only a voung girl.

The day Mrs. Davis expressed her ideas of child-
rearing, she was in a hurry because she was going to
a football game with her son.

Oh, yes, they are good friends, the parents and
children of the Cabinet, and the fathers are members
of the inner circle as well as the mothers. They do
not seem to put the burden of bringing up the chil-
dren on their wives, as old-fashioned fathers were
wont to do. In every division of child training the

fathers and mothers act as units. If they differ, it is out
of earshot of the children. But there is not much room
for differing in a relationship which brings as much joy
as the family-as-a-whole system does.

When the family group sprouts new buds, in the form
of grandchildren, the same rules of friendship apply
between grandparents and grandchildren. Mrs. Adams
attested to this.

“My mother never played with us when | was little,
so when | had my children | decided | would,” said the
wife of the descendant of John Adams, and John Quincy
Adams, second and sixth Presidents of the United
States. “Now my daughter goes sailing and on picnics
with my grandchildren. They are great friends, just as
we are. It is so important to be friends with our chil-
dren, for only on this basis will they come to us and
talk things over.”

Mrs. Adams’ daughter is Mrs. Henry S. Morgan of
New York. When her daughter was living at home, Mrs.
Adams practiced what she preached by being one of the
circle of her daughter’s friends. Now she is a companion
to her college son and his classmates. Is she bored with
these adolescents? Never.

“They are so interested in things and enjoy the world
so much, it is contagious,” she said, with the dignity for
which she is known. “Besides, | feel the home is a tre-
mendous power for good. Parents must understand their
children’s viewpoint and not alienate them by being too
critical. But if a child has the right surroundings, the
love of good things will be part of his nature.”

Love of good things is part of the natures of the
three Lamont children, too. These
children all are grown. They are
Dorothy, now Mrs. Chauncey Bel-
knap of New York, Miss Gertrude
Lamont, one of Washington’s de-
butantes of this season and Robert
P. Lamont, Jr. who with his wife
and small family, lives on a ranch
in Colorado. The son was deco-
rated several times during the
World War. The daughters are
artists, like their mother.

At a time when society girls
were not addicted to professional

Mrs. William Dewitt Mitchell

hobbies, Mrs.
Lamont encour-
aged her elder
daughter to
study art in
Chicago. This
also is the plan
for the younger
daughter. Mrs.
Lamont be-
lieved in mak-
ing her children

Mrs. Charles Francis Adams self-reliant by
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having some interest in their lives en-
tirely and irrevocably their own. She
wanted them to trust themselves. That
was why, when her son was eleven, she
sent him all alone to Florida to visit
friends.

Mrs. Lamont supervised the intimate
training of her children herself. She
does not feel that capable nurses can
do more than administer to the physi-
cal needs of the children.

“A tired mother makes a poor com-
panion. though,” she admitted, with an
upward quirk of the lips that betrayed
her irresistible sense of humor. “Of
course, being a companion is the most
important thing a mother has to do for
her children. But | believe in obedi-
ence, instant obedience, from children. You never can tell
when the time is coming when you will want a child to
obey you without any questions or a moment’s hesitation.

“If a child is crossing a street and you say ‘Stop!”
you have no time to explain while a truck rumbles to-
ward you. You cant say, ‘Mother wants you to stop,
dear, because automobiles go fast these days and one is
coming that may hit you.” No, you must have obedience
first and explanations afterward.”

She said it without severity. Her eyes as well as her
lips smiled.

“We cannot demand obedience without reason,” she
added. “We must be logical and reasonable, for children
know the difference.”

“Children respond to the power of suggestion,” stated
another Cabinet wife, Mrs. Wilbur. This scientifically-
trained woman
has a firm faith
in the goodness
of human na-
ture.

“Children,”
she said evenly,

“would rather
be good than
bad. They are
bom with intel-
ligence; and in-
telligence says
that being good
is the sane

Mrs. Robert P. Lamont

thing. A parent must begin right
and be consistent. Children never
beg if they know that when you
say ‘No’you mean it. | dont be-
lieve in delivering ultimatums, of '
course. When children are old
enough they must be given de-
tailed explanations of the reasons
for the ‘No.” But the ‘No’ or the
‘Yes’ must stand.”

Mrs. Wilbur stands with Mrs.
Lamont on the question of dele-
gating the care of children to any
hands other than those of their
parents.

“Your child is worth something, surely? Then the
best is none too good,” said this cool, emphatic person.

Mrs. Wilbur has no hard and fast rules for the train-
ing of her children. She did not even set out to make
them scientific-minded. That two of her sons, Dr. Blake
C. Wilbur of San Francisco, and Dr-. Dwight Locke
Wilbur of the Mayo Clinic, became physicians, she
attributes to inheritance. Likewise with her married
daughters, Mrs. Leonard W. Ely and Mrs. Max Harper
of Palo Alto, California, who have a wide knowledge of
practical medicine useful in the home.

Mrs. Wilbur’s fifth child, the youngest son, who, she
maintains, is an only child because [Turn to page 150J
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Wilding caught herin his arms.
“You re unbelievablei’

that Stan Beals had arrived, and three staccato

snarls a half minute later that he was being kept
waiting. Dorothy flung a scornful silhouette across the
curtain.

“Oh, tuck it in!” said the sweep of her hand. “Who
cares about your rush? 1’1l be down, when I'm ready.”

At her dressing-table mirror she heightened her color-
ing to a hectic unreality. Retreating a few steps from
the glass, she spun on her toes for a final inspection.
The blue georgette frock with its jacket of transparent
velvet gave a foil to the pale shimmer of her hair, re-
flected a blue depth to eyes clouded tonight with remi-
niscent sadness. Once the blue ensemble had seemed so
very brave. It had raised the excited question: “Won’t
he love me in this?”

Sickening now to remember that! Clarence Orr had
long since left town, heart-free and adventurous; Doro-
thy and all her set were sick of the blue frock now;
and there were no more eager questionings. She was
nineteen, fed-up, sick of Dayville.

She clicked off her light and ran downstairs, paused
in the library doorway at the sound of her father’s
voice. He was speaking to Louise, her stepmother, in
a tone of gentle irony. “I believe 111 have Joe Marsh
just take that doorbell out. Nobody but a book agent
uses it, and we get our book from the postman.”

THE long blast of a motor horn outside announced
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ARE they lost— these modern
Y x. youngsters in little towns all
over the land? Do you agree that
they are puzzled only by the prob-
lem, “Does he love me?” or do you
feel they secretly despise the sham
and glitter of their existence?
Whether you are sixteen or sixty
you will find this brilliant story
voices the highest hopes of Youth

By Arthur T. Mumjan

illustrated

Louise spoke to Dorothy,
with an aggravating drawl:
“We were wondering, darling.
Is that boy outside just like
all the others? Or have you a
fatal gift for attaching the par-
ticularly awful ones?”

“Stan Beals is about aver-
age,” quietly.

“Wasnt there one named
Clement Orr a while back?
What ever became of him?”

“Clarence Orr. He got a job
in New York and went there.
And when you were my age,
they didn’t push doorbells, they
pulled them— Oh, I'm sorry.
But what on earth’s all the
fuss? One noise is as good as
another, isnt it?” She turned
to go.

“Dorothy! Your make-up!
It’s altogether too much!”

“I know it. But if | used any less I'd look like a
ghastly snowbird beside the others. Anyhow, it’s my
face ... ”

She left the house thinking: “I'm a wreck. Oh, I'm
so bored! And miserable! What makes people behave
so when they see you're unhappy?”

Stan kicked open the car door nearest the curb.
“Hello, Dodo. All set?”

“Yes. Who’s around tonight?”

“Same as usual,” he told her. “Jane-n’-Pete. George-
‘n’-Adele. Oh, and Lois! George dated her while Adele
was away, and somebody spilled.”

“I'll bet somebody met her train to spill it! And
Adele’s hopping, | suppose! After running around with
half the stags in Cleveland herself.” She yawned dainti-
ly. “Who else?”

He named several others. “And a new chap named
Wilding.”

“What’s he doing in Dayville; is he an explorer?”

“Airport expert,” Stan said. “An awful clinker,
though,” airily. “By the way, what dyou hear from
Clarence Orr?”

Dorothy narrowed her eyes, pressed her lips together.
She regarded her clenched fist wistfully. No, let it pass.
“Oh, he’s doing awfly well,” she improvised.

They drove two half blocks and were at Jane’s,
where the party was. Stan’s nonchalance increased.

JOHN LA GATTA

Dorothy keyed herself, by habit, to the vivacity ex-
pected of her and ran up the steps.

“Hi, everybody.”

“Hi, you two. You're late.”

“For what?” Stan asked, unanswerably.

Dorothy glanced over a scene unvaried in its fa-
miliar detail. Young men in tweeds or lounge suits;
girls in more formal afternoon frocks. Adele’s tawny
curls; George’s shell-rimmed glasses. Jane’s black Dutch
bob; Pete’s rowdy knickers. Lois, clean-cut and boyish.
The glow of light on the metal of banjos. Strumming;
and noisy, laughing talk.

“Dorothy, you look sweet. I wish,” impulsively, “/
was tallish and blonde!” That was Jane, nice youngster,
engaged, at seventeen, to Pete MacNair and so happy
that her affections brimmed over. She was very young,
rather touching. For Pete, after all, was—what?

In an access of confused emotion Dorothy kissed
her and heard her whisper: “Clarence Orr’ here! Don’t
let 'em throw you, darling!”

Clarence back! Without a line! Without even a
phone call to her! Dorothy gasped. A snub, unkind and
unnecessary! Her friends had schemed to dramatize it
publicly; Stan had set the scene with a malice she could
not fathom; Jane had saved her.

She whirled about to face the man who once had
filled her waking hours with desperate dreams; and
she said: “Oh, hello there! Are you back?”

Clarence himself was self-conscious. “Well, Dorothy!
How are you?”

ABOUT as you see me, Clarence. When did you get
in?” For amoment her hand had trembled, her color
had ebbed away to leave her make-up stark and ragged.
But now she was cool; something had happened! The
fever over Clarence Orr had run its course and burned
out, leaving her immune. She could not comprehend
it, could only feel the relief and joy of not caring,
after months of wretchedness.
“Got in just this afternoon,” he was lying. “Late.”
She did not care now. She could look back with odd
detachment to the poignant efforts she had once made to
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believe those sleazy falsehoods of his. Poor darling,
did he really think—?

“And how was the metropolis? Pretty big and bad?”

“Well, I'll tell you . .. ™ he began.

“You must,” she interrupted sweetly, “sometime....”
and sauntered past him. Across the room she joined a
group and, such as it was, the conversation. The drift
of it was not hard to catch.

Adele was letting her fiance know that she intended
io run wild over half a dozen §tates to proms and
house parties as she liked. Meanwhile she did not toler-
ate this Lois person for him. George Ballou’s eyes were
like those of a polo pony being yanked by the bit.

“Have you seen the new knickers the men are wear-
ing?” Adele asked. “On the golf course, I mean, of
course,” as a dig in passing at Pete. “All the men in
Cleveland had them.”

“Yes,” said Lois. “If the old kind were plus-four, the
new ones are plus-a-foot. They’d make almost any man
look a freak.”

“Pete!” said several voices at once. “Youll have to
getlv?lo_u some!”

oist red lips curled back from sharp teeth. Adele’s
glance contemptuously swept Lois’ simple frock, re-
turned smugly to her own expensive one. She shrugged,
fluffing the gardenia at her breast.

“You work, dont you,” superciliously. “Do you
like it?”

Lois replied that she did not mind working and did
like getting a salary. That sounded like such perfect
candor and sense to Dorothy that she experienced a
sudden admiration for the girl. How very clean and
forthright those gray eyes looked next to Adele’s fever-
ed brown ones! If George would—

GEORGE stirred suddenly and someone uttered a
stifled scream as a glass tinkled to the floor. Lois
jumped up in dismay. Her frock was ruined, drenched with
fruit cup'. A bright garter, a narrow crescent of warm
flesh above her knee, showed through the wet chiffon, and
she stared in consternation. A minor tragedy for her.

“I ought to be drowned,” George told her miserably.
She whirled on him; and smiled. “My dear, you didn’t
do it, 1 did.”

“What luck anyhow,” drawled Adele, “that it was
just a plain little thing.” Over her shoulder Mark Wild-
ing glanced at Dorothy and held her eyes with an un-
spoken question. She nodded, shrugged. Yes, this
crowd was like this. What about it? Wilding scowled.

A doorbell rang somewhere and Jane cried: “Oh,
Lord, I'll go; it’s the maid’s night out. Lois, run up-
stairs and take it off. Maybe we can get the spots out.”

She was back presently with her arms full. “Jus’ some
flowers. ’Scuse me a minute? 11l have to put them in
vases.”

“Who’s sending you flowers?” Pete wanted to know.
Jane explained. “Cut flowers, darling. For the table. |
ordered them myself.” Her fiance snorted. “You ordered
flowers from a florist just to stick on the table!” Jane
said of course; they were pretty! “Well, you'd better
get over that habit, fast!” he told her. “Flowers! Not
if you're going to marry me! Let that sink in right
now. Put them down; you stay here with your party!”

“Why, all right, Pete,” she gasped.

Dorothy herself took the flowers to the kitchen, was
clipping their stems, when she became aware of Wild-
ing. “Hello,” she said, casually. “How do you like Day-
ville?”

“It looks all right to me.”

“It's not New York . . . Don't you find it pretty
hick?”

“Hick?” he snapped. “What’s that! You have the
same movies, jazz, radio stuff, Feitelbaum clothes, and
book-of-the-month as New York. You have some lawns
and trees besides. This is a fine town.”

Strange! She hated Dayville herself, yet would have
defended it, would have disliked this man if he had
been condescending. She surveyed him with a fresh in-
terest. Tremendous energy, emotional and physical.
Taut line, pronounced; fine profile; an air of power.
He leaned his tall frame against the ice machine, and
added:

“—But of all the little beasts and snobs and bound-
ers |'ve ever met, this crowd here tonight . . . ” He
broke off there, inarticulate with disgust.

“Oh,” she said. “There’s a quaint local custom here.
1'd better tell you. In Dayville you don't call a girl a
little beast under her own roof—"

“Jane?"” he asked. “Nice kid! I'm talking about that
insect she’s engaged to. So da— so useless he’s decided
to be superior. Comes to his girl’s party looking like a
tramp, and insults her before her guests. Why does she
take it? Will you tell me? I pass.”

“Yes, 1l tell you. Girls are a drug on the markqt in
this town, and men are scarce.”

“Oh, are they! Well, it’s too dam’ bad they're not
extinct, if MacNair and Beals are samples. Yes, and
Orr, too. What does Jane see in this fellow MacNair?”

“Good heavens!” Dorothy flared. “She’s only seven-
teen. She’s in love with romance. He’s older, she’s flat-
tered .. ./ dont know. What about Stan Beals?”

“Men,” scathingly, “are supposed to fight men, with
edged tools or fists, and Beals fights you, a girl, a
friend, with an old maid’s weapons. He steered you
into Orr out of a sheer cussed desire to hurt
your feelings. | sat here and heard the
whole lousy thing planned. Want to know
who your friends are? | can tell you—it
won't take long. No? You tell something,
then. If girls are such a drug here, why
does young Ballou stand for that pampered
moron, the one who looks like a fat chin-
chilla?”

“Because he thinks he’s in love with her,
my dear man. And she knows how to keep
him that way. She can treat him as she
likes; she doesn’t have to worry about be-
ing left on the shelf in Dayville. She can
get out, meet men,
anywhere, any time,
she likes.”

“Well, he’s a sap.

Why, that girl
Lois—"

“Oh, so you ap-
prove of Lois!” She
felt a most irration-
al twinge of real
jealousy.
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“Yes. And the joker in that seems to be that she’s
not in the crowd. A sort of free-lance who just happen-
ed in.”

Dorothy nodded. She could go all the way with him
on Lois. “But arent you neglecting me? What’s all
wrong with me, while we’re on it?”

“1 can't talk about you,” he said quietly. “You prob-
ably know it anyway, so it won’t do any harm to say
| think you're very lovely. So lovely that I get confus-
ed when | try to think about you. How could you and
Orr—! No matter. None of my business. | just cant
see— Why, the fellow hit me for a job, and | wouldn’t
have him around me. When | hire liars, | hire good
ones!”

“And that,” she caught him up, “brings us to the
burning queston. Who are you, to come strolling in

here putting everybody
under the hammer?”
“1Il tell you,” he said
gravely. “To begin with,
I'm an engineer, here in
[Turn to page 116]

“Who are you, to come strolling in here,
putting everybody under the hammer?”
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FLAGS fluttered fitfully in the breeze;

war drums throbbed; and the shuffle of

marching feet laid icy fingers on the uni-

versal heart of womankind, when Jacque-

line’s lover, Kit, went gallantly to war. As

the echo of his tender farewell faded, un-

ending days and nights followed for Jacque-

line—Ilong hours chilled with anxiety, hours

when that grim thing of blood and cannons raging in
France seemed too terrible to be real. Surely it was a
nightmare and she would wake to find Kit safe and
sound, and her wedding bells ringing! But Kit’s brave
letters brought no promise of his homecoming. The tedi-
ous passing days grew heavier for Jacqueline’s frail
shoulders; for hers was the task of caring for her sister,
Mary, afraid of life and cringing, and Mary’s small
children. Joel, Mary’s husband, had gone to join his
regiment and he had said, “Look after Mary, Jack.”

And then Sue Gilman came, charming, attractive Sue,
who had no lover overseas and who had loved Kit al-
ways. Why hadn’t Kit fallen in love with her? Jacque-
line put the question from her mind. Kit was hers—it
had been planned so from the beginning. But men must
have cared a lot for Sue . . .

Joel came home, invalided, one leg gone—Mary’s
Joel, so strong, so brave! She was bewildered; life
had bruised her cruelly. And there was yet another
stinging blow ahead; she must undergo an operation.
These sorrows merged as the glad cry “The Armistice!”
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“/ wouldn't steal
Jacqueline's happiness
—even if | could”

0 WIND

A stirring drama of the women
who wait—for love or loyalty

Illustrated by c. D. M1ITCHELL

rang ‘round the world. To Jacqueline, this meant that
Kit would be coming soon. When he came, she would
tell him of her promise to Mary to postpone their mar-
riage. Kit would understand; he always did.

And at last the day of Kit’s homecoming dawned.
She saw him striding up the hill. Her heart beat with
ecstasy. The wild wind ruffled his curly hair. Oh, darling
Kit . . . ! She ran down the path to meet him.

Part 11

HE whole thing is—preposterous.”
T Christopher flung out the words at white heat.
“Preposterous. Do you think I am going to stand
for it?” He and Jacqueline had had their high moment
out there on the bluff. Kit had caught her up in his arms
when he reached her, and it had seemed to her as if he
would never let her go.

And she had cried, “Kit, Kit,” and had clung to him.
And when he had set her down it had been only to catch
her up again and say with a sort of fierce breathlessness,
“If you could only know how | ve wanted you.”

And then they had come back to the
house—to the bright living room, where the
fire leaped and sparkled, and where, pres-
ently, Kit was raging and ramping on the
hearth-rug as Jacqueline told him that she
couldn’t and wouldn’t marry him until Mary
was better.

At first he laughed at her, but after a
while he had not laughed. “Do you think I'm going to
let you put me off like that? |1ve come back to marry
you, and I’'m going to do it now.”

“But Kit, |'ve promised Mary.”

“You promised to marry me before you promised
Mary.”

“But—how will she manage without me? And Joel?
And the children?”

He dropped down beside her on the chintz-covered
sofa. “Dont | know what theyve done to you?” he
demanded.

With her bronze head in the hollow of his shoulder,
the wide folds of her blue taffeta flowing across his
knee, she murmured, “I ve done it myself.”

“Theyve made a pack horse of you.”

“No ... no! What else could they do? Think of it,
Kit—suppose you had come back to me as Joel came
to Mary?” she shivered in his arms. “I should have
died.”

“l know. But you're mine, Jack. Can’t you under-
stand? The thing that swayed me level through the
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months overseas was the thought that | was corning
home to—my wife. And now you tell me to wait.”

“Only a little while, Kit.”

“A little while will seem—eternity.”

“Really, Kit?”

“Really, dearest.”

It seemed to her incredible that he should care so
much. He was such a marvelous person with his mili-
tary carriage, his bronzed handsomeness, his alert and
laughing manner. She wondered that she could set her-
self against him. But there was no way out of it—
“We’ll be married in the spring, Kit.”

“Well be married before that. You're going to have
a honeymoon in March—in India.”

She raised her head and stared at him with startled
eyes. “In_India?” .

“Yes. The war has done a lot of things to our busi-
ness. And I've got to go out to see what’s left of it.
Uncle Timothy is needed at this end ... so that’s that.
And you are going with me.”

“In March, Kit?”

“Yes.”

She sighed with content as she leaned against him.
She liked his masterfulness; and by March Mary would
be better. ...

Christopher had her hand in his and was turning
the ring he had given her back and forth on her finger.
It caught the light and glimmered with little mystic

fires. “I have your wedding ring in my pocket,” he
told her; “I had hoped in a day or two that youd be
wearing it.”

She pressed her face against his coat. Kit, darling.

He had to bend down to hear her. “Yes?”

“Let’s not argue,” she insisted softly. “Just—Ilove
me, won’t you? It has been—so long.”

YOLANDA, coming in to announce
dinner, stood poised like a pink
flower on the threshold. She had on a
pink dress and a pink hair ribbon and
pink socks and slippers. Her little face
was eager and illumined.

“Hannah said to tell

you.”
She came further into
the room and looked up

at Kit. “I didnt think
you’d be like this.”
He had risen, and

stood smiling down at
her, “Like what?”

“Well, Daddy didnt
have any leg.”

“Did 'you think 1
wouldnt?”

“l didnt’ know. And
youre so tall and Aunt
Jack’s so little.”

“That’s why I'm going
to marry her. You see, |
can pack her in my kit
bag and carry her off.”

Yolanda adored that.

“Would you really?” "

“1 might.”

“Would you cut holes
in the bag like we did for
our Kkitty?”

“Yes.”

“And carry milk in a
bottle to feed her?”

“Of course.”

Yolanda laughed rap-
turously. Here was a man
after her own heart. “Will
you tell me more about
it at dinner?”

“Yes.”

“Then youd better
come on. Hannah said the turkey was on
the table.” She tucked her hand in his
confidingly, and drew him toward the
dining room. “You'e to sit at the head
and Aunt Jack’s to sit at the foot, and
I'm to sit in between.”

The table was charming with red candles
in silver holders, with holly and mistletoe
in a bowl of gray pottery, and with the
turkey on an old blue platter. Hannah,
who had exchanged her bonnet for a huge
cape with a frill, passed the plates and
beamed on everybody.

Kit carved, and Jacqueline served the
scalloped oysters. It was all very domestic,
and Yolanda was enchanted. “Next to
Daddy,” she told Kit, “youYe the nicest
man in the world.”

“How do you know?”

“Because | feel it.”

“You must tell your Aunt Jack that, so that she’ll
think so too.”

“She does. They teased her about it at Sue Gilman’s.
| said she loved your house because she loved you,
and they laughed.”

“They would,” he smiled across the table at Jac-
queline. “How did my dove get along in that nest of
starlings?”

“What makes you call them that?”

“Well, they all talk a lot—and they’re hard and
handsome.”

“Sue isn’t hard—”

“Sue’ a good enough sport,” he said, carelessly; “but
Paula would walk over anyone’s dead body to get
her way.”

Yolanda, deeply interested, demanded, “Why would
she have to walk over a dead body?”

“My dear child—" he was helpless until Jacqueline
rescued him. “Uncle Kit didn’t mean a real dead body.”

After dinner, Yolanda had her presents from the
tree, and Kit produced a lot of parcels. Things from
Paris—a superlative doll for Yolanda, and for Jac-
queline a bracelet which matched her ring. “It was to
have been your wedding present. But | want you to
have it now.”

Yolanda had gone to show her doll to Hannah, and
the lovers were alone.

“Oh, Kit, youre too good to me.”

“l couldnt be,” he bent and kissed her.

“Dear child, you cant know the awfulness
of the years | spent away from you. And

“Let’s get out of this, Jack.
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you were always the star in the blackness. | used to
think of you in the dark; then I’d light up and read my
Bible to find words lovely enough to describe you—‘my
dove’, ‘my fair one’, ‘my lily among thorns’.”

She laughed a little to hide her deep feeling. “Your
dove among the starlings?”

But he did not laugh. “No matter what comes, you
are mine always. Oh, | know that plenty of men say
things like that. But | mean it—these years have
taught me. There was never anyone—in France.
Whether you marry me or not, Jack, there shall never
be for me another woman.”

E TOLD her, after that, of what their life would be

in India. He would go into the remotest parts,
looking after the tea plantations of his company, com-
ing into close touch with natives. “There will be temple
bells and ivory towers, dearest, and strange and wise old
men, and young and eager women emerging from cen-
turies of seclusion. And well make the trip on a slow-
going boat, to prolong our honeymoon.”

A smile flickered across her lips, “Will it end when we
leave the ship?”

“Our honeymoon? It will never end.”

She settled back against his arm and stared into the
fire. “Paula Gilman says that no sensible woman will
ever take a wedding trip on a boat.”

“Why not?”

“Because she’d be bored to extinction before the end.”

“Paula might be

bored, but not you.
You're all moonshine
and starlight. You
would feel that you

were sailing straight to

| 've had enough”
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Paradise. Paula would be sailing straight into the arms
of the British Colony, and wondering what they would
think of her.”

It was not the India of the English, he went on to
say, to which he would first introduce his wife. “We
can come to that later. Just at first I want you to
find the romance.”

As he talked, Jacqueline was aware that this land
to which her lover would take her was a land of rich-
ness and color, like one of its own rare shawls. She
saw it all in a pattern of vivid loveliness, she felt
wrapped in it as if Kit’s dreams and hers were woven
into a garment.

It was late when at last he called up Sue Gilman.
“You must do it,” Jacqueline had told him. “They
are all so fond of you.”

Christopher, running his fingers through his ruffled
hair, had disputed that. “I am not sure they are fond
of anyone. They are a queer lot.”

“I like Sue.”

“Sue’s the best of them, and Paula next. Mrs. Gil-
man is a bit of a snob, and so is Phoebe in a negative
fashion. But Paula was a great beauty and a great
belle before she lost the man she was going to marry
—and some of her charm still lingers.”

“How did she lose him?”

“Nobody knows. She went to visit his people, and
one day she came back and said that the engagement
was broken. That was the last word. Nothing more
could be gotten out of her. Nor out of him. He is
still unmarried, and lives in London. | saw him when
| was there, and he spoke of Paula. He’s sixty if he’s
a day and she’s in her late forties. She hates men and
lets them know it. It’s a great mistake. Why blame
all the world for what one man may have done to
her? That’s the trouble with all of them. They’re one-
sided, prejudiced.”

He was calm in his analysis, judicial. For the first
time Jacqueline had a peep at the« man Christopher,
who was not her lover. “I am not sure,” she told him,
frankly, “that | like to have you talk of them in that
way.”

HE HAD been leaning back in his chair, but now he
sat up and looked at her. “You darling child, you
wouldnt. You'd decorate all their faults with the little
frills of your charity and hide the ugliness.

He smiled at her as he rose to go to the telephone.
“You must always decorate my faults with your little
frills.”

Sue answered the telephone. She asked a great many
questions, which Christopher relayed to Jacqueline.
“She wants me to come over there tonight instead of
going back to Boston, and you’re aske4 to breakfast.
Sue and | will ride over and get you.”

“I'll do it, if Joey is better.”

He told Sue that, then hung up the receiver. “What
do you think she said to me?” he asked Jacqueline.

“What?”

* ‘Kit, how did you have sense enough to pick out
that pretty child?””

Jacqueline flamed. “I’'m not a pretty child.”

He laughed again, and swung her up to him. “You’re
more than that . . . You’re everything.”

There was a discreet cough as old Hannah appeared

on the threshold. “Miss Jack, I'm sorry. The baby’s
worse.”
“Oh, Hannah—!" Jacqueline had a horrible feeling

that she had neglected the baby—Ilittle Joey—hot with

fever and choked with cold! “I shouldnt have left
him!” She ran on swift feet up the stairs, and Kit fol-
lowed her.

They found things very bad. The change had come
suddenly. Christopher telephoned, Hannah heated wa-
ter, the doctor came, and a nurse was sent for. Jac-
queline donned a blue kimono in place of the blue taf-
feta, and sat with the baby in her arms while he
struggled and fought for breath.

It seemed hours before the nurse arrived, and by that
time the doctor had eased things up a bit. Jacqueline
went down then to Christopher who still waited. Her
bronze braids had loosened and hung to her waist. In
her blue robe with her hair unbound, she looked to her
lover like a pre-Raphelite angel. “I cant stay a mo-
ment,” she said, “but | must say ‘Goodnight’.”

His arm went about her. “If only youd let me take
care of you,” he said, with a sort of fierce tenderness.

She made a sudden turn toward him, and laid her
cheek against his coat: “You are taking care of me, Kit.
Just to have you here is—heaven!”

He was moved by that. “My dear one . .. ” He kissed
her gently. He felt that she was in need of his gentle-
ness. She was so young and brave and burdened.

THE next morning the baby was much better, and
the nurse proved a treasure; so it was with a free
mind that Jacqueline made her plans for the day. She
and Kit would spend an hour after breakfast with the
Gilmans then go to Boston to see Mary.

Over the telephone she and Christopher talked about
it. He and Sue would be there at eight. It was raining,
but that need not stop them. Yolanda protested vig-

orously when she
found that she

Christopher

“No. Just Uncle Kit and me,” Jacqueline told her.
“He isn’t my Uncle Kit yet,” Yolanda insisted firmly.
“Don’t you wish he were?”

Yolanda was honest. “I wish it, if he won't take
you away.”

Jacqueline had a sudden impulse for confidences:
What would you say if | were to sail—to India . . . ?”

“Oh, you couldn’t. Not while Mother is sick, and
Daddy.”

“But when they are well? And back here with you and
Hannah?”

“Why can’t you live in Salem in his house?”

“Because, he’s going out to buy tea in India, and he
wants me to go with him.”

Yolanda, fire in her eyes, flung out,
to be in love with anybody.”

“Why not?”

“Oh it changes people, Aunt Jack. It has changed you.
You don't like to be with me as you did. You just want
to be with Uncle Kit.”

And how could Jacqueline lie before the look in those
candid eyes?

“Well, anyhow, I love you darling,” was all she could
say as she. went to her room to get ready.

“I'm never going

Yolanda took her loneliness out to old Hannah. “Sue
didn’t ask me.”

“Your turn will come, dearie.”

“When?”

“When you are a young lady, and men fall in love
with you.”

“Do you think men will fall in love with me, Hannah?”

“Why not?”

“Did anybody ever fall in love with you, Hannah?”
“Yes, and indeed, my lamb. | wore a pink hat and a
pink dress, and he brought me roses.”
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Yolanda took Hannah’ love affair seriously. She saw
nothing incongruous in the bonnet and the bunched-up
gown. Hannah had been young and had been wooed and
won. All the grown-ups had been young, had loved and
been loved, her own turn would come.

“Tell me about it,” she begged Hannah.

And Hannah who liked nothing better, rehearsed her
romance while she seeded raisins for a white fruit cake,
and Yolanda, curled in the kitchen rocker, the morning
sun shining on her daffodil locks, listened and forgot her
wrongs.

And when Hannah had finished, the child said.
| bring my book and read in the kitchen?”

And Hannah said, “Yes.” So Yolanda brought her
book, and the fire burned bright, and Hannah baked her
cake, and there was a great smell of spiciness, and at
last Yolanda looked up from her book and said, “Aren’t
we happy, Hannah?”

And old Hannah said:
tide, my lamb.”

“May

“As happy as clams at high

SUE GILMAN, driving Jacqueline and her lover
through the rain was not happy. She wished she had
let Kit come over alone. He could not, of course, have
suggested it, but the chances were that he would rather
have had Jacqueline to himself. The night before he had
said little about her, but that little had shown how he
felt. 1t was, Sue had realized, a kind of adoration. The
kind that men who are virile, yet idealistic give to
women who meet them in mind and spirit. Kit had al-
ways been like that—a vigorous, dauntless youngster,
harboring a flock of dreams . . .

The whole family had waited up ‘tn welcome him, and
they had done it with open arms. He had kissed Mrs.
Gilman and Paula and Phoebe, and then he had kissed
Sue. She still felt the touch of his lips on her cheek . . .

And now here he was, sitting in her little car with
Jacqueline between them, and for all that she meant to
him Sue might have been a thousand miles away. He
saw only Jacqueline—had eyes and ears for no one
else . .

She broke in on her thoughts, *
crowded.”

“We would be if Jack wasnt so thin. I’'m going to
fatten her up, Sue. You wont know her when | bring
her back from India.”

‘I hope you two aren’t

“India?”
“Yes. Our wedding trip.”
“How soon?”
“As soon as | can get this child to drop her
family cares.”

Sue’s tone had a note of sharpness. “You needn’t
flatter yourself that she’ll ever do that. She has a
self-sacrifice complex. What we used to call in the
old days ‘unselfishness’.”

She saw Kit’s hand close over Jacqueline’s.
haps we'd better still call it that.”

Sue shrugged her shoulders. “Call it what you
like. She’ll go through life making a doormat of
herself . . .~

She left the subject then to talk of other things.
She talked well, and lighted as she was by an inner
flame of excitement, her wit and humor sparkled.

She sketched the fortunes of the family since Kit had
left them. “Their reaction to the war was priceless...
Mother, having no sons, played grande dame to the
doughboys. Aunt Paula played up to the officers, and

“Per-
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Aunt Phoebe played her own particular game of be-
ing comfortable.”

She embroidered the theme, telling how Mrs. Gilman
had brought lovely manners to a lot of roughnecks and
got no thanks for them. “You should have seen her din-
ing them in six courses. They didnt know what to do
with their hands and feet and forks and finger bowls,
and they went right from our house to Skipper Barnes’
old joint down by the docks, and had a roaring time
with drinks and poker. Mother didn’t know that, of
course. We kept it from her, and got her to play hostess
at the Barrack dances, where she shone upon the war-
riors from afar.

“Aunt Paula flirted with everything in gold braid and
buttons. She always had a lot of young officers about
her. And she was never better looking. The whole thing
pepped her up. As for Aunt Phoebe, except for the food
regulations, she didnt know that the war was on. She
had enough to eat and enough to wear, and the rest of
the world might go hang for all she cared. But when they
began putting us on war rations, she hid little bags of
sweets everywhere. She loves them and she wouldn’t be
without them. | found chocolate drops under her pillows,
and sugar in her jewel box. She was like a wee gray
mouse, nibbling.”

The gay voice rattled on. Jacqueline, listening, was
not sure she liked the things that Sue was saying. It was
all very funny, of course, but her own code included
silence as to the faults of her family. She wouldn’t have
talked about Joel or Mary for worlds—not to anybody.
But, then, Sue was different. She believed in frankness.
She was, in a way, like Yolanda, without Yolanda’s
deeper sense of values.

At breakfast Kit sat on one side of Mrs. Gilman and
Jacqueline on the other. Sue was opposite Kit. She wore
a simple morning frock of cinnamon brown. She had
taken off her hat and her red hair blazed. It was very
beautiful hair with a wave of its own. Her cheeks were
flushed, her eyes shining.

Paula, watching her neice, saw the change in her. Sue
had not lighted up like this for ages. “It is because Kit
is here,” was the older woman’s shrewd deduction. “And
he hasn’t eyes to see it.”

Sue was saying, “He’s going to take Jacqueline to
India with him.” 0

HERE-was a chorus of exclamations, out of which

Jacqueline’s voice was heard: “I’ll go if | can leave

Mary.”
Paula weighed that last sentence. Sue was, it seemed,
to be reprieved for the moment. And who knew what
might happen if Kit went out alone? Men forget at
long distance, and Sue might still have her chance. And
why shouldn’t she? There might even be a trip to India,
with Paula playing chaperone. They had often talked
about such a trip, and Sue had been keen for it. “We
both have adventuring spirits, and | dont want her to
suffer as | have suffered,” was Paula’s mental defense
as her conscience questioned her. And anyhow that child
wasn’t the mate for him. Anyone could see that. She
was charming, but not spectacular. And Kit would need
a wife who was a bit spectacular. He had a position to
maintain and Sue had money. The Howland house was
the place for her. Paula, having settled all this to her
satisfaction, and having finished her breakfast, lighted a
cigarette. Smoking was one of the accomplishments she
had acquired during the war, and she was proud of it.
She was a pioneer, as it were, of sophistication, in her
home town. It gave her a sensation of daring, of youth
renewed.

It had been a wonderful breakfast—honey-dew mel-
ons, crisp ribbons of bacon, hot rolls and honey, but
Jacqueline had eaten little. She had been glad to sit at
her ease, her eyes roaming the table, noting the fineness
of the linen, the heavy, old-fashioned silver and cut
glass, ugly, but adding none-the-less, a touch of ele-
gance. She knew as well as if she had seen it with her
own eyes, that this was the way Kit had lived in the
house next door, he and his mother with their Canton and
Sheffield, and with trim maids moving about the table.

Yet as she weighed the Gilmans in the balance against
the Howlands she was aware of the difference in the two
families. Both had pride of race and lived up to it; but
Kit had what none of the present generation of Gilmans
possessed—an understanding of the high meaning of
democracy. In him was the spirit of the men who had
made America, men who banded together could make
the laws of a nation, who could vote, administer and
represent. intelligently. Only a weak people needs a
dictator. Democracy is the ideal of the strong.

They were all talking together now, leaving her out
of it. It seemed to Jacqueline, all at once, as if every-
body wanted to claim Kit, to make him theirs, while
she, who was to be the wife of his heart, was shut out.
She knew she was unreasonable to be thinking such
thoughts. It was her own fault since she had been too
tired to exert herself as she might—but, oh, she wished
that she and Kit were alone—shut away from the world.

Then sudden-
ly, as if he
knew, Kit
glanced at his
watch. “Great
guns, do you
know what
time it is? And
Jack and | are
due in Boston
by noon.” He
rose and laid
his hand on

Jacqueline’s  shoulder.
“Can you tear yourself
away?”’

The look he bent on
her was the answer to
all that Paula had been
thinking. She was stir-
red to anger by the
sight of his devotion. Here was a thing she had lost in
her life, and now Sue was losing it!

But to Jacqueline the touch of her lover’s hand was
a glory—like that of the moon at night! And when Kit
got her at last into the train, he said, “I wanted you to
myself.”

“Did you, Kit, really?”

“My darling, yes.”

TOEL and Kit! Army and Navy! Both of them hat-
J ing war. Yet both ready to fight again for a worthy
cause.

Jacqueline loved seeing them together. Joel was to
lunch with them, then drive with them to the hospital to
call on Mary. He limped down the corridor of his own
hospital beside Christopher. He had done away with his
crutches. The two men towered tall. Joel was big and
bulky and handsome; his dark hair brushed straight
back from his forehead, his little black moustache, his
brown eyes with their quick glances. Kit’s slenderness
and freshness of skin stood out in almost boyish con-
trast to Joel’s swarthiness. Many eyes were upon them
when, having been whirled along the snowy streets for a
few moments in a taxi, they entered the big hotel in
Copley Square and made their way to the dining room.
Many eyes rested, too, with appreciation on the slender
child between the two tall men. She wore a not-so-new
coat of gray squirrel and a small round hat that matched.
But the ends of a sapphire scarf knotted .in the opening
of the coat, brought out the color of her-eyes, and there
was about her as she looked up first at one big man and
then at the other, an air of soft radiance that was en-
chanting.

Christopher was host. The two men got on very well
together, although their acquaintance had been short.
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had hoped in a day or two you
wearing your wedding ring ’

They matched experiences, as they scanned the menu.
“Go to it, Joel,” Kit said; “these are the days we eat.
Shall we have onion soup and an omelette in memory of
our days in Paris? And new asparagus? Vinaigrette?”

Joel thought not. “If you’ll leave it to me, I'll have
an English mutton chop. Heavy and hearty. TheyVve
been giving me fluff at the hospital.”

“Jacqueline?”

“May | have what | want?”

“Yes.”

“Chicken salad and chocolate ice cream?” .

“My dear . .. "

“Oh, I know . . . it’s bromidic, Kit. But it was al-

ways what Mary and | had on high feasts and holidays
—and this is such a high feast.”
Joel broke in, “If only we had Mary withus . . . !”

WHEN she’s well enough,” Kit said, “I’ll give a
party. We’ll all doll up and dine here and go to a
play afterward . . . "

At the end of the feast they drank Mary’s health in
little cups of coffee. Their hopes were high. There in the
rose-lighted dining room, with its Yuletide decorations,
its mirthful music, its laughing crowds, the shadows
which had hung over them lifted. Mary would be better
soon; they would bring here here, and she would make a
quartette of their trio. Life would swing back to its old
careless happiness. The things that the war had brought
would be forgotten . . .

So a little later, they came to the hospital, bringing
into Mary’s still room, a sense of vitality which lifted
her for the moment out of the languor which had
chained her, and enabled her to welcome them with a
sort of smiling ardor: “Merry Christmas, my darlings,”
she managed to exclaim. [Turn to page 136}
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BONY AND A

Ojfi daughter of the cotton fields and the
son of a mandarin meet in the Bowerij

matters and kneading them .with His
divine pity, fashioned Feng Tao, the
stick-up man, the gambler, the hired assassin
in the employ of the Seven Azure Dragons
Chinese Benevolent Association, fashioned
him, perhaps, to watch how this sort of worth-
less yellow boy might behave under certain extraor-
dinary circumstances, we, being only human and fallible,
have no right to damn this same Feng Tao’s eyes.

Let us consider his case, then.

Vague, his birth, where Pell Street plays hide-and-seek
with the Bowery; father killed in a brawl with a red-
bearded Finnish sailor; mother drifting into the gray
shadows soon afterward. His upbringing, that of chilly
Chinese charity, public school and comer saloon. His
early decision was that a world to which he owed noth-
ing, owed him a living.

And so we find him showing industry only in evil
pursuits—a thoroughly unsavory lad, slippery as an eel,
crooked as a Malay dagger, cruel as a wild-cat. Bill
Devoy, detective, attached to the Chinatown beat, fre-
quently remarked that “of all them Chinks this here
Feng Tao was the only one who ever really got his goat
—never could catch him with the goods—homy-souled
Mongol roughneck!” But Bill’s description was unfair.
For while all he said might fit Feng Tao’s character, the
outer man was rather good looking, with his clean
length of limb, his slim hips, his broad shoulders, the
ruddy glow of his square-jawed, powerful features, the
flash of his white, even teeth, the neat cut of his clothes,
the rakish tilt of his brown derby—and he had been
known to do many kind things.

SINCE the Creator, taking various impure

Ullustrated by DALTON STEVENS

“Swell looker, that Chink! was the feminine com-
ment as he strolled down Mott Street toward No. 179a,
which housed the “Canton Mutual Endeavor and Tem-
perance Club.” This appellation was in the nature of a
Chinese jest, the club’s main reason for existence being
a large room on the ground floor, furnished with a dozen
or so felt-covered tables that supported roulette wheels,
poker paraphernalia, bridge decks, dice and Mah Jong
tiles—proving that, at least in games of chance, the
Celestials are cosmopolitan.

Here, of an evening, the rich men of Chinatown fore-
gathered; and here, tonight—as almost every night,
Feng Tao was wending his way. For he was a typical
crook, making his money by devious methods, of which
stealing was the most honest. The day’ labors over, he
wasted his substance across the felt-covered tables.

THEN, too, there was a little negro girl. A very black
little negro. A ten-year-old negro, called Eliza. Sur-
name problematical.

Similar to Feng Tao’, Eliza’s personal recollections
of her early life were sketchy. They revolved mostly
around a grimy tenement in the shadow of Brooklyn
Bridge and around the plum-colored arms, always bare
to the elbows and covered with soapsuds, of her mother
who called her “honey chile” and sang sweetly.

Her next recollection dealt with a large
clergyman of the African Baptist Church
whose face shone like a highly polished choco-
late Easter egg, with a stream of people fol-
lowing a hearse, and herself the center of
neighborly interest, admonished and wept
over and comforted with crooning songs and

moist sticks of peppermint candy.

On the next day had come an expedition into unknown
realms of topography and finance under the guidance of
a small, fat, important boy from her native block. He
led her up to a two-wheeled cart presided over by a
gentleman with a checked cap, fuzzy sweater and doubt-
ful finger nails, who was handing stacks of wet news-
papers to a scrambling mob of children, occasionally
interrupting his work by curses which seemed splendid
and admirable to Eliza. Her small knight-errant intro-
duced her to this gentleman. A liberal and intricate
credit system was agreed upon; and thus she became a
citizeness of the world, independent and economically
self-supporting. Henceforth she tramped the city streets,
with all the world’s news for sale at three cents a throw;
wars and strikes and divorce scandals and Presidential
messages; also, once in a while, a vivid paragraph about
a Pell Street robbery, and the reporter quoting detective
Bill Devoy of Second Branch that “sure—he knew who
done it—he’d have that dog-gone Chink stick-up gent
behind the bars in no time—y bet!”

A DECEMBER night it was, with a hard, glittering
f*- snow coming down in gusts, and a bitter wind boom-
ing up from the East River; and men and women hurry-
ing along, their breath frosty [Turn to page 139]
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CROSS MY PALM WITH SILVER

say me soothsayers. Ana here is a
picture of their practices, viewed
tea leaves, gazing globes or charts

NE of the first rackets inter-
O nationally perpetrated was the
profession of soothsaying; only
unlike our own dauntless gangsters,
these mystic interpreters use the velvet
glove. Roughly speaking, twenty-five
per cent of the phrenologists, astrolo-
gists, numerologists, palmists, and clairvoyants are sold

on the veracity of their system. Wagonloads of books,-"

both erudite and sensational, have been written ion
every one of these subjects and by an amazing assort-
ment of people. Plato and Plutarch, Pythagoras, Isidore
of Seville, Richelieu, William Lilly, Cicero, Savonarola,
Mr. Richard Garnett, and in our day, Conan Doyle and
Evangeline Adams, are authors of volumes and treatises
on occult matters. Also, if one wants lighter and less
analytical reading material, there are countless brightly-
bound pamphlets on sale at newsstands or book shops
whose authors hide their
identities under such star-
tling cognomens as Kennil-
worth or Alla Axiom.
There are innumerable
arguments to clear the nebu-
lous doubts of those who
want to believe, and there is
the indisputable fact that
many of the prophecies
made by these seers come
true. If one is willing to dis-
card the fact that scientists
are skeptical in spite of the
enormous amount of evi-
dence laid before them, it is
very easy to become a bull
in the psychic market. Noth-
ing is more fascinating than
the search for knowledge of
future events both personal
and universal, and particu-
larly personal.
This winter, | spent a
month wandering among the
esoteric enthusiasts. | picked
out those who had prac-
ticed for several years and
who are known not only to
have made excellent predic-
tions but who were con-
vinced of their individual
infallibility.

E first lady who scru-
tinized me was a clair-
voyant. She was a willowy
creature, with a lovely brow
and a liverish skin. Her
voice had a peculiar, distant
quality which, intentional
or not, provided excellent at-
mosphere. Her room was
comfortably furnished and
dimly lit so that when she
sat down opposite me at a
table and proceeded to
shuffle a pack of cards, her
face with its large slanting
eyes stood out in relief
against the dusky back-
ground. She asked me to
give her something | wore,
a ring or a pin; and placing
it against her forehead, she
closed her eyes and went
into what seemed to be a
mild trance.

trace Ofendrick
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While in this state of sublimation she told me, speak-
ing very fast and in rather a high voice, the color of my
aura. Then she described the places | would be in during
the next five or six months. She did not give names or
geography. It was as though she were looking at a series
of rapidly moving pictures of which | was the central
figure. She came out of her trance and set to work with
the cards. These she arranged in various cryptic posi-
tions and, talking naturally again, she worked out a
series of future incidents which were as nebulous as her
effort at precognition had been arresting and interesting.

| picked those who were convinced of their individual infallibility

There is a theory that genuine clair-
voyants can read your subconscious
mind with their subconscious minds.
The channel from their subconscious
to their conscious minds being broader
and freer than the average, they have
no difficulty in telling you, while they

are in a state of focus, what they see. After she had
milked the cards dry, she gave me a reading of my
character that was terrifying in its searching veracity.
My virtues, all the faults I admit and even the scurril-
ous little ones I hide from my own kind eyes, were
hauled out and inspected. At the end of an hour | was
released, slightly limp in spirit from this soul-scraping.
| found the card business unconvincing, though its
devotees rise like alfalfa when the subject is mentioned.
The next week | went to a numerologist. The atmos-
phere of her establishment was not of the gardenia
quality which characterized
that of the clairvoyant. She
was fresh, plump, business-
like, and as avid for pub-
licity as her confrere,
though in a dreamy but
forceful manner she was
leery of it. The numerolo-
gist broadcasts over the
radio, and she told me that
in spite of a natural love of
.home and the culinary art,
“the divine truth” had re-
vealed to her through num-
bers that her mission was to
spread it. She took me into
a bright little room, uphol-
stered in yellow chintz. In
it was a blackboard covered

with figures.

Here, she said, she gives
lessons in numerology. |
asked her what she thought
of astrology, palmistry,
phrenology, etc., to which
she replied that anyone who
has the power could use
either of the sciences as me-
diums for expression. She
had chosen numerology be-
cause it “appealed to her
intellect.”

E SETTLED ourselves

and she wrote down my
full maiden name and date
of birth, tracing under them
a formidable series of num-
bers. These she subtracted
and divided into a few sim-
ple numerals. After the
searing analysis | had under-
gone from the clairvoyant,
it was inspiring, if a sur-
prise, to find out that | had
a “master mind.” Also, my
life from thirty-five is going
to become more and more
interesting and varied. |
asked her what she told the
unfortunates whose later
life was not as rosy as mine.
She admitted that a good
many people were problems.
There was one lady who
came to her, obviously, from
her dress and jewelry, a
woman [Turn to page 152]
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HE Brownlie woman and her children were at

supper, eating in their usual depressing silence.

Kendall left the table and plunged into the sun-
set glamor of the out-of-doors. The small yard gate,
weighted with a wired stone, slammed behind him. He
paused and looked out over the canyon, drawing a deep
breath at its beauty.

“A landscape in a dream,” thought Kendall. But from
infinite distance to the dream’ very edge, encroached
the dun, incredibly level plains. And that forlorn and
hideous little house from which he was fleeing! It
squatted there, a toad on the brink of this wonder.

He straightened his shoulders, thrust his hands deep
into the pockets of his new riding breeches and swung
off on the road leading out of the horse pasture. A
spare, graying man, wearing eyeglasses and an expres-
sion of worry. He had the nervous and kindly face of
a schoolmaster, which, in fact, he was. He must, he
decided, get away from this place for a few days. He
had been tempted to clear out entirely, but he had paid
a month’ board in advance and couldn’t afford to lose
the remaining three weeks.

His convalescent, city-worn nerves had craved the
open. The remnants of his savings and of his vacation,
which illness had not consumed, he had come to spend
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“Ploughin’ ain't nothin’ to her! An’ Pve saw

on this ranch in the
Southwest. He had
hoped, when planning
the trip, that the region
possessed at least some
tinge of that charm so
lavishly depicted in
western novels and moving pictures. Of course, he admit-
ted to himself, he had known it wouldn't really be like
that. But to have it turn out so humdrum, so devoid of
color... It was all like a grim, practical joke at his ex-
pense; coming to this forlorn place run by a hag of a
woman.

Kendall came to a pause at the big gate that opened
into the pasture and stood with his arms on the top
rail. He felt himself prey to piercing melancholy, and
started walking quickly back to the house. He would
see the woman and arrange to go on the thirty mile
drive to Tulia in the morning. He would stay in the
town a day or two, get his mail, buy a stock of papers
and magazines and, thus fortified, return, and try to
live out the rest of his month. With an inward sigh, he
relinquished the last vestige of his dream of cowboys,
roundups and romance.

The ever-changing beauty of the canyon had more
than offset coarse food and a hard bed; the pure air ad-
mirably fitted the doctor’s prescription; yet it was no*

antidote to this atmosphere of human hope-
lessness. He had wished to be among the
plains people of romance; and instead he was
daily confronted with their tragedy as epito-
mized in Mrs. Brownlie and her children. Her
strident voice assailed him before he had
reached the yard: “Here you, Andy! Run out
them hogs—theyre rooten’ in the garden!
Aint | told you to keep watchin’ out?”

Andy, the youngest of the three boys,
leaped into action: a scrawny, small figure in
blue overalls.

With the help of two dogs there followed a
commotion of shouting, barking and squeal-
ing; and the invasion was put to rout.

THE MAN

The incident was typical, thought Kendall, of the
harassing inefficiency of the place: the fences had been
unrepaired for so long that an endless driving out of
the hogs had come to be the accepted means of restrict-
ing them. The cattle and a cultivated field east of the
house, known as “the feed patch” were the dominant
points of interest in the lives of these people; and so
completely did the care of these drain their strength
that they appeared hardly conscious that there could
be other demands in life.

As Kendall opened the gate, the little girl, Lily, was
sitting on the porch steps nibbling half-heartedly at the
last bit of her supper—a biscuit soaked in molasses.
The brown molasses streaked her small, delicately
pretty face, and she brushed back yellow curls with
sticky fingers. Lily was the only member of the family
on whom the curse of toil had not fallen; her problem
was a superfluity of leisure and a dearth of playmates.
The mother’s consistent, fierce refusals to allow the
child to help about the house, even when she cried to
do so, were to Kendall a much-pondered anomaly. It
must be that in the shrunken woman—with whom it
was difficult to connect even a tradition of beauty—
some memory, some realization had kept alive and
created this complex which made her exclude Lily from
even the lightest of manual work.

“No, you cain’t peel them potatoes,” the mother
would say; “it’ll spoil your hands.” And: “Don*t let
me ketch you weedin’ in that garden again—you’re
tanned enough a‘ready!”

But Lily was not tanned. The few freckles across
her snub nose only served to accentuate the trans-
parency of her delicate little face.

She was kept perpetually “dressed up.” Kendall noted
the daintiness of her blue linen frock, white socks and
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her.rope an*tie a steer quick as any man*

FROM OREGON

kid slippers; incongruous in this environment. She re-
sponded dimly to the frieiidly smile he gave her.

He walked to the back of the house and stood in the
doorway of the hot kitchen which was filled with the
hum of swarming flies and the clatter *of dish washing.
“17d like to go to Tulia tomorrow, Mrs. Brownlie. Could
you let me have the team?”

She looked up from her dishpan vaguely. “I reckon.”
Her voice was flat and lifeless.

“Could you spare it for two days?”

“I reckon so,” she said as before, going on with her
work.

She hung the dishpan on a nail behind the stove and
dragged from the closet a barrel churn. The thing was
heavy, unwieldy; and Kendall stepped forward to take
it. “Wouldnt you like it outside where it’s cooler?”
he asked.

“Well, yes,” she said indifferently. He set it on the
ground and placed a chair for her. When she had poured
in the cream and was swinging the churn by its handle.
Kendall seated himself on the doorstep and watched
her.

His mind reviewed the half-heeded gossip he had
heard from the man who had brought him out from
town: “Worthless cuss, Emmet Brownlie was,” Hast-
ings had said. “ "Bout as good dead as livin’, I reckon.
Helluva time the woman’s had a-raisin’ them four
younguns an’ runnin’ the ranch. She done nigh all the
work about the place till the boys got old enough to
he’p her. Ploughin’ ain’t nothin’ to her! Why, | ve saw
her rope an’ tie a steer quick as any man—an’ her not
bigger’n a minute neither. She caint quite make it when
it comes to bulldoggin’ em, though.”

Small wonder such feats had left her body warped
and spent of resiliency! Yet it was not the woman’s

physical aspect alone that made her charmless; she was
soddenly unresponsive, with a queer blank look, as of
something dead, in her eyes. She directed the activities
of her sons with a passionless harshness; even her scold-
ing was mechanical. Only in her adamantine determina-
tion that Lily should not work, did she show feeling; a
fierceness entirely disproportionate to the decision she
clung to. Yet Kendall had never seen her caress the
child or even glance at her tenderly.

Emmet came toward them from the sheds carrying
the full milk pails. He was sixteen, with a loose-hung
body and dull, accepting eyes.

“Takes after his father,” Hastings had told Kendall.

The boy went into the kitchen and when he came out,
his mother spoke without glancing at him: “Keep up
the roans tonight. Mr. Kendall’s goin’ to Tulliar to-
morrer.”

“All right,” said Emmet, and slouched back to the
barn.

The butter had “come”; and the woman ladled it out
and put it away with despatch. Then, emerging from
the kitchen, she made for the wire fence with her
loping stride, and began to take down the wash she
had that morning strung there to dry. The coarser
garments, overalls, shirts and aprons, bordered two
sides of the yard, while Lily’s dainty little dresses
had a space to themselves near the front gate. As
the woman’s bent figure moved along the fence in
the fading light, stacking the garments
in her arms, she looked like a gnome
fantastically overshadowed by a huge
burden.

Kendall rose and, to escape the sight
of her, walked to the windmill. The
stars had come out in a deepening
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sky. He could see the dark figures of the boys moving
about the sheds; they were throwing bundles of hay
over the fence to the horses in a lot. One of them was
whistling—Oscar, of course. The small figure of Andy,
the eight-year-old, approached Kendall on his way
to the house.

“Hello, there,” called Kendall, with forced cheeri-
ness. The child turned his head slightly, made an indis-
tinguishable murmur, and padded by in the dusk. It was
uncanny for even children to be so queer and unap-
proachable. They never played like real children; per-
haps they didnt know how. They were all too busy to
play, except Lily. Poor Lily! Her lonely, time-swamped
childhood was as tragic as the overwork of her grow-
ing brothers. And the mothers” attitude toward her lent
that mother a tinge of mystery.

“Naw,” drawled “Old Man” Givens, Proprietor of
the Tulia House; “ain’t nothin’ in this here dry farmi
in>—Maw an’ me has tried it out. Looks like the woman’s
bound to get a raw deal in this country any way you
fix it. There’s that Miz Brownlie where youre stoppin’.
I reckon she’s had it worsen any. What with Emmit
always ailin’ an’ the work of two [Turn to page 186]
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A gentle koala from Australia and below
a gibbon which walks and runs erect

O NE curious result of this mechanical age in
which we live is the declining interest in
animals. Motor cars have crowded horses
off the streets. Dogs can’t be kept in most apart-
ment houses. Children have kiddie-cars and scoot-
ers instead of pets. Airplanes frighten away bird life.
In strange contrast | find myself more engrossed
than ever with animals. Granting all the marvels
of machinery, my belief is that there isn’t a branch
of science that compares in adventure and fascina-
tion with the study of wild life.

“For instance?” | can hear the reader ask.

Yes, for instance: Did you ever hear of a fish
that climbs trees? Or a frog so big that it can
swallow a rat? A snake that flies like a bird? An
ant that runs a dairy? An animal that always walks
upside down?

Some of these creatures we have on hand in any
well-equipped zoo. Others can be found in the form
of stuffed specimens in many museums. Then there
are plenty of photographs, moving and still, to
confirm their startling performances.

There are several species of fish capable of
climbing out of the water. One of these, the gur-
nard, is found in the fresh waters of the East Indies
and is about the size and shape of a small sculpin.
It has three finger-like projections in the front of
its breast fins by which it is able to drag its body
along. The movement of the fins is alternate, giv-
ing the fish a firm, steady gait like that of an old
man determined- not to let age conquer him.

These climbing fish dont hesitate to come right
out of the water and prowl around the branches
of dead trees which dip down from the banks. In
this fashion they can cross from one popd or river
to another.

RELATED species that has always amused me

is the so-called “archer fish.” It hunts its prey
in the same fashion a schoolboy pesters his play-
mate in the old swimming hole; taking 'a large
mouthful of water the fish swims along and squirts
it with deadly aim. Its marksmanship may be
judged from the fact that by this method, it brings
down small flies and other insects sunning them-
selves on green leaves overhead. The archer fish
has been known to knock a spider out of its web
several feet above the water.

Most people picture a small fish as a rather
stupid, helpless creature completely at the fisher-
man’s mercy. But | think the 18-inch piranha of
the Amazon and Orinoco would make a ferocious
wild-cat seem tame by comparison. There are many
tragic cases of cattle wading into the river during
hot weather only to be disemboweled by the blood-
thirsty piranha. 1 know of a lady who thoughtlessly
trailed her hand in the cool water while being
paddled by a native who should have warned her of the
danger. Suddenly she felt what she thought was the
blow of a club. Jerking her hand upward she was hor-
rified to see a piranha dangling from it. The next in-
stant the fish dropped off carrying with it two joints
of the lady’s middle finger!

More canny than the archer fish and subtler than
piranha is a common species found in European waters
known as the “fishing frog.” Unlike most fish it is

A world-famous natural-
ist reveals to you some
queer facts about com-
mon animals you have
seen and some uncom-
mon facts about queer ani-
malsyou have never seen
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far too slow in movement to overtake the prey its
diet demands. It survives by one of the strangest
performances of any sea animal.

In the first place, its body blends perfectly with
the ocean bottom, being decorated with thin filaments
that look exactly like seaweed. Then it has an enor-
mous mouth that can be closed quick as a flash. Over
this mouth the fish hangs a long stalk-like arm on the
end of which grows a small irregular piece of cartilage.
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A sloth which hails from tropical America
and at the bottom an Indian cobra

This arm is nothing more nor less than a fishing-
pole and the cartilage does as bait. What happens
is that when the fishing frog is hungry it sits on
the bottom of the sea with its mouth wide open.
It swings its bait in front. A small fish swims by,
sees a gaping hole in the sand with what appears
to be a morsel of food floating near the entrance.
The small fish makes a dash for the food, the
“hole” closes with a snap and the fishing frog swal-
lows its meal!

The frog | referred to earlier as being large
enough to swallow a rat is a real frog found in the
Cameroons along the equatorial belt of West Af-
rica. Some specimens attain a weight of over five
pounds and, when stewed native style, make a meal
for a whole family.

LYING snakes are found on some islands of

Malaysia. Let me give you a hovering humming
bird's eye-view of the creature. The snake is about
two feet long. It is resting quietly, far out on the
horizontal branch of a huge tree. A hundred feet
below lies the tangled mass of tropical jungle, alive
with buzzing insect life. Fragrance of exotic flow-
ers is wafted upward in the torpid air.

The snake is awaiting its meal of raw lizard. The
little lizards on which it lives are forever restless.
They, in turn, live on insects which they chase
about interminably. The snake, lying motionless
and nearly identical in color and form with the
supporting branch, is invisible to the lizards. One
comes near him. He makes a quick dart, wiggles
his jaws in the curious engulfing process of a snake,
and the unfortunate lizard has disappeared.

When the insect life on one tree diminishes the
lizards scamper on to another, followed by the fly-
ing snake. Partly due to laziness, and partly be-
cause the trunk may be alive with fearless “fire
ants,” he prefers to avoid the long journey down to
the ground and up another tree. Nature has taught
him a short cut.

First he flattens his cylindrical body against the
branch. He does this by rolling forward his hun-
dred-odd slender, circular ribs. In a few seconds
he looks as if he had been run over by a steam
roller! Then he gently slides off.

In effect, he doesnt fly but glides. He sails
through the air like a toy airplane. To an observer
from the ground it looks as if an extremely elon-
gated, sword-like, black leaf had broken off and
slithered down almost parallel to the ground. His
aim is good. He does not collide with useless
branches. Many yards away he checks his speed by
curving upward the front end of his body, much
the same way an air pilot would use his elevators.
With a soft thud he lands on the solid branch of
a distant tree and by a short climb can attain his

original elevation.

Ants have long been known as among the most
highly organized animals so far as their communal
life is concerned. Their military and foraging opera-
tions, their buried cities, their efficiency in ant labor,
all set them apart from larger animal forms which
tend to live in more limited groups.

Most people look on ants with disgust because the
little insects appear parasitic. [Turn to page 124]
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Your desire
for more variety Is answered In
these delicious soups!

Variety ! What woman does not know how important it is
to keep her meals constantly fresh and different? Here are
twenty-one different soups awaiting your daily choice and
bringing the most delicious quality toyour meals. Add an equal
quantity of water, bring to aboil, simmer a few minutes. That is
all you do to have these soups, hot and savory and inviting, on
your table! Today enjoy Campbell’'s Vegetable Soup. Its 15
vegetables make it a meal! 12 cents a can.

Your choice ... Orderany of these Campbell’s Soups from your grocer
Asparagus Chicken Julienne Pea Tomato-Okra
Bean Chicken-Gumbo Mock. Turtle Pepper Pot Vegetable
Beef (Okra) Mulligatawny R .

Bouillon Clam Chowder Mutton Printanier Vegetable-Beef

' Celery Consommd Ox Tail Tomato Vermicelli-Tomato



The southern apple dish and the Virginia hot bread | learned how to meke.

From Johnny Cake Road to Mccomac
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" good cooking all the way

I1’ve been loitering clown through the Chesapeake
Bay country which is as chock full of history
as a cherry pie is full of cherries, looking for
interesting Crisco recipes for you. And | found
marvelous recipes, with the flavor of by-gone
days, quaintly phrased, calling for “yeast pow-
der” instead of baking powder and speaking
familiarly of “saleratus.”

And | found marvelous cooks who know about
Crisco and the wonderful delicacy foods have
when they’re cooked with it. In many an old
family cook book | saw tucked away the page
of cookie recipes | gave you last year in this
same magazine.

I meta woman in Baltimore who said, “even
Baltimore oysters are 'proud to be fried in such a
good fat. Just drain them, season, dip in beaten
egg and cracker crumbs and use plenty of Crisco
in your skillet. And they’re marvelous—all
crunchy and crispy.”

On to Washington over a stretch of the old
Johnny Cake road where teams of oxen still
wind their way through Ellicott City, where
stands a 200-year-old flour mill, now converted
into a modern doughnut-machine factory. Which
reminds me that Crisco’s the best fat | know to
fry doughnuts in, too. They never absorb the
fat and stay fresh flavored and sweet for weeks.

Then to Annapolis where the loveliest woman
showed me her great-grandmother’s hand-
written cook book with a recipe for Brown Betty
entitled and misspelled in the most ladylike
hand, “a fine recipe for a frugel housewife.” It
called for unsalted butter! Not so frugal now!

| have given you this recipe, too, for Crisco
costs so little in comparison that you can afford
to be lavish with it. Yet it tastes for all the

world just like freshly churned sweet butter.

Finally across the bay to Accomac Court
House, Virginia, and out to a white-pillared
house, where, from the colored cook, I got a
recipe for real Virginia spoon bread. | was told
that this cook, who hovers over her shiny
kitchen stove like a pianist over his Steinway,
is famous for miles around.

This Virginia spoon bread isn’t like ordinary
corn bread. It islightand rich, and full of flavor
—don’t hide its own deliciousness with jelly or
syrup.

But you must make the spoon bread with
Crisco. This fine cook told me she likes the deli-
cate flavor Crisco gives to foods. She knows too,
that Crisco stays fresh, fluffy and snowy white
even without ice box help.

| have a cook book, “12 Dozen Time Saving
Recipes,” that you’ll find interesting. You may
have it by writing me, Winifred S. Carter, Dept.
XM-30, Box 1801, Cincinnati, Ohio.

WINIFRED S. CARTER

SPOON BREAD

4 eggs 2 cups milk 2 tablespoons
1cup white corn melted Crisco
2 teaspoons bak-

ing powder

sugar 1 teaspoon salt

Scald milk and salt in double boiler and pour over corn meal.
Cool. Add sugar and beaten eggs. Stir in baking powder and
last the melted Crisco. Beat well. Bake in Criscoed deep
baking dish in moderate oven (350° F.) for about 45 min-
utes. Spoon out and serve with butter.

i tablespoon

"FRUGEL" BROWN BETTY

2 cups crumbled 4 tablespoons
bread (not too Crisco
fresh) Icup brown sugar
4 cupsfinely sliced or 1teaspooncinna-
chopped tartapples mon
A teaspoon nutmeg A teaspoon salt
Mix sugar, spices and salt. Brush baking dish with melted
Crisco and add layer of crumbs. Sprinkle with sugar mixture.
Dot with Crisco. Add layer of apples. Repeat until dish is
full, ending with layer of bread crumbs and dotted Crisco on
top. Cover and bake in moderate oven (350° F.) \mtil apples
are cooked (about an hour). Remove cover the last 15 min-
utes so top gets crimchy and brown. Serve hot with soft
lemon custard or hard sauce.

ALL MEASUREMENTS LEVEL—Recipes tested and ap-
proved by Good Housekeeping Institute. Crisco is the regis-
tered trade-mark of a shortening manufactured by the Procter
and Gamble Co.

Taste Crisco—then any other
shortening. Crisco’s sweet,
fresh flavor will tell you why
things made with Crisco taste

so much better.
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[Continued from page 17] was achievement, an
achievement of my own not learned from books, a
creative process, a thing that began to build me along
with itself. I found that when | had done three piles
of stones | experienced a greater thrill than when |
had done two. Thrill grew into pride, pride that I had
built something really worth while in this world.

Let your boy and girl know that inside our heads
are many groups of tiny brain cells. A large number
of these groups work instinctively; several, for in-
stance, control the movements of the eyes, others the
movements of our arms, our legs, every muscle of the
body. There are a thousand “workers on duty,” if you
want to think of them as that, and each worker is
made up of a separate and distinct group of cells.
These are what we might call mechanical workers,
born with us. Whether we are ignorant or intelligent,
worthless or of some value to our fellow men, a sav-
age in the heart of Africa or president of a university,
these inherited laborers do their service for us. Every
boy and girl has them.

I WISH that mothers and fathers might explain very
clearly to their children that they also possess in the
locked and guarded treasure-vaults of their brains
many precious groups of cells that are sleeping, wait-
ing to be roused, watered, cultivated and made to
bloom into an unending variety of possibilities. And
the great awakener is thought. That is why we have
schools. That is why we are made to sacrifice our-
selves to that horrible torture called algebra even
when we know we are never going to teach it or even
use it. We are struggling to rouse the sleeping giants
within us—the slumbering groups of brain cells which
make the great artist, the famous writer, the inspired
musician, the clever surgeon, the brilliant statesman,
the preacher, the explorer, the inventor, the financier.
Only through this medium of thought can we dig down
into the treasure-mines which are a part of us.

And now, realizing these truths, | look back at the
stone-piles of my boyhood as among the most im-
portant things in my life. For if it is thought that
develops the best that is in us, it is equally true that
duty and responsibility are the inspirations of thought.
Over my stone-piles | built so many castles in the
air, and had so many thrilling adventures of the imagin-
ation, that the desire to give some physical manifesta-
tion of these make-believe worlds of mine, in writing,
began to possess me when | was nine years old.

| was not a prod-
igy. What little suc-
cess | have achieved
has been pounded
out with naked fists
through many years
of hard work. It
does not seem to
me that heredity
has helped to ease
that work very
much. | know many
successful writers
who have had a lit-
erary inheritance
from great-uncles
or great-aunts to

help them along,
most of them have
climbed the ladder

more easily than I.
Because | was des-
tined to write
steadily for ten
years before | sold
my first story—and
that for five dollars—and because it was to be my fate
to write for twenty-one years before | could actually
make a living at it, seems to mark me as rather stupid,
and to emphasize that lack of genius which a few opti-
mists seem to think | should have inherited from my
famous great-uncle, Captain Marryat. My Indian blood,
| think, overcame that possible advantage. From my
earliest boyhood every instinct in me has urged me to
hold myself away from people and bury myself in the
wilds. Yet, what wonderful make-believe world the
lovely Indian maiden who became my great-grandmother
may have built up for herself, just as I built mine!
Two things of importance to my future happened
when | was nine. They emphasize the significance of
little things in childhood. A few words, an act, an in-
terest or a lack of interest by a relative or a friend
may be of monumental importance to a boy or girl
in this most plastic age of his life. |1 began writing lit-
tle stories and drawing crude pictures to illustrate them.
The stories did not run over a hundred or two hundred
words in length. They were filled with human gore and
the roar of guns, and | suppose they were very, very
funny. Even my dear mother and father failed to take

At seven, when pigpens were painted with
stolen eggs

an interest in my creative genius at that time, and in
the little red brick schoolhouse up at Four Corners,
Erie County, Ohio, | was laughed at by other boys and
girls and averaged at least a fight a week in defense
of my brain-children.

Then my married sister, Amy Gaylord, came to visit
us from Michigan, which then seemed to be a vast dis-
tance away. Instantly she took an interest in what | was
doing, not in a casual, make-believe kind of way, but
seriously. This was the sister who always insisted on
taking me along in a baby carriage, as a chaperon, aged
three, when the young man whom she married was
courting her. Now she became an equally interested
partner in my writing. She did not lie to me, for which
| have always blessed her, but explained to me very

frankly what a long, hard task | had ahead of
me before | could hope to put on the paper
the kind of stories | loved to read. But she
urged me to go on and become a great writer,
and was so proud of what I had already done
that | was inspired with an undying ambition
and determination from that time on. | think
she added five years to my mental growth
when she sent one of my impossible creations
to the editor of “Happy Hours,” and a little

James Oliver Curwood whose first stories
were mud pies
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later received a letter from him in which this mighty
man complimented me on myeffort and assured me that
| would surely become a writer if | had the courage
and perseverance to keep at it.

From that time | would not have exchanged places
with any other boy in the world. Over my stone-piles
| built even greater stories. At least once a month | re-
ceived an encouraging letter from my sister away off in
Michigan. There lived in Owosso a young man, Fred
Janette, afterward newspaper editor, who at that time
was writing successfully for “Golden Days,” receiving
the enormous sum of three hundred dollars each for his
juvenile serials. My sister interested him in me. After
that nothing short of death could have stopped me. |
was bound to become an author, a great author, a
writer whose stories would thrill boys as other writers”
stories were now thrilling me. | had not progressed
far enough to think of ever writing stories for old
people—that is, for people who wanted love affairs in
them. My stories were to be entirely of pirates and
Indians and fighting.

In this same year of my life came a second event
of importance. | “got religion.” 1 got it so hard that
along with my story-writing | became a seven-day
wonder in our rural community. Up to a certain point,
in the matter of religion, I was like nearly all of the
other boys and girls about me. My egotistical and un-
reasoning religion taught me that God had created
only two things worth-while—the Earth and Man. All
other living things | was told were meant solely for
men. All-the rest of the universe, with its thousands
and millions .of other worlds, counted for nothing.
God had picked on the Earth as His chosen spot.

From the Church | received my first vivid pictures

of hell, as a seething and roaring furnace wherein
devils with forked tails tortured their victims. My
visions of heaven were made equally vivid, a place of
golden streets, and of angels with harps—angels with
white wings and long flowing hair. | received the im-
pression that God was a mighty man who sat at a big
desk somewhere up above the clouds, and that he had
a great ledger in which he kept careful accounts.

REVIVAL meetings were being held at Joppa, a mile
e distant from our farm, when the Holy Ghost entered
into me in a most amazing way. It was at night meet-
ing, which had reached a high pitch of excitement,
when | suddenly leapt to the platform of the little
country church and loudly proclaimed my salvation.
If ever a boy was
inspired | was that
boy, and that first
night of my salva-
tion | went home
alone, going cross-
lots through dark
fields and ghostly
woods. My love of
nature made me un-

afraid. But this
night 1 was not
alone. An angel

walked with me.
Through all my life
| have carried a vi-
sion of that angel.
She was tall and
very beautiful. Her
wings and flowing
robes were snow
w hite. Beautiful
hair, which even at
that age | adored,
streamed all about
her face.

My mental glorification was such that | made no ef-
fort to keep my secret. First | confided in my people.
And then, | think fortunately for me, I let it be known
at school. What followed this last disclosure is impos-
sible for me to describe adequately on paper. | was
actually possessed with the desire to kill any other boy
who laughed at my angels. And of course they all laughed,
because | was working like a fiend to encourage them to
“go forward”—a term which meant the act of religious
conversion in those days. Laughter meant fights. | had
two or three a day. And how | could fight when thus
inspired! But after a certain number of scrimmages
| began to wear down, until at least once each day |
got a good drubbing. Slowly but surely 1 was licked
back into mental health again. My angels appeared less
frequently. Finally they were pummeled out of me en-
tirely. 1 have never seen them since, but they long re-
mained with me as tender and beautiful memories.

With a growing love for life and things as | began to
see and feel them under the open skies there was born
in me, even at this early age, the first spark of the great
faith which possesses me so fully now, and which as-
sures me that not only human life [Turn to page 40]

A gallant gentleman—
my father”
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OMEONE once determined that the human heart,

with the power it exerts in a year, could lift a

cruiser out of water. If this sounds fantastic, let
me remind you of the work of another physical mech-
anism—the skin. It’s a delicate, yet resistant covering
of the body that has a great deal to do with our health
and usually determines whether or not we may be
called good-looking.

For most of us, the skin has to function smoothly in
extremes of intense heat and bitter cold. It has to
function in temperatures that would be too severe for
many fine pieces of machinery. It must resist an at-
mosphere that is often over humid or over dry. Besides
being a barometer of beauty our skins regulate the
body temperature. Of course, the skin must be proof
against the penetration of water or we could not enjoy
the soothing benefits of a lazy warm water bath.

Let us forget for a moment that a beautiful skin is
the first essential of loveliness. Let’s think of the skin
as a delicately organized machine that requires a cer-
tain amount of attention and care to keep it efficient.
In this connection one dermatologist points out that
“the skin cannot be more healthy than the person in-
side the skin.” Given normal health which, of course,
is dependent upon the right amount of sleep, exercise
and fresh air as well as proper diet, what is the most
important requirement of this “skin machine”? The
answer is simple—cleanliness. When dirt and foreign
particles get into a highspeed engine, we are not sur-
prised if it misses or slows down or in other ways
shows that its functions are being interfered with.

In a healthy skin nature provides the machine with
its own lubrication. When it fails to do this we must
do the obvious thing: apply softening oils to the sur-
face and try to normalize the skin’s functions until the
skin itself furnishes the amount of oil it needs to keep
it smooth and supple. One of the chief functions of the
skin is to throw off perspiration and waste and to
slough off dead worn-out cells from the surface. So it
doesn’t seem too much to ask even of a non-technical
person that she consider the skin’s functions closely.

EFORE the world discovered that there was such a

thing as soap, people cleansed their skins in all sorts
of ingenious if rather harsh ways. After oiling their
bodies, the Romans used scrapers. Cleopatra’s maidens,
they say, removed with abrasive materials the dirt
which the royal skin collected. Today washing with soap
and water may seem simple enough. Yet there are many
women who still scrub their faces harshly and hastily
and who often forget that last stimulating dash of cold
water that is so good for the circulation. Rather than
scrub your face with a washcloth, rub the skin briskly
with a towel when you dry it. This brings up a nice
glow and takes off any loose dead cells. When we think
we must scrub hard with a washcloth, we are forget-
ting that soap dissolved in water instantly releases the
natural oily coating of the skin that holds the dirt.
Once these particles of oil and dirt are loosened, the
soap bubbles hold them until they can be carried away
in suds and rinsing. Fragile as it may seem, a soap
bubble is really remarkably tenacious. We have all seen
children blow bubbles that floated about the room for
several minutes. Because of the chemistry of soap

itself, a soap and warm water wash should
always be gentle and soothing.

It seems odd today to remember that
there was a time hundreds of years ago
when soap, like fine perfume, was only
for the rich. In England, in 1711, soap
was considered such a luxury that a tax was put upon
it. To Americans, wise in the ways of health and clean-
liness, it seems incredible that the tax was not abolished
until 1853. Today soap is so essential to human well-
being that it is produced in quantities which make even
the finest toilet soaps comparatively cheap.

Since cleanliness is so simple to achieve, it seems un-
believable we do not eliminate more of the common
dangers of infection and the too-persistent accumu-
lation of dirt on the skin. There is, for example, that
much-discussed matter of the compact powder puff.
Carried every day in our purses, used frequently, it
simply cannot remain clean unless it is washed often.
And if you ask women whether they wash their powder
puffs, | am afraid that you will find the custom is not
any too common.

Many women, of course, do not object to the little ex-
pense for extra puffs, and buy them frequently. But most
of us have become hardened to the evil of the gray
powder puff and think nothing of putting dirty powder
and dirty puff back on our faces constantly. If you are
one who washes her puffs daily or attempts some other
means of keeping the powder conveyor clean, then
look around you, as | have done, in smart hotels, in
metropolitan office buildings, or study women in their
own homes. |l wager that you will see the gray specter
of soiled powder puffs everywhere you look. A simple
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way out of the difficulty is practiced by many
clever women, and 111 be glad to tell readers of
this page about it, if they will write to me.
During the daytime, particularly if we are away
from home and circumstances do not permit fre-
quent cleansing of hands and face, we must try
not to touch our faces with our fingers. Consider a
thing as universal as money, and think, if you will, of
the thousands of contacts money has made before it
comes to you. One authority calls the germs that cling
to everything we touch “hitch-hikers.” They actually
do “hitch-hike” from money to hands and thence to
our faces if we are not careful. One excellent habit of
modern women is the quick clean-up during the day.
It is usually accomplished by the use of a liquid
cleanser applied on cotton. One of these is golden in
color and has a bracing, clean smell. Another looks
amethystine and its makers claim that it will help to
preserve a fine skin texture. Others are clear as crystal,
and still others are faintly tinted.

TIQUIDS for cleansing have another use besides that

of a quick clean-up. They must always be used after
you have cleansed your face with cream. When you
use cream to cleanse, you apply it to the skin, then
take off cream and dirt with cleansing tissue. But until
recently, comparatively few women who used cream for
cleansing recognized the fact that the cream lodges
with the dirt in the tiny depressions in the skin. The
only way it can be thoroughly removed is by using a
liquid solvent. This should be either soap and water or
a liquid made for the purpose of dissolving traces of
cream. Soap and water, of course, [Turn to page 148]
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but all life, even to that of trees and flow-

ers and inanimate things, is a precious and

indestructible part of the Great Arbiter’s

scheme of spiritual as well as physical ex-

istence. Of course | did not realize that

anything like this was beginning to happen to me
then. With my gun and my traps | went on killing,
and the more | killed the happier | was. | perpe-
trated crimes against life and nature of such an atro-
cious character that the boys of today would regard
them generally as impossible and barbaric. Yet they
were common then. The boy who made a collection
of eggs and wings of birds was not unusual. He was
in every community, and frequently there were a num-
ber of them, each rivaling the others in his efforts to
possess the largest collection. | robbed not only the
nests of birds but took their lives that I might dry
their wings and pin them against the walls of the
den | had made for myself in the haymow of our

arn.

| also frequently made friends with the things of the
wild. | had a one-legged pet blue jay | had caught in a
trap, and this blue jay would follow me and hop about
me for hours at a time when | was picking strawberries
or making stone-piles, and when it fell in our rain-
barrel and was drowned | grieved for days. | shot a
crow, and maimed it for life, and that crow was a pal
of mine for two-years. | had a pet woodchuck and a
squirrel, and three skunks that | dug out when they
were babies, although their mother died hard and kept
me from going to school for two weeks. And always
there was a dog at my heels, a big-footed, knotty-tailed
mongrel hound named Jack.

| believe that one cannot associate very long with
dogs and birds and wild animals and flowers and trees
without “building up” somewhere. | believe, for in-
stance, that very few men who love to tramp the
streams and woods are found in jail. 1 am confident
that the greatest heritage we can pass on to our chil-
dren’s children is this treasure of nature—our woods
and lakes and streams and wild life, which for unthink-
ing generations we have recklessly destroyed.

T HERE were no automobiles then, no moving pictures,
no flying machines, no radios or phonographs. In our
community a pair of new shoes was an event of neigh-
borhood interest, and a girl who came to school in a
new calico dress was envied and admired, for calico,
like a certain coffee at two pounds for a quarter, was
then in high vogue. Decoration Day, next to Christmas
and Thanksgiving, brought with it the most exciting
events of all the year. From miles about we would as-
semble in the little village of Berlin Heights and follow
with awesome thrill the men of the Grand Army of
the Republic as they marched with real muskets over
their shoulders, until our greatest moment was achieved
when those mighty muskets roared their salutes over the
graves of the dead. A Presidential campaign rocked
the very earth under our feet. But the most exciting
event, | believe, was the passing of the first bicycle
many of us had ever seen along our country road. |
recall very clearly that our teacher excused us from
the schoolroom that we might behold this miracle of a
man traveling on two wheels.

Simplicity of event could only be compared with the
modest fashion of our living. We lived in a square white
house which I thought was a palace then, but which,
when | revisited it in the years of my manhood, I found
to be a very small and humble dwelling. About it were
spruce trees through which the wind whistled and
moaned on blustery nights, and just under the window
of my little square bedroom was the pump which we so
frequently had to thaw out with hot water in the morn-
ing. And how glorious were those pancakes every morn-
ing—pancakes to be eaten with bacon and gravy or the
syrup we boiled down from the sap of the maple trees
in our own woods. On the armorial bearings of our
family escutcheon a pancake rampant should be most
conspicuous, for the pancake, as | recall those price-
less years, was poetically and yet modestly symbolic
of our happy poverty. For we were happy, my father
and mother and sister and brother as well as 1. although
we did drink coffee at twelve and a half cents a pound
and could fill up on eggs only once a year at Easter-
time. But there was cheer about our humble table, and
bright lamps and games of Euchre and Seven Up at
night with pop corn and apples on the side. As a mat-
ter of fact nearly all the people about us were poor in
those days, if having just enough to eat and drink and
wear could be called poverty. Yet often in later years
I could look back on those days as the richest of
my life.

In our big, old-fashioned kitchen | wrote my child-
ish romances, while the teakettle sang cheerily and the
wood crackled in the stove. | wrote of pirates and out-
laws and Indians and great hunters, and of the heroic
days when my Dad was fighting in the war of the
Rebellion.

SON OF THE FORESTS

[Continued from page 37]

In my eleventh year something came about that was
destined to change the entire course of my earthly ex-
istence, an event, inexcusable and disgraceful on the
face of it, which influenced my whole life.

| licked my lady teacher! Later | could smile, but
it was a terrible thing at the time. There was no soften-
ing vindication of circumstances. | deliberately and with
foul intent dared her to fight, and when she accepted
the challenge | did my best and vanquished her.

That we may be honest to that boy of eleven I must
put forward his brief. From time immemorial the lit-

LANCELOT

By Mary Carolyn D avies

But Lancelot was a lithe young knight;
And Arthur was a cold, stern man.
And moons were on the lilies.
And that’s how it began.

But Lancelot was a laughing lad,
And Arthur was a solemn king,
The sort who never was quite glad

Of anything.

But Lancelot was a playmate gay.
And Arthur never played with her.
| understand so well the way
It was with Guinever.

And |, who've wed a king, now watch
A knight ride by with helmet white.
And lilies wake, and it is Spring;
And there’s a moon tonight.

tie red country schoolhouse has claimed a heterogeneous
population. We had thirty or forty pupils ranging from
kindergarten age up to sixteen or seventeen; we had our
school bully, which I never was, simply because | was
not big or strong enough to hold that prized position;
we had half a dozen girls in the school who were first
rate fighters, and one of these, a great hulk of a raw-
boned lass, had licked me intermittently from the time
| was seven. To fight a girl, in our community, was
neither unusual nor unchivalrous.

MRS. BACON was a nice portly lady of about fifty,
with hair turning gray. She had twisted my neck a
few times when | had misbehaved and | had not re-
sented it. | liked her. On this particular day in our
English class | was filled with more than usual rest-
lessness and she told me that unless | corrected myself
she would box my ears. The bully was sitting just be-
hind me, and instantly he whispered, “You're a coward!
You don’t dast tell her!”

Before | knew it | had blurted out the fateful words,
“You don’t dare!”

In a slow and stately fashion Mrs. Bacon rose out of
her chair, and, meanwhile, the bully, whose prowess 1|
worshipped while | hated him personally, was prodding
me on from behind. “Dont be afraid. Put up your
mitts an’ give it to ’er. You can lick ’er. Go on.”

| did. Right there on the open floor as an arena our
lady teacher and | staged one of the most thrilling
fights the juvenile eyes of our countryside had ever
seen. | almost lost, for my opponent was solid and
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heavy. Stomach punches were what saved
me mostly, and every time | delivered a
good one the whole school could hear Mrs.
Bacon grunt. At last she sat down on the
floor and began to cry, and from that
moment | was a hero in the eyes of the bully.

Of course | was sorry and | told her so afterward.
But that failed to keep the township school board from
calling on my father, and with considerable trepidation
1 learned that people were sent to jail for less than
| had done. The bully, who was really a bad youngster
as well as a tough one, took me under his wing and
proved his friendship a few days later by licking an
overgrown German boy who was threatening me. This
led to an association which within a week brought about
the second act in an avalanche of fate that had already
begun to descend upon me. | smuggled from home and
brought with me to school a small caliber revolver
which my mother had carried when she was with my
father in Texas. My prestige had grown in the eyes ot
my fellow pupils since my more intimate association
with the bully, and now, with this pistol, | was pos-
sessed with the ambition to crown myself with a glory
that would not soon fade away. When three little girls,
all pets of the teacher, headed by Gertie Smith, a mite
of a thing who weighed a hundred and eighty pounds
twenty years later, came prancing and laughing from
the school, | began joyously to bombard them with
blank cartridges. | was well along with my third broad-
side when interruption came in the form of the teacher.

Now, with something like an explosion, my bubble
burst. The three little girls were in hysterics. Open-
mouthed and white as my sun-bleached hair, | was a
prisoner, with the teacher's hand fixed firmly in my
collar. When she found the little girls were only fright-
ened and not injured, and when her hand grew tired she
let me sneak away, and | scurried for home, cross-lots.

IF A huge black pit without a bottom was a future,
then | could see it. | saw' only doom ahead of me and
on all sides of me. From childhood | have had a horror
of being hanged, and it was a vision of that frightful
possibility which began to press itself upon me as |
hurried home. When | reached there my sister told me
that Mother was visiting up at Mrs. Vincent’s on the
other side of our apple orchard. Dad was cultivating
corn, and Ed, my older brother, was helping him. So 1
had no difficulty in getting a few things necessary to the
continuation of my flight. | hit first down into Black's
Woods, toward Lake Erie, which was three miles away,
wondering how long it would be before my pursuers
would be after me.

My mental condition may be judged by the fact that
I took with me neither my dog nor my gun, but only
some bread and butter and fishing tackle, and a long
knife which my chum and I had hammered out of an
old file. I was an unreasoning and very much frightened
individual, and had no plans at all in mind except to
get away. | continued in the direction of the lake,
reaching it just before dusk at a point where a small
stream called Old Woman’s Creek emptied into it.

This was a favorite rendezvous for my friend Skinny
and me. and we had made many good catches of fish
in the deep water where the crest widened at its mouth.
There was an abandoned barn close by, with old hay in
the big mangers, and in one of these I slept through
this first night of my flight, after eating some bread
and butter. At least | made the effort to sleep, but |
don’t think | succeeded very well. It was terribly black,
blacker than any night | had ever known before. And
there were millions of huge bullfrogs out in the marsh
lands every one of them croaking horribly. "Yoti're-a-
goner! YoiCre-a-goner! You're-a-goner!”

I lay in a cold sweat. And to make the situation
worse a screech owl that lived in the barn sat on the
ragged roof at times and hooted dreadfully.

With the break of dawn | sneaked through a hole
where a board was gone and looked about cautiously.
Then | hurried to a place where Skinny and | kept con-
cealed an old raft we had built, and with which we poled
up and down the smooth water of the creek. | made
up my mind to go to sea, and to pole as far as Ruggles
Grove, of course keeping in the shallow water of the
lake, which was very smooth and unruffled. I had la-
bored for half an hour when | came to a deep hole
where my pole would no longer reach the bottom. | was
terrified again and this time with good cause, for
there was sufficient air. or current, or both, to carry
me slowly but with deadly sureness out to sea, so that
by the time the sun was well up | was a full half mile
from shore, choppy little waves were beginning to rise
up all about me and lap over edges of my unstable craft.
| doubt if words in all the languages of the world could
properly have expressed my relief when a sloop with
snowy sails came sweeping up out of the nothingness
of the sea. | began to wave my arms and shout when
those aboard could not possibly have seen or heard me.
The boat came on. Its crew saw [Turn to page 42]
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me waving frantically. | was saved, taken
aboard, and immediately questioned by
three young fellows, who seemed like gods
to me. On their boat, in beautiful gold
letters, | had noticed the name Sandusky.

My courage returned with my voice, and | told
them | wanted to go to that place, which of course
set them to questioning me more seriously, for San-
dusky was a city about fifteen or eighteen miles up the
coast. Meanwhile we were getting farther away from
land, for a wind was rising and it would have been
hazardous to have kept the sloop too near shallow
water. | think they must have put me through a kind of
third degree, for very soon they had my whole story,
and | could not understand why it was they fairly
doubled up with laughing when 1 told them about licking
my teacher and bombarding the little girls. And it was
particularly about these two things they questioned me
most, laughing so much that after a while | found my-
self laughing with them, though | knew | was an out-
law with a price on my head.

These white-clad gods told me | had nothing to fear,
that the people back home would neither hang me nor
send me to jail, and that | must be returned to my
parents as soon as possible. They assured me that |
had done nothing worse than many other boys before
me, and that everything would be forgotten and for-
given if | went back and behaved myself. They de-
scribed how overcome by anxiety my parents and
friends must be at my disappearance, filled me with
such happiness and relief that the whole world seemed
to be brighter than it had ever been before.

THEIR problem was to get me ashore. They decided

to take me on to Sandusky, a place they were evi-
dently in some haste to make. First they sent a tele-
gram to Ceylon, advising the agent there to have it
delivered to my father, three miles away, by horse and
buggy. Then they took me into a wonderful place to
eat with them. Afterward one of the young men had
charge of me, and he must have been deeply interested
in my amazement at the things which I saw in this great
city of eighteen thousand people, the largest town my
feet had trod or my mind conceived up to that time.

Never shall | forget that beautiful street lined with
magnificent trees and with palatial homes on each side,
surely inhabited by nothing less than kings and queens
and princesses. We came at last to a great building
which covered at least as much ground as our big rasp-
berry patch at home, and from this building young peo-
ple were coming in such numbers that it seemed to me
they could not possibly be counted. It was a school. A
school such as | had never dreamed of in all my life.
And | stopped, for here | was looking upon the princes
and princesses who lived in the castles and palaces all
about us. | am sure the young man must have under-
stood, for he drew me off on the green outside the walk
where we could stand and view the whole procession
without being in its way.

Nowadays country boys and girls no longer look with
awe upon their city cousins. But in my lime, and espe-
cially in my own community, conditions are vastly dif-
ferent, and it must be remembered, too, that | had
never before seen life in a big city. | suppose the pic-
tures painted upon my impressionistic mind in that
hour were too idyllic to be true. But they were true
to me. The visions of loveliness in the forms of the little
princess dancing in the sunlight as they passed, in one's
and two’s and little groups, laughing and talking, dainty
as flowers to my hungry eyes, and all so infinitely dif-
ferent from any living beings | had ever seen, not in
their beauty alone but in something else which was a
part of them, that | seemed to be in a fairyland.

And to my staring eyes the boys who were among
them were in appearance and deportment younger
brothers to the three young gods who had picked me up
at sea. Here | saw in flesh and blood such stuff as dreams
are made of, and in those moments of immeasurable
appreciation it did not occur to me that | was the one
conspicuous and discordant note in the scene. | forgot
my old straw hat with its broken crown and ragged
brim; 1 forgot the shortness of my out-grown pants,
my skinny legs, my shoeless feet; | did not think of my
soiled and crumpled waist without a tie, or of my home-
cut, straggling hair. | was thinking only of princes and
princesses, and of such girlish beauty and prettiness of
dress and manners as | had never supposed the world
could hold all in one place and at one time.

When they were gone and | could draw a full breath,
my friend escorted me up the wide walk and into the
monster school building which had sheltered so much
loveliness. Its great halls, the huge rooms with their
rows of desks, its vastness and mystery made it a place
of enchantment for me. When | was told that all the
men and women | saw were teachers, my amazement
was inexpressible. And then my friend suddenly called
to a little girl who for some reason had not gone out
with the others, and when she saw us, and recognized
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him, and then came smilingly toward us | felt my heart
grow desperately faint.

Back in Owosso, when | was five years old, | thought
| had given my heart forever to little Eva in Uncle
Tom’s Cabin, and this new vision of loveliness in white,
all ribboned and curled and starched, and with cheeks
as pink as roses, was that sweet picture of goodness and
beauty all over again. When a minute or two later | was
actually walking at her side, and she was talking to me,
and when my friend boldly pinched one of her red
cheeks and pulled a curl when we said goodbye a few
corners down, | think | must have been all mixed up

JIM AND MARION'S HOUSE

By Violet A lleyn Storey

I've said I'd never marry, I,
And still, and still, and still,

Since |'ve seen Jim and Marion's house.
Perhaps, perhaps, | will.

It's such a quaintly modern place,
Old English style, you know,

And, in the garden back of it,
Old-fashioned posies grow.

And everything’s just right inside—
The living room, the hall,

The dining room and kitchen and
The bedrooms; loved them all!

And Marion has a Persian rug,
A waffle iron, a chair

Sent all the way from Belgium, and
A set of Quimper ware.

And Marion has a sun porch hung
With curtains, willowy green,

And all its windows look upon
A neat suburban scene.

And Marion has her pantry shelves
Lace-paper-edged and trim;

And Marion has a breakfast nook,
And Marion has her Jim!

I've said I'd never marry, I,
And still, and still, and still,

Since 1've seen Jim and Marion’s house,
Perhaps, perhaps, | will!

with emotion inside, for | could never remember what
| said or did in those few cataclysmic seconds of my
life when she was smiling at me like an angel just let
out of paradise.

Everything faded out of my thoughts and my vision
now except that school and what it meant. From this
most crucial of all the hours of the brief life | had lived
my greatest anil most determined ambition was to
become a part of this new and wonderful life which a
combination of chance and adventure had brought me
to look upon. The teacher and the pistol and even the
dreaded ogres of the township board were all but wiped
out of my mind. Even after my friend had placed me on
a train and | was homeward-bound in the conductor’s
care, making that tremendous journey of twenty-odd
miles alone, it was the school and what | had seen that
continued to thrill me. In one great vivid flash my life
had changed. | no longer wanted to be just a buffalo
hunter or an Indian fighter or the captain of a treasure
ship for pirate gold. First of all I wanted to go to that
school! | wanted to be a prince among the princesses.
| wanted to walk at their side under the big spreading
trees, with a cap and a white-starched waist, and a big
tie, and shoes so bright | could see my face in them.
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That night when 1 was safely at home
| told my mother and father of all that
happened to me since | had run away, but
chiefly | told them about the school; and
when | came to this, atremble with the

fervor of my desire, | remember seeing the glisten of
tears in my mother's eyes.

Just across the road from our place lived a family by
the name of Fisher. Their daughter’s name was Jeanne,
and Jeanne was the cousin of Skinny, my chum. | was
six and she was eleven when we came to the farm and |
adored her from that bitter and friendless December
day when she dragged me from an unsettled and cheer-
less house over to her mother’s warm kitchen, and filled
me with bread and milk. She was a very pretty girl with
lovely blue eyes, a thick braid of radiant gold-brown
hair, and pink-and-white skin. She was my star of hope
in all dark hours and the ideal of my thought and
dreams. Whenever my mother wished to accomplish
something to which | was strongly opposed she would
achieve her ends through Jeanne, and when my father
threatened me with punishment, my long legs would
take me to her as fast as they could streak it, my voice
shrieking her name if Dad was close behind me, and my
guardian angel would usually save me and refuse to give
me up until peace was declared on my father’ part.

I can remember how Jeanne insisted on taking me
from my mother and rocking me through long hours of
a terrible night soon after we reached the farm when |
was suffering with a toothache which | thought would
surely kill me. It was Jeanne who gave me the strength to
have that tooth pulled the next day by Dr. Benscoter.
She was always thinking of me and doing things for me,
and her goodness to me and interest in me did not de-
crease as she grew older and still more beautiful and
young men began to look upon her with tender and
yearning sentiments in their hearts. Wherever Jeanne
went sunshine and cheer went with her. She could
whistle like a lark, and | think even more sweetly.

Jeanne was sixteen when | returned from my thrilling
adventure in Sandusky. | think it was because | ideal-
ized her as the one most wonderful girl in the world that
| received such a distinct shock when | looked upon so
many other girls of equal sweetness and beauty coming
from the city school. For of all the girls | knew Jeanne
was the only one, in my opinion, who was just like them.
To this day | think she was even prettier for it is hard
to break down a boyhood ideal.

ON THE evening of my return from the city Jeanne
was there with my mother to greet me. But it was
not until the next day in the Fisher back yard that |
opened my heart fully and she saw all that was in it. |
think she saw even farther than | was looking at that
time, and | shall never forget how she put an arm about
me and hugged me up to her a little, and said, “Jimmy,
to go to a school like that youve got to have money.
And how are you going to get money out here?”

Not until years later did the significance of the sadness
and hopelessness in her voice come to me. For money,
in our community, was like gold itself, just enough to
keep a mortgage at bay, if crops were good, just enough
to buy food and clothes of a simple kind. Not a dollar
to spare for luxuries, not a cent to gamble in the achieve-
ment of ambition.

She planned with me from the beginning. She fired
my hopes and helped to keep them burning. We sat down
on her porch together, and she told me, first, that San-
dusky was such a great distance away—at least twenty
or thirty miles—that | could not possibly hope to go
there to school. But other places were nearer, and if |
worked hard, and saved what money | could get, and
kept talking about it to my folks she was sure that
sometime | would be able to go. “And you must write
stories and draw pictures harder than ever, Jimmy.” she
said. And then she laughed, with her blue eyes shining,
and added. “Someday you’ll put me into a story, won't
you, Jimmy?”

And many, many times | have.

It was Jeanne, first of all, who brought me face to face
with a grim understanding of the necessity as well as
the value of money. | always had plenty to eat, was
clothed as well as | wanted to be, and was not old
enough to sympathize with the worries and trials of my
parents. But the tragedy of our straitened circum-
stances began to press upon me now. It would take a lot
of money to send me away to school, my father said. |
would need better clothes; | would have to be boarded
and roomed, and he couldnt afford the expense just
now. If our peach orchard, which the frost had hit con-
sistently, would only bear a good crop he would think
about it. On the other hand, my father argued, we were
happy on the farm, and there was no better place for
a boy.

But | was set on that city school, and my mother
plotted with me. We would save money in some way.
That autumn a little thing happened which helped to
strengthened me in my resolution. [Turn to page 50]
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‘Ordinary soaps can do great harm”

says the famous beauty expert

CARSTEN of Berlin

“Daily cleansing with Palmolive
Soap is the basis of all my treatments,
even the most elaborate.”

Ordinary soaps can do great
harm. Modern beauty specialists
advise a soap made o f vegetable
oils . . . the pure oils of palm
and olives. Palmolive Soap is
fresh and bland, safe for the
most sensitive complexion. It
leaves the skin in the best pos-
sible condition for a beauty
expert's treatment.”

Berlin

Today, more than ever before, it
is important to wash the face with

this olive oil soap which is safe, Facade of Carsten’s famous beauty salon on the
Kurfiirstendam in Berlin . . . one of the most ele-

bland, non-irritating.

N EW beauty treatments, such as ultra-violet rays
and radio-active preparations, undoubtedly have
their value in certain conditions of the skin, but it must
not be imagined that older and simpler methods are
superseded,” says Leo Carsten, proprietor of the famous
"Figaro” beauty shop on the Kurfiirstendam in Berlin.
“Soap and water, for example, are still the finest
possible cleansers for the skin,” he adds. "You will
realize the importance of this when | say that daily
cleansing with Palmolive Soap is the basis of all my
treatments, even the most elaborate.”

Herr Carsten, better known as "Figaro,” is head of
the leading beauty salon in middle Europe ... located
on one of the most fashionable streets in the world.
He, himself, is well known in Berlin social circles as
well as in the world of beauty science.

18,900 famous experts agree

In this shop ... in other beauty shops patronized by
the smart women of the world’s leading capitals . . .

gant shops on an avenue famous for its smartness

the advice to use Palmolive is part of every recom-
mended home facial treatment.
Palmolive is made of the oils of palm and olives
no other fats whatever. Its color is the natural
color of those oils. Its natural odor makes unneces-
sary the addition of heavy perfumes.

This is the Palmolive treatment

This is the way to get the best results: make a creamy
lather of Palmolive Soap and warm water. Massage
it into the face and throat. Rinse with warm water,
then with cold. That’s all. Yet thousands of great
beauty experts, millions of their clients, find it the
most effective safeguard for beauty. And Palmolive
costs so little that one uses it for the bath, of course,
aswell. Begin these twice-a-day treatments tomorrow.
Theywillprotectyourskin
from irritation ... keep it
fresh, glowing, lovely.

Retail Price 10 ¢

PALMOLIVE RADIO HOUR—Broadcast every Wednesday night—from 9:30 to 10.30 p.m., Eastern time; 8:30 to 9:30 p.m., Central time; 7:30
to 8:30 p. m., Mountain time; 6:30 to 7:30 p. m., Pacific Coast time—ever WEAF and 39 stations associated with The National Broadcasting Co.
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‘FIRST* FLOOR:PLAN*

HIS little house from Penn-

sylvania offers a hearty wel-

come every day of the year
with its side-lighted central door,
flanked by high-backed, white-
painted benches of early Colonial
design. The mellow red brickwork
of the walls and chimney and the
low, broad contour of the gambrel
roof suggest a hospitable warmth
and a spirit of friendliness.

The exterior is an interesting
composite of various materials and
colors. The brickwork, which forms
the first story walls, the side walls
and the chimney, is laid with strongly-
marked white mortar joints, and this
note of white is echoed by all the ex-
terior wood trim. The clapboard-facing of the dormers
at front and rear is also finished in immaculate white,
and provides a becoming background for the grayish-
green blinds at the upper windows. Against the gambrel
roof of gray-black slate the dormer windows are a
pleasing contrast.

In design the house follows the conventional model
although the projection of the bay window at the left
is a concession to interior charm—Colonial architec-
ture does not usually include a bay window.

As we moderns lay far greater stress on sunshine and
fresh air than our forefathers did, the Colonial home
of 1930 is much more generously windowed than its
prototype of two centuries ago. Thus, in place of the
shuttered single windows of Colonial days, this brick
house has a group of three windows at each side of the
main entrance to its great improvement.

Because the entrance is usually the first detail to
attract the attention of visitors, it should be above
reproach in design, material, and upkeep. Beautiful
entrances have been such a notable characteristic
ef the Colonial style, that the architect of today has
a wealth of attractive old doorways to which he can
turn for authentic inspiration when designing new homes
of Colonial influence. The simple, dignified entrance
of this month’s house shows the value of such inspira-
tion. It is perfectly true to its Colonial ancestors; it is

SECOND 'FLOOR.-PLAN1
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A LITTLE
BRICK HOUSE

well adapted in
size and style to
the house of which
it forms a part; and it is sufficiently decorative to
merit its conspicuous location.

The hospitable spirit which characterizes the ex-
terior of this house is also present inside. The wide
doorways of the living room and the dining room which
open into the long hall further emphasize the feeling
of friendliness.

The hall is practical both in plan and placement. Its
central position, separating the living and dining rooms,
acts as a buffer between the family and unexpected
callers at mealtime, and brings the stairs within easy
access of all parts of the house. Ease of communication

is further facilitated by a door which

connects the lower end of the hall

directly with the kitchen. Near this

door a coat closet is tucked in be-

neath the stairs.

The wood-

work in the hall

is of ivory-

enameled pop-

lar, varied by a

mahogany fin-

ish on the

newel posts,

handrail, treads

and risers of

the staircase.

This  generous

use of mahog-

any is unusual,

yet quite as effective as

the ordinary restriction to

handrail and treads. The

poplar wood trim and the birch doors throughout the

remainder of the house are, however, finished in ivory-
white enamel, without the contrast of mahogany.

The living room has almost the appearance of a sun
room, with its grouped
windows at each end,
and its French windows
beside the fireplace. The

room is comparatively
small, but it suggests
airiness and  spacious-

ness, because of its
wealth of light, but it
also has the wall spaces
necessary for effective
furnishing.

The living room fire-
place is equipped with
an ivory-enameled man-
tel of stock pattern. It is
simple in detail and Co-
lonial in design.

The dining room vies
with the living room in
cheerfulness, being
lighted by a group of
three windows and by a

Designed by CHARLES M. TALLEY

large bay window.
In the dining
room,and through-
out the house, stained yellow pine is used for flooring.

In accordance with present-day demands, the kitchen
is small enough to bring all the important equipment
into close relationship. The sink, placed below a win-
dow, is flanked on either side by many-shelved cabi-
nets. The refrigerator is located directly opposite the
sink, and the range midway between the two. An inner
wall is thus left free for any wanted furnishing, whether
kitchen cabinet, built-in dresser, or breakfast table.

There are two rear entrances; the one leading from
the kitchen to a service porch, and the other opening
out at grade from a landing on the cellar stairs.

THERE are three bedrooms of varying size on the sec-
ond floor. One, with its closets, uses all the space
above the living room. In it, a built-in cedar chest ad-
vantageously utilizes the alcove between the twin closets.
Windows on three sides are another important asset. The
two smaller bedrooms are also suitably provided with
closets, windows, and wall spaces.

Hall area on the second floor is commendably re-
duced, to the advantage of the tiled bathroom at the
center front; and storage closets are arranged to open
from the bathroom and the hall. Incidentally, the bath-
room is blessed by a window of normal size, so that it
is well lighted during the .day.

The total width of this house is 45 feet and 6 inches.
On the living room and porch side it is 19 feet deep,
but the depth is 29 feet on the other side with the ser-
vice porch included. The house requires a site with a 60
foot frontage if it is to have a side driveway or any
adequate landscaping. Beneath the house is a well-
lighted basement where the laundry and furnace are
installed.

On both the first and second floors the height of the
ceilings is 8 feet. Interior walls are hard-surfaced plaster
suitable for a finish of paper, fabric, or paint. The bath-
room walls are plastered above a dado of tile.

This cozy little house welcomes the sun through many windows



McCALL'S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

The fresh delicacy of

B utter

E VEN before you taste it,
you know it’s creamery-
fresh,”’say women of this depend-
able butter . . . the same winter,
summer and every day in the year.

Try its melting richness on a
baked potato! Or spread it thick
and sweet on bread ... It has all
the new churned flavor you like.

Swift’s Brookfield Creamery
Butter is made for you in sun-
lit dairies, from cream that’s
tested and graded, of course.

Swifts Brookfield

FARM AND DAIRY PRODUCTS
BUTTER —EGGS —CHEESE

Then it is carried to all parts of
the country in fast refrigerator
cars. Wherever you live, Swift's
Brookfield CreameryButter comes
to your dealer so quickly!

One step from churn to the
store in your neighborhood. One
experienced, efficient organi-
zation carefully guarding quality
at every moment of the way!

To be sure of freshness, ask
for Swift’s Brookfield Creamery
Butter from your dealer today.

Carefully selected for uniformity and fine
quality, Swift's Brookfield Eggs are whole-
some and delicate in flavor.

Scientific care guards them all the way
from poultry farm to your dealer. Swift
experts give that special watchfulness
which assuresyou of the best eggs.

In Swift’s Brookfield Cheese, too, you
will find the high quality which distin-
guishes Swift’s Brookfield Eggs and Butter
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Best of Milk
Ten Cents a Quart

at Your Qrocery Store--

everybody has talked about and hoped for— pure, safe, rich milk eco-

nomically distributed—is now an accomplished fact.

By every test that science

knows there is no better milk in the world than Pet Milk. A tall can is equal to

more than one and one-tenth quarts of ordinary milk.

It can be bought anywhere

for eleven cents— less than ten cents a quart for the best of milk.

And it has these Points of
Superior Quality
Every drop more than twice as rich asordinary
milk. No cream on top ofthe milk. No skimmed
milk at the bottom. But more than twice as
much cream in the milk.

It never sours on your doorstep but comes
into your house as fresh and sweet as when it
left the farm.

It is more than pasteurized. It is sterilized in
a sealed, air-tight container that brings the
milk to you as pure and as safe as if there were
no germ of disease in the world.

Specialists in the care of babies find it so rich
and safe and easily digested that they recom-
mend it as the best of milk for babies.

The Cost is as Low as Before
the World War

How is it possible? Pure, fresh milk, bought
direct from farms in the best dairy districts—
concentrated to less than half its volume, re-
ducing shipping cost—ship ~ed in carload lots
by freight, a great economy—then sold at the
store or delivered by your grocer for a lot less
cost than a bottle can be left at your house
every day—these are the reasons why Pet Milk

can be sold as low as the cost of milk before
the World War.

It’s the New Way

Hundreds of thousands of women are using
this modern milk whenever they need milk
and cream. Their cream soups are richer in
texture and taste. Their creamed vegetables
have richness that nothing else will give. They
give it to their children to drink with the com-
forting certainty that the milk ispure and rich
and safe. They use Pet Milk in place of cream
—make better food—and save more than half
the cost of cream.

We’ll Send You Free Booklets

They’ll show you how to put more milk in
your family’s food—milk that you’ll know is
safe. You’ll like the economy!

PET MILK COMPANY
1433 Arcade Building, St. Louis, Mo.
Please send me tested recipes and balanced
menus prepared by home economics experts.
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LETTERS

INVITATIONS

O NE might
put the
rules of
taste in letter writing into the follow-
ing outline. The first essential of the
perfect note or letter—besides saying
what you have to say and then stop-
ping—is neatness. Neatness includes
evenly spaced writing and a margin on
the left-hand side of the sheet. If you
find it difficult to keep your margin
straight, slip a pattern sheet under
the paper.

That letters should be grammatical
and correctly spelled and written in
ink is taken for granted. The only ex-
cuse for a letter in pencil is illness that
keeps you flat on your back. Never
use note paper of one sort and enve-
lopes of another, and do not use a
typewriter for an invitation, accept-
ance or regret. The best taste avoids
bizarre papers. Gilt-edged paper is not
considered good form by conservative
women although narrow colored bor-
ders on slightly tinted papers are at
present fashionable; or paper may be
a pale shade of violet, blue, gray or
sand. It may be thick or thin, large
or small.lt must not be pink or green
or deep orchid or orange. Never use
red, white or green ink in correspond-
ence. Blue ink is entirely correct;
otherwise use one of the night colors
that are called “black.”

Informal notes of invitation follov'
no spacing except the ordinary one of
setting back the first word of each
paragraph. A pattern invitation is:

My dear Mrs. Brown:

Will you and Mr. Brown dine with us
next Thursday, the tenth, at seven
o’lock?

Hoping so much to find you disen-
gaged,

Yours very sincerely,
Jane Green.

This form is also used when invit-
ing strangers, although invitations to

By EMILY POST

friends are almost
always telephoned.
Use the first para-
graph for the wording of the telephone
message. The written acceptance is:

Dear Mrs. Green:

We will be delighted to dine with you
next Thursday at seven o’clock.

Looking forward with great pleasure
to the tenth, and thanking you for ask-
ing us,

Sincerely yours,
Geraldine Brown.

Or the regret is:

Dear Mrs. Green:

My husband and | are very sorry that
we are unable to accept your kind invi-
tation for the tenth as we are dining with
the Blacks on that evening.

With many thanks for asking us,

Very sincerely,
Geraldine Brown.

Formal notes of invitation, accept-
ance and regret always follow a set
pattern. The spacing as well as word-
ing of each line must be as follows:

Mr. and Mrs. James Green
request the pleasure of
Mr. and Mrs. Brown’s
company at dinner
on Tuesday the first of March
at eight o’clock.

(Change “dinner” to “luncheon.”
“bridge”, “a dance” or whatever the
invitation is for.)

Such an invitation, whether it is
written or engraved, is accepted:

Mr. and Mrs. Albert Brown
accept with pleasure
Mr. and Mrs. Greens
kini invitation for dinner
on Tuesday the first of March
at eight o’clock.
[Continued on page 133]
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I't is the inevitable result of
the combined action o feffective detergents. -

said the bachelor Professor.

Rubbish!””said M rs. Watkins, mothero ffour.

Ids extra help!--

M rs. Watkins doesn’t think
much of using strange-sound-
ing words in talking about an old friend like Fels-Naptha. “ Effec-
tive detergents, indeed!” says Mrs. Watkins. As though she didn’t
understand better than a college professor why Fels-Naptha made
those smudges on his shirt disappear— and without hard rubbing.

“Here,” says Mrs. Watkins, respectfully, but firmly, “take this
barof Fels-Naptha. Smell it. That’sno what-ever-you-call-it—that’s
naptha, and plenty of it.

“Naptha and good soap working together—that’s what makes
Fels-Naptha give you extra help every time. |’'ve washed clothes
every way there is to wash them—boiling, soaking, and now in
these new washing machines. For ten years Fels-Naptha has helped
me to get clothes clean, and no hard rubbing either.

“1 use Fels-Naptha for washing woodwork and linoleum, win-
dows, and dishes—in fact, just about everything that needs soap
and water and Fels-Naptha never hurts my hands. It—

“Oh, do you have to be getting back to your work, Professor?
Well, mind, now—any time you think any part of your washing
needs extra help, you can be sure it’s getting just that! For as long
as I’'m here—so is Fels-Naptha!”

FREE — Whether, like Mrs. Watkins, you'have been using
Fels-Naptha for years, or whether you have just now decided to try
its extra help, we’ll be glad to send you a Fels-Naptha Chipper.
Many women who prefer to chip Fels-Naptha soap into their washing
machines, tubs, or basins findthe chipper handier than using a knife.
With it, and a bar of Fels-Naptha, you can make fresh, golden soap
chips (thatcontain plenty ofnaptha!)justasyou need them.Thechipper
will be sentyou, free and postpaid, upon request. Mail the coupon.

McC. 3-30
FELS & COMPANY, Philadelphia, Pa.

Please send me, free and prepaid, the handy Fels-Naptha Chipper
offered in this advertisement.

THE GOLDEN BAR WITH Nam,
THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR

© 1930, Fels & Co Fill in completely—print name and address
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get rid of it!

HEN you have a cold, your hands are
tied. Youre caught! But here’s how
you can break away. Use Mentholatum
promptly. Itworks right on the spots where

your cold is located.

Feel the warm glow when you briskly

rub Mentholatum

potent Mentholatum

Inhale
relieve

stuffiness. Soothe and heal the soreness in-

side your nose. Get Mentholatum at any

drug store today.

For over 35 years Mentholatum has been a reli
able cold remedy. Send for free copy of book en
titled “How to Get Rid of Colds,” written by a
physician. Dept.D-25, Mentholatum Company,

Wi ichita, Kansas.

MENTHOLATUM

RUB ON CHEST

INHALE VAPOR

APPLY IN NOSE
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES

[Continued from page 7]

or gossip; or merely sit and watch the
world go by. Its publishers call it “a
book for the sophisticated.”

Where Paris Dines, by Julian Street,
is a descriptive list of the restaurants
of Paris. Too much cannot be said about
Paris; but those of us who must do
much of our traveling by book, want
wider, wilder journeys. Ends of the
Earth, by Roy Chapman Andrews is
the thrilling story of expeditions in
many seas and many lands by a scien-
tist who, to get started in his chosen
profession, took his
first job scrubbing
floors in the Mu-
seum of N atural
History. His adven-
tures are written in
the swiftly moving
English of a man
who finds life a
glorious adventure,
and who has an ex-
cellent sense of
humor.

If India tempts
you, you could find
no better guide than
Dhan Gopal Muker-
ji, whose Visit In-
dia with Me shows
you that country
through his own knowing and poetic
eyes, and through the alert practical
eyes of the American millionaire to
whom he acts as guide.

There are other fascinating islands
besides those in the South Seas. George
Allan England, in Isles of Romance,
picks an assortment nearer home geo-
graphically, but just as remote in cus-
toms and character. The Gulfs of Mex-
ico and St. Lawrence provide the
scene. The Dry Tortugas in the Gulf
of Mexico are among those present.
This was once an American penal col-
ony, whose most famous prisoner was
Dr. Mudd, the man who attended
Booth for the leg he broke, when he
jumped from the box to the stage, after
shooting Lincoln.

Richard Halliburton, in New Worlds
to Conquer, tells us that the island
San Salvador, where Columbus first
discovered America, immediately there-
after fell into oblivion and that “after
more than four centuries of neglect |
rediscovered it.” If you don’t mind his
youthful egotism, and like to read
about stunts—such as how he swam
the Panama Canal, and other such—
you'll e joy this book. Personally |
found its 368 pages far too many for
the little meat they provided. But now
and inen | had a pleasant time.

Windjamming to Fiji, by Viola
Irene Cooper, is the tale of a voyage
which two girls made, on a square-
rigged sailing ship. An unusual thing to
do. But this book confirms an old sus-
picion of mine, that such trips are not
thrilling unless a Conrad or a McFee
is aboard, or at the writing desk.

Fair Warning

Alas, the season’s most beautiful

travel book, White Africans and Black,

costs ten dollars,

and, though well

worth it, few of us

can afford to treat

ourselves so  well.

However, your pub-

lic library should

own it, and give

you a chance to de-

light in its lavish

and fascinating

drawings, by Cyrus

Leroy Baldridge;

and its vivid prose,

by Caroline Singer.

The Story of San

Michele is not pri-

marily a travel

book; but its au-

thor, Dr. Axel Mun-

the, in telling you the story of his life,

takes you on most interesting journeys

to various parts of Europe. Sometimes

they are gay, sometimes gruesome—

Naples, during the plague, for exam-

ple. Sometimes you will shudder and

squirm; more often you will laugh.

But if you begin it, we predict that

you won’t skip a word of this deeply

human, witty and sometimes fantas-
tic book.

Books on archaeology give you the
fun of traveling vicariously down the
past; and the adventure of digging for
and finding buried treasure; and a sort
of picture-puzzle fun of piecing to-
gether past civilizations. Magic Spades,
by R. V. D. Magoffin and Emily C.
Davis, is such a book. Its scope in-
cludes the chief exploits of archaeolo-
gists the world over. It is valuable and
interesting, though Us style, in trying
a little too hard to be popular, is some-
what spoiled by flip and labored jokes.
The photographic illustrations are fas-
cinating.

Anita Brenner believes that it is only
as artists that Mexicans are intelligible.
The illustrations, ancient and modem,
in her Idols behind Altars make the
book worth looking into, even if you
don't belong to the very scholarly audi-
ence for whom she writes.

THE LOVE PARADE
[Continued from page 8+

The views of this air-raid—in the
control cabin of the Zeppelin, and in
the London streets, theaters and orphan
asylums—are astonishingly effective.
It is one of the supreme achieve-
ments in trick photography, and con-
siderable credit is assignable to the di-
rector, John Blystone, and to the tech-
nical expert, Ralph Hammeras.

The News Reel Theater in New
York has been triumphantly success-
ful, and there is every indication that
the idea will be extended to other cit-
ies throughout the country. It should
be. For the News Reel Theater is so
intensely popular that it must also be
profitable.

The price of all seats at all times is
twenty-five cents (and this, remember,
is on Broadway where theater tickets
run into money); the show goes on
continually and consists of nothing but

news pictures from the Fox Movietone
and the Hearst Metrotone News; and
the place is packed with interested
spectators morning, noon, and night.

Perhaps the most delightful feature
of the News Reel Theater is -that you
can enter it at any time without miss-
ing any of the previous plot of the pic-
ture that is on view; what is more,
you can remain with gratifying con-
sciousness that no one is going to cram
a theme song down your throat.

Among the more ambitious of the
current film offerings which are com-
mended to your attention are Sally
(with the original Marilynn Miller);
The Virginian (with a genuine all-star
cast); Hit the Deck; Devil-May-Care
(with Ramon Novarro), and Greta
Garbo’s rendition of Eugene O’Neill’s
Anna Christie, of which there will be
much more anon.
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FREE—An interesting booklet by Harriet Cavell entitled, "A Cleaner
Home for Less Money.” Write, without fail, for your copy, today.

N EVER before has a housecleaning method received
such enthusiastic praise. The Premier Electric Clean-

ing Unit—two cleaners instead of one—has revolutionized
housework by making it easier, speedier and ever so
much more efficient.

Two things make this possible. First, the Premier
Electric Cleaning Unit does away with ordi-
nary attachments. Second, it provides a large
cleaner for the rugs and carpets plus an
additional handy cleaner, the Spic-Span, to
speed up the time-wasting, little cleaning tasks.
Actually two electric cleaners for about the
price of one!

"Now I'm

POSITIVE
my house IS
clean

The Premier Electric Cleaning Unit
gets all the dust and dirt.........
in less time than ever before!”

The Spic-Span weighs only four pounds...plugs into any
electric socket...cleans and freshens clothes, mattresses,
closets, without the use of attachments! Comes with a
deodorizer that applies moth repellent, and with a special
Mower that banishes dust from those hard-to-reach corners.
For the small home or apartment the Spic-Span plus
the Premier Junior is recognized as the

most modern cleaning unit. For the larger

home the Spic-Span and the Premier Duplex

are the last word in cleaning efficiency. But,

if you wish,you may purchase the Spic-Span

separately. Write or phone your Premier

dealer today for a free demonstration.

(Premier Electric Cleariing Unit

THE PREMIER VACUUM CLEANER COMPANY
(Division ofElectric Vacuum Cleaner Co., Inc.) Dept. 403, Cleveland, Ohio

Branchesin all leadingcities. Madeand sold in Canada by theP remier Vacuum Cleaner Company, Ltd., Toronto. Foreign distributors, International General Electric Company, Inc.
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Choose —

>

CV ToSuit
Your Taste

HERE are three kindst . . three de-
T lightful flavors of this rich, mellow
old ginger ale. Unless you have tried
all three, you may not realize how each
finds its own place in your home.

GOLDEN has the spirited, zest-
ful, gingery tang that so many
people prefer. Full-flavored and
appetizing ... with quick energy
initsdancing bubbles. Especially
good for children.

PALE DRY is milder and more
delicate, with its fruit flavorings
more apparent to the taste. Ex-
cellently suited to blend in the
many recipe drinks for which
ginger ale is used.

SEC is extra dry. A “supreme”
ginger ale with a delicate and
distinctive flavor all its own.
Piquant . . Refreshing . . .
Delightful. Perfectly blended to
blend perfectly.

All three ofthem are made ofthe purest
ingredients and aged 6 months in the
making to achieve mellow flavor. Dou-
bly carbonated to make their “pep” last
longer. And then putonly into brand-
new bottles as a final guarantee o fpurity.
No bottle is ever used a second time.
You really must try each of these three
Clicquot Club Ginger Ales to find the
one that best suits your taste . . . your
mood . .. the occasion.

AGED 6 MONTHS
IN THE MAKING

CLICQUOT
CLUB

GINGER ALES

The Eskimos—Sparkling Radio
Entertainment every Friday evening
at9 p. m..from WEAF, New York.

SON

| was out hunting with my brother
Ed and shot a fox-squirrel. We had
picked up our quarry when down at
our feet from out of the tall oak tree
fell another, stone dead. It was an
amazing thing to have Kkilled two
squirrel with one shot and I had seen
only one squirrel and had shot only
one.

The incident got to our Four Cor-
ner’s correspondent of the Sandusky
paper and for the first time in my life
/ saw myself in print! No literary suc-
cess of my later years filled me with
the supreme and undying thrill of that
moment. There was my name, Jimmy
Curwood, spelled out in black letters
for all the world to see!

Autumn passed and winter came,
and with greater vigor than ever 1
trapped and hunted rabbits which |
sold for ten cents apiece to a man in
Florence who made a business of ship-
ping them to the cities. Half a mile
from our place lived the most pros-
perous farmer in our district, Tom
Lee, and toward spring he gave me the
job of picking up brush in his woods
at twenty-five cents an acre. But | did
not have enough money to buy even a
suit of clothes when warm weather
came again.

It was then that Jeanne and my
mother had the brilliant idea which
left my father no ground to stand
upon. It was the suggestion that we
move to some town for the winter—a
town where Dad could set up a cob-
bling shop; brother Ed would remain
at home and care for the place.

Then there came a letter from my
Michigan sister, who asked that 1
might come and live with her and go
to school in Owosso. But my mother
cried at the mere thought of having
me so far away from her, and when
mother cried Dad always put on spurs,
metaphorically speaking, and rode
hard. So he drove to Wakeman, ar-
ranged for a little cobbling shop, and
the date was set.

WAKEMAN was not a big town,
perhaps a thousand people, when
| went there, but it was sufficiently
large to make a complete change of en-
vironment for me. It was on the main
line of the Lake Shore and Michigan
Southern Railroad running from Chi-
cago, Toledo and Cleveland, so that
trains were passing frequently day and
night. Its one street held an enormous
and cosmopolitan interest for me.
There were two big general stores in
which one could buy anything from an
ounce of pepper to a roll of barbed-
wire fence or a plow; two millinery
emporiums, three blacksmith shops, a
pool room and a hotel. On Saturday
afternoon and night the farmers would
drive in from miles about and fasten
their horses to the endless rows of
“hitching-rails.”

Of course it was the resident town
life that interested me most and |
came immediately in contact with it
through the school, a big, square,
wooden building with two floors, and
while it could not be compared at all
with the one | had seen in Sandusky
it was important enough to have a
superintendent, a principal and several
teachers.

During this autumn and winter |
found myself compelled to enjoy a
new and growing pride in matters
which | had not troubled myself very
much about until then. | began to see
very clearly that a boy with clean
finger nails, a neat tie, shoes properly
blacked, and who sacrificed himself to
a bath more frequently than once a
week on Saturdays was much more
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popular among his fellow creatures
than one who was less careful in these
small but apparently important details.

One of my especial pleasures during
this winter was haunting a small shop
in which a motherly, white-haired lady
kept a stock of magazines. | pored over
the long table upon which the maga-
zines were displayed, and my heart
would beat fast as | studied the names
of the authors over the wonderful
stories which they had written, and
measured my own achievements by
theirs. Then toward the end of the
winter | had the temerity actually to
write to some of the editors, and re-
ceived two or three replies as my re-
ward, | felt myself crowned by a new
halo of glory and hope.

I do not want to create the false
impression that | was developing into
an infant prodigy of deep and serious
thought or that my passionate desire
to go to a town school had in any way
made a student of me. | was never a
scholastic model, for there was always
in me a very broad streak of the rover
and the vagabond in matters pertaining
to classroom rules and regulations.

Knowing this later in life, and feel-
ing it as | did then, | was never able
to explain what it was that drove me
on with an even more determined spirit
toward the achievement of what was
broadly covered in my mind by the
one word “education.” | can only
guess it was my steadily increasing
passion to write. For when spring came
and my parents began to make prepara-
tions for our return to the farm |
thought to remain in Wakeman, though
| had missed my dog and my gun. the
big woods, the open fields and the
creek bottoms so terribly that more
than once on lonely nights | had al-
most cried in my bed because of my
yearning for them.

We left in May. Ed had come with
the team and wagon and he and Dad
rode on the big load of household
goods. Mother went in a buggy, but |
preferred the wagon and the road, for
Ed had brought Jack with him and my
hound and | were so happy to be with
each other again that we walked and
played most of the distance between
Wakeman and the old farm, which was
eight miles away.

And there was Skinny streaking
down the road toward us waving his
hat. “Hello, Skinny,” and “Hello,
Slip”; and then he fell in at my side,
and said “My Gosh, you’re home, ain’t
you?” “Yep,” | answered.

MORE than ever nature built up her
influence over me during this
spring and summer. It was developing
now into something more than a mere
love for the outdoors and a desire to
take life. | killed a bluebird one day to
add its wings to my collection, and it
happened that just one of the shots

from my gun took off the top of its
skull so that as it lay gasping In death
in the hollow of my hand I could see
the tiny, pulsing brain | had so ruth-
lessly destroyed.

As the dying bluebird lay in my
hand panting out its little breath, frag-
ile and lovely in the form and inno-
cence which the Creator of things had
given it, my own conceit received its
first great shock. For a little while a
kind of terror seized upon me and |
cried out aloud that | was sorry, and
above all other things | wanted that
little dead bird to hear me. | carried
it home and showed it to my mother
and father, and | think the sight of the
little brain so clearly and strangely ex-
posed had its lesson for my father, too,
for we never again shot at the beauti-
ful robber cherry birds that haunted
our big sweet-cherry tree when the
fruit was ripening. And from that time
on | never robbed another nest, and
one day my mother and | buried my
collection of birds’ wings under the
same peach tree where we had made a
grave for the murdered bluebird.

My sister Amy and my brother-in-
law Jack came all the way from Mich-
igan to visit us that summer; and when
he and my sister finally overcame my
mother’s objections and planned to
take me back to Owosso with them for
a winter’ schooling | felt that at least
one of my dreams was coming true.

Then followed the sickening prepara-
tions. | say sickening, because until
those preparations began | had never
experienced the strangely empty and
utterly gone feeling which all at once
possessed me. As the last days came |
could see mother was struggling to
keep from crying; and my father grew
more sober, and Jack, my hound,
seemed to sense that something tragic
was impending, for he would follow
me about in a strangely quiet manner
and look at me with great searching
eyes which seemed filled with a prayer
that | would not leave him again. And
one terrible day OId Jim, our horse,
stood harnessed to the buckboard out-
side and everything was ready to go.
My mother was brave then but | could
not see her because of the hot tears in
my eyes when | said goodbye; and for
a little while I couldn’t see Skinny, or
Jeanne, or my dog. or the apple
orchard just over the fence, or the
old bam 1 loved, or anything at all of
the world | was leaving. And Skinny
and | didn’t shake hands even then,
for we loved each other too much for
that, and our hearts were choked. But
Skinny said, “Goodbye, Slip. |11 never
see you again.”

DON'T know how he knew. | don't

try to guess what it was that put such
a dreadful thought into his head. But
the few months | was to be away
were to lengthen into many years, and
when | returned at the end of those
years Skinny would not be there to
greet me in the old white road, waving
his battered hat; and Jeanne would not
be there, nor Jack my dog. and the lit-
tle world which had been my kingdom
would no longer have a heart and a
soul for me. Only a few trees of our
orchards would remain as sad and
broken comrades of my barefoot days.
Under one of these, the big sweet-
apple tree, gnarled and old, | would
find the spot where my dead old hound
was buried; and my Jeanne of the
golden braids and the laughing blue
eyes would no longer be living across
the road. Skinny I would find in the
little old country churchyard three
miles away.

[Continued in Aprit Mccart’s]
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. v WIitlh“Bead Soap
instant, lasting suds.. faster washing

EADS —a new form of soap. In-

credibly faster than bars, chips or
Hakes. A soap that gives lasting suds.
Whether water is hard or soft, hot or cold. The first soap
ever made to dissolve instantly—eompletely. The only soap
that cuts dishwashing time in halfin these 3 important ways.

1. Saves "waiting for suds.” No stirring... coaxing. ..
heating water extra hot. Instant suds, always. Even in water
cool enough to keep the hands soft and white.

2. Washes dishes clean faster. This speed soap releases
instantly a rich flood of lasting all-through-the-water suds.
These do what top suds alone can never do. Wash dishes
clean with lightning speed—because they work below the
surface where the real job of cleaning must always be done.

3. Saves dishwiping. Because this soap dissolves com-
pletely, every trace is carried away in rinsing. No tiny bits
of half-dissolved soap remain to streak dishes. N o soap-film
is left that must be polished away. Dishes drain dry to
shining clearness without the touch of a dish towel.

Soap sprayedfrom towers

This new speed soap is called "Super Suds.” Because it
gives not only instant top suds, but instant lasting suds all

THE BIG

Super Suds is the only ‘' bead” soap made.
Use itfor laundry work, for all cleaning
tasks where you need swift, safe, effort-
less cleaning.

BOX OF

no dishwiping

That's why "soap in bead

form” cuts dishwashing

time in half.

Please Make This Test

Put a teaspoonful of Super Suds in aglass; a teaspoonful ofany
chip or flake in another. Now fill both glasses h”If full with water
cool enough to be comfortable for hands.

Instantly, every bit of Super Suds rushes into rich, soapy, lasting
suds. Instandy every drop of water becomes creamy with soapiness.
While in the other glass, gummy chips float undissolved or sink
to the bottom, dissolving slowly.

This is the way these two soaps act in your dishpan. This is why
Super Suds cleans with such amazing swiftness.

through the water as well. It is made by spraying melted soap
from high steel towers. In falling, the soap forms into mil-
lions of tiny hollow beads with walls 4 times thinner than
the very thinnest chip or flake. Only by this method can soap
be made so thin that itwill dissolve instantly... completely.

And only instant dissolving soap can get to work instantly
—eleanse dishes faster—inse away perfectly.

The most economical soap
Super Suds is more economical because every bead isused-
no halfdissolved soap is thrown outwith the dishwater. And
also because every box of Super Suds holds 10 brimming
cups ofthe fastest soap ever made—and costs you but 10 cents.
Resolve to waste no more time with slow dissolving
soaps. Your grocer has Super Suds.

SOAP 10*

5134
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don’t be a rumble-seat

rider/

"Vhiten Teeth quickly

Nobody likes to look at a
BaCteI’Ia|-M Oath (you have it)

T O HAVE dazzling white teeth—free
from stain, tartar and decay—you
must guard against a condition that

is embarrassing to itsvictim and offensive

to others—Bacterial-Mouth. It is caused

by germs that sweep into the mouth with

every breath.

You have it.
ordinary preparation can cope with it.

But Kolynos quickly removes Bacterial-
Mouth by killing the germs that cause it.
In 10 seconds this antiseptic dental cream
kills 190 million bacteria!

Use the Kolynos Dry-Brush Technique
for 3 days—a half-inch of Kolynos ,on a
dry brusf){, morning and night. Then look
at'your teeth—fully 3 shades whiter!

In 10 days the improvement will be so
marked you will never again say that
sparkling” white teeth are a gift received
only by afortunate few.

This Approved Technique

Dentists have long advocated the Dry-
Brush Technique as the one way to use a
dental cream full strength and keep brush
bristles stiff enough to clean every tooth
surface and massage gums properly. Only
Kolynos permits this approved technique.

This highly concentrated,double-strength
dental cream is unique in action. A half-
inch is equal in effectiveness to 12 inches of
the ordinary tooth paste for it multiplies 25
times when it enters the mouth. It becomes

KOLYNOS

the antiseptic
DENTAL CREAM

We all have it. And no

a surging, antiseptic foam that makes wet-

ting the toothbrush unnecessary.
Removes Ugly Yellow

You can feel Kolynoswork. It foams into i
every pit, fissure and crevice. Germs that
cause Bacterial-Mouth and lead to stain, j
decay and gum diseases are instantly killed, |
They vanish completely and the entire

mouth is purified.

This amazing Kolynos Foam removes food
decay—

particles that ferment and cause
neutralizes acids—washes away tartar and
the mucoid coating that clouds teeth.

Easily, it cleans and polishes teeth down
to the naked white enamel —without injury.
And for 3 hours after each brushing this
cleansing, purifying process continues.

So long as you use the Kolynos Dry-Brush
Technique, teeth vi/l remain gleaming white
and sound, and gums will be healthy.

Look for Results in 3 Days

If you want whiter, sounder teeth and .

firm, pink gums start using Kolynos—a

half-inch on a dry brush, morning and |
night. Within3 days teeth will look whiter j
—ifully 3 shades. Gums_will look and feel 1

better. Your mouth will tingle
with a clean, sweet taste. Buy
a tube of Kolynos or mail "d
this coupon for a generous

trial tube-SENT FREE. A

The Kolynos Co., Dept. 3-MC-36
New Haven, Conn.

Mail me FREE Two-W eeks Tube ofKolynjj

Name
Street & No..

City-He .+ =
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parachute and crossed the concrete
apron to the car. The cold, foodless
day in the cockpit, crowned by this de-
pression for Lucy, bore upon Andrew
in desperate weariness. Rennie was ani-
mated, almost excited.

“I’Il drop you at home, then drive
to town for the pater. Then later, I've
dated you up.”

“Date?” queried Andrew. “l cant
gay-dog it tonight, old boy.”

“Hut | want you to meet Laura
Fythian,” insisted Rennie.

A window, its darkness cut by a
swinging searchlight beacon flashed
across Andrew’s vision while nearer
danced Lucy’s words: “Of course
there’s awoman in the case.”

<0h, Laura Fythian
—ttiffs different!”
laughecK; Andrew.

They-;turned into
the drive. He found

Lucy in ‘the living
room. of
her body’ as he

clasped her stabbed
him and because he
could not face her.
he continued to hold
her close while they
murmured fond, ab-
surd greetings.

“TJiey gave you the
Distinguished Flying
Cross. | was so
proud.” she said.

“That nonsense in
your letter, Lucy.

What’s it all about?” he asked as he
eased her back to her pillows.

“I'm afraid Rennie's in danger.
Drew. If I could only be sure that he
isn't, 1 could survive anything.”

“Better tell me, old girl."

LUCY said she had felt for some lime
that Rennie was undergoing an emo-
tional experience of deeper nature than
his usual affairs. It had not worried her
especially, for Rennie's taste in girls
had invariably been normal and clean.
She knew he had met this Laura
Fythian at college as the guest of a
faculty member's wife and had had
ample opportunity to become acquaint-
ed with her. Lucy sensed that he was
deeply in love and would not have been
surprised had he told her of his en-
gagement at any time.

Then the girl had come to their own
city to visit. The fact that she was a
guest of the Glashers had caused Lucy
to wonder. The Glashers were new-
comers; new-rich also, she understood.
They scarcely seemed exactly Rennie's
kind. But the first real shock had come
when she learned that Laura Fythian
had been a schoolmate of Madge
Glasher who was known to be in her
early thirties. That had worried her.
For Rennie to marry a woman ten
years his senior at tiis time of life

could result in nothing less than
tragedy.
Since, other alarming gossip had

reached her. About ten years ago. it
seemed, the Fythian girl had been in-
volved in a messy bit of scandal over a
fortune left her by a man and fought
for by another woman. It was in all
the papers at a time when Rennie was
still a mere boy scout. The other night
he had told her he wasn't going in for
flying. He wanted a position as soon
as he got his degree in June. When all
his plans and training had been toward
aeronautics with Drew.

Lucy couldn't bear it. Drew knew
what a mesalliance could mean in a
man's life, how even if one won free-
dom, it took years to win back a bal-
anced viewpoint and one’s peace of

mind. Drew must do something to
spare Rennie that.

Andrew soothed Lucy with all the
conviction he could muster. He was
meeting Miss Fythian tonight and
would be able to gauge the situation.
She must trust him.

“You've told me nothing of Miss
Fythian,” Andrew reminded Rennie
later as they drove to the Glashers.
The Glashers. Rennie said, had insisted
on their coming to dinner, and An-
drew'. a great cavity of hunger spread-
ing within him. had hoped crossly that
dinner wouldn't be late.

“I’ll show you, instead.” Rennie’s
tone was triumph, his face vague in
the half-dark of the car.

“Is she young?”
pumped Andrew.

“Older than I
Does that matter?”

“"No—not if the
gap isn’t too wide, |

suppose.”

“It makes no differ-
ence to me."

"How does she

spend her life?”
“"Doesn't spend, she
earns it. conducting
parties of young
things to Europe."
“She earns it then."
pronounced Andrew.
“She does." agreed
Rennie grimly. “But
it was all she knew.
Both Mrs. Farthon—
Laura visited her at college—and
Madge Glasher have told me about
her. They are very old friends. The
Fythians had money. Laura had travel,
Eastern schools, everything. She was
just out when she got engaged. The
chap was killed in an automobile ac-
cident and left her a fortune. The
money was a god-send for they had
lived up to all they had and old
Fvthian's health was cracking. Then a
common-law wife appeared. Wanted
the money. There were children. She
had proof, it seemed, and Laura turned
over every cent without a quibble. But
she had been frightfully in love with
the bounder. Mrs. Farthon says that
since then men have been for Laura,
but Laura not for men. Her father
died and right after the war she started
this travel stunt.”

ALMOST the very words, but what a
different story from Lucy's! Was
Rennie's version romanticized truth, or
Lucy's the drippings of gossip grown
rancid?

Madge Glasher greeted them in the
living room with a certain diffidence
she tried in vain to hide. Nor was she
new-rich, he decided. Probably a misfit
in a family of social position who had
married beneath her. The courageous
Laura Fythian had perhaps championed
her in those school days Lucy heard
they had spent together.

“There's Laura now.” said Rennie,
though the others had heard nothing,
and hurried to open the door as un-
ceremoniously as his host had done.

A murmur of voices, Rennie's deep
tones against a softer contralto. Then
they were in the doorway. Rennie, tall,
radiant, looking down on someone in
beige and brown—

Andrew had risen but he seemed
suddenly to have been translated to a
dream. “Laura, this is my old Uncle—"
he heard Rennie begin. Then a swirl-
ing in his ears, and he was aware only
of the scent of narcissus and a face
suddenly gone pale as the flowers, with
wide, dark, half-frightened eyes.

[Continued on page 62]
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TO EVERY BUSY

THIS

U wouldn’t believe it: you wouldn’t
Yt:elieve that simply cleansing with
a liquid—even a liquid that is sunlit, re-
freshing, zestfully clean as the Spring-
time —could so quickly refine skin-tex-
ture, could keep it firm, radiant, young!

You wouldn’t believe it, so we want to
send you Ambrosia. This is an unusual
offer... a daring test of a wholly new
method of cleansing. We make it be-
cause we have faith in our product ...
because we have seen the enthusiastic
approval of fastidious women, cus-
tomers of Saks-Fifth Avenue and other
smart stores, when the same offer was

made to them.

This is the way to use Ambrosia: Wipe
thoroughly over the face with cotton,
repeating until a fresh pad does not
show any soil. Now you know the face
is perfectly clean. You see the dirt right
on the cotton— black dirt from the pores
and crevices of the skin. Then stroke the
face up with the fingertips until dry.
Cleansed, toned, ready for powder . . .
your face hasn’t felt so glowingly young

and alive since you were sixteen.

WOMAN

ORIGINAL
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WHO WANTS MORE BEAUTIFUL SKIN
75" BOTTLE OF AMBROSIA

Medical authorities agree: Doctors

AMBROSIA

THE
PORE-DEEP CLEANSER

Liqguid Ambrosia normalizes and refines skin-
texture. It prepares a dry skin to absorb a soften-
ing tissue cream; thus it combats any tendency

toward wrinkles.

Created by a French chemist, named by the Em-
press Eugenie, Ambrosia was first made in America
only to private order. The richest women in New
York had Ambrosia prepared especially for them.
Famous actresses recommended it to their personal
friends. And now a 750 bottle is offered to you,

without cost, for your approval.

always use liquid solvents to cleanse

the skin thoroughly. Only a liquid

penetrates instantly into the pores,
dissolves out the deepest dirt, leaves
no clogging particles of sediment to
collect dust and germs. Ambrosia is
safe—no caustic alkali, no wax. Swift
—a one minute facial. Convenient—

nothing to wipe away.

On sale at better drug and department
stores everywhere, $1, $1.75, $3.

Mail the coupon at once. We will
send you FREE the original 75c flacon
of Ambrosia. Hinze Ambrosia, kic.,
114 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Hinze Ambrosia, Inc., Dept. 3'M 114 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C.
In Canada address: Dept. 3-M69York St.,Toronto,Ontario

Good until July 1st only

Please send Free the 75c bottle of Ambrosia

City Stat




54

AT THE request of our readers a special article
Z-X about money-saving cookery has become an an-
nual feature of McCall's; this is its second birth-

day and | hope you will like your protege.

Before | begin the recipes let me remind you briefly
of certain broad rules which every woman who man-
ages her table on a limited budget should remember:

Allow a quart of milk (fresh or evaporated) each day
for every child under sixteen years of age. Allow at
least half a quart each day for every adult. Serve as a
beverage or in soups, puddings, cream sauces, etc.

Spend as much for vegetables and fruits as you do
for meat, fish, and eggs together.

Bread, cereals, macaroni, rice, beans, lentils, and
similar foods are cheap and have a good deal of nutri-
tive value. Spend from one-sixth to one-fourth of your
food money for them.

Serve two cooked vegetables a day, one of which can
be potatoes. Serve a raw fruit, vegetable or salad once
or twice a day—apples, oranges, bananas, pears, ber-
ries; coleslaw, lettuce, tomatoes, celery, grated carrot
or turnip, field greens, watercress, chicory, etc.

Serve a cooked green or leafy vegetable four or five
times a week—spinach, cauliflower, cabbage, beet tops,
creamed celery, cooked outer leaves of lettuce, boiled
dandelion greens, kale, asparagus. Broccoli and arti-
chokes can also be included if cheap.

Four or five times a week serve onions, carrots, tur-
nips, beets, stewed or scalloped tomatoes (fresh or
canned), eggplant, squash, corn, peas, beans, etc. (last
three may be fresh or canned).

Children like molasses and it is good for them.
Spread it on bread, sometimes, instead of butter. Pea-
nut butter may also be substituted occasionally.

Milk and a cereal are an economical luncheon or sup-
per dish, having high nutritive value. Use the water in
which you cook vegetables for soups and meat gravies.

Salmon Mold

3 lablespoons short- 1 tables
chopped parsley
% cup bread crumbs 3 el
1 2/3" cups milk Xleaspoon salt
2% cups cooked Few grains pepper
flaked salmon Few grains paprika

Melt shortening, add crumbs and milk and cook about
5 minutes, until crumbs are soft. Add salmon, parsley
and slightly beaten eggs. Add seasonings and turn into
greased mold or loaf pan. Set in
pan of hot water and bake in a
moderate oven (350° F.) until
firm, or until a knife inserted in
center comes out clean. If a ring
mold is used, fill center with
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Left: Salmon ring and
raw vegetable relish.
Right: Burnt almond
charlotte with whipped
evaporated milk

nus

SAVE MONEY

By SARAH FIELD SPLINT

Director, McCall’s Department of
Foods and Household Management

POT ROAST*
IONS, POTATOES. CARROTS. TURNIP
SWHEAT BRE. BUTTER

CURRIED BREAST OF VEAL*
STEAMED RICE KALE
SLICED ONION SALAD
CHOCOLATE CAKE
COFFEE

SPLIT PEA SOUP*
LAMB CASSEROLE WITH VEGETABLES

STEWED FRUIT MOLASSES COOKIES
TEA OR COFFEE

PORK SCALLOP*
BAKED SWEET POTATOES*
MUSTARD PICKLE
CABBAGE AND BEET SALAD
LEMON MERINGUE PIE

COFFEE

ITALIAN RICE*
MOTHER’S COLESLAW* SNAPPY CHEESE
BREADSTICKS
OPEN_APPLE PIE
COFFEE

SALMON MOLD*
SPINACH
RAW VEGETABLE RELISH" BRAN MUFFINS
BURNT _ALMOND CHARLOTTE*
TEA OR COFFEE

CREAM_OF CORN SOUP*
CORNED BEEF HASH*

HOT BISCUITS OMATO CATSUP
ORANGE AND GRAPEFRUIT SALAD
CRISP _CRACKERS
TEA OR COFFEE

chopped cooked spinach, and garnish with slices of
hard-cooked egg (or fill center with peas and carrots).
Served with a raw vegetable relish, it supplies nearly all
the important food elements, and looks and tastes so
good that the whole family will welcome it.

ltalian Rice
1 large onion 1 small can lomaloes
1 clove garlic 1 cup w
3 tablespoons butter 1 bayleaf

1 cup uncooked rice

% teaspoon salt
W Ib. chopped beef

% teaspoon pepper

Chop onion and garlic fine, and fry in butter until a
delicate brown. Add meat and cook until slightly
browned. Add rice, tomatoes, water, bayleaf, salt and
pepper. Cook slowly, stirring occasionally to prevent
sticking. Add more boiling water, if necessary. Cook un-
til rice is tender—about 25 minutes.

One cup left-over meat, cut in cubes, may be sub-
stituted for the chopped beef.

Pot Roast
4 Ibs. beef (off round) Sprig parsley
1 teaspoon salt 6 carrots
\& teaspoon pepper Gonions . N
2 lablespoons flour 1 small turnip, sliced
Vz bayle 6 potatoes

Wipe meat with a clean damp cloth. Sprinkle with
salt, pepper and flour. Try out a piece of suet in an
iron pot, put in meat and brown surface. Add boiling
water to half cover meat. Add bayleaf and parsley.
Cover and simmer slowly about 3]/i hours. The last
hour of cooking add carrots, onions, turnip and pota-
toes. Put meat on platter and arrange vegetables around
it. Thicken stock with a little flour mixed to a smooth
paste with cold water. Add more seasoning, if necessary.

Curried Breast of Veal

4 lo 5 Ibs. breast of % teaspoon Bepper

cup sof& read
1 medlum onion,
2 lablespoons flour

4 labi)espocns short- 1 Ieaspoon curry
en

% leaspoon salt clove garllc
1 small bayleaf

Have a pocket made in the veal to hold the stuffing.
Wipe meat with a clean, damp cloth. Fry onion in
shortening until a delicate brown.
Add bread crumbs, salt and pep-
per and mix well. Fill the pocket
with the stuffing and sprinkle
meat with salt, pepper and flour.

[Turn to page 57]



McCALL'S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

Watch what happens to breakfast appetites
when Puffed Grains are on the menu

Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are so delicious you scarcely realize
they supply the nourishment you expect only from hot cereals.

REAKFAST . .. too often the most monotonous

meal of the day! Yet morning is the very time
when appetites crave change and variety. When food
should be different, delightful, enticing.

Quaker Puffed Grainsare deliciously, uniquely different.
Utterly unlike any other cereal in taste, appearance and
texture. Crisp, toasty grains that melt in your mouth.
With a flaky, flavory crunchiness that makes them the
one cereal for hard-to-please appetites. The one cereal
people revel in, who ordinarily “don’t eat cereals.”

And yet... here’sthe magic of Puffed Grains. Science
has found there’s all the wholesome nourishment of hot
cereals in these dainty toothsome morsels. This is be-
cause of “puffing,” a unique process that causes 125
million explosions in each grain. This breaks open every

THE QUAKER

Quaker Puffed Rice and Puffed Wheat

food cell. Insures quick, easy assimilation. Never be-
fore were grains of rice and wheat so completely digest-
ible. Never before so richly nutritious.

Quaker Puffed Wheat is the whole wheat grain, puffed
and oven-toasted to the buttery crispness of fresh toast. It
offers whole wheat protein—unsurpassed for body build-
ing. Plus the 25% roughage to make bran foods and other
laxatives unnecessary. Puffed Rice provides all the vital
food elements ofrice. It digests quickly. Turns to energy
in a hurry. A creamy, rich dainty that tastes as rice has
never tasted before.

Always keep Quaker Puffed Rice and Puffed Wheat
on your pantry shelf. Serve for luncheons and suppers,
too. Remember, when you serve Puffed Grains you are
serving virtually hot cereal nourishment.

OATS COMPANY
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fill NEW FORI* TOWN SEDAN

NEW UOOMY RORIES . . NEW STREAMLINES . . NEW COLORS .. NEW RADIATOR

.NEW FENDERS .. NEW WHEELS .. NEW RUSTLESS STEEL .. NEW' UPHOLSTERY.

NOW, MORE THAN EVER, THE NEW FORD IS A "VALUE FAR AIIOVE THE PRICE.”
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MENUS THAT

SAVE MONEY

[Continued from page 54]

Even epicures exclaim over a well-cooked pot roast

Try out a piece of suet in an iron pot.
Sear meat on all sides and add enough
boiling water to half cover it. Add
curry powder, garlic and bayleaf.
Cover and simmer 1J/2 to 2 hours or
until meat is tender.

Cream of Corn Soup

3 cups canned corn

3 cups water .

2 small slices onion 3 tablespoons flour

3 tablespoons butter 1% teaspoons salt
% teaspoon pepper

3 cups evaporated

Cook corn, water and onion together
slowly for 20 minutes. Rub through a
strainer. Melt butter, add flour, salt
and pepper and mix well. Add hot milk
and stir constantly until smooth. Add
the corn mixture. Mix well and strain
again. Serve very hot.

Corned Beef Hash

2\6 cups chopped
cooked corned beef cooked potatoes
Salt and pepper % cup milk or water
3 tablespoons butter

2% cups chopped

Mix meat and potatoes and add salt
and pepper to taste. Heat the milk in
a frying pan with 2 tablespoons but-
ter. Add the meat and potatoes and
spread evenly. Dot with bits of butter.
Cover and cook slowly for  hour—
do not stir. It should have a rich
brown crust on the bottom. Fold over
like an omelet.

The slow cooking is important as it
gives the hash a better flavor.

Left-over carrots, turnips, beets,
parsnip, or other vegetables may be
added to the hash.

Burnt Almond Charlotte

1 tablespoon gelatine Vs cup almonds.
2 tablespoons cold blanched

cups evaporated
1 cup sugar mi
\s cup boiling water

1 teaspoon vanillu
Few grains salt S

Lady finger:

Soak gelatine in cold water and dis-
solve over boiling water. Caramelize
sugar by melting it in frying pan and
allowing it to become a golden brown
color. Add boiling water and stir until
syrup is smooth. Add salt and dissolved
gelatine. Allow to cool. Whip evapo-
rated milk. When caramel mixture has
begun to thicken, add almonds which
have been browned in a hot oven and
chopped very fine. Fold in whipped
milk and vanilla. Line sherbet glasses
with halves of lady fingers and fill
centers with burnt almond mixture.

To whip evaporated milk place the
unopened can of milk in cold water

and bring water to boiling point. Re-
move can and cool quickly in cold
water. Place can in refrigerator, or
other cold place, until ready to whip.
Whip as you would cream.

Baked Sweet Potatoes
and Corn

2 tablespoons
nin

2 tablespoons flour

% cup evaporated
milk

\6 cup water sweet potatoes.
4 teaspoons sugar cut in cubes
1 cup bread crumbs

short- 1 teaspoon salt

% teaspoon pepper
% teaspoon paprika
1 cup canned corn
1V cups cooked

Melt' butter, add flour and mix until
smooth. Add combined milk and water
slowly, stirring constantly to prevent
lumping. Add sugar, salt, pepper and
paprika. Put alternate layers of corn
and potatoes in a greased baking dish
and pour the hot sauce over them.
Cover top with bread crumbs and dot
with bits of butter. Bake in a hot oven
(400° F.) about 25 minutes, or until
crumbs are brown. This dish is a par-
ticularly good accompaniment to
tongue, roast beef, baked or broiled
ham, or fricaseed fowl. It may also be
served as a main dish for luncheon or
supper.

Raw Vegetable Relish

M cup chopped
en  pepper

1 cup chopped
celer: gres
French dressing

Xcup grated carrot

Chill the celery, carrot and pepper,
mix together and moisten with French
dressing.

Pork Scallop

1 teaspoon sugar
\& teaspoon salt
\E_teaspoon pepper
2 tablespoons short-

ening
0 pork chops

7 medium-sized
potatoes

1 can tomatoes

1 onion, sliced

1 bayleaf

Wash and pare potatoes and cut in
thin slices. Cook tomatoes, onion, bay-
leaf, sugar, salt, pepper and shortening
together for 10 minutes. Put a layer
of potatoes in a baking dish and cover
with some of the tomato mixture. Add
another layer of potatoes and toma-
toes and repeat until all the ingredi-
ents are used. Trim off the excess fat
on the pork chops and lay them on top
of the potatoes. Sprinkle with salt and
pepper. Bake in a moderate oven
(325°F.) 1to V/s hours, or until the
potatoes are tender and the chops a
delicate brown.

[Continued on page 133]
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KICE.

adds
N plus

A teacup of pearly grained American Rice . . . four cups of
water, a teaspoonful ofsalt . . . and with proper cooking six
persons may be amply and delightfully served one of the
Southland’s most favored dishes. Do you know any other
food product that increases its bulk four times in cooking?
Rice is not only a most economical food to serve but it is
a most tempting contribution to the menu. What, if you
please, is more appetizing than steaming, snow-white Rice
pillowing a cube of golden melting butter— or served with
a savory gravy.

And again, what other food lends itself to such variable
methods of preparation. Check the list of cereals, fruits,
vegetables, meats, fowl or fish. Can any one serve each of the
widely different functions of a cereal, vegetables, meat sub-
stitute . . . soup, salad, entree, dessert: Only Rice is SO
versatile. And not a single snowy grain need be wasted— for
Rice properly cooked in early morning to serve as a tempting
breakfast cereal, is even more pleasing to the taste, when
re-heated for the meals that follow. Left over Rice may be
utilized in a multitude of delectable dishes. Rice reduces
the quantity required, of more costly foods by absorbing and
extending their flavor.

American Rice comes to your kitchen untouched by
human hands. It is a product of unapproachable cleanliness.
Rice adds energy to your diet and is easily digested. Why
not include this most economical and delightful food more
frequently on your menu? But to enjoy Rice Yyou should
know exactly how to cook it. Send for our portfolio of new
Rice Recipes. It tells you how to cook rice right.

energy to yo

A portfolio of new and interesting

Rice Recipes worked out for your

our Department of Dietetic Research

will be sent with each RICE BALL. Should you prefer
to simply have the Rice Recipes, indicate on the

The RICE Bal, with its wide range of uses should be
in every modern kitchen. Sign and mail coupon today.
Department of Dietetic Research . . .

NATIONAL RICE
of AMERICA, Lake Charles, La.

ASSO

ur diet

quick digestibility

Ugow
you can cook
Rice properly

7're Cgew

RICE BALL

is the handiest cooking
utensil ever invented..

RICE properly cooked is a
culinary treat. Few persons
know how to cook it. Our
Department of Dietetic Re-
search has perfected (patent
applied for) a new Rice
Ball that is the short cut to
proper rice preparation.  For
only 30c we will send you a
RICE Ball, postage paid.
Sign and mail the coupon
below.

M-R-l

CIATION

| | Enclosed find 30c for new RICE BALL which you are to send me at once, charges prepaid.

| | Simply send me the portfolio of Rice Recipes.

NAME.

ADDRESS

CITY STATE.
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Jjweligtt uoungerfkm

when yon guard its health in
h/zirpA

(S

Study my mannequin to know wliy
\

Only a fiealffilyjfn can j/ay ycnm”r

T HIS wonderful truth about my

Milkweed Cream puts it on the
dressing tables of a million beautiful
women—itis much more than the most
perfect cleanser you have touched to
your face ... it isa marvelous corrector
ofthe health ofyour skin!

For Milkweed Cream tones the skin
as it cleanses it. It coaxes impurities
from the pores, and your skin is left
fresh, immaculate ... satin to the touch.
And, in addition, Milkweed’s special
toning properties free the complexion
of blemishes and aging little lines and
wrinkles. Swiftly the skin becomes
healthy—gloriously clear—young!

The method these women use is
simple—just as easy as ordinary clean-
ing. For the difference lies entirely in
the healthful ingredients of my cream.

Guardyour skin health this way

Firstapply Milkweed Cream generously.
Leave it on the skin a moment to al-
low its special cleansing and toning
ingredients to penetrate thepores. Then
carefully pat off every bit. Next, apply
a fresh and light film of Milkweed
Cream and, following the six starred
instructions at the right, pat the cream
gently into the skin.

i,
T

J
»T

All

by Frances Ingram

the forehead—T0 guard against lines
andwrinkles here, apply Milkweed Cream,
stroking with fingertips, outward from
the center ofyour brow.

. the eyes—Ifyou would avoid aging

crows’ feet, smooth Ingram’s about the
eyes, stroke with a feather touch outward,
beneath eyes and over eyelids.

the throat—T0 keep your throat from
flabbiness, cover with a film of Milkweed
and smooth gently downward, ending
with a rotary movement at base of neck.
THE mouth—Drooping lines are easily
defeated by filming the fingertips with nay
cream and sliding them upward over the
mouth and then outward toward the ears,
starting at the middle of the chin.

the neck—T0 prevent a sagging chin
and a lined neck, stroke with fingertips
covered with Milkweed from middle of
chin toward ears and patting firmly all
along the jaw contours.

the shoutders—I 0 have shoulders that
are blemish-free and firmly smooth,
cleanse with Milkweed Cream and mas-
sage with palm of hand in rotary motion.

drug and department stores have

Milkweed Cream. Begin this sure method
tonight. Ifyou have any special questions,
send for my booklet, “Why only a Healthy

Skin

Can Stay Young”, or tune in on

“Through the Looking Glass with Frances
Ingram”, Tuesday 10:15 A.M. (Eastern
Time) on WJZ and Associated stations.

|ngram’s Miku> eed Q sream

Frances Ingram, Dept. C30, 108 Washington St., N. Y. C.
Please send me your free booklet, “Why only a Healthy Skin Gin Stay Young”, which tells in
complete detail how to care for the skin and to guard the six vital spots of youth.

N

Address
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Two boys live comfortably in this room and still
have plenty of space for their prized possessions

A

FOR A BOY

By MARY DAVIS GILLIES

B OYS will be boys; and that is a
trait worth encouraging. They
love to tinker and have clandes-
tine talks. They are not overly thought-
ful about keeping their feet off the
counterpane and in their minds pillows
are made for use in tussles and fights
just as much as for repose.

This premise should be thoroughly
accepted before planning a boy’s room
and should be quite evident in the re-
sults. But it does not suggest that the
boy should be relegated to dark, dingy
quarters with all the run-down furni-
ture in the house. The room should be
just as attractive and carefully planned
as any other room, in order to develop
in the boy a pride in possesions and an
interest in his home.

The room illustrated on this page is
planned for two boys.

Inexpensive beds are used and are
placed at opposite sides of the room,
each accompanied by a chest of draw-
ers, in order to create a feeling of
independence.

The feature of the room is the bench
seat and book shelves around one cor-
ner. This arrangement forms an ideal
study unit, and makes the storage of
sporting equipment convenient as well
as decorative. The radio, books and
keepsakes also find a place there. The
bench has a pad covered with a plain,
fast colored cotton crash and pillows
of cretonne make it very comfortable.
The drop light
that hangs
abotfe the desk
i a brake-
man’s lantern,
electrified.

Cretonne is
used for the
draw  curtains
at the window.
It displays a
leaf pattern in
gay yellow, red
and blue, print-
ed on a black

\ g£3¢|

Floor plan of room above

ground. The draperies would be effec-
tive if finished with pinch pleats at
the top and arranged to draw, or they
might be hung with red rings from a
blue painted wooden pole and should
reach just to the lower edge of the
apron beneath the window sill. The
bedspreads pick up the identical colors
in the draperies. They are made of a
coarse-woven cotton material fast-col-
ored and sturdy enough to stand rough
treatment. The fabric resembles a
friar’s cloth and is a delightful inter-
mingling of blue, red, gold and black
checks; it recalls the woven paper
mats of primary school days.

The beds are supplied with many
pillows, forming an excellent place for
the gang.

The pine floor has been scraped,
painted blue, varnished and waxed;
and forms a pleasing background for
the rugs and colorful spreads and
draperies.

The woodwork should be stained
and waxed and the walls might be
either papered or painted a deep
creamy yellow. The boys should select
their own pictures; these should be
changed periodically as the youngsters’
interests change and expand.

The decided red, blue and dull gold
color scheme gives the room a sturdy
and masculine air with a hint of the
woods. In other words, it is a room
that outdoor boys and boy scouts,
could enjoy
thoroughly and
untiringly.

For a man
or an older boy,
oak furniture,
which is usual-
ly severe in
design, offers
ideal lines, and
it also happens
to be one of
the newest and
most popular
[To page 50]

>/ VA II
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A ROOM FOR A BOY

[Continued, from page 58]

A color scheme of green, rust and brown
and a floor covering of flagstone linoleum

give this

woods for bed-

room suites. The

oak bed illus-

trated in the

plan for a single

room has an in-

teresting linen

fold motif. How-

ever, there are

many other

pleasing designs

available. The

cover on the bed,

is a coarse novelty cotton crash
though an inexpensive machine crewel,
monk’s cloth, India print or even a
hand woven coverlet would also look
well. A table at the head of the bed
holds a lamp. It has a base of North
Carolina pottery in a soft glazed orange
and the shade is a parchment type
banded with green and orange.

The walls in this room are rough
plaster with a faint gray tint. The
woodwork, having been in bad condi-
tion, was painted a cocoa color which
harmonizes nicely with a warm terra
cotta colored flagstone linoleum on the
floor. The bedspread of novelty cotton
crash is in soft green, rust and natural
color, and is effective with the floor
covering and oak bed. The draperies
are natural-colored cotton crash with
a border of green and rust-colored bias
tape. The chair upholstering is a soft
green denim. A much less severe effect
could be achieved by using cretonne
draperies and a slipcover on the chairs.

The study group in the corner
should be noticed particularly. Above
the trestle table is a modern map of
the world framed in dull red. The map
is varnished and has no glass over it.
The wall lamp arrangement is excellent
for a study table. It takes up no table
space and cannot be inadvertently
knocked off. To the right of the table
is a convenient typewriter and table,
and above it a bulletin board framed
in a narrow red frame similar to the
one on the map.

Another interesting room worth de-
scribing is located on the third floor
in a reconstructed attic with long slop-
ing ceiling and dormer windows. The
bed is a large box couch and the bu-
reau, an old mahogany chest of drawers,
was picked up in a second-hand store.
A boy’s particular delight would be a
large, worn, flat-topped office desk, also
mahogany or stained to resemble it.

The windows in the room are rather
small, and to make up for the missing
sunlight, the ceiling of the room was

room a masculine atmosphere

painted a light
ivory and the
walls were cov-
ered with a paper
with a two-toned
diamond  design
in soft yellows.
The  woodwork
was painted a
tone lighter. The
floor is covered
with green jaspe
linoleum and
several soft colored hooked scatter
rugs supply additional color and pat-
tern interest.

The couch bed is covered in a deep
green, heavy cotton rep bound with a
narrow dull yellow braid. The sides
are box pleated and hang within an
inch of the floor. The soft, big cush-
ions on the couch are of pale yellow,
orange and green. Near the head is a
low table to hold books, as well as a
lamp with a parchment shade.

Across one long wall is the indi-
spenable bookcase, painted the same
color as the woodwork and built with
shallow cupboards beneath. The desk
is placed at right angles to a group of
double windows and is effectively
lighted with tall brass candlesticks con-
verted into lamps. The oval parchment
shades are bound in green. A small
comfortable couch or settee has been
substituted at the desk for a chair. It
is covered in a glazed chintz with a
dark eggplant-colored background and
a conventional design of birds and
fruit in tones of orange, yellow, green
and blue. A low reading chair is slip-
covered in the same material.

The curtains of orange glazed chintz
offer contrast with the upholstering.
Green pipings link them with the re-
mainder of the color scheme.

This room is extremely simple and
very little money was spent on it, but
it is a happy refuge for the boy who
occupies it and the pleasure he takes
in the room makes it worth twice the
trouble of planning and developing it.

Almost any room can be redeemed
in this way with paint, linoleum and
colorful draperies.

Editor’s Note: The sun room is the
first room in the house which should
be freshened tip in the Spring so that
the awakening garden will not put it
to shame. In the April issue interesting
ways of doing this will be discussed.
The article will include smart new
color schemes.

/Tuturnahbji
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CHROMEPLATE

The Hotpoint Super-Automatic Iron is now finished in brilliant, non-tarnishing

Hotpoint Chromtplate. This gives

you an amazingly smooth, lustrous, enduring,

ironing surface; and the entire iron will keep its gleaming beauty indefinitely.

The finest, fastest,
most economical
electric 1ron

Made hy Hotpoint

ERHAPS you will appreciate

most of all that this iron

uses less electricity to do an iron-
ing. Or you may like the fact
that it is faster, that it irons in
less time—and more easily and
comfortably.

Or you may prefer it because
the accurate heat control protects your
garments; for instance, helping silk and
rayon fabrics give you longer wear.

Or it may be that you will take great-
est pride in the finer ironing it does,
with its convenient range of heats adjust-
able to your every need, its hotter point
and beveled edge.

No other iron can give you so many
desirable features; for instance, the Hot-
point CALROD heating element, cast in
solid iron, the world’s most indestructi-
ble electric heating element; the com-
fortable Thumb Rest that rests your wrist,
arm and shoulder; and all the other fea-
tures listed at the right.

PRICE $880

And actual tests show that
this iron will save you sev-
eral times its cost each year
—in electricity and the value
of your time which it saves.

AUTOMATIC
Heat Control

Merely set the throttle

for the heat you wish,

low, high or any heat

between, and the iron

is automatically keptat

thattemperature while
you iron.

Hotpoint electric appliances are sold by
electric companies and all leading dealers. Ask
your nearest one to show you the complete
line of Hotpointirons, at prices ranging from
$3.50 to $8.80.

Features of the
Hotpoint Super-Automatic

Adjustable Automatic Heat Control
Full Beveled Edge
Famous Thumb Rest
Hotpoint CALROD Element
Hinged Plug
Triple Life Cord
Roll-back Heel Stand
Rigid Handle, can’t wiggle or wobble
Non-tarnishing Hotpoint Chromeplate

EDISON

GENERAL 0% "~ ELECTRIC
APPLIANCE

COMPANY

5600 West Taylor Street, Chicago

© 1930, E. G. E. A. Co.

Worlds Largest Manufacturer of Electric Ranges and Household Electric Heating Appliances
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Mother—"I'm glad |
didnt have to upset her
stomach.”

Child—"0h,Mother, my
coldfeelsbetteralready.”

Doctors endorse this
QUICK RELIEF FROM

COUGHS-
COLDS!

ON'T put up with stuffy colds and
coughs! Here’s a way to relieve
this winter’s ills—just an old-fashioned
way modernized—an absolutely safe
way that doctors and hospitals every-
where endorse.
It’sthequick, effective, pleasant Stemo
Vaporizer. Simply set it at side of bed or
chair. Ignite the quick-heating fuel, and
in a few short minutes inhale soothing,
healing vapors that, just like magic,
loosen and break up coughs and colds.
Whole families use Stemo Vaporizer.
Mothers gather children round it to play
while losing cold-weather ailments.

Instantly effective

Stemo Vaporizer wastes no time. Its
vapors penetrate instantly to the seat of
infection ... soothing, healing, dislodging
congestions. And so gently safe! That’s
why doctors praise Stemo Vaporizer so
highly. A New York physician says: “I
congratulate you! It is a pleasure to
recommend it.”

Absolutely safe. . . Easy to use!

Stemo Vaporizer is always ready for
instant use. And so simple. No compli-
cated parts, no glass to crack or break.
No gas, electricity, or dangerous liquid
fuel. The famous Sterno Canned 'Fuel
heatsvery quickly—and it’ssafe! Bums
solid. On sale everywhere, in two sizes.

Use any one of a dozen popular medi-
cated vapor preparations with Stemo
Vaporizer. But get one TODAY for the
cold you have or the cold you feel coming
on! Atall druggists and departmentstores
or mailed prepaid complete foronly $1.50
(Canada $2.00). Send coupon for free
booklet! Stemo Corporation (Established
1887),9-11 East37th St., New York City.

W STERN O
Vaporizer

Approved bt/ Throat and Nose Specialists
For ose with Sterno Canned Heat

1 —
(Canada $2.00)
send me free leaflet telling what physicians
and hospl(als say about the Sterno Vaporizer,
o Enclosed find $1.50 gCanada $2.00), for
which send me complete Sterno Vaporizer in-
cluding Sterno stove, blue enameled Vaporizer
and Sterno Canned 'He:

Name

Street,

City----
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Reading from
upper left: A
cheese sand-
wich spread;
grated Ameri-
can cheese;
cream cheese;
a packaged
cheese rich in
nutriment; loaf
cheese, Camem-
bert, and a tri-
angle ofRoque-
fort

DELICIOUS DISHES
from CHEESE

By MARGARET WAGNER HARTE

A DE

VERY year grocery
E stores become

more interesting
and appetizing it seems to me. In the
one item of cheese, for instance, there
has been a radical and delightful
change. Where once the old round
golden cheese stood on the grocer’s
counter day in and day out, to be cut
off in wedges for his customers, today
there are packages, jars, boxes and
loaves of delicious cheese, any one of
which is excellent eaten just as it
comes from the shop, or in combina-
tion with other foods.

Baked Oysters with Cheese

Butter a deep baking dish and fill
almost to the top with alternate layers
of oysters and grated cheese, sprinkled
with salt, pepper and a very little cel-
ery salt. Pour in a little of the oyster
liquor and cover the top with thick
slices of peeled tomatoes, covered with
grated cheese. Bake in a moderate oven
(350° F.) Y to 1hour. Canned toma-
toes, well drained and sprinkled with
cheese, may be used instead of the
fresh tomatoes.

The oysters may be left on the
opened half-shells and sprinkled with
grated cheese, horseradish, salt, pepper
and few buttered crumbs. Arrange the
shells in a shallow pan and bake in a
very hot oven (450° F.) 20 minutes.
Or they may be broiled under, but
not too near, the gas flame 10 to 15
minutes. Cover tops with bread crumbs.

Cheese Pie

1% cakes cream
cheese (or 6 oz.

Cream

VeabRspo
1 lab espoon flour
>& teaspoon salt

Graled rmd % - cheese)

\L cup lhm cream i leaspoon vanilla

Mix sugar, flour, salt and orange
rind together. Add cream cheese and
work in the cream gradually. Add egg
yolks and vanilla and mix well. Fold
in the stiffly-beaten egg whites. Pour
into a pie pan lined with rich pastry.
Bake in a slow oven (300°F.) 25 to
30 minutes or until firm. Serve cold

with strawberry jam. This is a delicious
pie which is a great favorite with men.

Sauteed Sandwiches

Cut bread in rather thin slices and
spread with softened butter, then with
a thick layer of cream cheese and then
with grape jelly. Beat 1 egg, add 1
cup milk and mix well. Dip sandwiches
on both sides in this mixture and fry
in a little butter until a delicate brown.
Serve at once.

Cheese Loaf

2 cups grated Amer- 2 tablespoons
lean “cheese chopped parsley
1 cup bread crumbs % leaspocn pepper
1 cup mashed teaspoon salt
potatoes 9gs

Mix cheese, bread crumbs, potatoes,
parsley, pepper and salt. Add beaten
egg yolks and mix well. Fold in stiffly-
beaten egg whites. Put into a greased
loaf pan. Bake in a hot oven (400° F.)
20 minutes or until firm. Serve hot.

Eggs in Ramekins

1can tomatoes %leaspoon pepper
small omon whole clove
chop eggs
lleaspoon salt 1 cup grated cheese
1% cups bread crumbs

Cook tomatoes, onion, salt, pepper
and clove together for 20 minutes
Cover bottom of individual ramekins
with tomato mixture and drop an egg
into each one. Cover tops with grated
cheese and buttered bread crumbs.
Bake in a moderate oven (350° F.) 15
to 20 minutes, or until eggs are set.

Hominy and Cheese

2 cups_ left-over 1 cup milk
hominy 1 cup grated cheese

Add the milk and y2 cup grated
cheese to the hominy and mix well.
Turn into a greased baking dish and
sprinkle top with the remaining y2 cup
cheese. Bake in a moderate oven (350°
F.) 30 minutes.

Or blend the hominy
with 12 cup grated
cheese, form into cro-

quettes, crumb and egg them, and fry
in deep, hot fat.

Escalloped Cabbage

head cabbage
cups chopped ham

Trim away the loose outer leaves
of a firm head of cabbage. Cut a deep
well out of the center. Mix ham, bread
crumbs and cheese and fill center of
cabbage. Steam until the cabbage is
very tender. Serve with cheese sauce.
A small head serves four.

1 cup bread crumbs
cup grated cheese

Cheese Sauce

1% cups milk

% teaspoon salt

1%lablespoons flour Few grains pepper
% cup grated cheese

2 lablespoons

Melt butter, add flour and mix until
smooth. Add milk gradually, stirring
constantly to prevent lumping. Add
salt, pepper and cheese and cook about
three minutes, or until the cheese is
melted and well blended.

Afternoon Tea Dainties

2 cakes cream cheese 2 cups flour
(or 8 loose

oz. Guava Jelly
cream cheese) % cu chopped pis-
% Ib. sweet butter tachio nuts

teaspoon salt

Cream cheese and butter together
and work in the flour with the finger
tips. Chill in the ice box for several
hours. Roll out thin on slightly floured
board. Spread with jelly and sprinkle
with nuts. Roll like a jelly roll. Cut
in Y inch slices. Place cut side down
on a greased pan. Bake in hot oven
(400° F.) 10 minutes until brown.

Open Sandwiches

Arrange thin slices of cheese on
rather thick slices of bread. Place a
layer of flaked tuna fish on top of
cheese. Lay a thick slice of tomato on
fish and sprinkle with salt, pepper and
curry powder. Place a strip of bacon
on each sandwich. Broil until bacon is
crisp and cheese is melted. Serve hot.
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vy . youwash and iron wit
one speedy Thor machine

From Washer to Ironer in jo Seconds

NEW home laundry method has swept
A the country! Women have turned to it
by tens of thousands since its introduction
but a year ago. Home economists, leading
women writers and housewives everywhere have given it their un-
qualified approval. To you, madam—faced with the home laundry
problem—it offers immediate and lasting relief.

Costs no more than most good ivashers alone

We knew this machine would enjoy great sale. Its speed, efficiency,
beauty and time-saving qualities had never been equaled. So we
priced it low. Made it available to women everywhere at about the
price of most good washers alone—less than the price of many. And
at no sacrifice of the world-famous Thor quality. Every Thor must
be first a quality machine.

Saves you 6 to 10 hours every week

The washer is the famous Thor Agitator. The only washer of its
type by actual test that thoroughly cleanses shirt cuffs and collars in
one washing without soaking. And does it in gentle safety to clothes.

Tub is glistening ripple-green porcelain enamel, inside and out—
the most copied washer feature Thor has ever perfected.

And now an ingenious Thor invention makes it possible to remove
the wringer—place the Thor Speed Iron in its place—turn the switch
—sit down and iron.

The Thor Speed Iron—called the greatest home labor saver ever
invented—does in 2 short hours the work that took 8 hours by
hand—and does it without drudgery. The method is so simple you
master it in a few minutes. Yet it irons everything—and presses
men’s trousers and women’s skirts with magic speed.

Seeyour Thor dealer

Surely, madam, you wouldn’t think of buying a washer without
first considering this new-type speed machine that costs you no
more ... yet does both washing and ironing. See your Thor dealer
at once. Or send coupon below for beautifully illustrated booklets
describing this great new invention. Hurley Machine Company,
22nd St. and 54th Ave., Chicago. Manufactured in Canada by Thor
Canadian Company, Limited, Toronto. European Headquarters, 245
Oxford Street, London, W., England.

THE WORLD’S FIRST ELECTRIC

at a price formerly asked
for a good washer alone

The ThorSpeedIron Attachmentasillustrated tofitany Thor washer, $49.50*. The Combination $149.25%*.
Agitator Washer also furnished with monel metal tub at $129.50*. Gasoline Engine Washer for homes
without electricity at slightly higher cost. Thor Cylinder Washerfor large families, $175.00*.

HURLEY MACHINE CO.,

B-3, 22nd Street and 54th Avenue, Chicago.

Please send me illustrated literature describing the new
Thor Washing and Ironing Machine and name of a nearby
Thor dealer.

Name,

Street

City

WASHER WAS A THOR —THE LATEST IS A THOR
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How east/,

nowadays,

to beprotected/

deep. Merely "save the surface and
you save all!”

Against the wiles of tricky weather
— against the bluster and bite of
cutting winds— FROSTILLA stands
guard like a trusted friend and pre-
serves a fair and lovely skin.

Before you go out— before you
powder— gently smooth in a small
quantity .... on face, neck, arms,
hands, shoulders.

Quickly absorbed and no trace of
stickiness. Just arefreshing, fragrant,
invisible film behind which your
skin remains contentedly healthy—
soft,white,young—protected against
roughness, redness, chapping, and
excessive drying.

Thiswinter,a single bottle of FROSTILLA
will insure a beautiful complexion. The
precious ingredients of this famous
lotion will save thesurface. And if, by
chance, you've been unduly careless, will
relieve all weather-irritated conditions.

A Beautiful Boudoir Bottle
Costs 50c

There’s a convenient 35c size, too—but many
choose the economical $1 bottle, for family
use. Sold at all drug and dept, stores in the
. S.and Canada. A handy 10c package is
available atbetter class 5-andT0c stores. Mail
orders filled on receipt of price.
Dept. 53, Frostilla Company, Elmira, New
York and Toronto, Canada. (Sales Repre-
sentative, Harold F. Ritchie Si Co., Inc,
Madison Avenue at 34th St., New York City

FROSTILLA

SAVES YOUR SKIA

It had all happened so
quickly that the others read
merely a rather tense aston-
ishment on the two faces,
culminating in Laura Fythi-
an's involuntary little cry—*“You!”

“You two know each other?” cried
Madge.

“Scarcely know each other—" he
parried, feeling the blood more normal
in his brain.

“But you have met?” asked Rennie
puzzled, a little tense.

“Scarcely met,” said the contralto
tones, mischief dawning in the fright-
ened eyes. “Lieutenant Burchnell saw
me first and refused to come a step
nearer.” Her eyes swept his with a
lovely look. “Forget that first un-
guarded moment,” they asked.

“Impossible,” Andrew’s steadfast
eyes replied.

“Laura, tell us what you are talking
about,” insisted Madge.

“That train wreck—"" she spread her
hands in explanation. “Lieutenant
Burchnell was in the same car. He
started to come to us. Part of the ceil-
ing fell. So did Lieutenant Burchnell.
Mother fainted. That was the last |
saw of him.” As if drawn, she turned
back to Andrew. “Were you hurt bad-
ly?” she asked.

“Only a few stitches and a head-
ache,” he assured her. But again a
strange clairvoyance carried unspoken,
scarcely-willed things between them,
so that it was difficult to remember
others were about them.

“Didn’t either of you scan the cas-
ualty lists?” broke in the lazy tones
or Lawrence.

“Miss Fythian's name was not
there,” said Andrew, coloring at the
admission.

“We were not hurt,” she explained.
“But you?”

“l gave a fictitious name, to stave
off reporters.” Again he colored.

ENNIE’S silence drew their eyes.

e He could not speak. White and
tense, he stood locked in puzzled
pain. Before he could command
himself sufficiently to answer, a maid
appeared in the doorway announc-
ing dinner and Madge hastily ushered
them into the dining room.

Again spring flowers, this time be-
tween them at the table’s center,
reaching forth above the lace and sil-
ver in beauty. Talk, chatter, that for
three of them must be kept going, lest
somehow they perish. But Rennie grew
steadily paler, Laura Fythian’s intona-
tions became inexplicably gentler to
him, and she and Andrew meticulous-
ly avoided each other’s gaze.

“What the dickens did they give
you that cross for, Burchnell?” wor-
ried Lawrence, as they finished their
strawberries and meringues.

“Some flights | made.”

‘But no single flight?”

“Nothing so spectacular as a single
flight,” broke in Rennie vehemently.
White-faced, he turned to Laura Fy-
thian, forcing himself to go on. “In a
single flight a fellow risks his neck
once. Drew risked his time without
number, though, two whole years. In
military flying, you see. you have to
have planes that can be twisted all
over the sky and controlled in every
twist. A new plane came to the field
which they discovered had a spin so
flat and fast that a pilot could not
always pull out. It killed a friend of
Drew, one of the best fliers in the
service. They tried to whip the spin in
the laboratories, but they got nowhere.

“Then Drew volunteered to fly it.
He worked out a scheme for dropping
most of the plane’s weight if he could-
nt control it otherwise, and parked
slow-motion picture operators on the
ground in order that the engineers
could study the spins later at leisure.

DRIVING MISTS

[Continued from page 52]

Often those movies showed twenty-
two spins in succession as the plane
shot down the sky and the photo-
graphers caught their breath as he
saved his life by the skin of his teeth.
Nothing dull about that assignment
for anybody. Once he landed with a
big hole in the wing at ninety miles
an hour. Once he had to get out with
his parachute and let the plane crash.
But that didn’t stop him. He merely-
got another of the same model and
kept on until he was able to hand
over the sure-fire information on spin-
ning needed to make all planes safer,
and that particular model is one of the
best the army flies today.”

Warmth like a scarlet flame played
round the table and suddenly he and
Andrew found they could face each
other calmly, through a smothered
pain, in which hostility was dead.

“It’ a pity, Rennie,” said Lawrence,
“youve decided to give up flying.
You’re cut from the same cloth as
your uncle.”

“What does it mean, Drew?” de-
manded Rennie. It was past midnight
and they were once more in the dark
of the car, slithering along wet pave-
ments toward home. To Andrew the

evening had seemed interminable.
Lights, music, flowers, and across the
room, chatting quietly with Rennie, a
woman who seldom looked his way.
But for him the room had been
steeped with her as with the music.

“What does what mean, Rennie?”

“You—Laura? That was the truth
about the train wreck, your not seeing
each other again, neither knowing who
the other was?”

“Of course.”

“Then for God’s sake tell me what
is between you.”

“l swear to you, Rennie, | have
never spoken to Laura Fythian before
tonight. Nor tonight, any word you
didn’t hear. | had no idea, tonight, |
was to see anyone | had ever seen be-
fore. As a matter of common sense,
what could be between us?”

HERE was a short silence in which

Rennie’s breath came quickly. “She
means nothing to you, then?”

“That doesn’t follow, does it?” said
Andrew, with difficulty.

“You do care then, though you
scarcely know her, though you have
seen her but once before and by mer-
est accident. Suppose you hadn't met
her again tonight, hadn’t known that
| was mad about her, would you have
remembered her at all? Would you
have cared then?” The words came
hoarsely.

“Rennie, old man—" Appeal, con-
fession, defeat, from Andrew.

A quick breath and Rennie’s head
went forward to his hands for an in-
stant. Then without the car having
swerved, he was erect again, rigid, his
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hands tense on the wheel.
They turned into the drive,
Andrew alighted.
“I’'m not coming in yet,”
said Rennie, and was off be-
fore Andrew could speak.

In the upper hall, a nurse met him.
“They've decided to operate tomor-
row,” she said, nodding toward Lucy’s
door.

He went on to his own room. Near
the window was a deep chair where
he could watch the drive for Rennie's
return. What fiendish cruelty there
could be. Lucy—Rennie—Laura Fy-
thian!

The ringing of the muffled telephone
in Rennie's room startled him.

“Is this Lieutenant Burchnell?”
came to his answer.

For an instant, shaken by the ac-
tuality of those almost whispered
tones, he could not speak. His voice
when it did come, sounded flat and
matter-of-fact. “Yes?”

“Has Rennie come home?”

NOT yet.” Glancing at the radium-
painted dial on his wrist, he saw
that it was past three o’clock. “You
want him?”

. She hesitated. “He seemed not quite
himself when he left here about an
hour ago. | was a little worried.”

“He went back after we left? He
wakened you?”

“No, I couldn't sleep. | had stayed
down late. He saw the light in the liv-
ing room and drove round in the rain
for more than an hour wanting to
come in.”

Suddenly his trance-like rapture
was pierced, as rain pierces a screen,
by the pain against which he had
shut the doors. Then, like a surging
storm, rapture caught him up again.
“Laura—"

He heard a quickly-caught breath.
“Tell me the thing that has happened
to me is real, that you are with me
as | think, that it is not an idiot’s
dream, or a hungry fool’s delusion.”
Seconds seemed slow-ticking, long-
drawn minutes before the wires
brought him an answer.

“It must be real,” came soft, deeply
moved tones, “or | shouldn't want to
live on.”

“Laura—" For an instant they were
dizzied with confession.

“Oh, but I'm sick about Rennie.”
The words were caught in a sob.

“Don’t. Rennie’s man-stuff.”

“No, he’s only a boy. A splendid
boy. And he’s been hurt, betrayed, by
both of us.”

“Not betrayed,” he protested with
pained sharpness.

“I have unwittingly betrayed him,
Andrew.”

“Let me come to you—"

“No. please. Find Rennie.”

“1’ll go now. Find him tonight if |
can.”

There was a half-sob and a click.
She had gone.

For an instant he sat, fighting to
think. Happiness had kept him starved
so long. But a word bit into his con-
sciousness, a word so sharply acid in
its etching of old pain that its scars
had never quite healed. Betrayed, when
he was but a few years older than
Rennie, by the wife whom he grew to
hate. Clear white the memory lived
again of flying for days on end, al-
ways seeking strange fields, dreading
the sight of a familiar face. Pain, he
believed, was sharpest for the very
young. What would Rennie do, where
would he go?

At dawn, after hours of search
through the city, that question was
still unanswered. Rennie was man-
stuff, strong-willed and hot-blooded,
made of substance that did not yield
easily.

[Continued o1 page 64]
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“How can you
afford so many
new stockings?”

N Since | learned
this secret of the
Big Broadway

Shows e e

1V fj
S tockincM "

Nlonea

goeshuice far

“My stockings cost me $1.45 a pair and
they never seemed to last any time at all!

“One day | looked over the ruins of half
a dozen pairs. | was so tired of having only
one good pair to my name! How | longed to
have six pairs in my stocking box all in good
condition.

“But my stockings wore out so fast it left
me poor just replacing worn-out ones.

“Then | happened to read how the big New
York musical shows keep their stockings just
like new twice as long with Lux.

“| decided to try it myself. And I’'ve actu-
ally done just what these big shows do—I make

my stockings wear twice as long, by always
washing them in Lux.

“Now my stocking money buys extra pairs
instead of just replacing worn-outs. I’ve several
good pairs of the latest shades all the time—
and | don’t spend a cent more!”

P roducers of Broadway’s musical shows just
had to do something to make sheer stockings
last longer. Their hosiery bills ran into stag-
gering figures—every year.

So they tried many different soaps, different
washing methods ... found just what you will
find when you try it—that stocking money goes
further, if you always wash stockings in Lux!

JUST A DIP in a bowl of spark-

FASCINATING Clara Bow, like
so many other movie stars, and all
the big movie studios, insists on
Lux to keep stockings and fine
things new looking far longer.

REMEMBER, too, that other fa-
mous authorities—the smartest of
Fifth Avenue dressmakers, and
buyers of 132 leading department
stores—insist on Lux!

ling Lux suds—a rinse—stockings
come out with the color and sheen
of new! And how much longer
they wear with Lux!
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Big Broadway shows all insist on Lux! “We would
use Lux even if it cost {561.00 a box,” says the Shubert
general manager—" Lux saves stockings!”

LUX has no harmful alkali—as many
soaps do, whether flakes, chips or
cakes—and with Lux suds there is no
rubbing—that’s why Lux keeps stock-
ings like new so much longer!
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GLAZO’S

PLANNED TO

TRIC LIGHT,

LOVELY TONE IS

LOOK EQUALLY WELL

SCIENTIFICALLY

IN ELEC-

SUNLIGHT OR CANDLELIGHT

Yef your nailpolish
ever deceiveyou ataparty 7

UMINOUS as a pearl, exactly right in color

j —and constantly smart. That's Glazo! A
polish for the nails that never under any lights
changes its beautiful tone and texture.

Many nail polishes, as you probably have
found, play tricks in evening light. A softly
tinted sheen becomes dull and lifeless. Beauty
flees from fingertips thatin the sunwere lovely.

The Color of Your Nails
Was Never so Important!

Lighting conditions cause many a woman to
view her nails with disappointment. Some-
times, electric light drains a polish of color,
sometimes it produces a yellow tinge or a
strange lavender hue. But Glazo, and Glazo
alone, remains immune to lighting effects—its
clear, modish color never changes.

Flooding sunlight, candlelight, the brilliance
of ballrooms and bridge tables find Glazo
equally charming.

As astartling proof of GJazo’s constancy of
color underall lights, do your nails with Glazo
exactly as you want them, under daylight.

Then step into a dark closet, turn on the

GLAZO

electric light and examine carefully. Glazo will
have the same tone in the closet as it had in
the sun!

And we challenge you to find another polish
that will pass this test with flying colors!

Glazo’s chic finish lasts a week and often
longer. It wears evenly without cracking or
peeling and gives,as long as it is on your nails,
a delicate and natural sparkle. So thin and
smooth is the covering film of Glazo that it
seems to be as much a part of the nail as the
lights in a pearl or the bloom ofan amethyst.

No matter what you think you like in nail
polishes, try Glazo. Its unchanging color isa
great new advantage. For your polish, lasting
a week, is seen under all conditions of light.
And with Glazo you are sure that your nails
will always be lovely.

The smart twin bottles of Glazo (Glazo
Polish and Polish Remover) may be found at
all toilet goods counters and the price is 50fi.
Glazo Remover in single packages is 25fl.

If you would like to try the Glazo color
test, send six cents with the coupon below
for a generous sample.

THE GLAZO COMPANY, Inc., Dept. GF 30
191 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y.
O Plain 0 Perfumed

I enclose 6 cents. Please send me Glazo Samples

(polish and remover). See check above. Also
booklet, ""Lovely, Eloquent Hands.™

Addre:

City. tate
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DRIVING MISTS

[Continued from page 62]

It would take more than a night
of hard driving to ease the sick tur-
moil within him, some sharper whet-
stone to wear him down. A whetstone!
Suddenly the picture of Rennie, care-
lessly pocketing the hangar key, slipped
across his vision. A whetstone!

Why hadn’t he thought of that be-
fore? Or why was he thinking of it
now? Rennie wouldnt—but he would?
A born flier, he would instinctively
take to the air in trouble.

He dashed to a taxi. The field was
seven miles out. They couldnt take it
in a leap, of course. But for the first
time he was frightened sick for Rennie.
Reckless and fagged, there would be
danger in his handling of that plane.
There would be
danger in his han-
dling it under the
most favorable
conditions. Only
once before had
Rennie  flomn  a
?ursuit, and then

or the simplest

take-off flight over

the airdrome, and

landing. Even then.

Andrew had

watched with his

heart in his throat. A slackening of fly-
ing speed, and it would come hurtling
down for a crash; a too-slow turn in
a bank, and it would fall off on the
wing and unless there was plenty of
altitude only practiced technique could
right it before it struck the ground. He
had managed fairly well that day but
Andrew had blessed the roominess of
the Army flying field. This field was
long and narrow, and there was a cross-
wind. It would be the devil for any but
an experienced hand to put any plane
down in it.

He heard a familiar sharp motor
whine and, leaning from the car, saw a
plane in a queer loop high above. He
drew his shoulders in quickly, unable
to watch it.

Where had Rennie got the idea that
he could stunt a pursuit ship? He had
never stunted even a training plane
solo, although on several occasions
Andrew had let him have full control
in_maneuvers, keeping his own hands
off. But the pursuit ship with its in-
creased speed and sensitivity! And the
parachute at home!

THEY drew up to the hangar. A re-
peated shrill whine snapped An-
drew’s head back. Not one, but a series
of those queer loops with rapid loss of
altitude. The plane came out of them
in a dive and engine full on and pro-
pﬁeller howling came streaking down
the sky.

Anlt?r/ew found himself cursing softly,
his nails dug into his palms. What was
the matter? Why didnt he pull out?
Were the controls jammed?

Perilously near the treetops, Rennie
caught up the nose, but with the stick
back and to one side, so that, over-
controlled, the plane shot up like a
skyrocket, in a tortured, twisting
climb. Andrew waited the inevitable
stall in agony. Curving upward, the

lane rolled over on its back before
osing speed, the engine sputtering in
protest. Then it whipped into a fast
spin.

Halfway down the sky the spin stop-
ped jerkily—Rennie had kicked the
rudder over—but the plummet drop
continued again almost to the tree-
tops. Once more when there seemed
scarcely sufficient altitude for recov-
ery, Rennie over-controlled in pulling
up and the screaming, rocket-like,
twisting ascent was repeated.

How long Andrew watched the mad
struggle, how often he thought to see
Rennie killed in that aging interval, he
never knew. He couldnt remember
later just when or how Rennie had
seemed to gain control. When he saw
him repeatedl?]/ crossing the field at
low altitude, however, he knew that
Rennie was trying, desperately, no
doubt, to figure out a landing. Would
he succeed in gauging his distances, in
bringing it in low over the fence so
there’d be room to roll?

Or would he know that because of
the cross-wind he must correct for
drift and even after landing hold a
little left rudder to keep from crash-
ing into the fence?

At last Rennie
throttled the
motor for the
glide. Thank
Heaven, it hum-
med in low. It
skimmed the
ground, then
bumping heavily,
came _leaping on,
swerving  sharply
from its path—
Rennie hadn’t ap-
plied left rudder—

making for the fence. Andrew ran out
from the hanﬂar, dreading the smash-
up. By a hair’s breadth, Rennie
averted it, swinging the plane around
sharply. For an instant it balanced
precariously—at last was still.

DREW was weak and trembling.

low that Rennie was safe, he'd like

him to a pulp. Indifferently he

new that Rennie was taxiing toward

the hangar. He knew that Rennie had

swung down from the fuselage, un-

steady on his feet as he dragged off

Andrew’s helmet and goggles. At sight

of his face .Andrew's anger melted.

Rennie had found his whetstone and

the rubbing down had been harsher
than he sought or deserved.

Andrew dragged over the dolly and
with a heave of strength lifted the tail,
kicking the dolly under with his foot.
“Shall we roll her in?” he asked.

“Why dont you tell me,” Rennie
burst forth, his eyes tortured, his
tones high and cutting, “that | had no
business risking government property
when | dont know how to handle it?”

“It doesn’t seem any the worse off,”
said Andrew gentle]/.

They turned to the task. Rennie drew
off the heavy flying togs. Andrew stuff-
ing them into the plane’s innards. The;
went to the car. But Rennie sat lost, his
shoulders sagging, looking into space.

“How did you trail me?” he asked,
mockingly, after a time.

“l guess | knew the flier’s outlet,
Rennie. A good many of us have thank-
ed God for it at one time or another.”

“l didn’t fly that plane,” said Ren-
nie bitterly. “It flew me. | knew |
couldnt handle it when | went up. But
| didnt care if it crashed. It got away
from me. Then | just had to fight it—"
He turned from Andrew, trembling in
all his long body. But after a moment
his shoulders lifted, and his jaw squared
in his white face. “I’'m I%oing to Brooks
for training in July, Drew; if theyll
take me.”

Andrew could not speak. It was
Rennie’s renunciation. He was man-
stuff, thoroughbred all through. Lucy
could be proud of her life-work. He
said when he found voice, “Lucy goes
to the hospital this morning.”

Rennie winced. Since last night he
knew the look of trouble above his
horizon. “Then we’d better get home,”
he said, and started the car.
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Before their "lay me down to sleep’

O intelligent mother can question
N the value of the Listerine gargle
for youngsters before they are tucked
in for the night.

Recall that the mouth is the breed-
ing place of disease germs. Many ill-
nesses start there. Also recall that
Listerine, used full strength, is fatal to
germs. Therefore its use in the mouth
is an aid to nature in forestalling dis-
eases—particularly colds and sore
throat.

Because of Listerine’s pleasant taste,

ANTISEPTIC

s ilsterine,

THE SAFE I

kills 200,000,000 germs in

its extreme safety, and
its healing action on tis-
sue, some are likely to
overlook this amazing
power against germs.

Repeated tests in lab-
oratories of international
reputeshow that, usedfull
strength, Listerine Kills
the Staphylococcus
Aureus (pus) and Bacil-
lus Typhosus (typhoid) germs, in
counts ranging to 100,000,000 in 15
seconds. We could not make this state-
ment unless prepared to prove it to the

Gargle full strength Lister-
ine every day. It inhibits de-
velopmentofsore throat, and
checks it shoidd it develop.

satisfaction of the medical pro-
fession and the U. s. Govern-
ment.

See that all the members of
your family make a habit of
using full strength Listerine
as a gargle and mouth wash,
night and morning. It helps to
ward off colds and sore throat.

Should these ailments get
the upper hand, increase the
frequency of the gargle. You will be
delighted to find how often Listerine
overcomes them. Lambert Pharmacal
Company, St. Louis, Missouri, U. S. A.

enemy of Sore Throat

15 seconds



How do you feel when
you step from your

motor car—
like stepping from a band box?

The NEW

Even Faster Speed—
Greater Performance—
Quicker Get-away —

Eight body types of strik-

ing individuality. And at

no extra cost, a variety of

colors to meet your own
good taste.

Theprice remains
within the
reach ofaU
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was made for you

Women on the engineering staff gave it
the smartness and quality you like

When you have seen and driven the New Essex Challenger
you will say a woman had a hand in its creation. And that
is literally true for the Essex engineering staff includes a
number of women. They are specialists in design and color.
They drive cars as you drive them. And they expect the
kind of qualities you prize. Then they contribute their
special knowledge to making cars that meet your
requirements.

That is why you will enjoy owning and driving the New
Essex Challenger. You will like its distinctive and
“different” appearance. You will like the wide variety of
colors in which it is available and which give you the
color of your own good taste at no extra cost.

That is why, also, you will arrive at your journey’s end
serene in mind and body. For Essex is an extremely easy
car to drive and oh, so smoothly comfortable to ride in.
There is no squeezing into the driver’s seat. Three won’t
crowd the rear seat. There is increased head room so your
hat wont be rumpled and you sit easily and naturally
whether driving or as a passenger.

To meet the requirements of these women members of
the engineering staff, the starter button is located on the
dash. No scuffed heels of pretty shoes. The gear shift,
clutch and brake pedals are made for light hands and

dainty feet. And so the ease of driving is made even more
pronounced. Steering, too, is an effortless operation whether
guiding your car over the road, turning or parking.

And this same influence is noted in the mechanism—a
part of the car with which few women are interested
beyond the point that it performs its function without
unnecessary attention. But much of the delight of motor-
ing comes not from the mere fact that one is able to get
about, but from the manner in which the getting about is
done. It contributes a lot to one’s enjoyment to drive
with relaxation. To arrive refreshed and as prim as on
entering the car. And whether you drive but a short dis-
tance or far, the easy nimble way in which your Essex
Challenger does its part is a real delight.

You get much satisfaction from its smart appearance. You
get much comfort in the way it operates, whether it is in
the leisurely ride or at top speed. And you have a lot of
satisfaction in knowing that such distinction is an Essex
merit at a cost all can afford.

Essex is a challenger in all ways that count in value, re-
liability and performance. It is just the right size for the
mother or housewife. It has the robust smartness that
makes it a favorite in every family.
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But most of Ishbel’s opinions are her
own. Hers is the kind of mind that
thinks_things through to the end, and
then silently raises paeans of joy to the
gods, that her own conclusions coin-
cide with those of her beloved parent.

One of her earliest recollections of
herself in connection with social work
is a woman's suffrage parade in Lon-
don, in which she marched. She must
have been less than seven years old,
for her mother was with "her, and
Margaret Ethel MacDonald died in
1910. Ishbel was plucky then.

When her mother suggested puttin
her on a bus because she was tired,
she protested indignantly; and she
marched to the end of the parade.

Ishbel was more
her mother's child
than her father’s.

From Margaret

Ethel MacDonald

she captured that

crusading spirit,

the spirit  which

said: “We women

must work for a

world where little

children will not

needlessly die.”

From her mother,

too, she received

that maternal urge which permeates
her whole character today. Ishbel's
love for children is no feeble strand
in the skein of her traits. She is a
truly maternal woman.

TSHBEL lacks false modesty in her
J attitude toward children. She speaks
quite openly about how she will feel
toward her “own children, when she is
married. She definitely plans a domes-
tic life. It is part of that same strain
in her that once upon a time made her
choose social work. It was probably
the same strain that made her mother
one of the best known social workers
in London. Ishbel likes presiding over
a home, whether it be her own, her
father’s, or the home of humanity.

As a little girl she had to substitute
as mother to Joan and Sheila, her
younger sisters, and even to Malcolm
and Allistair, her older brothers. She
took over the spiritual problems of
child raising without a struggle. Later,
she took over the spiritual job of help-
ing to make the world better, quite as
naturally.

During her childhood and girlhood
Ishbel’s admiration for her father grew
ﬁrogressively. She never has regarded

im merely as a statesman. In the days
before the war, when Ramsay Mac-
Donald’s star was rising, onlﬁ to set
temporarily when the conflict began in
Europe, his daughter never heard him
express political” opinions. He never
talked about war. She knew, of course,
of his gnawing unhappiness during the
terrible days of battle. She saw the
emotion in his face. But when he came
home at night he \vas merely a loving,
father. He told his children fairy tales.
Never, throughout the war, did he stop
telling them fairy tales. Ishbel learned
from him the power of fairy tales,
when pain is great.

They were “awful days for Ishbel,
those war days. It was up to her to re-
assure the two smaller girls. She was
far from reassured herself. When the
noise and smoke of air raids descended,
her nerves jumped.

This is the background of Ishbel’s
hatred of war. a hatred bound up with
her love for humanity. This was the
sort of experience the girl went through
to bring her, in maturity, to the same
stand her father has reParding the futil-
ity and criminality of war. So she is

sincere when she says: “l want the
women of the world to bring the world
peace.” It ispart of that emotion which
dictated her mother’s words about chil-
dren not dying needlessly.

Out of the fine texture of a curious,
intelligent, ultra-human child grew a
curious, intelligent, ultra-human wom-
an. Ishbel attended preparatory school
at North London Collegiate, specializ-
ing in social sciences. Her thoughts
were connected with the home even
then, not her home alone but the homes
of the world.

One can imagine Ishbel MacDonald
leaving prep school for college. She
entered King’s College for Women,
that ivy-covered academ& in the heart

of Kensington,
where England's
only combined
course in house-
hold and social
science is offered.
Now she was ready
to prepare for her
closer work. Now
she was to put her
teeth into the
practical training
which would place
in her firm, white,
blunt-ended hands
the tools of a health visitor, the Eng-
lish equivalent of a public health nurse.
After four years, she planned to go
down into " the slums of London
equipped to alleviate misery, not only
with the fairy tales of her father, but
with the scientific knowledge of her
age. One can almost see the sparkle in
Ishbel’s eyes, the rosy color in her
cheeks, as she plunged into preparation
for the work she most wanted to do.

One year and one term after her
college career began, it ended. It stop-
ped overnight. One day she was a stu-
dent. carrying her books up Campden
Hill Road. Next day she was the mis-
tress of Downing Street.

It was Ramsay MacDonald’s first
appointment as Prime Minister in 1924
which cut off his daughter’s training to
be a social worker. Ishbel was needed
in her own home. If she had failed to
answer the call of her father, no trag-
edy would have occurred. A Prime
Minister could get along without a
hostess, according to law. But Ishbel
realized where her real career lay. She

saw her opportunity and she seized it, .

gladly. She did not even think she was
a heroine; she does not now.

The question often has been asked:
Why do not either of the other two
daughters help Ishbel in her job as
hostess? It was put to Ishbel.

“Oh, Joan is studying medicine,”
Ishbel explained gravely. “Sheila has
just gone up to Oxford. They have
their own work.”

OTH Ishbel’s sisters are talented,

capable girls. Both could fill the
role of hostess, although it is doubtful if
they could fill it as well as Ishbel. But
she”would not tolerate the thought of
their giving up their work. She is proud
of Joan’s medical career and Sheila’s
history studies. Besides, she has found
herself in this new work. It is hers,
all hers.

Ishbel’s success as her father’s host-
ess during those months of his first
ministership is a matter of history.
She won the instantaneous approval of
London officialdom.  Condescending
society hostesses, offering her help,
were thanked graciously and made to
realize little Miss MacDonald knew
how to run things herself. Elaborate-
ness never was part of her program,

[Continued on page 68\
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Want to

Get

ThegreatEnglish writer, Arnold Bennett,
said, “| suppose that for the majority of
men the suspension ofincomefor asingle
month would mean either bankruptcy,
the usurer, or acute inconvenience."

Cll MAN has small chance
c /1 to get somewhere and
be somebody if he is entirely
dependent upon his next pay’
check. Heis likely to be as help-
lessasa child if hisincome stops.

Many aman finds himselfinare-
bellious frame of mind and sorry
for himselfbecause heis“ broke” .
He feels bottled-up, half stifled,
almost shackled and handcuffed.
Unhappy in his work, he does
it half-heartedly, badly.

He wants to quit hisjob but he
doesn’t dare. His boss would
like to discharge him but waits
because he is sorry for him and
his family.

If a man has not learned
how to live within his
income, it makes little dif-
ference whether he earns
$i,000 or $10,000— he
will always be in trouble.
But budgeting hisweekly
or monthly salary to
cover expenses for the
necessities and comforts
oflife will show him how
to live within his income
whatever it may be.

Do you know how the
experts arrange a budget
for salaries from $i,000
to $i0,000? Do you know
what per cent of the in-
come should be spent for
each of the general ex-
pense items—food,shelter,
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head?

Metropolitan Life Insurance Co.,
Dept. 3J0'M
One Madison Avenue, New York

Please mail, without charge, booklet
“Let Budget Help” which shows how
to make incomes cover necessary expen-
ditures—with something left over—and
gives full details relating to budgeting
incomes ranging from $ioo to $800 a
month.

Name ..

Street

City.

tate.

© ry30 Metropolitan Life Insurance Co

clothing, household operating
expense, insurance, education,
entertainment and investment?

W hen speculation is substituted
for investment the last hope for
safety usually vanishes.

Budgetshavesolvedmoneyprob-
lems in many homes. A typical
illustration is furnished by a
woman who provided a good
home for husband, high school
daughter and 12-year-old son
on $200 a month. She reported
that when they attempted to
live withouta budget they were
always in debt and worst of all
in mental and physical distress.
Since their conversion to
“the budget way” they
have found they are
able to live better and
save i0%.

Have you ever exper-
ienced the peace of mind
and satisfaction that re-
sult from an intelligent
budgeting of your in-
come? With necessities
provided for and a little
money left over you have
a far better chance to get
ahead.

Send for booklet entitled,
“Let Budget Help,”
which was written with
a full understanding of
the problems of those
with limited incomes.
Use coupon above.

M etropolitan Life Insurance Company

Frederick H. Ecker, President

One Madison Ave., New York,N.Y.



68

Why Japan Tea helps
banish low-energy days

Scientists nowfind
familiarJapan Tea rich in
health-giving element

Why let sluggish, low-energy days
take the joy out of life for you?

Scientists have traced much need-
less fatigue, as well as many other
common ailments, to a simple cause,
for which familiar Japan tea contains
the corrective.

Too often, men of science find, do
our three meals a day give an insuffi-
cient amount of a certain precious
food element—Vitamin C.

“Important to us,” one of them
writes “are the results of a diet poor
in Vitamin C. The symptoms are a
sallow, muddy complexion, loss of
energy, fleeting pains usually mis-
taken for rheumatism. It now ap-
pears that this conditiorl is rather
common among grown people.”

A new source of Vitamin C

Now arich supply of this all-impor-
tant Vitamin C has been discovered
in familiar Japan tea.

And thousands of men.and women,
formerly victims of lethargy, ner-
vousness, sleeplessness, poor appetite
and other indications of a run-down
condition, are taking advantage of
this safeguard. They are drinking
flavory, health-building cups ofJapan
tea regularly.

Of coursfe, Japan tea is no “cure-
all.” But it is now recognized, by
reason of its Vitamin C, to be a safe-
guard against needless fatigue
and several common ailments.

These scientific
findings are even
more impressive
whenwe realize that,
aside from Japan tea
and some fruits and
vegetables, very few
of the foods we eat
contain Vitamin C.

Test its effectivenessyourself

Here’s how to test the effectiveness
ofJapan tea in your own case.

Ask your grocer for Japan green
tea. Drink several cups regularly at
lunch, at supper, in the afternoon,
for two or three weeks. See if at the
end of that time you haven’t perked
up. The chances are you will look and
feel more healthy, more energetic.

Whenever you drink tea, be sure it
is Japan green tea.

For years one of the two most pop-
ular kinds of tea in the country,
Japan green tea comes in several

In simple Japan Tea,
scientists have discov-
ered an abundance of
health-giving VitaminC

grades—under various brand names
or in bulk. Your grocer has it or
can get it for you.

F R E E valuable leaflet giving full facts

on health value of Japan green tea
with a colored souvenir booklet on tea
mailed direct to you from Japan. Mail cou-
pon to American-Japanese Tea Committee,
748 Wrigley Building, Chicago.

Name .o

Addre:

McCALUS MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

IN MINIATURE

[Continued from page 67]

it is true. Her teas and dinners were
simple. They were amazingly success-
ful. The magic of her personality
poured through 10 Downing Street.
Even the Queen is said to have re-
marked about what a fine specimen of
modern §oung womanhood the Prime
Minister’s daughter was.

Then, nine months after it was
established, the Labor Government
toppled. Ramsay MacDonald was
leader of the opposition again. Down-
ing Street became the home of Prime
Minister Stanley Baldwin. Ishbel Mac-
Donald’s career hung in mid-air.

Temporarily Ishbel MacDonald went
into unprofessional social work. She
became ' secretary of a committee
which followed up cases that has
passed before the physician of the
County Council in a public school in
Londons East End.

She visited the homes
of poor people.
rom her case work
Ishbel went into the
London County Coun-
cil. Here, in a legisla-
tive way, she could
do the things she once
had planned to do
closer to the scene.
She was the elected
representative of the
Bowand Bromley sec-
tion of the city. But
she regarded her job,
which she still holds,
asa f)iece of political
social ~ service. Her
socialistic ~ doctrines
do not permit her to conceive of so-
cial reform, save through the State.

EVEN this participation in social
work has been transformed by the
political fortunes of her father, how-
ever. For a second time, in June, 1929,
Ishbel was made hostess at Downing
Street. This time she did not give up
what she had been doing. She took on
the duties of her father’s office with-
out laying down those of her own.

Hers is a sunny disposition. She has
a keen sense of fun. She laughs often.
In every new situation she sees some-
thing humorous.

Little things please her. She is,
after all, only twenty-six, and she has
had many responsibilities for her age.
The serious side of her life has been
full. She seeks no further serious out-
lets. She reads little, and exhibits no
outstanding penchant beyond that of
the normal educated girl, for music
or art. But her play-instinct is strong
these days. On her way from New
York to Buffalo, during the course of
an eight-hour trip which was tedious
even in the depths of a decorated, be-
pillowed private car, Ishbel donned a
windbreaker and man’s cap and rode
in the locomotive for more than two
hours. With a delighted engineer to
guide her hand, she blew the whistle
and tooted the horn all the way from
Syracuse to Rochester.

Typically fgirlish, also, was her ap-
preciation “of the honor of having a
special aide-de-camp while she was in

ttawa. The “a. d. c.,” as Britishers
call them, was a handsome young gal-
lant who admired Ishbel all too ob-
viously. In the midst of a conference,
the “a d. c¢.” would thrust his head
through the doorway to ask: “May |
bring you a glass of port or some
sherry.” Miss MacDonald?”

“No, thank you,” she would reply,
her hazel eyes dancing.

When he closed the door, she would
shiver with delight, like a little girl
hanging up her stocking for Santa

Claus. But Ishbel likes young men, in
the same way she like young women.
She is not sex conscious. It could be
said about her, as Miss Lily Montagu,
her mother’s school friend, said about
Margaret Ethel MacDonald: “I think
she was rather different from girls of
her set, because whether she spoke to
man or woman it made not the slight-
est scrap of difference. She was not
self-conscious with men, and that is

why she became a man’s friend.”
Ishbel likes to dance, and her part-
ners find her an excellent performer.
She was very poular in the ballroom
of the Berengaria, on the way to this
country. She wears plain ~ evenin
gowns, not seeming to care a great deal
about clothes, although the colors she
chooses are becoming ones. She wears
a great deal of %/ellow and red. Her
avorite jewelry is a

choker necklace of
honey amber.
Ishbel does not

smoke or drink, but
her attitude toward
them is not as stern
as current reports
would indicate. She
has smoked — when
she felt the desire to
indulge her curiosity,
or when she wanted
to calm nerves which,
seldom but still some-
times, jangled. She
has sipped”her glass
of wine at dinners.
But hers is the sensi-
ble point of view that
neither habit is important, not import-
ant enough to run the risk of damagin
a perfect health, nor important enoug
to condemn with flaming oratory.

She is not an athlete. She likes to
walk and climb. Her two and a half
hour horseback ride with Mrs. Her-
bert Hoover at the camp of the Presi-
dent along the Rapidan River, Vir-.
ginia, was the second such venture in
which she ever participated.

TNURING her tour of the United
E-' States and Canada, she wrote doz-
ens and dozens of letters—in the quiet
of her own room, when she was sup-
posed to be resting for a formal dinner
or reception. The letters went to her
sisters, brothers, friends, and even to
the servants and employees at Down-
ing Street. No one ever ascertained if
any epistles went to young unmarried
men In England, men whose names
would have given rise to new rumors
of Ishbel’s engagement. These fre-
quent reports amuse Ishbel. She has
never denied any of them, explaining
mischievously that her denial would
dignify them.

“When | am ready to marry,” she*
laughed, “I shall say so outright.”

Ishbel MacDonald, for all her seri-
ousness, her gentleness, her devotion
to duty, has had a tremendous amount
of fun out of life as official hostess
of a Prime Minister. She is a normal
young woman, with the normal reac-
tions to the victories of a dearly be-
loved member of her family. She wor-
ships her father and basks in the
warmth of his appreciation of her
service. Besides this, she gets what
Americans would call a “kick” out of
the trappings of State splendor. When
she rode up Broadway in that welcom-
ing reception which was her introduc-
tion to the triumphant peace tour, she
was stunned with pleasure. Gone was
wistfulness. Vanished was sentiment.
She left like Cinderella, come to life
in a much more thrilling century than
Cinderella’s own.
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How Colgate's Cleans Crevices
Where Tooth Decay May Start

Your Teeth aren’t Really Clean

If You Only Polish the Surfaces

ECONOMICAL-The 25¢c
tube of- Colgate’s contains
more toothpaste than any
other nationally advertised
brand priced at a quarter.

This diagram Bhows
how Colgate’s pene-
Not lratm%foam (having
ordmary slugglsh low Surface-Ten-
molhpasle (having  sion™) gets down
"high Surface-Ten-  deep into the spaces
sion™) fails to pene-  between teeth, clean-
trate deep down ing them where ordi-
where the causes of  nary brushing can-
decay may lurk. notreacl

Dlagram showing
my space between

Half-clean teeth invite decay. W hy not have the extraprotection of
Colgate's, whose penetrating foam cleanses the tiny fissures and the
spaces between teeth where decay may start?

Some toothpastes merely perform the single duty
of polishing the outer surfaces of the teeth.

Colgate’s does that, of course . . . and something else
besides! When brushed, it breaks into a sparkling,
bubbling foam which has a truly remarkable
property. This active foam penetrates into the tiny
fissures of the teeth and the hard-to-reach spaces
between teeth, softening the impurities which be-
come lodged in these places and washing them
away in a cleansing, hygienic bath.

Thus Colgate’s cleans completely . . . giving your
teeth a double protection against the impurities
which cause decay. Scientific tests prove that Col-
gate’s has the highest penetrating power of any of
the leading dentifrices . . . hence, Colgate’s ability
to clean teeth best.

Superiority and economy have made Colgate’s
the world’s favorite dentifrice— used by more
people, recommended by more dentists.

WARNING! Don’t attempt to “doctor” your mouth
with a dentifrice. A toothpaste cannot cure pyorrhea,
cannot permanently correct acid mouth, or firm the gums.
Its one and only function is to clean. Self-medication is
always dangerous ... ifyou have any fears for the health
of your teeth or gums, see your dentist at once!

For those who prefer a powder, Colgate’s comes
in this form. Ask for Colgate’s Dental Powder.

CD pp COLGATE Dept. M-J89, P. O. Box 375, Grand Central Post Office,
ork C|l¥ Please send a free tube of Colgate’s Ribbon Dental

Cream, with booklel How to Keep Teeth and Mouth Healthy.

NI e

Addrtst.
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Morton’s lodized Salt isn’t one
ofthose timid salts that hide in
the salt cellar during thunder-
storms. It pours as freely on
rainy days as it does when the
weather is hue. That's because
it's made with cube-shaped
crystals which tumble off one
another instead of sticking to-
gether like the flake crystals
of ordinary salts. Try it!

IODIZED TO PREVENT

GOITER...ALSO PLAIN

AT

TH
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The years fly
swiftly; every
week means
an increase in
a child's in-
dependence
and in its
ability mo get
along without
its parents

OF A CHILD'S HABITS

By LILA KLINE and ELIZABETH DEXTER

VOUNG child

has a tremen-

dous advan-

ge over his parents because

he has it in his power to use
weapons which strike at his
physical health. He finds, let
us say, that crying in the night
will bring his mother, so he
continues to cry every night
—perhaps several times a night
—in order to get this atten-
tion. Another child will go
without eating until his mother
is so worried that she bribes
him with sweets, delicacies,
or other rewards—willing to
come to almost any terms the
child will make. A third child
will intimidate his parents with
temper tantrums, or he may
even hold his breath until he
turns black in the face. A
child uses such methods be-
cause they are dramatic and certain
to attract notice.

If parents will try to understand
what is behind such actions, they will
lose their fears and be able to act
calmly and wisely. The alarming symp-
toms ‘are likely fo disappear quickly if
the father and mother conceal their
apprehension and ignore the disturb-
ance. Not infrequent e/ a conflict, which
might have been settled by a few da
of indifference, will continue for weel
until an undesirable habit has been
formed.

If such habits are to be prevented,
parents must start denying their own
impulses and must train their child al-
most from the day of its birth. Crying,

T)ARENTS actually have it in their
+ power to make misfits of their chil-
dren, or to shape them into happy,
well-balanced characters, capable = of
meeting and solving life’s difficulties.
Fortunately fathers” and mothers are
more aware of this grave fact than
ever before; everywhere they are seek-
ing authoritative ‘advice about how to
develop the best possibilities in their
sons and daughters. This article, cover-
ing the years of infancg and early
childhood, tells how good habits can be
formed and bad ones avoided.

for instance, too often becomes the
first bad habit, because infants learn
that it will bring them comfort.
Healthy babies should not cry except
when "hungry, uncomfortable, or in
pain; if they are encouraged to make
a practice of it, they will grow into
whining children, or will give way to
temper tantrums later on.

One word of warning: if a baby
persists in crying without apparent
cause, it is always wise to take him to
a physician in order to be sure that
there is no physical reason for the
trouble.

If babies are not shown too much
attention in the beginning, they never
learn to require it. A baby will ‘quickly

adjust himself to be-

ing alone and will not

resent it. He should
not be rocked to sleep. He
should have his own room, or,
at least, his own bed or crib.
Never should a mother or
father take the child into
their own bed either in the
mornin? or at night, as this
form of comfort tends to keep
a child a baby. A child should
become accustomed to seeing
his parents go out during the
day and in the evening without
crying for them.

The habit of going to sleep
without making a fuss can be
established if the parents have
patience and wisdom. Regular-
ity of hour is of the utmost
importance. The hour should be
the same every day of the
week including Sunday. It is

easy to upset the schedule on Sundays,
but for the sake of the small child's
habits, and to protect him from fatigue
and excitement, it should be avoided.

The meal hour should not come too
close to his sleeping hour on any day,
and the period before he goes to bed
should be spent quietly so that he will
not be overstimulated either by romp-
ing or by stories. It is a good hour for
talking things over with a child, the
time when the parents are most likely
to get closest to him, and to win his
confidences. If stories or poems are
read, they should be of a quieting, rest-
ful sort. When the child is once in bed
he should not be permitted to get up

[Continued on page 74]
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DATED Coffee
jull strength... at the peak of its flavor...

You get it THE WEEK IT 15 RDASTED

This revolutionary new ivay of handling freshly
roasted coffee like a perishable fresh food gives

EVERY can of Chase & Sanborn’s
you a treat in flavor you have never had before

Coffee is dated . . . just as “ 24-hour
eggs” are dated . ..just as your bottle of
fresh milk is dated.

Straight from the fragrant roasting ovens
it goes to your grocer twice a week,
delivered by the same motor trucks of
“ Standard Brands, Inc., Daily Delivery”
which bring him Fleischmann’s Yeast
fresh all the time.

N o stop-overs for re-handling or storage!
No standing on your grocer’'s shelf!
Every can showing an eighth-day date
regularly collected and replaced with ftesh!

This way of distributing coffee is new
—without precedent in the coffee busi-
ness. To a blend already established for
sixty-five years and preferred in many
sections of the country for its smooth
richness o f flavor and exquisite “ bouquet,”
it adds a guarantee of absolute freshness.
Get a package today at your grocer’s.

LOOK FOR THE

"Dated Coffee”” means the same thing as “this morning's milk,” "fresh
bread.” In adding this quality of dependable freshness to the rich depth
of flavor of Chase & Sanborn’s blend of superbly aromatic coffees,
Chase & Sanborn have taken the last step to make your coffee perfect.

Chase mid Scmnboms Coffee -DATED



72

USE
BAKING
SODA

KING Soda is an ideal

ooth cleanser— recom-
mended by dentists for effec-
tiveness and economy. Its natural
"bite removes stains and film
And its mild alkalinity neutral-
izes mouth acids that cause teeth
to decay. To use Baking Soda
as a dentifrice, pour it in the
palm of the hand and pick it up
on a moistened brush.

Baking Soda also makes an
excellent mouth wash. A tea-
spoonful dissolved in a glass of
water,used firstthing inthe mom-
ing, is very effective in cleansing
and sweetening the mouth and
in removing unpleasant tastes.

You can buy Baking Soda for
a few cents a package at any
grocery. Ask for either Arm &
Hammer or Cow Brand. The two
are identical. Both are pure
Bicarbonate of Soda.

= SEND FOR FREE BOOKLETS S

CHURCH & DWIGHT CO., Inc.
80 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK, N.Y

Please send me free one set of colored
bird cards and booklets.

F-18 [Please print name and address)

Nome

Addre:

«City State
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UNDERWEIGHT CHILDREN

sue of McCalls |
discussed the sub-

ject of malnutrition in
infants. This month |
want to say something about the older
children whose growth and develop-
ment are being held back by faulty
nutrition. For it is a fact for all par-
ents to take to heart that children
from two to twelve years of age may
suffer from malnutrition as grave and
far reaching in its effects as that which
occurs in the nursling. Malnutrition in
the young of any age means inferiority
and this inferiority is, unforunately,
often carried into adult life.

The child suffering from malnutri-
tion is usually underweight, that is he
weights less than normal children of
the same ag?e and height. The accom-
panying table supplies standard figures
for "the weights of normal children.
The figures have been established by
measuring and weighing several thou-
sand thriving children at the different
ages. By means of these studies it was
possible to compile accurate tables of
height and weight.

Looking at these tables, what may a
ﬂarent consider is a margin of safet?/?

ow many pounds underweight for
height may his boy or girl register and
yet not fall into the malnutrition class?

It is impossible to name a definite
number of pounds that would apply
to all. as some children markedly un-
derweight will be found perfectly nor-
mal otherwise and possessed of the
vigor and endurance of children who
come within the normal limits. But in
my work with many thousands of
boys and girls, | have come to look
upon the five-year-old child who shows
a weight of five pounds below average
as sub-normal; while one of eight or
ten years of age who weighs ten
pounds (or more) below normal is a
subject of concern. Children showing
such height and weight discrepancies
should be given a thorough physical
examination by a doctor in order to
determine if there is any factor, bodily
or otherwise, in the child’s life to ex-
plain the inferiority.

IN THE January is-

By CHARLES GILMORE KERLEY, M.D.
Author of “ Short Talks with Young Mothers”

GIRLS

Age Height Weight
2yrs. 325 ins. 2 Ibs.
3 v 35 " 3& ”
4 " 38 " 35
57”7 414 = 39.8
6" 43.6 43.8
7" 45.9 48
8 " 48 52.9
9 " 496 7 57.5

10 7 518 " 64.1

i1 - 538 " 70.3

12 " 57.1 7 81.4

BOYS

Age Height Weight
2yrs 32.5 ins 27 Ibs.
3" 35 ” 3
4 " 38 " 36
5 417 " 412 "
6 " 44.1 451
7 46.2 49.5
8 " 48.2 54.5
9 601 M 60

10 " 52.2 06.6

11 = 54 724

12 " 55.8 798 "

Children of this class are sometimes
brought for examination simply be-
cause of thinness and slow weight gain.
Usually, however, there is the addi-
tional story of capricious appetite, or
loss of appetite. The child is said to
tire easily and lack endurance and his
school work is often defective. Parents
not infrequently seek medical advice
at the suggestion of teachers who find
that the child is falling behind in his
work. Sometimes restlessness or slee
troubles are a complaint. Other chil-
dren are the victims of frequent colds;
in not a few, symptoms of extreme
nervousness are the reason for seek-
ing medical aid. Perhaps the child is
inclined to be tearful, he is difficult
and unreasonable in his family con-
tacts, and possibly he indulges in brain
storms. There is’ no doubt that he
needs a complete looking-over.

Most cases of defi-
nite malnutrition in old-
er childrencan be traced
back to nutritional er-
rors. It is surprising
how many of these patients are an
“only child”, or a “first child™—all of
which means that pampering or cod-
dling are indirectly accountable for the
state of affairs. What are some of the
feeding errors in American families?
They are unsuitable food, indifferently
pr(lefared foods, eating between meals,
and the almost universal habit of for-
cing food on the unwilling child.

The average well child will thrive
best after the eighteenth month if he
is given three meals a day with a por-
tion of fruit or a glass of milk in the
mid-afternoon. The first meal should
be about 7:30 a.m., luncheon at 12:30
and supper at s:so. This gives, per-
haps, the impression of a long interval
without food, but it is to be remem-
bered that four hours at least are re-

uired for the stomach to empty, and
that there will be no appetite nor di-
gestive capacity for a second meal if
a portion of the first meal is still in the
stomach. Forcing and coaxing at meals
are to be expected if children are
given food between times.

The quart of milk a day so gener-
ally advocated may be a mistake for
a child of small appetite. Milk may be
a part of the morning and evening
meal for such children, but should not
be given with the mid-day meal. The
majority of runabouts and older chil-
dren thrive best when milk is taken
but twice a day; usually fruit can be
given them in the mid-afternoon. With
suitable intervals between meals a
child consumes at the proper times
more cereals, meats, vegetables and
fruits which with milk and butter are
a complete diet.

Let me emphasize that approxi-
mately seventy-five per cent of my
malnutrition cases are caused prima-
rily by errors in feeding. Twenty-five
per cent are due to disease processes.
Among such physical defects are dis-
eased teeth and tonsils, adenoids, late
rickets, tuberculosis and pyelitis.
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Novir:  ovely lllhands at all limes ox
less tkan s minutes a day

Jiuj £)jotwi Jkb Oblhfmj Beauty Editor x> ("miomxx| (A&vazw'

4 Advantages Liumjf. MKumen
e, dmeojoened. mi the Mew
Liquid PolisTI.

ST LOOK at my once beautiful hands!”
ailed a bride friend, displaying broken

ails, a painful hangnail or two, ragged cuticl

and roughened skin. “ | am so ashamed ofthem,”
she ended pathetically, hiding them quickly
beneath the tea table.

It actually hurt me to look at this heritage
of neglect, especially when | knew that daily
care would have prevented it.

Today every woman is expected to have well-
cared-for hands. There is no alibi left for ill-kept
hands, for we are constantly getting new and
better manicure preparations and they do their
job so quickly and efficiently that any woman
can very satisfactorily be her own manicurist.

The new liquid polish has contributed four
wonderful advantages to busy women. It takes
only afewmoments to apply. Its delightful lustre
keeps the finger tips gleaming for days and days.

It does not peel or discolor, but serves as a
splendid protection for the nails, keeping them
smooth and gleaming under all conditions. And
there is no fear of its making the nails brittle.

Now, with an application of this new liquid
polish at the weekly manicure, the nails are
exquisitely groomed throughout the entire week
—with only a few minutes care each day, just
enough time to mould the cuticle and cleanse
under the nail tip!

Cutex Liquid Polish or Remover 35”. Perfumed Pol-
ish and Remover together 6off. Regular Polish and
Remover together 50i. Cutex Cuticle Remover and
Nail Cleanser 35”. The other Cutex preparations 35”.

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER—121

I enclose 12<t for the Cutex Manicure Set contain-
ing sufficient preparations for six complete manicures.
(In Canada, address P. O. Box 2054, Montreal.)
Northam Warren
Dept. OF-3, 191 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y.

Always brush liquid polish on evenly. Do
not allow any of it to touch the “moon” or the
tip of the nail.

It is surprising what little care is required to
keep your finger nails lovely! Scrub them with
warm soapy water. Never cut the cuticle.
Mould it with an orange stick wrapped in a bit
of absorbent cotton. Many women find that by
saturating the cotton-wrapped orange stick in
cuticle remover they get better results. Gently
wipe off the loosened and dry skin.

A good cuticle remover is an excellent bleach
and cleanser for under the nail tip. Always
finish by massaging a bit of a fine cuticle cream
or ail into the cuticle.

It is fun to keep doing things in this interest-
ing world we live in—but unless you are wise
your handswill suffer. Are you ashamed ofyours?

The Manicure Method Women with
Famous Hands are Using . . .

1. Cutex Cuticle Remover and Nail Cleanser— to
mould the cuticle and cleanse the nail tip

Scrub the nails with warm soapy water. Apply
Cutex Cuticle Remover, to remove dead cuticle
and bring out the pale half-moons.

Pass orange stick, wrapped with cotton and
saturated with Cutex Cuticle Remover, under
nail tip. Dry and cleanse with dry cotton.
Rinse fingers in cold water.

2. The new Cutex Liquid Polish that protects and
flatters the nail

Remove old polish with Cutex Liquid Polish
Remover. Apply Cutex Liquid Polish from the
half-moon toward the finger tip.

As a finishing touch, a tiny bit of Cutex
Cuticle Cream or Oil to keep the cuticle soft, and
then a touch of Nail White under the nail tip.

Ethel Barrymore, the best loved actress
on the American stage, says: “To get the
full effect of personality, everything must
flatter us to our very finger tips.

“The hands particularly must be spark-
ling. I find the new Cutex Liquid Polish
keeps my finger tips radiantly fresh and
crisp—gives them just the necessary touch
of flattering sparkle. | take along a Cutex
Manicure Set on all my tours.”

At the lovely beauty salon in New York’s
famous St. Regis Hotel, they say:
“Our clientele consists of exquisitely
groomed women who will have only the
very best preparations at their manicure,
so, naturally we use the Cutex products ex-
clusively. These women like the clearlustre
Cutex Liquid Polish gives their nails and
the fact that their hands will keep the well-
groomed look for days and days because
it does not peel or discolor. And Cutex
Cuticle Remover keeps their cuticle so trim
and brings out the pale, even half-moons!”

NorthamWarren.NewYork,London,Paris
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SEA-TING

.. .from 6,000
miles of ocean!

Semi-tropicalplantings along the placid blue Pacific—wide, gently sloping beach and palisades at Santa Monica

"Q REEZES sweeping eastward across a

vaSt salty sea spread their pure in-
vigorating air over Southern California’s
sunshine beaches. Summers are made
cool. .. and kept cool... by the Pacific’s
re-energizing atmosphere. Ten nights
out of eleven are slept under blankets, all
simmer; and usually there is no rain or
thunder and lightning to iriar your fun.
Is it any wonder that children thrive
under such favorable conditions?

Colorful cities, quaint art colonies, fes-
tive ocean playgrounds and vaSt open
spaces . .. where imagination is limitless
... dot the 270 miles of coaft line . . .
each fascinating in its own way; each a
pidture to meet a human mood; among
them the one-beft-spot to satisfy your
longing for a “sniff of the sea.”

Here you will find a complete change
... Strange sights, a different country,
novel things to see and do. Really new
gaiety is at your call . . . Hollywood, its
Stars and shows (and an unforgettable
premiere or two), vaSt summer snow
peaks, Old Spanish Missions, endless
miles of orange groves. Swimming and
surf sports in the placid blue Pacific;
wide, gently sloping, safe beaches. Golf,
fishing, camping ... all are at their beSt.

“"Winter” is juSt now blending into
spring. Longer sunshine, more song
birds, an even greater abundance of
flowers. And, March and April are the

months of desert bloom! You are juft
in time to get the real thrill of Palm
Springs and Death Valley.

Cofts are no higher than at home be-
cause this is an all-year vacation country.
Accommodations of every sort are avail-
able. Decide now to take the family on
this great trip next summer.

We have published a beautiful book
picturing this Southland. It contains 71
camera ftudies by the beft men of this
land of “pictures.” The cover is in full
color. You may have a copy for the
poftage coft.

Executives and Investors: Los Angeles
County oil fields represent an investment of
750 millions ... the agricultural industry over
400 millions. The portofLosAngelesissecond
onlytoNew York involumeofexporttonnage.

All-Year Club of Southern California, .
Sec. 0-3, 1151 So. Broadway, Los Angeles, Calif. ’
. Enclosed find four cents in Samps—the aftual mail-
mF coS—of “Southern California through the Camel
Also send me free booklets telling especially of the at-
tractions in the counties which 1 have checked.

Los Angeles J O Riverside
O Los Angeles Sports [ San Diego O Ventura
) "Santa Barbara O San Bernardino
Name,

Please Print Name and Address)

Street.

éouthérn

California
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AT THE ROOT OF A
CHILD’S HABITS

[Continued from page 70]

or to have requests granted. The usual
one of the drink of water should be
denied along with the others.

From' the number of mothers who
report difficulties in getting their chil-
dren to eat enough of the nourishing
foods, it is evident that here is another
habit which needs wise handling. Some-
times the chief difﬁcult%/ lies in the
mother’s solicitude. It is human nature
to be bored when one subject is harped
upon. Sometimes the food looks, and
is, unappetizing.

A child dawdles over eating or re-

fuses to eat spinach or drink his

ilk, several methods can be tried:

1) If the dp
fact that the child is not eating, and
continue to ignore the fact for several
days, the chances are that he will start
again. For if the refusal to eat is an
attention-getting device and fails, the
child will throw it over.

The child should be told that h

2
wiﬁ )be denied something he particu-
larly wants—the dessert,
for instance—unless he eats
his vegetables.

M When the child
dawdles over eating until his
food is too cold to be appe-
tizing, he should be given a
stated length of time in
which to eat. If he has not
finished at the end of that
time, the plate should be re-
moved whether or not he
has finished.

@), r
sometimes be secured by putting the
clock in front of him and telling him
that when the big hand reaches a cer-
tair(\ Sgoint, he must have finished eating.

regularity of habit early; and as soon
as possible, the child should be left
alone by his mother when he is in the
bathroom. When the child wets his
clothes or wets the bed after the age
of three years, the symptom is called
enuresis. It should then be considered
of serious enough consequence to con-
« suit a physician, if the following meth-
ods have been tried and have failed:

(1) Give the child no liquids after
four o’clock in the afternoon.

Zg Take him up at a regular time
(probably just before the parents go
to bed).

32: Have the child determine be-
fore he goes to sleep that he will get up

arents will ignore theif necessary.

Enuresis frequently indicates that a
child desires to remain a baby; or it
mar mean discouragement—that the
child for some reason lacks the desire
to progress; or it may be an attention-
g:etting device. Dr. Helen Woolley of

olumbia Universit%/ states that nine-
ty-five per cent of bed-wetting is psy-

chological. When this diffi-
culty exists, the parents
should avoid shaming the
child as this will only tend
to make him feel inferior.
An effort should be made to
find out what treatment the
child is receiving which can
produce this result. There
may be a new baby of whom
the child is jealous, or a loss
of security due to any of a
number of reasons.

The child’s cooperation can Thumb-sucking is a carry-over from

the nursing period, and is significant
only if it remains a habit after wean-
ing. If a child of five years still sucks
his thumb, he is emotionally a baby.

If the refusals continue, elimitail-biting, like thumb-sucking, means

nate from his diet all items except the
food over which the trouble arises. If
he refuses to eat it, show no feeling
and do no coaxing. After a sufficient
length of time, remove the plate. Give
the “child nothing else to eat until the
next meal. Then serve a small portion
of the food again, making it look appe-
tizing. He is not likely to refuse to eat

4for more than a day or two at most if
1o feeling or anxiety is displayed by
his parents. One child saved herself
when she finally gave in to her hunger
by saying when the familiar carrots
returned at the fourth meal, “I love
my peaches-carrots!”

< Children refuse to eat for many rea-

ra.” |

sons—when they are too tired, or too
excited, or when there is some emo-
tional strain between the parents, or if
the atmosphere at mealtime is for any
reason unpleasant. Under such condi-
tions, refusal to eat is a healthy sign.
Whenever possible, young c%ildren
should eat in a separate room or at a
different hour from the parents. There
should be no audience to encourage the
child to attract attention, nor should
he have the chance to observe the dis-
likes of his parents.

When he eats with his parents he
sees foods he is not permitted to have,
and he often hears conversations he
should not be permitted to hear. And
last of all, their meal hour is usually
too near the child’s bed hour, and the
combination of the meal and excite-
ment often interferes with a restful
sleep. Small children should be per-
mitted to eat with their parents only
as a special treat. At such times they
are likely to be on good behavior and
to call forth few corrections.

Many mothers have difficulty in reg-
ulating”the toilet habits of their chil-
dren. It is quite possible 'to teach them

nothing in itself. Both habits are
merely danger signals tellimi; that some-
thing is wrong with the child’s develop-
ment. Either his environment or his
emotional outlets are not entirely satis-
factory. Anxiety on the part of the
child, or a loss of security due to rigid-
ity of discipline, or tenseness of fam-
ily relations, are often at the root of
nail-biting and thumb-sucking.

In such cases curing the outward
Zymptoms will not clear up the inner

ifficulties; and when parents are con-
fronted with such seemingly simple
problems, they may do well to stop
and review their methods of training
the child, their own attitudes towards
each other, and any possible source of
error which is helping to block the
child’s development.

ABITS have much to do with a
1d’s relationships both inside and

odside his home. If he interferes with

the convenience of adults too much,
or if they cannot solve the problems of
copinf; with him without too much
trouble, they are likely to vent their
impatience on him—toblame him and
make him feel guilty or rebellious. And
if annoying habits really take firm hold
of him, they are bound to be handi-
caps_throughout his life, making him a
misfit. 1t is therefore every parent’s
duty to understand what instincts and
motives are at the root of a child’s
actions, and thus protect him from
future failure.

The years fly swiftly, but to a
mother, "her children are always chil-
dren. She forgets, and really wants to
forget, that everY week means an in-
crease in the child’s independence and
a greater ability to get along without
her. If she is wise, she will help him

[Continued on page 2JJ]
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A GENERAL ELECTRIC PRODUCT-

15h b U K. to buy lamps that will give you all the light you pay
for. Edison MAZDA Lamps, a product of General Electric, are tested
under the requirements of MAZDA Service to give the full value- of the
electric current you usefor lighting.

Good light is one of the most important among your daily neces-
sities. It costs you less than any of the others, except air and water.

If there are children in your home, use plenty of good light froiji
MAZDA Lamps to protect their eyes.

Edison MAZDA Lamps represent the latest achievements of MAZDA*
Service, through which the benefits of world-wide research and exper-
iment in the Laboratories of General Electric are given exclusively to
lamp manufacturers entitled to use the name MAZDA.

*MAZDA—themark o fa researchservice

EDISON MAZDA LAMPS

GENERAL ®

ELECTRIC



The skill
of a good cook

shows best in her use
of' simple foods

Basic Recipe: To revive the fresh,
JUICy tenderness of dried California

Limas, soak in cold water 6 to 8 hours.
Drain. Cover with boiling water, cook-
ing slowly until tender (about jo min-
utes). Add salt after 20 minutes cook-
mg. (Thls a)pplIES either to Large or

leas O'Brien:(lllustrated belcw)
Mix 2 cups cooked dried Limas, |
chopped onion, 2 thsps. chopped p|
ento, |\aup graleF chges/e | cup white
sauce, \4 tsp. salt and '/g ts| T
Placein but&red dish an(?baﬂe o
erate oven (j60° F.) about 20 minutes.

Lima and Tomato Soup: Put
cups cooked Limas, J pints water,
slices onion and 2 sla]ks celery in a

uce pan. Simmer jo minutes, then
rublhrough coarse sieve. Melt 2'tosy ps.

id 2 thsps.. flour, stir until
smooth; add 1'/) cups cooked strained
tomatoes and stir until hot, then add
Lima mixture, | thsp. chcpped green
pper, % tsp. salt and Ig tsp. pepper.
rve with crispcrackers or toaststicks.
Limas adda rich, nut-like flavor to this
oxanyother soup. LimaSoups—smooth,
delicious, appetizing —offer a first
course yourwhole family will enjoy!

LimaT iMBALES:Mlllustrated above)

ub 2 cups cooked Limas through
coarse sieve. Melt 2 tbsps. better; add
2 tbsps. chopped onion, cooklng until
yellow. Add 14 lbsps dour, stir until
ilk, stirring until
creamy. Add pureed leas 1sli ghlly

smooth,add % cup mi

beaten egg, \Z tsp. saltand %

per. Pack in buttered timbale molds
and place in pan of hot water. Bake
in_moderate oven (j6o° F.) about 20
minutes. Turn out and serve with to-
mato sauce. Lima Timbales make an
ideal main-course dish—or fiece de

resistance for the one-course meal!

SEND FOR THIS FREE BOOK

You'll find many addlllonal Lima
recipes in our free }6-page book—one-
dishmeals, main- cnursedlshes salads and
soups. In addition, a number
balanced menus_are given for dlnner
luncheon and Sunday night supper
Write for this free book today! Address
Depa ment 137, CALIFORNIA LIMA

GROWERS ASSOCIATION,
OXNARD CALIFORNIA.

* Acid-ash foods, when eaten in excess, cause Acido:
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«and these Lima dishes

give new interest to
everyday meals

Why do the Food Editors of your favorite magazines give most
attention tofamiliar foods? Because they know that your principal
problem is not how to prepare the occasional fancy food, but how
to serve staple foods every day without sacrificing menu variety.

That's the real test of the home cook’s skill! And it's a test
that Limas help you meet—right through the year. For Limas
offer you three distinct advantages for preparing everyday meals:

First, Limas bring a distinctive, nut-
rich flavor to your table, whether you
serve them alone or in combination
with other foods.

Next, Limas lend themselves to an
unusually Widevariety o f most appetizing
dishes— main-course dishes, one-course
dishes, creamed and scalloped dishes,
soups in wide array, and a great list
of eye-appealing salads.

And third, Limas are one of the most’
easily preparedof ail vegetables. Remem -
ber, Limas need no peeling, no paring,
no cutting. Just put them to soak after
breakfast, and forget them; they’ll be
ready tooo0Kw hen you're ready to prepare
the evening meal. And, by cooking up
more Limas than your recipe requires,

Acidosis

leads to many ills; some annoying, some serious. Dietitians en-
dorse Limas because they are nearly twice as high in alkalinity
as any other vegetable, and from six to seven times as alkaline
as the most popular fruits. Limas will help balance your diet!

you prepare the principal part of to-
morrow’s soup or salad— more time and
work saved!

Yetanother pointaboutLimas— they
are most healthful! e xceptionally high in
proteins,high in vitamins,carbohydrates
and valuable mineral salts, Limas yield
energy, build tissue, and help regulate
body processes. Besides,the alkaline-ash*
of Limas helps neutralize the acid-ash of
other common foods.

Serve Limas frequently in your home
— for taste, variety in the menu, ease of
preparation and for the nourishment
they always give. And, for quality’s sake,
insist upon Seaside Brand, either Large
or Baby Limas. They are especially se-
lected from the finestofCalifornia’scrop.
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MOST persons buying or
building a house is”like a
happy dream. An unusual
arrangement of rooms, or a few

longed-for conveniences, and one is
swept off one's feet; instantly one pic-
tures one’s family comfortably moved
in with every wish fulfilled.

But before you sign the papers
which bind you to the bargain, pause
a moment and consider. Have you
looked into your house’s secrets which
it hides away so carefully under the
flooring, or on the roof, or behind
some partition? Looking at it in sunny
weather, or on a builder’s plan, is see-
ing it with it’s company manners on.
Are you sure that wind and rain and
cold will still find it cosy and smiling?

If you are building a house you can
guard against unpleasant surprises by
anticipating them. But in buying one
already built you should make as thor-
ough an investigation of the construc-
tion as is possible, for there are un-
seen elements which can make or mar
your future comfort.

First there is the foundation. Some-
times it can literally eat up money be-
cause of the nature of the soil. I the
soil is a heavy clay mixture, which
holds dampness a long time, expensive
precautions must be taken. A drain of
agricultural tile may have to be laid
around the footings, and both walls
and floor may have to be damp-
proofed. Unless this is done leaks will
develop during rainy weather or pro-
longed dampness. For these reasons
examine the soil and drainage of a site
as well as its outlook and surroundings
before it _is too late.

Sometimes the masonry foundations
are topped off roughly to receive the
framework of the house, in which case
it is necessary to level the sills by
means of wedges here and there. This
method leaves crevices through which
the wind whistles, making the spaces
under the floors very cold. Such open-
ings should be flushed with cement to
make them air-tight.

By MARCIA MEAD

In the modern house there are many
pipes, tubes and wires which must be
carried within the walls and under the
floors—steam  pipes, water supply
pipes, drains, electric conduits and so
on. Each variety has its own require-
ments. Electric’ wiring must be free
from dampness and so cannot be near
cold water pipes which sometimes
“sweat.” Cold water pipes must not be
near hot water pipes or the water will
be too warm for drinking. Hot water
supplies must provide for continuous
circulation from the boiler to the fix-
tures and back again, if quick and hot
service is desired.

Be sure that the drains are of extra
heavy wrought iron pipe instead of
standard pipe, and that the water sup-
ply pipes, particularly the hot water
pipes, are of brass. For the sake of
economy these “runs” should all be as
short as possible. Bear this in mind
when determining the location of radia-
tors and plumbing fixtures. And after
the pipes are all in place the “fire
stopping” of the wall spaces around
them should be complete—a detail
which is usually forgotten.

The greater part of this installation
work is not difficult to conceal as most
of the connections are small enough to
%o between the studs (uprights which

old the lath-and-plaster partitions).
But the soil pifJes are sometimes more
difficult to place because they are
larger and require six inches of space
instead of four inches, which is the
usual clearance. Soil pipes also ought
to be vertical from cellar to attic; if
branches are necessary they must be
short in order to be concealed inside
the floor construction. Walls should be
thickened where soil pipes are run, and
sometimes it may be necessary to “fur
down” a ceiling or raise the floor of a
bathroom or toilet to take care of a
branch (“offset,” as plumbers call it).

Are you sure
thatwindand
rain and cold
will still find
your new
house cosy and
smiling?

T TELL

Properly installed plumbing should
last for years and give no trouble.
Aside from these necessary in-
stallations there are other features
which at a little more cost are also
desirable to have built in as a part of
the house. The new “fin” radiator can be
enclosed within the four-inch space be-
tween studs, only the grille in the face
of the wall and ‘window sill indicating
its presence. Any type of radiator can
be enclosed in a grilled box and made
to serve as a window shelf or seat or
as a piece of furniture, if set against
the wall.

In expensive residence work where
the margin of expenditure is not so
limited, the radiators should all be
built in. This is simple with brick or
stone walls where the depth is great
enough to receive a radiator, but
where the walls are too thin for this
they should be “furred” (built out)
to a proper thickness. Enclosed radia-
tors are also somewhat more expensive
as they must be from twenty-five to
fiftsgd per cent larger than when ex-
0sed.

If a house is built to last it should
have copper flashings, gutters and
leaders. Lead flashing pulls away from
its mooring by its own weight; even
the best tin disintegrates, and galva-
nized iron loses its protective coating
unless it is kept painted, which is not
possible where it is covered with other
material.

Sometimes a cellar is not necessary,
but, if it is, the usual height of six
feet six inches, or seven feet, from
below the first floor beams may seem
ample on the plan. But after your house
is built, you may be dismayed to find
that the supporting girders, steam-
and-water pipes and drains cut off the
headroom materially. This can be
minimized by better planning of the
installations “or by excavating more
deeply in the first place.

he chimney which extends erect
from cellar to roof, apparently a strong
[Continued on page 128]
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How would you like to know

—[oilywood’s
MAKE-UP
SECRET ?

Max Factor, Hollywoods Make-Up King,
Reveals the Secret and Offers You a Priceless
Beauty Gift. See Coupon.

OLLYWOOD holds a make-up secret...a new
H . discovery in cosmetics which means new beau-
ty, new charm and fascination to you and every
woman. This secret is a new kind of make-up, based
on cosmetic color harmony, the discovery of Max
Factor, Filmland’s genius of make-up.

Blonde, Brunette or Redhead?

“Cosmetics — powder, rouge, lipstick and other
make-up essentials— must be in color harmony, if
beauty is to be emphasized naturally,” says Max
Factor. "Off-colors ruin the life-like effect and detract
from beauty. The different types in blondes, brun-
ettes and redheads must have an individual color
harmony in make-up to bring out personality as well
as alluring beauty.”

Scores and scores of feature pictures...millions of
feet of film...have revealed to you the magic of make-
up by Max Factor. Leading stars...Laura La Plante,
Jeanette Loff, Joan Crawford, Renee Adoree and
scores of others have given you a glimpse of the
faultless beauty to be gained with make-up in correct
color harmony.

And now Max Factor has produced a make-up
for day and evening use, based on his famous discov-
ery, cosmetic color harmony. Adopted almost uni-
versally by leading screen stars, Max Factor’s Society
Make-Up caused a sensation in Hollywood...and it
will be a beauty revelation to you.

Amazing Book Free
Learn Hollywood’s make-up secret. Mail coupon
now to Max Factor, who will analyze your complexion
and chart your own make-up color harmony...FREE.
You’ll also receive his book, “The New Art of Make-
Up”— 48 pages of valuable beauty and make-up hints.

Max Factor’s Society Make-Up

__Cosmetics o f the Stars —HOLLYWOOD
MAIL FOR YOUR COMPLEXION ANALYSIS
M. l\ébxFixiOrAMaxFinuSnﬂcs‘ l-blflyv\ood Calif. lﬁs-lﬁm
Dear Sir: Sendmea imentary copy of 48y “TheNew
Alt of Society NHm-Lpﬂ'J':Tgeiwal s dabieliid il coloi
hamony chart. 1 enclose to cents to cover cost of postage and handling

COMPLEXION COLOR OF EYES LIPS
Moist

COLOR OF LASHES  Dry

Medium SKI

Ruddy COLOR OF HAIR Oily

Dark Dry

Sallow AGE Normal

Olive Answer in spaces with check mark

Name___

Addresi-L

Gty e
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owder

Cleans Teeth as
Nothing Else Can

For Cleaner, Whiter Teeth .

.. do as your dentist does,

when he cleans your teeth—use POWDER

There is nothing known that will clean
and f)olish teeth soquickly and leave them
so gleaming white—as POWDER.

Science has found nothing to take its
place.

That iswhy your dentist, when cleaning
your teeth, as you know—always uses
powder.

Asit is onl?/ the powder part ofany den-
tifrice that cleans, a dentifrice that is ALL
POWDER just naturally cleans best.

Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder IS ALL
POWDER—i00% cleansin% properties.
This is more than twice the cleansing
properties of tooth pastes.

Dull Teeth Become White

Forover SIXTY YEARS-dentists
everywhere have prescribed Dr. Lyon’s
Tooth Powder, because—teeth simply
cannot . . . remain dull and film coated
when it is used.

It cleans off all stains and tartar, and
polishes the teeth in a harmlessand practi-

In use over 60 years

cal way that leaves them sparkling—many
shades whiter.

No Glycerine—No Grit

Beingan ALL POWDER dentifrice, Dr.
Lyon’s contains no glycerine, therefore
does not soften the gums. It is free from
all grit or pumice and cannot possibly
scratch, or Injure, the softest enamel, as
years of constant use have shown.

Dr. Lyon's is the only dentifrice old
enough to prove it can be safely used for
life.

Neutralizes Acids

In addition to cleansing, it is probably
the greatest neutralizer known for ACID
MOUTH, being many times more effective
than Milk of Magnesia.

Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder keeps your
teeth REALLY CLEAN and clean teeth
mean—firm, healthy gums, freedom from
pyorrhea and the least possible tooth de-
cay.

yBrush your teeth with Dr. Lyon's regu-
larly—consult your dentist periodically—
and you will be doing ALL that you can
possibly do, to protect your teeth.

Lasts Longer—Costs Less

Once you use Dr. Lyon's Tooth Powder,
you will never be satisfied to use anythin
else. It leaves your teeth feeling so muc
cleaner, your mouth so refreshed, and your
breath so sweet and pure.

Dr. Lyon’s is not only doubly efficient,
but it costs . . . only half as much ... to
use. Even a small package lasts twice &
long as a tube of tooth paste.
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FIRE OF YOUTH

[Continued from page 13]

“And what about m3/ voice?” coun-
tered Venetia. “I need training every
bit as much as you do.”

He shook his head. “Not quite so
urgently, my child. It wouldnt hurt
you to wait another year.”

She yielded the point with a gri-
mace. Inwardly she admitted the truth
of what he said. Her voice, a big un-
manageable contralto, which suggested
possibilities of wonderful range and
quality, would require very careful
handling at present. Fortunately she
possessed the wisdom of years and a
rare knowledge of her own limitations.

“Oh. I've no illusions about waiting
a year,” she said. “I shall have to wait
ten or twenty years if it depends on
father.”

“May | come in?” The cool, good-
humored tones contrasted sharply with
the children’s angry vehemence.

of the two doors which the
ﬁ ¥1room boasted gave directly on
g

one occasion Aunt Jem had dipped
into her slender capital, surreptitiously
selling some of her securities, in order
to meet some demand that could wait
"no longer.

“But Guy will pay me back some
day,” said Jemima hastily. “There’s
nothing to worry about. Fortunes are
sometimes made, as well as lost, at
Monte Carlo.”

Phil caught a curious flicker in her
eyes, the gleam of a passionate resent-
ment that one did not associate with
Aunt Jem’s even temperament.

Later on, in the evening, when she
and Jemima happened to be alone to-
gether, the remembrance of that sud-
den unexpected look of resentment
prompted her to an impulsive ques-
tion. “Do you think were all of us
wrong about the Parent?” she asked.

“No, | don't think you’re wrong,”
replied Aunt Jem. “You're quite right.
The only difference is that | can find
excuses for Guy. and you cant.”

the garden, and while she had been *“Why can you?” asked Phil slowly.
peaking it had opened to admit a tall For a moment Jemima_remained

woman, nearing middle age, who
paused tentatively on the threshold.

A spontaneous chorus of welcome
greeted her appearance.

“Aunt Jem!”
“Come along in!”
“Sit here.” And Piers and Budge un-

ceremoniously bundled Venetia off the
divan and proceeded to plump up the
cushions for the newcomer.

Jemima Glenville—"“Jem” to every-
one who loved her—was a striking-
looking woman. Iron-gray shingled
hair covered her
well-shaped head
and softened the
contours of a
broad, intelligent
forehead. Her eyes
were gray, of the
same iron-gray as
her hair, and
looked out on the
world with a
shrewd and under-
standing tolerance.

“And what is
this that has so
upset you all?”

“Oh, the usual
thing,” grumbled
Piers. “That the

Parent won't give

any of us a start

in"life. 1 want to paint, and Venetia
wants to sing, and we've about as much
chance of learning how as we have of
swimming the Atlantic.”

“l see. The fires of genius left to
burn untended, in fact.”

Piers flushed under the slightly
quizzical gleam in her eyes. Had it
been anyone else he would probably
have scowled. But Aunt Jem was
priviledged.

“l don’t know about genius,” he an-
swered ruefully. “But at least weve
got a certain amount of talent amongst
us, and it’s simpI%/ running to seed. If
the Parent can afford to live a de luxe
life on the Continent, as he does, and_
to gamble like blazes, he could afford’
to give us each a decent allowance.”

Jemima’s lips quivered an instant.
“I'm sometimes rather afraid your
father cant really afford to live as he
does. You know, now and then, he
doesnt even send me a check for the
household expenses quite as soon as
we actually need it, and—"

“And then you pay up out of your
own pocket,” concluded Phil indignant-
ly. “Of course we know, and hate your
having to do it.”

She would have hated it still more
if she had known that on more than

silent, her eyes averted. Then sud-
denly her clear, candid gaze met Phil’s
very directly.

“Because he was the man | loved,”
she said simply.

Phil gasped. She had never dreamed
of such a thing.

“You—you were once in love with
the Parent?” she stammered.

Aunt Jem nodded. A characteristic
smile flitted across her face.

“Yes. Is it so very surprising? |
was young once, you know.”
“T hen why—
then why—"
“Why" didnt |

marry “him? For
the simple reason
that he happened
to be in love with
Monica.”

In spite of her
simple explanation
there was an un-
derlying quiver in
Jemima’s voice,
and all at once Phil
realized how much
of tragedy and
heartbreak must
have lain hidden
all these years be-
hind her busy,
practical life.

“Oh, Aunt Jem ... "

“My dear, dont look so distressed.
It’s an old story now, dead and buried
years ago. And 1’d no business to have
resurrected the ghost for your benefit.
Just forget”—with a smile—“that
you've had a peep behind the scenes.”

But Phil was not likely to forget. It
isn't easy to forget the sudden vision
of a hidden sacrifice.

EEK had elapsed since Guy

etherby’s departure for the Con-

nt, and life at the Grange had re-

suied the even tenor of its way. No
Wetherby child could be depressed as
long as there was a sea to swim in or

to sail a boat on.
But this morning when Phil, arrayed
in bathing-suit and peignoir, descended
the cliff path to the beach, she could
see that a rather rough and tumble
playmate awaited her. Although the
sun shone brilliantly overhead, a gale
had been blowing during the night and
big breakers were still rolling in onto
the shore. Piers and Budge, late in get-
ting ready, had told her to go on ahead,
promising to overtake her. So she loi-
tered slowly down the zigzag path, wait-
ing for them, her eyes straying idly
[Continued on page 80]
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Virginia Farmer plays the part of
Aunt Martha Thompkins. She has al-
ways known “Vaseline” Petroleum
Jelly, she says, but since she has been
broadcasting she uses it more faithfully
than ever. Her favorite use of it is to
keep her hands soft and the cuticle firm
and unbroken. She applies it generous-
ly at night and rub's on a little whenever
she washes her hands.

Instead of being adorned with judicial
whiskers, Edwin Whitney, who plays
the parts of Judge Whipple, Bill Per-
kins and Grandpa Overbrook, is clean-
shaven, hy the “Vaseline” method. He
uses “Vaseline” Jelly before lathering
and declares he never found shaving so
easy and smooth before. It prevents
razor pull and heals any little nicks.

Mrs. Watts, the cockney boarding-house
keeper, is really Phoebe Mackay from
England, although the accent is only
good acting. She keeps her throat in
good condition for her funny songs by
taking a spoonful of pure “Vaseline”
Petroleum Jelly occasionally.

© Cheaebrough Mfg. Co. Consd, II

jhey recommend

eet

And here is George Frame Brown—Uncle
Matt—originator and moving spirit of Real
Folks. Mr. Brown speaks for himself and
the cast—“We enjoy the Monday night
programs just as much as you folks do
who listen in and write us such nice letters.
Those letters are a real inspiration to us
all and we also appreciate the many fine
suggestions they contain for new uses of
‘Vaseline’ Preparations. It’s areal pleasure,
too, to work with the Chesebrough Mfg.
Co., Cons’d, and to recommend their splen-
did ‘Vaseline’ Products, which we person-
ally find so useful.”

“Aw Gee, Aunt Marthy,” says Elmer. “You
needn’t fuss about that little old bump—
just put some ‘Vaseline’ Jelly on it” Four-
teen-year-old Tommy Brown, the EImer of
Real Folks, knows that this is the best
treatment for the many little hurts a rough-
and-tumble boy is bound to get.

"Real

Thompkins Corners,
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Folks" of
U.S.A.

"Real Folks” Program is Broadcast Every
Monday Night at 9:30 P.M. Eastern Standard

Time, Over Stations—

Wiz New York
WBZA  Boston
WBZ Springfield
WHAM Rochester
KDKA Pittsburgh
WIR Detroit
WLW Cincinnati

8:30 P. M.
Central Standard Time
KYWwW Chicago
KWK St. Louis
WREN Kansas City

through the courtesyo fthe Chesebrough Mfg.
Co., Cons’d, 17 State Street, New York, N. Y.

Elsie May Gordon— Mrs. Stevens, Modiste—
is the mother of a young son on whom she
demonstrates most effectively the many uses
of “Vaseline” Petroleum Jelly for baby care.
It prevents many a case of sniffles, she says,
and is so soothing after the bath.

Fred Tibbetts and Tony are played by G.
Underhill Macy, whose country home is his
absorbing interest outside of the studio. He
says he couldn’t keep his garden tools in
working order unless he used “Vaseline” Jelly
to prevent rust and corrosion. He coats them
with it when they are not in use

"Vaseline" Products and what's more they use them
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These simple health
rules, .help you fight

t colds or flu—is to take action againtt
cidosis. That is the word of high medi-

- of the moft important things you
Qn do—both to prevent and to cor-

cal authority.

Acidosis simply means that the body is
less alkaline than it should be. It is pres-
ent with every common cold, and may
even cause colds. It weakens the body’s
power to throw off germs— lowers re-
sistance. Thus colds get Parted; then
“hang on”"—get worse instead of better.

The Warning Signals

Acidosis announces itself through such
familiar symptoms as chronic tiredness,
headaches, nervousness, sour scomach,
sleeplessness and loss of appetite. Its moft
common cause is too much good and
necessary but acid-forming food (meat,
bread, eggs, fish and cereals), and not
enough alkaline-region food (oranges,
lemons, other fruits, vegetables and milk).

Although acid to the taste, oranges and
lemons have an alkaline reaction in the
body. They build up the body’s normal
alkaline reserve— and its resistance to
disease. Oranges and lemons are among
the moil potent preventives and cor-
rectives of Acidosis known to medical
science.

These are simple and delicious forms of
protection that medical authority recom-
mends: First, three full-sized glasses of
orange juice a day, orange salads and des-

serts and lemonade; also— lemon in tea,
in salad dressings and as a garnish.

Corrective Measures

At the first sign of a cold, go home as
quickly as possible. Take a hot bath and
get into a warm bed at once. Then drink
afull glass of hot lemonade. The “sweat-
out” that follows will eliminate poisons.
In the morning, pour the juice of one
lemon into a half glass of water. Stir in
a half teaspoon of baking soda. Drink it
while it effervesces. Repeat three times a
day until all cold symptoms disappear.
Also, see your dodtor before colds become
serious.

Oranges and lemons are important in
preventing constipation. And the gener-
ous quantities of liquid are helpful in
checking fever. Also, they furnish essen-
tial minerals, and vitamins A, B and C.

To assure richest juice and finest flavor
in your fruit, look for the name*“SunkiSt”
on the skin and wrapper of Oranges; on
the wrapper of Lemons. “SunkiSt” is your
guarantee of uniform quality.

FREE BOOK

Please send the coupon now for your
free copy of “Telling Fortunes with
Foods,” endorsed by high medical au-
thority. This interesting book discusses
Acidosis in detail and lists normal anti-
acidosis and Safe Reducing menus.

© 1930CFG.1

Dietetic Research Dept., California Fruit Growers Exchange,
Div. 603, Box 530, Station “C,” Los Angeles, California.

Please send me, without charge, a copy of your book, Telling Fortunes with
Foods. You may also send your new free catalog of Sunkist Health Hints and

Household Accessories.

- Street—

City—

_ State—
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[Continued from page 78]

?Iong the stretch of sea and shore be-
low.

All at once she paused, her gaze con-
centrating abruptly. A couple of hun-
dred yards from the shore a huge,
pyramid-shaped rock reared itself out
of the water, and around it the sea
swirled boisterously and at certain
tides, balked by the obstacle, swung
past it and raced onward in a danger-
ous current which any swirpmer who
knew the coast was careful to avoid.

And it was in this direction that
Phil’s attention was focused. She could
discern a man’s head there, sometimes
a head and shoul-
ders, bobbing up
and down amongst
the waves, and she
wondered  rather
anxiously if he
were aware of the
risk he was run-
ning.

Then suddenly
she saw him throw
his arm up as
though trying to attract attention from
the shore. Perhaps he shouted for help
at the same time. If so, the roar of
the waves drowned the sound of his
voice. The next moment, even as she
watched him, he sank out of sirqht S

With a cry of horror, she flung off
her peignoir, and started running down
the winding path to the shore. A mo-
ment later she had leaped into the
water. It seemed almost as though the
big waves thundering on the shore de-
liberately fought to keep her back,
beating against her and breaking over
her head.”When the man's body rose
again to the surface it lay floating only
a few strokes away from her. There
was no need to uttér any warning. He
was quite unconscious, tossing help-
lessly on the water. In the brief mo-
ment which elasped before she reached
his side, Phil's mind subconsciously
registered the fact that he was young
—quite young.

Somehow she managed to get hold of
him and grip him firmly.

She could see Piers and Budge swim-
ming strongly toward her. They had
sprinted along the shore and entered
the water some distance lower down,
so that the current, which ran almost
ﬁarallel with the coast, was bearing
er and her helpless burden towar
them. Presently came voices, the touch
of hands. Piers was speaking to her.

T go, Phil. Budge and | can man-
age him.” Then, with a sudden

hocked change of tone: “Gosh,

he’s Igione!”

Mechanically Phil relinquished her
burden and swam beside her brothers
as they supported the unconscious man
between them. Before long they were
out of the swiftly-running current and
soon after within standing depth, and
eager figures came plunging in from
the shore to help. One of the first to
draw level with them was a burly
Torrenby fisherman.

Meanwhile, with a few final strokes
Phil gained the shore and stood still,
dully  watching the fisherman and
Budge as they staggered out of the
water together, bearing between them
the limp body of the man whose _life
she had tried so hard to save. Then
everything began to sway and whirl
round her. the sun suddenly vanished
out of the sky, and an immense dark-
ness descended and swallowed her up.

“Here, hold up, old thing. Drink
this!”

The words slowly penetrated Phil’s
numbed consciousness and obediently
she opened her mouth and drank.

“What on earth’s happened?” she
spluttered, pushing aside the flask of
brandy which Piers was still holding
beneath her nose. “Did | faint?”

“Not quite. Just lost grip for a mo-
ment, that's all,” answered Piers.

Recollection was beginning to come
back to her, growing clearer, recollec-
tion of a rough sea and her struggle
to reach the man who was tossin
about in it, of a blank, livid face an

sagging limbs.

“Is—is he dead?”

Piers glanced round over his shoul-
der. “l dont know,” he said. “He

looked pretty near
it. The doc’s with
him now and
they’re trying to

bring him round
with artificial
breathing.”

She followed the

direction of his

glance to where a

small crowd of

people had col-

lected. With an effort she struggled to

her feet. “I’'m going to find out,”
she said.

Together they walked toward the
Froup of people, which gave way a
ittle. “Will he live?” Phil asked. The
grizzled doctor, still mopping his fore-

ead with his handkerchief, looked
down at her.

“Difficult to say yet,” he responded
gruffly. “It’s touch and go. Anyway,
if he does, he’ll owe his life to you.
young woman. |’'m proud of you, Phil
—didnt pull you through measles and
whooping-cough for nothing! Do you
know who he is?”

“No.”

“Nor does anyone else, apparently.”

ST then Phil’s ears caught a low,
usky murmur which gradually in-
eased until it became a sterforous,
zing noise, as though someone
were being suffocated and the strangled
breath were t ingbto tear and rend its
way through the blocked passages.

“He's da/ing!" she cried strickenly.

Followe udge’s familiar voice.
“He’s not, you idiot. He's just begin-
nins% to breathe.”

e turned to him incredulously.

“Are you sure?”

“’Course |I’'m sure.”

Friendly arms were supporting the
man in a” half-sitting position to ease
his labored breathing, while others
were rubbing his limbs. Suddenly he
lifted one of his arms and attempted
feebly to push the flask aside. It was
the first movement he had made of
his own volition.

“Did you see that. Budge?” Phil ex-
claimed excitedly. “He moved! He is
going to live, after all.”

As she spoke, the man who was slow-
ly and painfully returning from the
gates of death opened his eyes, seem-
ing to look straight at her. They were
dark blue—that much Phil noticed be-
fore the black-fringed lids fell quietly
over them again as though too weary
to stay open.

“Bring him up to the Grange and
Aunt Jem and | will look after him,”
Phil called to Dr. Brodie.

Jemima happened to be crossing the
drive on her way into the house as a
car swept up and drew to a standstill,
and at the sight of Phil and the doctor
and the accompanying stretcher with
that still figure lying on it, she uttered
a cry of alarm.

Dr. Brodie quickly recounted the
morning's happenings, and Jemima

[Continued on page 82]
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To Rid Teeth
of Destructive Germs

Remove film twice every day

that is found by dental research
to discolor teeth and foster seri-
ous tooth and gum disorders.

FREE... a 10-day tube of Pepsodent

It will cost you nothing for 10 days’ supply of this special film-remov-

ing tooth paste.

Discolorations disappear. Teeth find new protection.

the teeth and gums without dislodging it effectively.
That is why all ordinary methods fail in Combating film

quent bleeding. Or aches and sensitiveness to hot

E you noticed what you believe to be symp-
oms” of pyorrhea? — Spongy, pale, soft gums,

cold drinks that usually spell decay? If you have,

it is time to see your dentist.
. Itisalso time to change your method of tooth clean-
ing, for decay results from germs — pyorrhea from
erms and tartar. Now germs can be effectively com-
ated by a special method that removes from teeth
the cloudy film in which they breed. To show you
what happens when germ-laden film is removed regu-
larly, please accept afree supply of the scientific tooth
paste, Pepsodent.
80% of common dental ills
now laid to germs

Certain germs are Ipresent in tooth decay. Other types
in pyorrhea; still another kind in trench mouth.
Authorities believe that 8 dental troubles out of 10
are caused by bacterial infection.
. Germs are covered and imprisoned bl¥ a dingy, cling-
ing coating on the teeth and gums called film. There
they breed by millions in contact with teeth and tissues.

Germ-laden film fills every tiny crevice_in enamel.
It clings so tightly that you may brush until you harm

Remove film a different ‘way

To reach and remove these germs, film must be com-
bated. To remove film dental authorities developed
the different acting tooth paste, Pepsodent.

First, Pepsodent curdles film, then light brushing
easily removes it . . . $afelﬁ, ?ent_iy. No pumice, harm-
ful grit or crude abrasive, but a fine creamy paste com-
monly prescribed for soft teeth and tender gums.

When shall ‘we send your supply?

You can tell that Pepsodent is different from all other
wz%\?/s the instant it touches your teeth. Can see the
difference in results before your free tube is empty.
Here is a way to lovelier teeth plus far
greater protection from these seri-
ous diseases. Write to nearest
address immediately for
your supply to try.
Use Pepsodent
twice a day. See
our dentist at
east twice ayear.

AMOS V ANDY

Have Become America's Favorite Radio Entertainers

Laughs and tears make
the experiences of these
two boys part of your
own daily life. Children
will enjoy them too.
- Tune in every night
except Sunday at

stations operating on Eastern time
on stations operating on Central time
t—8:30 p. m.. Pacific time

Mail coupon to
The Pepsodent Co.,
Dept. 123. 919 N. Michigan Ave..
Chicago, 111, U. S. A

81

Name...

City

Other Offices: The Pepsodent Co,.

ég} (égor e St. ...Toronto 2, Ont,, Can
ndi n, .

a St.... ...London, E.C. 3, Eng
tAustralia), Ltd., 72Wentworth Av. Sydney, N. S. W.
Only one tube to a family

kevel
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Cinnamon Waffles
Cheese Waffles
Rice Waffles
Short Cake
Tea Cake
Muffins
Tarts

1L of these and many other
kinds of crispy, golden-brown waffle
cakes and dainties are baked with
little effort and consummate skill
ina UNIVERSAL Waffle lron—
at the dining table or tea wagon, to
the delighted astonishment of the
family and guests alike
If you are in need of a new waffle
iron, take advantage of the

Special Sale
DURING FEBRUARY
UNIVERSAL Waffle Iron

(Ilustrated above)
ONLY *1150

Atvour nearest Universal Dealer’s

This $15.00 value UNIVERSAL
W affle Iron has never before sold

during campaigns for less than
$13.50— and at this special sale
price it is a waffle iron value with-
out equal

—An Automatic Heat Indicator tells
when grids are ready for batter

—Non-sticking, Die-cast Grids re-
quire no grease

—An Extra-wide Patented Expansion
Hinge allows batter to rise

— Beautiful Designing, including neat
tray base, lends itself delightfully
to table cookery

—A UNIVERSAL Waffle Iron Recipe
Book is included FREE.

Show this advertisement to your UNIVERSAL Dealer
or tell him about it and hr will be to demonstrate
this marvelous UNIVERSAL Waffle Iron—do it today,
before it is too late!

Landers, Frary & Clark, New Britain, Conn.

Master Metalsmiths for over Three-quarters
ofa Century

needed nothing further to
open the doors of her capa-
cious heart.

“Oh, poor boy! . .. And
Phil saved him!™ Her voice
fairly %Iowed. “You did quite right to
bring him here, Luke— quite Tight.
Carry him in at once, and 11l have
everything ready for him in no time.
Come along and help Phil.”

Late in the evening Aunt Jem, satis-
fied that for the moment all was well
with her patient, slipped away down-
stairs in search of a much-needed meal,
while Phil kept solitary vigil in the
sick-room.

Some time had elapsed since there
had been any movement from the
bed. Almost, it seemed to Phil’s
strained and overtired nerves, there
was a queer, oppressive stirlessness, as
though the man who lay there had
ceased to breathe. She turned swiftly,
filled with sudden panic, to find that
his eyes were wide open and that he
was curiously regarding her.

“What is it?” she asked gently. “Do
you want anything?”

The dark blue eyes looked up at her.
Then his lips moved.

“I've seen you before,” he said at
last, in a voice made very low by
weakness.

“Yes,” she
waited.

His brows drew together painfully.

“Where?”

And Phil, thinking it better to give
him the simple truth, responded
evenly. “This morning, when they
were bringing you round. The cur-
rent had carried you away—do you
remember? My brothers and | were
able to give you a hand to shore.”

“So it was you?” A faint, tired
little smile curved his lips. “I’'m glad
it was you.” his hand |

He put out his hand gropingly,
and Phpil took it and helg f? ?—ﬁls
eyes closed contentedly, and pres-
ently, his hand still clasping hers, he
fell “asleep.

MIMA was sitting in the library,
restling with the household ac-

replied quietly. And

unts, when Luke Brodie made his

ppearance at the Grange bright and
early the following day.

“Good-morning, maam. And how’s
my patient?” he demanded.

Jemima took no immediate notice of
his entry.

“Nine and six—fifteen. That’s fif-
teen pounds, four shillings and six-
ll)_ence,“ she went on firmly, out loud.

hen she jotted down the total and
rose to greet the newcomer. “Luke, |
wish there was some miraculous way
of making money go about twice as
far as it does.”

He took her outstretched hand with
a smile.

“Youre only one of a crowd in
that.” He paused, then went on with
sudden irritation: “Why do you do it,
Jem?”

“Do what?”

“Spend your whole life trying to put
right all the things Wetherby leaves
undone, wear yourself out doing it?
For that’s what it amounts to. They’re
his children, not %/ours. Why wont
ou leave them on his hands and make
im shoulder his own responsibilities?”

She regarded him gravely.

“Luke, you and | have both wasted
our time if we haven't yet learned that
you can’t make people undertake their
responsibilities if they don’t want to,
and dont mean to. So don't talk non-
sense any more, but come along up-
stairs and interview your patient.”

He shrugged his shoulders resigned-
ly. “All right, obstinate woman. What
sort of night did he have?”

Jemima smiled dryly.

“Excellent, thanks, to Phil.”

“Thanks to Phil?”

FIRE OF YOUTH

[Continued from page 50]

“Yes. When | went up to his room
late in the evening there she was on
her knees by his bed, and the boy
sound asleep, holding her hand. Hed
dropped like that, and, afraid of
waking him by removing it, the child
had remained in the same position un-
til her limbs were so cramped | had
to help her to stand up.”

Brodie nodded contentedly.

“Plucky kid, Phil,” he commented.
Adding abruptly: “More like you, Jem,
than any of the others, bless her. Hope
she’ll strike it luckier in life than
you’ve done.”

“I hope she will.”

He had turned to open the door for
her. but now he Eaused, his fingers on
the latch. “Think you'll ever change
your mind, and let me look after you?”
he asked gruffly.

HE smiled a little.

“No, Luke.” She shook her head
quite decidedly. “Guy’s children are
my job in life. And 1 think they al-
ways will be.”

A few minutes later Brodie was
standing at the bedside of the invalid,
Jelrpima having discreetly effaced her-
self.

“Well, %oung man,” he said, “you
appear to be coming along very nicely.
You'll be downstairs tomorrow.”

The dark head on the pillow stirred
abruptly. “How—how did | get here?
Yesterday seems all muddled. And the
lady who brought in my breakfast van-
ished so quickly 1’d no chance of ask-
ing her anything ... | dont even know
where | am.”

Luke pulled up a chair and sat down.
“You’re at Wetherby Grange,” he be-
gan in a pleasantly conversational
note. “When you were bathing yester-
day you got caught in the current that
sweeps round Gull Rock, and Phil
Wetherby swam out to help you. She
and her brothers got you back to shore.
And as no one knew who you were or
where you came from, we rou%ht you
here for the time being and Phil and
her aunt have been looking after you.
Now, perhaps”—with a smile—"you
can supply the missing information.”

With an effort Dr. Brodies patient
pro%ged himself up on his elbow.

“Good Lord, my people will be in
the most awful stew!” he ejaculated.
“They’ll wonder what on earth has
happened. They were expecting to see
me yesterday—l was going to spend
my holidays with them.”

“And you get yourself nearl
drowned by way of a good beginning,”
commented Brodie dryly. “Where do
your folks live, by the way?”

“About a mile out of Torrenby. Per-
haps you know them—Dick Matheson
and his wife? She’s my half-sister.”

“l know them by name, though |
have never met them yet,” Dr. Brodie
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said. “I'll telephone Mrs.
Matheson at once. But who
am | to say that welve
found, by the way?”
“My name's Terry—
Terry Maclean. 1’'m terribI% sorry to
be such a nuisance to everybody. And
—and look here,” he went on’ rather
shyly. “Did Miss Wetherby run any
d—any risk in fetching me’in yester-
ay?”

“She ran a verY big risk,” answered
the doctor frankly. *The Gull Rock
race, as we call it here, is the most
dar'l%erous current along the coast.”

aclean was silent a moment. Then

he said quietly: “May | see her?”

“Later on "you shall. But you've
talked enough for the present. Drink
this and try to go to sleep for a bit.
And don’t worry—I"ll let your people
know you're safe and sound.” Luke
marched across the room and pro-
ceeded to draw down the blinds, shut-
ting out the morning sunlight which
was streaming in through the windows.

And Terry Maclean, entirely con-
trary to his own expectations, was
sound asleep within ten minutes of the
doctor’s departure.

When he awoke, rather more than
two hours later, it was to meet the
glance of a pair of somewhat quizzical
%ray eyes that were looking down at

im very kindly.

“Hullo,” he ‘muttered sleepily.

“Hullo,” replied a woman’s voice,
with a good-humored composure
about it that conveyed a curiously
pleasant sense of reassurance. “How
are you feeling now?”

Terry, suddenly becoming wide
awake, smiled up into her gray eyes.
He had a very engaging smile.

“I'm feeling top-hole,” he said. “I
say, | simply dont know how to
thank you for all your kindness—all
you've done for me.”

“Then dont try,” replied Aunt
Jem, as she hastily banked up an-
other pillow at his back. “There’s not

an atom of need. Mr. and Mrs.
Matheson have telephoned that
they’re coming around to see you
this afternoon.”

Once again his charming smile
flashed out.

“You'l have to put up with another
dose of gratitude again, then,” he in-
formed her teasingly. “Little as you
might think it, 1 happen to be the un-
deserving apple of my sister’s eye.”

“Hump! Most of you men are
luckier than you deserve to be,” was
all Jemima vouchsafed in response.
But inwardly she reflected that Terry
Maclean was likely to be the apple
of more than one woman’s eye before
he was through with life. About twen-
ty-five or six, she supposed, and extra-
ordinarily good-looking with his dark
hair and brows and those dangerously
expressive blue eyes of his, plus a
smile that would melt a heart of stone.
And few women’s hearts are made of
substance hard enough to resist such a
combination.

turned to leave the room when
is voice came once more, this time
h becoming meekness.
lease, mayn't | see the lady who

saved me from a watery grave? She
may—possibly—Ilike to know | appre-
ciate her kindness. Even if she does-
n’t, I'm afraid | shall have to get it
off my chest sooner or later.”

Jemima regarded him with a glint
of amusement in her eyes. “Very
well,” she agreed. “I’ll send Phil up
for a few minutes. After which"—
firmly—*“you’ll eat your lunch and go
to sleep again until your sister comes
to see you.”

“I will. | promise.”

The minutes seemed to crawl by af-
ter Jemima had left the room, but

[Continued on page 90]
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Jergens Lotion

softens and whitens

When you are wearing the delicate frocks, the gleaming jewels, of formal
evening occasions—your hands and arms must have a matching loveli-
ness. Beautiful whiteness, exquisite texture, follow the regular use of
Jergens Lotion. Women everywhere are using this fragrant healing

preparation to keep their skin smooth and fresh—delightful to the touch.

Two Famous Ingredients give
this preparation almost instant power
to soften and whiten your skin

Perhaps you despair sometimes of ever having
lovely white hands—

But the first time you use Jergens Lotion, you
feel—no matter how rough and dry your skin has
become—that here at last is real help and encour-
agement.

The momentyou apply this healing preparation,
the parched tissues relax; your skin becomes
smooth and supple, pleasant to the touch. Aftera
week’s use the whole texture of your skin shows
a marked improvement. Hands that were rough

and chapped become soft and smooth—every bit
of harshness and irritation gone. By using Jergens
Lotion every time you have had your hands in
water, you can keep them in exquisite condition
—velvety soft, dazzlingly white.

Because of its wonderful help in keeping their
hands smooth and white—thousands of women
have also begun to use Jergens Lotion as a regu-
lar accessory of the hath, to give their arms, back,
neck, shoulders, the lovely smoothness, the gleam-
ing whiteness, that are beautiful and necessary
with evening dress.

Two famous skin restoratives, used in medicine
for generations, give Jergens Lotion its special
quality of softening and whitening the skin. Blend-

ed with other healing ingredients, they form a
fragrant, silvery liquid—easy to apply, for itleaves
no stickiness. Your skin absorbs it instantly.

Cet a bottle of Jergens Lotion today, and see
what comfort and beauty it will give your hands
this winter! 50 cents at any drug store or toilet
goods counter.

Free enow trial bottle *beautiful booklet

The Andrew Jergens Co., 3505 Alfred Street, Cincinnati, Ohio

Please semi me—free—the new large-size trial bottle of Jergens Lotion, and
the booklet, “Eight Occasions if hen Your Shin Needs Special Protection”

Address.

City__
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HOW TO MAKE YOUR
LIVING ROOM LOOK NE

E most interesting problems in house furnishings
are those of refurnishing. When everything can.
purchased new, very little ingenuity is needed. But

By MARGERY TAYLOR

to give an assembly of furniture which one is quite bored

with, a new and enticing air, clever manipulation and
careful plans are necessa?/.

In almost nine out of ten homes the living room
furnishings center around a three-piece suite. This makes
the first problem one of arrangement. Do not take its
ﬁresent position as the most satisfactory; a successful

ome decorator is never smugly content with things as
they are, but is always ready for improving changes. The
davenport should be tried in several positions; in front
of fireplace, against a blank wall, or in front of a group
of windows. But regardless of its Fosition in the room
it should always be placed parallel to the walls and
under no circumstance on an angle across one corner. A
pleasing balance can be made by flanking the davenport
with end tables and lamps, though a long table behind
it for the lamps is an equally comfortable (};]rouping and
just as convenient for reading. One of the chairs of
the suite may be grouped with the couch and the other
one should be placed on the opposite side of the room.
In a small or medium-sized room it may be wise to
separate all three pieces in order to relieve an effect
of heaviness or overcrowding.

Greater latitude will be given in developing the
color scheme if the plain sides of the cushions of the
suite are turned up. Then instead of using the same

colored pillows on all the pieces use pillows of one color
on the avenBort and a contrasting color on the chairs.
Thus, on a brown davenport green and gold pillows
would be attractive and rust colored ones could.be used
on the chairs.

If your furniture is slightly worn, slip covers offer an
effective means of transformation; not the loose dingy
covers which were used as a protection against dust
when houses were closed for the summer, but trim, well
tailored ones for.all year round use.

For slip covers select a cretonne or chintz with a well
covered ground; use it on the davenport and one chair,
or on the two chairs. Cover the odd piece in a heavy

Diagonal paper and gay chintz create
a perfect background for old furniture

linen, cotton crash or rep which picks up one of the
colors in the chintz. In this way a pleasant distribution
of plain and patterned surfaces’is achieved.

If the upholstering is figured or if chintz slif) covers
are used a painted wall or plain paper is advisable. How-
ever, with the much used rose taupe upholstering, indi-
vidual results may be obtained by selecting one of the
charming new papers for the walls. In the room illus-
trated above, an interesting scenic paper was chosen.
The delicacy of the desi%n makes a pleasing contrast
with the furniture, and the beige and rust color-notes
combine charmingly with the brown, rust, gold and blue
stripes of the cotton rep draperies. Gleaming brass
lamp bases and accessories add a sparkling air.

The bookcase and desk grouping in the same illus-
tration would be a particularly good arrangement for a
room having no fireplace. Books always create a friendly
atmosphere and the upper shelves offer an excellent

opportunity for still life pictures of candlesticks, pot-

tery and bric-a-brac which various members of the
family have collected. These should be arranged with
careful attention to color and form, so that the final
plan might really serve as an artist’s study. The pots
of growing ivy should also be noted. Ivy is so easily
cared for that no living room seems quite complete
without these glistening green leaves.

If you are adding any new pieces of furniture, con-
sider "small tables; few rooms have enough for real

convenience. New lamps also offer [Turn #>page 148]
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K.eoehler announces
3 new and amazing VALUE STANDARDS

T Ogive you a safe and sure guide to

dependable furniture quality at mod-
erate prices; to make it impossible for
cheaply made living room furniture to
successfully masquerade as reliable mer-
chandise; Kroehler has created the three
new "Value Standards” illustrated.

Each of these specialized groups offers
you the very maximum ofproved quality
for the money. Whether you .select the
highest or the lowest price, each piece em-
bodies the two basic features of Kroehler
quality construction —a non-warping
frame of finest hardwood — the patented
Kroehler Spring Steel Underconstruction.

Only the vast resources and facilities of
the eleven great Kroehler factories could
make these revolutionary values possible.

One typical suite of each price group is
illustrated. Hundreds of other attractive
styles are now being shown by Kroehler
dealers everywhere.

See and compare these sensational
"super-values” before you spend your
furniture money. If you do not know a
nearby Kroehler dealer write us. We will
send you his name and address —and
a free copy of our booklet, "Enjoyable
Living Rooms by Kroehler,” at once.

STERLING QUALITY SUITE No. 445

LIVING ROOM FURNITURE

No. 237 —Typical two-piece suite from the Standard
Quality line. Large sofa of serpentine design and extra
deep cushioning. Smart button-back chair to match.
Coveredall around in rich taupe mohair with reversible
cushions of colorful jacquard mogquette. Same suite
available in many other beautiful colors. Kroehler non-
warping hardwood frame ami patented Spring Steel
Underconstruction. Davenport bed in place of sofa at
small extra cost. The two pieces priced d*

at only §150. Extra chair to harmonize, *

where three pieces are desired, §48.50

No. 445—A super-value at the moderate price quoted

Largeilavenport and matching button-back chair. Smart-
looking extended front design. All around covering of
apricot mohair with harmonizing, colorful figured jac-
quard moquette on reversible cushions. Kroehler non-
warping frame of finest hardwood. Patented Spring
Steel Underconstruction. Davenport bed in place ofsofa
at slight extra cost. Two pieces, only

§190. Extra matching chair tocomplete #

a three-piece suite where desired, §63

No. 939 —Kroehler's very finest. Luxurious sofa and
button-back chair to match. Covered all around in rich
silver taupe mohair. Reversible cushions ofjacquard
moquette. Kroehler non-warping hardwood frame. Pat-
ented Spring Steel Underconstruction. Davenport bed
in place ofsofaatslightly higher cost. Mayalso be had in
a choice of many other attractive cover- <»

ings. The two pieces, §230. Lounge chair

No.8956 in figured green tapestry, §75

Allpricesslightlyhigher west o fRockies and in Canada

KROEHLER MFG. CO., CHICAGO, ILL.

or STRATFORD, CANADA
Factoriesat: Chhago. I11.: Naperville, 111.; Kankakee. I11.; Bradley, 111;
Dallas.Tex.: Binghamton, N. Y.: 1.0s Angeles, Cal.; San Francisco. Cal.;
Cleveland, O. Canadian Factories: Stratlord, Ont. and Montreal, Quc.

KROEHLER

& DAVENPORT BEDS



tis not only quiet now
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... butwill remain quiet always

because
all the machinery
is sealed up tight,
hermetically sealed
...and permanently
oiled

HOWmany claims you hear
about quiet refrigerators! Almost any new re-
frigerator is quiet. But how are you going to
pick the one that will stay quiet always?

Step into a General Electric showroom, and
your question will be answered. There you
will see how quietly a General Electric Refrig-
erator may be expected to run in your home
—not merely for a week or two, but for years.

The General Electric Company would not
claim that any make of refrigerator is "absolutely
silent.”” Silence is a big word. Even the flame
of your gas stove is not absolutely silent. As a
test, turn on the gas. Hear its hissing as it
rushes through the jets! So we avoid such rash
words as "absolute silence.” But quietness—
incredible quietness—we promise you. Quietness
the day you buy, and quietness always.

On top o feach General Electric Refrigerator
is a round steel casing scarcely bigger than a
hat box. Within it there is sealed the entire
mechanism that will operate the General Elec-
tric Refrigerator for years—quietly, economi-
cally, dependably—without a thought or worry.

GENERAL

And sealed up with it is a permanent oil sup-
ply, assuring you of that same smooth quiet-
ness, that dependable service always. Dirt, that
causes wear and noise, is shut outside forever.
Moisture, rust—the beginnings of breakdowns
and repairs—can never get within. General
Electric mechanism is sealed up tight—hermeti-
callysealed—not only against noise, but against
trouble and expense.

Of the hundreds of thousands of General
Electric Refrigerator owners, not one has paid a
solitary cent for service!

Far desaiptive boddet, wite Ssdian N -3, Hedtric
Refrigaation Dgoartnat, Gaerd Hedric Gy,
HamaRildrg dedad Gia
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Quietness
is just ONE advantage

READ THESE OTHERS

All machinery hermetically
sealed in one steel casing and
PERMANENTLY oiled
. Low running cost—a fewcents a

day.

. Anaccessiblefreezing regulator.
An all-steel, warp-proof cabinet.
Sanitary, all-porcelain chilling
chamber.
Foodstorageareamostspacious.
Mounted on legs—easy toclean.
Electrical, therefore modern.
Backed by the most comprehen-
sive guarantee ever given a re-
frigerator.

ELECTRIC

ALL-STEEL REFRIGGKATOR
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HAVE YOU HEARD THE LATEST

fN THESE enlightened
days no business man
can afford to let his
work go on year after year
without a change; ever{ so often he
must pause to take stock of his prog-
ress. He cannot ignore new inventions
nor be tied to old-time devices, for he
knows that his competitors are increas-
ing their output and making money by
modern methods.

A homemaker’s problem, though on
a smaller scale, is similar. By con-
stantly improving her methods of work
she can save time, strength, and per-
haps money. Isnt it worth while, then,
to ask ourselves once in a while
whether we are doing the routine jobs
of laundering, cleanin% and dishwash-
ing as intelligently as they can be done?

Suppose We consider laundry work
this month. Are we handling it in the
way best suited to our particular house-
hold? Several plans are open to us; we
can send out all or a part of our wash-
ing to a commercial laundry; we can
pay a laundress to come in and*do it
for us; or we can do it ourselves with
the help of such labor-saving devices
as we feel justified in buying.

| know one woman who thought this
problem out a year ago with complete
success. She has four children, three
of whom are at
boarding school or
college. For some
years to come the
expenses for edu-
cation will be
heavy; all money
that can be saved
efficiently from
the housekeeping
allowance is
needed.

So she decided
to dispense with
the weekly visit of
a laundress, buy a
washing  machine
and have the chil-
dren send their
laundry home. But
there was one diffi-
culty she had not
foreseen. In her
house the laundry

Wringer and ironer on this washer
are interchangeable

By FRANCES K. DOWNEY

was in the basement and on the first
wash day she counted eleven trips she
had made upstairs to answer the door-
bell and telephone. One more invest-
ment seemed necessary. Just off the
kitchen was a small storeroom with a
window high up in one wall. For sixty
dollars she had the two stationary tubs
removed from the cellar and installed
in this room with their necessary sup-
ply and drainage lines. Then she chose
the one best position for the washing
machine in relation to the tubs, had it
fastened to the floor, and connected
with the drain pipe. (Such an arrange-
ment would only be possible where a
washer need never be moved). A
double faucet with a hose which
reached into the washer was set over
the nearer tub and thus the necessity
for emptying and filling the washer
with a pail was eliminated.

Not every woman has a first-floor
room which can be easily converted
into a laundry, nor would the expendi-
ture be justified in certain cases. But
enerally speaking, the downstairs
aundry’is an inefficient arrangement if
a woman is doing all of her own work.

With an automatic heat control an
electric iron cannot scorch

It is better to have the tubs
in the kitchen, or to arrange
the back entry as a compact
laundry, if it is possible.
Fortunately, all washers are equipped
with ball-bearing rollers which makes
it possible to “wheel them into a
closet or other convenient place when
they are not in use. When a house can-
not be changed, conditions can often be
improved by a better arrangement of
supplies and equipment.
herever the family washing is done
at home the electric washer is the first
essential. The electric iron is the sec-
ond. With these two pieces of equip-
ment the bigger part of the load is
lifted from a woman’s shoulders. The
outlets for them should, if possible, be
set in the wall about three and a half
feet above the floor so that they can be
reached without bending.

Many electric, washers have wring-
ers attached which are run by the
same motor, and one new model even
has an electric ironer which can be set
in place when the wringer is detached.
The cost of this three-in-one machine
is less than the combined costs of a
washer and an ironing machine. In-
stead of a wringer many washers have
the centrifugal drier, which will “wring”
the average family wash all at one time.

For the small
house or apart-
ment several prac-
tical types  of
washing” “machine
have been design-
ed, ranging all the
way from a small
one—which can be
set on the kitchen
table while it does
the bab%/’s wash-
ing—to the adjust-
able machine
which will wash
sheets and can be
raised by a handle
to tub-height or
lowered and rolled
out of the way
under a table. The
wringer folds back
on hinges.

[Turn to page 55]
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DOCTORS’
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Jane P— and Robert

S—, typical of healthy

babies whose fathers are
doctors.

For their babies'
things they

use Lux

WHO in the world gets better
care than the babies who have
doctors for fathers?

So we asked doctors’ wives (scores
of them) what they found the very
best, very safest way to cleanse babies’
wee garments. Ana 91% of all those
asked said—*‘We use Lux!”

Child specialists, maternity centers,
baby experts, all advise Lux. Lux has
none of the harmful alkali so many
soaps have—therefore Lux never irri-
tates the baby’s sensitive skin.

Woolens and diapers washed with
ordinary flakes or chips, or rubbed
with cake soap, become stiff and
harsh—and may cause chafing. Ordi-
nary soaps just aren’t pure ana gentle

enough for babies—
doctors' babies, your
baby, any baby!

Little Gloria B—’s
motherkeeps hersmall
garments soft and
sweet with Lux.

DOCTORS SAY:

"Lux is safe for

baby’s things”



NEW COOK BOOK

takes the doubt out of
all sorts of difficult dishes

FREE—this interesting book of delicious recipes. Send for it—
and see how the *'precision ingredient” can give new certainty to
many dishes formerly difficult. Minute Tapioca, in this wonderful
new role, holds together the other ingredients in a recipe. Insures
exact, uniform results—the just-right appearance—the just-right
texture, without affecting the true flavor of the dish!

W ith MinuteTapioca, you’ll make airy, puffy
Omelets and Souffles... that remain delicate,
and simply refuse to collapse while being

served.

W ith Minute Tapioca, you’ll make Fruit Pies
with crusts like fairy flakes ... because juices
stay where they belong, and never run out
and ruin the pie.

W ith Minute Tapioca, you’ll make tender
Meat Loaves and Croquettes . . . delicately
moist within, crisp and brown without... and
certain not to crumble

W ith Minute Tapioca, you’'ll make well-be-
haved sandwich fillings that a chefmight envy.
Fillings that won't soak into bread and make
it soggy!

W ith Minute Tapioca, you'll putsparkle and
smoothness in Soups ... the very latest vogue.

MINUTE

Rear. U. S. Prt. Off.

TAPIOCA

© 1910, G. F. Corp.

The Dessert and
"Precision Ingredient”

MOLDED RAMEKIN OF WHITE FISH
5 tablespoons Minute Tapioca, % tablespoon parsley,
ooked finely cut

1cup milk

teaspoon salt

Dash of Cayenne
Combine Minute Tapioca, milk, salt, Cayenne, parsley, and
white fish. Letstand until mixture thickens slightly (5 min-
utes). Turn into greased ramekins or custard cups. Bake in
moderate oven (350°F.) 25 minutes, or until done. Unmold
and garnish with parsley. Servewith or without caper sauce.
Serves 6.

2# cups cooked white
fish, finely flaked

COFFEE SOUFFLE
% cup sugar
3 t@blespoon ground caffee  3'egg yolks, beaten until
4)4 tablespoons Minute Tapioca thick and lemon-colored
Dash of salt 3 egg whites, stiffly beaten
Scald milk with coffee and strain immediately. Add Minute
Tapioca and salt, and cook 15 minutes, or until tapioca is
clear, stirring frequently. Add sugar. Cool. Add egg yolks and
fold in egg whites. Bake in greased baking dish, placed in
pan of hot water, in moderate oven (325°F.) 60 minutes
Serve with custard sauce. Serves6
TOMATO RABBIT
2 tablespoons Minute Tapioca

)£ teaspoon salt cup canned

1-16 teaspoon paprika  tomato soup

1cup milk, scalded 1 cupgrated cheese

Add Minute Tapioca, salt, and paprika to

milk, and cook in double boiler 15 min-

utes, or until tapioca is clear, stirring

frequently. Add tomato soup and cheese.

Cook until cheese is melted. Serve on

crackers or toast. Serves 4,

All measurements are level

1 cup milk

TRY THESE DELICIOUS RECIPES . .. then SEND
for the NEW MINUTE TAPIOCA COOK BOOK!

Fillin completely—print name and address
MINUTE TAPIOCA COMPANY, Inc.
23 Pierce St., Orange, Massachusetts

Please send me FREE copy of Minute Tapioca
k Book

NAME

STREET
CITY. STATE

In Canada: Sterling Tower, Toronto 2, Ontario.
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HAVE YOU HEARD THE
LATEST ABOUT WASH DAY?

[Continued from page 57]

Much experimenting by experts has
proven that for best results clothes
should be soaked for a few hours, or
overnight, in luke-warm suds. They can
then be put into warm sudsy water in
the washer—the soa;l)) flakes, soap
powder or soap having been thoroughly
dissolved in hot water before the
clothes are added. When the clothes
are clean they are run through the
electric wringer into a tub of clean hot
rinsing water; rinsed a second time,
and finished in a cool blue rinse. Some
women omit the second rinsing, but if
a washing is not too large it does seem
worth while to include it.

The arrangement of the wringer on

ood washing machines really makes
ight work of all this rinsing. It can be
adjusted to pass the clothes from the
washer into a stationary tub, or back
again; it will wring from the washer
into a basket, or from one stationary
tub into another, or from a tub into a
basket. It will only operate when it is
in the correct position for use, and has
a quick release in case buttons or
strings get caught in the rollers.

It "is not necessary to describe the
various types of larger washing ma-
chines on the market. Each woman
must decide for herself which one is
best suited to her needs. The main
point is that a machine shall wash
clothes clean, and it is safe to say that
all washers made by reliable manufac-
turers do this. When you buy a machine
be sure that you understand exactly
how to operate it and how to take care
of it. Men like to say that women have
no mechanical sense and | often think
they are right when | see the neglected
sewing machines and un-oiled vacuum
cleaners. But by choosing a machine of
simple construction any woman can
keep it in first-class condition if she
will follow the manufacturer’s direc-
tions, which come with each machine.

An ironing machine may be regarded
as a luxury, but it is more; it offers
labor-saving comfort to those who can
afford it. It will iron all the flat work
perfectly and quickly; even house
dresses, children’s clothes and ruffles
can be done on it as one gains in skill.
An ironer with a roll measuring from
twenty-eight to thirty inches in length,
and with an open end (for doing the
more complicated ironing) is the prac-
tical one for household use.

One new type ironer has a white
enamel cover which can be closed over
the machine when it is not in use, thus

An electric
wringer is
easily adjust-
ed to any posi-
tionand has a
quick release
i f buttons and
strings become
entangled in
its rollers

keeping it clean, and at the same time
converting it into a fine large table.

Ironing’ machines are heated by
electricity, ?as or oil, but where elec-
tricity would be too costly to use, a
gas or oil ironer will prove efficient and
a great labor-saver.

Our old friend the ironing board has
also “stepped out.” It can now be
bought in a trim little cabinet and
built into the wall of a new house. This
is a nice arrangement for the kitchen,
where most women prefer to do their
ironing anyway. Of course, a carpenter
or the man of the house can work out
a similar scheme on the inside of a
closet door, if it happens to bring the
ironing board into a good light when
in use.

Several of the new electric irons
have an automatic heat control which
shuts off the current as soon as the
iron reaches a certain temperature.
This prevents all possibility of scorch-
ing. Lacking this device you will find a
“next-best” substitute in a little switch
which an electrician can affix to any
iron-cord, thus making it unnecessary
to detatch the cord from the iron every
time it gets too hot. By a light pressure
on either one of its two small buttons
the electricity is turned off or on.

When you consider the ease with
which laundry work may be- done to-
day, you may well give thought to the
carrying on of other household duties.
It is important that there be a suffi-
cient number of well distributed out-
lets. Be sure that your home is ade-
quately wired for the convenient use
of electrical service.

Last of all let us ask ourselves
whether Monday is really the most
convenient wash day in our household,
or whether it is just a habit. | know
one woman who has her washing done
on Saturday morning because over a
long period of years she has found that
this is the time that works out best for
her. 1 know many women, especiall
the mothers of school children, who
their washing on Tuesday because the
struggle of starting the family off to
school and business and tidying up the
house after Sunday is all they can man-
age that day. Of course, they sort their
laundry, mend the rents,” take out
stains,” and put the clothes to soak.
With all this preparation out of the way
two hours on Tuesday finishes the job.
If any of us dread wash day it is a
pretty sure sign that we need to change
our way of doing it.
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will be

No arink has ever pleased Americans like good coffee.
Its fragrant cheer mekes all our meals more delightful.

Yet, thousands of people who loe coffee do not
drink it at night because of the fear that it will keep
them aneke. Many deny thenselves the pleasure of
coffee at any time.

Now, al ean ajoy it .. . Today, a modem scien-
tific achievement is taking place at Battle Creek. Here
in the home of healthful foods caffeine is being ex-
tracted from the world’s finest coffee beans. And so
skilfully is this done that not one bit of the wonderful
coffee flavor and aronais lost!

The result is Kellogg's Kaffee Hag Coffee—a cof-
fee without caffeine which delights the most exacting
epicure. How much better than cheerless substitutes!

You can enjoy Kaffee Hag Coffee at midnight. It
will not keep you awake. It can never affect your
nerves or be harful in any way.

Kaffee Hag Coffee is the original caffeine-free coffee.
And now, after years of continuous experiment, the
blend has been wonderfully improved. There is no
firer coffee on the market A new method of pack-
ing brings every pound fresh and mellow to your

interested

kitchen. The coffee is sseledin vacuum tins when it
leaves the roasters.

Wil yau try it?. . . Isn’t there some one in your
home who loves coffee but fears to drink it at night?
Give him Kaffee Hag Coffee. Two cups, three—as
many as he wants. Make it just as you nmeke any
other coffee. How pleased he’ll be. And how rest-
fully he'll sleep. Ask for Kaffee Hag Coffee at
your dealer’s.

Q s sadyauasangde . . . For ioc, to cover
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iIn this advertisement

postage and handling, we will send you a io-cup

sanple of this delicious caffeine-free coffee. Test it at

night. See for yourself what satisfying, luscious coffee

it is—and how well you'll sleep.

KELLOGG COMPANY, Dept. D-3, Battle Creek, Michigan
Please send me, postpaid, enough Kaffee Hag Coffee to make ten

good cups. | enclose ten cents (stamps' or coin). (Offer good in
U.S. A. only)

Name

Address

KAFFEE H/IG COFFEE

Not a substitute— but REAL COFFEE that lets you sleep
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La France Manufacturing Co. (INC.)
113-125 Sansom St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Please send me afree test package of La France—
enoughfor a family wash. And P.S.—please include
afree sample o f Satina.

Nam

City-

(Print name and address—fill in completely)

Take this
short-cut

throughyourwashday work!

DON'T wait another minute—mail the coupon to
us now We want you to know La France. This
wonderful cleansing agent saves half your washday
work! Dissolves dirt . . . and biues as it dears!

La France is different from anything you've
ever tried before. You use it with your regular
soap. Quickly and thoroughly, it soaks away the
grease and dirt—and blues your datres perfectly,
at the sare time! Brings snowy whiteness—beau-
tiful cleanliness.

You'll find La France wonderful for the family
wash, and wonderful, too, for your finest linens
and lingerie. La France is safe—for the most
fragile fabrics and most delicate colors. And, be-
cause of its mildness, it won’t harm your hands.

Your grocer sells La France. Only 10c a package
—enough for three weshings.

Use La France this way:
Thoroughly dissolve 2 heaping tablespoons of La
France in a saucepan of boiling water, together
with the soap you generally use. Add this to your
water, then put in the clothes. Wash as usual in a
machine or tub, or scald in aboiler if you prefer.
You doh’t need a washboard! You dont need
bluing! Just rinse through two fresh, warm waters
—and your washing is done. La France has soaked
out the dirt and blued your clothes perfectly with-
out spots or streaks.

SATINA FOR
EASIER IRONING

With the sample of La
France we’ll sendyou also
a sample of Satina. Add
it to boiling starch, and
starch clothes as usual.
Satinapreventsironsfrom
sticking'gives an exquisite
finish to table linens find
garments, and keeps
clothes clean longer.
Your grocer sells

Satina.
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FIRE OF YOUTH

[Continued from page 82]

finally the door opened quickly and
Phil came in.

He turned eagerly toward her as she
approached the bedside and addressed
him with a funny little formality of
manner. “How are you today? | do
hope you're feeling better.”

“Much better, thank you, now that
you've come,” said Terry, rushing his
fences determinedly. “I had to see you.
When a person saves another person’s
life that other person naturally wants
to say thank you as soon as possible.”

“Oh, please—" Phil broke in hastily,
anxious to stop him. But her inter-
ruption availed her nothing.

“It was the pluckiest thing any
woman could have done,
and 1l never forget it.”

Phil, feeling thorough-
ly embarrassed, flushed
scarlet and looked away
toward the window.

“l should have done
as much for anyone,”
she answered, inwardly
defying something, some-
thing new and a little
frightening, of which
she was vaguely con-
scious in those resolute
blue eyes that were re-
garding her so unwaver-

ingly.

9‘(%f course you would!

| know that, really. Still,

I'm glad it happened that

you did it for me. You see, when
you've saved a fellow’ life, it washes
out all the usual preliminaries of get-
ting to know one another. Dont you
think”—once more his glance sought
her face intently—“don’t you think
you could manage to feel just a bit
glad about it, too?”

The unexpectedness of the question
held her silent for a moment, and it
was precisely at this juncture that
Aunt Jem sailed into the room, carry-
ing a tray she had prepared for the
invalid. Any possibility of answering
Terry’s question was gone, but all at
once Phil knew what that answer must
have been, was conscious of a queer,
breath-taking gladness that she and
Terry had first met each other as the
had, “facing the stark realities of life
and death. No high wall of conven-
tional formality for them to climb, now.

Mathesons, following Dr. Bro-
ie’s strict injunction, did not pre-

“So you see, it’s part of m?/ job in
life to keep young,” she told them
light-heartedly. “Men age so much
more quickly than women nowadays,
that if | do my job properly Dick will
overtake me one day. And then peo-
ple will stop saying: ‘Oh, my dear, is-
nt it dreadful? She’s years older than
her husband! And yet they seem quite

happy.””

== following day Dr. Brodie gave
bermission for his patient to come
Hownstairs for a short time. To his own
mmense astonishment Terry found
that it was quite an effort, even lean-
ing on Phil’s arm, to descend the
stairs, and when she had
established him in an
easy-chair by the play-
room window he was
very content to remain
there.
“l feel as weak as a
cat,” he confessed dis-
gustedly. 1ve only a
month’s holiday, and it
seems a wicked waste of
time to spend any of it
merely sitting around in
an armchair . . . We
might be doing such lots
of jolly things together.”
He sEoke as though it
were the most natural
thing in the world that
they should be “doing
things together,” and Phil felt a queer
little thrill of pleasure stir within her,
of pleasure and of some other more
subtle and less easily defined emotion.

“What are you taking a holiday
from?” she asked shyly.

“From trying hard to be an archi-
tect,” he answered with a smile. “As
a matter of fact | e passed my exams
and wanted to get into a job as quickly
as possible. But an uncle offered me
the chance of a year’s travel abroad,
and as I’'m as poor as a church rat and
never likely to ?et such an opportunity
again, | accepted it . . . I'm rather
sorry now that | did.”

“Sorry!” Phil almost gasped with
astonishment. “But how can you pos-
sibly be sorry? Why"—thinking of
Guy’s reluctance to give Piers any such
start in life—“It’s a chance in a life-
time!l—We don’t possess any useful
uncles in our family, and our one and
only parent declines to be bothered
with us. Still, we manage to enjoy life

ent themselves at Wetherby Grangepretty well,” declared Phil, with a
until late in the afternoon. Phil hadsmile. “We're all crazy about the sea.

been conscious of a slight heart-sinking
at the thought of their visit; so that
when the Mathesons actually arrived,
and proved to be two quite delightful
people, as unconventional as the Weth-
erbys themselves, and overflowing with
spontaneous gratitude for all that had
been done for Terry, it was a very
pleasant surprise.

A further surprise for them was the
discovery that Mrs. Matheson was con-
siderably her husband’s senior, al-
though “as Phil remarked after the
visitors had left, “She doesnt give you
the impression of being so much the
elder, even when you actually know
that she is.” «

As a matter of fact, Nell Matheson
was forty-one, precisely eleven years
older than her husband, but love and
common-sense had somehow managed
to bridﬂe the gap between them.

All this she poured out with a"en-
gaging candor when, after a necessar-
ily brief visit to the sick-room— since
Terr?/ was not yet equal to talking
for long at a time—she and her hus-
band were served tea by the assembled
Wetherbys and Aunt Jem.

Do you know how to sail a boat?”

“I' do. You'll find that I'm full of
unsuspected talents as you get to know
me better.” He paused, then asked
abruptly: “Wouldn’t you feel dis-
posed to trust me?”

She was acutely conscious of his
eyes upon her, eager and compelling,
and against her will she felt her own
forced to meet them. The shadow of
something strange and unknown, half-
sweet, half-terrifying, seemed to en-
fold her. She was nervously aware of
new impulses clamoring against her
heart, imperiously demanding.

The circumstances of her life had
left her singularly simple and whole-
hearted, far moreso than most girls of
her age—utterly untouched by the
wings of love. And now, when for the
first time she felt them brush against
her with their inevitable touch, she
shrank away instinctively.

“Wouldnt you trust me?” Terry’s
question still seemed to vibrate against
her ears, claiming response. Her an-
swer, when at last it came, sprang from
a frightened defiance of the unknown.

[Continued on page 92]
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at every young

“Sometimes | wonder how |

could have been so young and

foolish! Mind you— up to the

time | was five months old, |

didn’t know what real comfort

was. | was chafed all the time. And so cross
no ivonder | couldn’t sleep as much as

our baby book said | should!

Then ... my mother finally fixed things
up. ‘Here’s a powder made specially for
you!” she said— and with that, something
lovely came into my life! It’s powder— but
oh, so differentfrom any we’d ever used be-
fore. So much softer and finer. It cuddles
up next to me, gentle and cool—and now |
know what real comfort is! If my mother
had known what it would mean to me, I'm
sureshe’d havetold me much—much—sooner!”

The ChigflCarigsas—eaymother shouldknon
To understand the important difference in baby
powders, you must know the difference in talcs

vyiaots

For Johnson’s Baby Powder, only the finest Ital-
ian talc is used. This is made up of soft, tiny flakes
—but the inferior talc used in some baby powders
contains sharp, needle-like particles! The trained
observer readily sees this difference under a micro-
scope. You'll find the difference thisway, too ...
Rub a little Johnson’s Baby Powder between
your thumb and finger. Now do the same with
other powders . . . you’ll know, soon enough, if
they’re made with inferior talc! Another impor-
tant thing to remember—Johnson’s Baby Powder
contains rostearate of zinc. Decide wisely!
Now—a sogp thet is redllygoodeaghfor bebies!
Johnson’s Baby Soap is made egedallyfor babies
—from purest high-grade olive and other vege-
table oils. It is as bland and soothing as the fin-
est Castile soaps—but unlike Castile, Johnson’s
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know

Baby Soap gives a rich, smooth

lather and rinses off quickly and

completely, leaving the skin soft

and velvety. Note this fact, also—

whereas Castile soaps are frequently

impure and inferior in quality,
every cake of Johnson’s Baby Soap conforms to
the highest standards of purity and excellence.
This aeam krings goedd aonfart to beldies! John-
son’s Baby Cream is also made especially for
babies, from purest ingredients. It is bland and
soothing, and relieves chafing, chapping, “ diaper
rash” and other mild irritations of the skin. A
little of this cream, rubbed gently on the baby’s
face and hands before going outdoors, will pre-
vent chapping and windburn on cold days.

FREE SAMPLES! In order that you may test Johnson’s
Baby Powder withoutexpense, we will beglad to sendyou a
generous sample—free of charge. With it, we will sendyou
freesamplesofJohnson’sBabySoapand Cream,foryoutotry
in connection with thepowder. Write to Baby ProductsDivi-
sion, Dept. 4-C, Johnson & Johnson, New Brunswick, N. J.

world’s largest manufacturers of surgical dress-

ings: “z0" cartridge spool adhesive plaster, etc

Bal
Rutjer-
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SLeek-"

W ear
Longest

HJ)irecifrom life come

SAnswers from arid

Nevada, where sheets

have to be shakenfree

of wind-blown sand.

Answers from Maine, where sheets

freeze stiff and crackly on the clothes-

line. Wormen all over America sent

these answers—to one vital question:

"Which sheets wear longest?”” Over-

whelmingly, the answer is—pequot!

These notes indicate the nation-wide

preference for Pequot and explain

why it is today the most popular
brand of sheets in Americal

"1 have been married 17 years— and
have never bought a sheet!” When I was
married my mother insisted | should have
Pequot sheets and pillow cases, and she
surely had good judgment. She had al-
ways used Pequot and they certainly wear.
My sheets have had hard wear. | have
brought up two boys on them. They have
been washed in all kinds of laundries and
have been used for camping, at home for
Magic Lantern Sheets, for tents, at home
when the boys were young, for Hallowe’en

costumes and in many other ways.
Mrs. Lois C. Weymouth, Berkeley, Cal.

PEQUOT

IS THE MOST POPULAR SHEET

these fraiifc answers .

"Four Husky Youngsters | use
Pequot sheets because they are of good
heavy weave and seem more durable than
other brands I've used. | have four husky
youngsters and need material that will
withstand hard usage!

Mrs. F. R. Harville, Vallejo, Cal.

"Camping from Maine to California”
My Pequot sheets appear good for another
seventeen and a half years! At any rate, |
have never found the least sign of wear on
any of them—and some have been “camp-
ing” from Maine to California, and back
again!And camping is hard on everything.
Blanche Benton Lonegren,

Old Stockbridge, Mass.

"From my mother's hope chest— and
still in use!™ Still in use in our home are
three Pequot sheets which were a part of
my mother’s hope chest. They are thirty-
three years old. Two of them are in per-
fect condition. The third shows slight
wearing on the selvages. Of course there
have been many sheets to keep these three %
company, but no special care has been j
given them.

Miss Florence Fitzgibbons, Beverly, Mass.

IN AMERICA

Story-time! No matter how dreadful the dragon, or
perilous the adventure, Sonny feels snug and secure

between his smooth white Pequot Sheets!

Naumkeag Steam Cotton Company, Salem,
Mass., Parker, Wilder & Co., New York,
Chicago,Boston,SanFrancisco:SellingAgents.
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[Continued from page 90]

know,” she stammered,
breathing fast. “l—oh, | dont know.”

Soon the brief and pleasant inter-
lude was over and Terry was going
away. Not very far, "admittedly;
Hedgecroft was only a b*re mile dis-
tant from the Grange.

But Phil realized that the daily,
hourly intimacy they had shared while
he was under the same roof with her
was at an end.

“This is my last evening here.”
Terry paused, then with a flash of
whimsical amusement: “Of course, it
might easily have occurred earlier!
Actually, I was quite fit to move on to
Hedgecroft three days ago. Only, you
see, | didnt want to leave.”

“I'm glad you didn’t.” Phil replied
mechanically.

Nor did” she look at him as she
spoke. Her gaze was fixed on the
stretch of moon-washed sea that lay
below, fading vaguely into the dim line
of the horizon. Deep within a frighten-
ed voice was repeating: “What shall
| do without you? What shall | do
without you?”

It seemed as if Terry knew what
that silent inner voice
was reiterating for sud-
denly he looked down
at her and said:

“But we've got three
weeks left, Phil. Three
whole weeks before |
really go away. Isnt it

marvelous?”
“Yes,it’s marvelous,”
she whispered, just

above her breath.
“So that we haven't
%ot to say goodbye . . .
nly goodnight.”
As he spoke, his arms
went round her. She
felt his young, passion-
ate lips on hers, and at
the touch something
that had been stirring uncertainly
within her kindled suddenly into flam-
ing and imperishable life.

IT was a blue and gold day, with a
fresh breeze blowing so that the pair
of rather hefty oars The Last Hope
always carried, for emergency use in
the_event of being becalmed, appeared
unlikely to be required on this occa-

sion.

Phil lay back idly in the stem, let-
ting her fingers trail in the water when-
ever the little sailing-boat, speeding
before the wind, dipﬁed in the dancing
sea. Beside her, his hand on the tiller,
sat Terr¥.

His face wore a somewhat in-
scrutable expression, as though his
thoughts were conflicting with each
other, and his eyes, outwardly alertly
fixed upon the goal toward which he
was steering the small vessel, were
curiously shadowed.

The goal in question was a diminu-
tive island, which still poked up its
head defiantly above the water, despite
the scourgings of centuries of storm
and weather. Saints Island, it was
called.

Tourists and summer holiday-mak-

ers in the district usually made a point
of visiting the place, and it had been
a long arranged plan between Phil and
Te*ry that they should go there to-
gether.
« But somehow the days had gone by
until they had slipped into weeks with-
out the rgject's materializing. Either
the sea had been too rough for them
to risk making the crossing in The
Last Hope, or else some other amuse-
ment had occupied the time.

And now that they were actuall
on their way thither, Phil realized wit|
a shock of dismay that this expedition
was the very last that she and Terry
would share together, since his de-
parture from Torrenby was fixed for
the day after tomorrow.

Looking back, Phil knew that these
last three weeks had held a strange,
breathless happiness which had never
entered her life before—an elusive
magic that had turned the extremely
commonplace little happenings of
every day into something tinglingly
momentous.

Their love had been as perfectly
simple and natural as the drawing to-
gether of two young forest creatures—
youth had called to youth, and each of
them had heard the call in their hearts
and knew, even though no word had
yet been spoken, that it could not be
denied.

ERE we are!” said Terry, break-
ing the lengthy silence which had
fallen between them.

It did not take long to lower the
sail and anchor The Last Hope, and
presently Terry and Phil were making

their way up the fore-
shore, the former carry-
ing a picnic-hamper
which Jemima had
packed up with no stint-
ing hand.

“Well, what shall we
do first? Eat? Or visit
the hut and the
chapel?” Phil asked.

“Being a quite mate-
rial-minded person |
vote we eat” said
Terry. “We can pay
our “respect to Saint
Hubert ~after lunch.”
And forthwith he pro-
ceeded to unpack the
hamper.

“You were perfectly
right,” he remarked later on. Their
healthy young appetites satisfied, they
lay lounging side by side on the sun-
baked turf, contentedly smoking and
talking. “Aunt Jem certainly estimates
on a plus basis! There’s enough left
over for another meal, if we want it.”

Phil’s eyes followed the drift of
smoke from her cigarette as it floated
Iazik along the quiet air.

“Aunt Jem is the sort of person who
estimates whatever she gives on a plus
basis—love and kindness and every-
thing else, | think,” she said softl-y.
“There aren’t a great many Aunt Jems
in the world.”

“Perhaps there are more of her sort
than you're giving the world credit
for,” suggested Terry. “After all, even
the old chap who lived on this island
gave up everything, if you stop to
think about it.”

Phil’s wide-apart hazel eyes regarded
him pensively.

“But he did that for himself, with
the idea of saving his own soul,” she
objected with unusual conviction. “I
cant see anything particularly praise-
worthy in that.”

Terry sat up abruptly. “Do you
mean to say you don’t aﬂprove of any-
one for giving up what they like, going
without the very thing they mostwant?”
he demanded.

A faint flush rose to Phil's face, and
for a long, sober moment she was silent.
Then she spoke a trifle unevenly.

“Not if they are only doing it for
themselves, to save their own pride
or clear their own corner. To save
their own souls, in fact,” she wound
up with a rather unsteady laugh.

[Continued on page 94]
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HE women of France well understand
Tthat in feminine hygiene the right anti-
septic must be used.

Why are they so certain of "Lysol” Disin-
fectant? Because they know that for 40 years
their doctors have relied implicitly on it at
that most critical time in any woman’s life...
when certain, thorough disinfection is imper-
ative . . . during childbirth.

What more comforting assurance could any
woman have that "Lysol” is the right aotiseptic
for her to use in her personal cleansing?

After 40 years, the weight of medical opin-
ion is that nothing has yet been found to take
the place of "Lysol”— and today the world
uses over 7 million gallons a year for general
disinfection and for feminine hygiene.

It is unwise, so unnecessary, to experiment.
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Get a bottle of "Lysol” today. Follow the ex-
plicit directions that come with the bottle.
And be confident you are right.

Send the coupon for our free booklet,"The
Scientific Side of Health and Youth.” It con-
tains a woman physician’s professional advice
and simple rules.

Soledistributors: Lehn &Fink, Inc., Bloomfield, N. J.

LEHN & FINK, Inc., SoleDistributors, Dept. 375, Bloomfield, N. J

Please send me, free, your booklet,

“The Scientific Side of Health and Y outh”

Disinfectant Sret
City.....
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DO Women with M aids

rae Lovelier
Hands?

{Above) Hands ofa woman
whose J maids relieve her
of all housework. {Actual
photograph.)

We asked 305

{Below) Actualphoto-
graph of the lovely
hands ofawoman who
does all her own work
—gives her hands the
simple beauty care de-
scribed below.

Famous Beauty Shops

""Canyou tellfrom look-
ing at awoman *shands whether
she does her own work? *

E put this question to the ex-

pertsinsos of the finest beauty
salons in the country . . . here is the
answer they gave us—

“With all our experience we carot
distinguish between the hands of the
woman who has servants  do all
her work and the hands of the woman
who uses Lux in her dishpan. Lux
gives real beauty care.”

Right in your dishtan

Isn’t it wonderful to know that right
in your dishpan you can have beauty
care for your hands? . . . that Lux
for all your soap and water tasks
means hands as truly lovely as those
of the woman of leisure and wealth?

Here is the reason—Lux suds are
so very gentle and bland they pro-
tect and soothe the precious beauty

oils of the skin . . . keeping busy
hands smooth, white, adorably young
looking. In spite of housework!
And remember—this beauty care
costs almost nothing! Lux for your
dishes costs less than 1$a day!

The wisest, most inexpensive beauty care known
Lux in your dishpan. Keeps your hands
smooth and whitefor less than it- a day!

Lovely Hands for Less than 1™ a Day
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FIRE OF YOUTH

[Continued, from page 92]

And whether or no Terry understood
it, her answer held a desperate, un-
voiced question—the aching longing of
a woman to know why a man who has
implied by every look and word and
action that he cares for her, still with-
holds the actual avowal of his love.

Presently, at Phil’s suggestion, they
repacked the hamper, and leaving it
beneath the shelter of a projectiné;
boulder near where they had picnicked,
made their way toward the little
tghapel of Saint Hu-

ert

Old and disused
though it might be,
the tiny edifice,
perched so alone on
an island crag, with
the sound of the
waves below beating
up eternally around
it, held a sense of
consecration, of
something hallowed
by the suffering and
belief of dim™cen-
turies ago.

Terry had hardly
spoken” since they
had entered the
chapel and stealing a fugitive, question-
ing glance at him Phil saw that he was
standing gazing down at the primitive
little altar with a queer, untrans-
latable expression on his face. His eyes
were curiously bright as though the:
visioned something rather wonderful,
but his mduth—that eager, passionate
mouth every line of which she had
learned to love—was compressed al-
most into a straight line.

She wondered what he was thinkin
about. But he gave her no clue. Instead,
he swung round abruptly toward the
entrance.

“| think we'd better be going, don’t
you?” he said in a clipped, off-hand
way that somehow seemed to set her
miles apart from him.

Mechanically she assented. She had
a numbed feeling that everything be-
tween them was at an end, that Terry
was trying to make her understand
this, was trying to make her realize
that theirs had been only the passing
companionship of a summer holiday.

SHE turned blindly to leave the
chapel and, not heeding where she
was going, tripped over the uneven
threshold ‘and stumbled to her knees.
Instantly Terry was bending over her.

“Hurt? Are you hurt?” The words
raced from his lips, charged with some-
thing that sounded like terror.

She struggled up to her feet, forcing
a smile. She had struck one of her
knees sharply against a rock, and for
a moment the pain was acute. But it
did not seem to count at all against
that bewildering inner pain which she
was suffering.

“No, I'm not hurt,” she answered.
And immediately she felt his arms,
which had closed round her, hastily
withdrawn.

Sensitively conscious of that quick
withdrawal, ‘she set off along the path
which led from the chapel, Terry fol-
lowing her. But no sooner had they
emerged into the open once more than
she halted abruptly, her glance narrow-
ing down to where a fleet of small fish-
ing-boats could be seen heading toward
Torrenby harbor. Thence it swept the
sky, which had changed considerably
in appearance while she and Terry had
been visiting Saint Hubert’s hut and
chapel.

It was no longer blue, but filmed
over with a Pa”ld gray. Toward the
left a bank of heavy clouds had risen

on the horizon and was spreading
rapidly, while unexpected little gusts
of wind whipped the surface of the
water into uneasy waves.

She turned to Terry with a sudden
tensity in her face.

“We ought to get back at once,”
she said rapidly. “There’s a storm
coming. Do iou see? All the fishing
boats are making for home as fast as
they can. They wouldnt be doing that
unless they expected something pretty

ad in the way of a
ale.”

He nodded briefly
in response. There
was no mistaking
the threatening as-
pect of the weather,
and in a flash he
realized that very
i)ossibly real danger
ay ahead.

“Come on,” he
said, taking her by
the arm. “Straight
to the boat. We
can't wait to pick

up the hamper.
I—Furry!”

And suddenly
aware that he had taken complete com-
mand of things, Phil found herself hur-
ried down the steep slope toward the
shore, slipping and sliding as she went,
but with Terry, amazingly sure-footed,
at her side, his hand under her arm
steadying and assuring her as she
scrambled downward.

|T WAS only a matter of a few mo-

ments to untie The Last Hope and
push off. Between the gusts of wind
they contrived to hoist the sail and
head her straight for the mainland,
and at first it seemed to Phil as though
the threatened storm were dispersing.
But as soon as they emerged from
the comparative shelter of the island
into the open sea she received a rude
awakening. The sky had darkened to a
thunderous purple black, and the wind
seemed to come shrieking from every
quarter at once blowing in violent
gusts which sent the little boat lurch-
ing perilously.

Holding the mainsheet in her hands,
ready to slacken or make fast each
time the boom swung over as they
tacked to catch the wind, Phil threw a
swift glance at Terry. His face was set
as he sat gripping the tiller.

“Can we do it?” she asked suddenly,
raising her voice above the hurly-burly
of the weather. Something in the de-
fiant set of Terry’s, mouth made her
realize that the&/ might never succeed
in reaching land.

“We’re going to, somehow,” he re-
turned grimly.

And then, as though jeering at their
puny human strength for pitting itself
against the storm, the wind slewed
round abruptly and The Last Hope
rolled broadside on to the turbulent
Waves.

“Look out!”

Terry shouted as he dragged the
struggling helm to port and held it
there. The wet mainsheet tore through
Phil’s hands.

For a breathless moment she watched
the boom quiver uncertainly. Then,
with sudden violence it swung over,
and, crouched on one knee in the
bottom of the boat, she ducked her
head sharply to avoid it.

Almost in the same instant some-
thing struck her, knocking her side-
ways, and with a roaring in her ears as
of many waters, she sank into the
black darkness of unconsciousness.

[Continued in April McCall’s]
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ne areater neawry, cOMfort and durability of Fisher Bodies have always
LOOK and quite properly been emphasized, but the really vital thing about them
TBOOTII';\E( —today more than ever in the past—is that they give a car greater value.

That value arises from the superior quality which extends through-
out every Fisher Body and reveals itself more and more convincingly
with every passing month of use. Long after lesser strength of construction and goodness
of materials would have developed many defects, the Fisher Body is certain to retain its
beauty, its comfort, its weather-tightness, its sturdy structure. These advantages are made all
the more desirable by reason of the fact that the cars of which
Fisher Bodies form so important a part, are the leaders of their
price fields. General Motors cars—and these cars only—bring
the motor car buyer the benefits of Body by Fisher. This joining
of a higher-value body with a higher-value chassis completes a
car of so much greater value, that to most buyers it will seem ob-
viously futile to seek its equal anywhere but in ahigher price field.

GENERAL M OTOR S



So crisp
it crackles
in cream!

| t pops!
It snaps!
crackles!

And kow
good
It tastes!
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YLde can't imagine a more fascinating cereal! So crisp it actually crackles when
you pour on milk or cream. No wonder Rice Krispies were a sensation from the
start—and are now one of the very largest-selling cereals !

How good those nourishing rice bubbles do taste! Crisp with crunchiness, rich
with flavor. Youthful appetites welcome milk when it comes with Rice Krispies.

Serve this tempting cereal for your own midday meal. With sliced fruits or
honey. Delicious for breakfast, lunch or dinner. And the kiddies' supper—so
wholesome and easy to digest.

Good to munch right out of the package. Butter and serve like pop corn. Sprinkle
into soups. Use in candies, macaroons, in place of nutmeats.

Order Rice Krispies at hotels, restaurants, cafeterias, on
dining-cars. At all grocers. Always in the red-and-green
package. Always so crisp they crackle in cream 1Made by
Kellogg in Battle Creek. R | C E

KRISPIES

READY TO EAT

RICE
KRISPIES
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THE WOLF AND THE LAMB

truly great and noble Ambassador of
righteousness and good will

At the memorable Stockholm Con-
ference of 1925, Bishop Brent de-
clared with tremendous impressiveness,
that the Christian Church could, if it
would, exterminate war by exterminat-
ing the causes of war. His declaration
was received by the Conference with
the most earnest assent.

“1f,” continued the Bishop, “I am
called a fool for saying this, then I am
God’s fool.”

Truly, he joined that
bright array of prophets,
lawgivers.

“God’s fools!”
Saints of all ages, the Pilgrims,
the Quakers. St. Francis, George
Fox, John Wesley, John Bright,
Abraham Lincoln. Who, ac-
quainted with them, would not
wish to join their aristocracy?

And not a few of them op-
posed the World War.

The charge that institutional
Christianity ignominiously col-
lapsed in 1914 was sorrowfully
admitted The resolution that
it should not be caught napping
on the next occasion was regis-
tered on high.

“It must not happen again,”
is the slogan of right-minded
and, sagacious people of all
creeds or of no particular creed.
Should there be a repeated at-
tempt thus to set the world on
fire, | predict, from what 1
know, that the Church Univer-
sal will do more than merely
make a gesture of protest. She
will reaffirm in practical and
far-reaching fashion the truths
of the Fatherhood of God and
the Brotherhood of man as fatal to
the claims of aggressive conflict.

The three agencies here named: the
Church Universal, the Higher Intelli-
gence of the Race, and the Industrial
Order, are moving in the direction of
the Holy Mountain of Isaiah’s vision.
They have still a long distance to go
and grave difficulties to overcome. But
what has been achieved since 1918 af-
fords reasonable ground for the state-
ment of Mr. H. G. Wells, that a
century from now three major Powers
will control the earth—namely: The
United States of America, the United
States of Europe, and the United
States oi Asia, headed by China.

WHERE more than in the United
Nla\es is it true that the new epoch
instantaneously born from the

the first
era" is one
Another is
and Modern

morning a
priests and

Such were the

Reading history backward
century of the Christian
clear line of demarcation.
thrust between Medieval
times by the discover}' of the West
Indies. Since then we, as a nation,
have known three periods: the first, of
colonization; the second, of constitu-
tionalism and agrarian settlement; the
third, in which this Republic has ar-
rived at a majestic national conscious-
ness.

Probably our
through these momentous
were not always conscious of them.
But it is now fairly certain that the
United States of America has attained
its majority; and will assume a posi-
tion of paramount influence during the
next five hundred years. We have al-
ready commingled the races in our
population, and are now definitely de-
cided upon a policy of Immigration.

What America thinks about all
schemes for pacification is profoundly
interesting to the statesmen, journal-
ists and bankers of Germany, Austria,

who lived
changes,

ancestors,

[Continued from page 18]

Czecho-Slovakia, Poland, Italy and

France, as well as to those of Great
Britain.
Conceive, if you can, America as a

land of continental
tically exhaustless resources; a pros-
perous, happy and contented people;
and half the gold in the world in its
coffers. | submit that no country has
more need of wisdom, of humility, and
of a wise, far-sighted foreign policy
than has the United States.

If Spain, by virtue of her military
and naval strength, ruled the sixteenth
century; and England, since the defeat

extent, with prac-

W hat awaits the girl and boy gradu-
ate beyond the college gate? How
will the world receive them?

Rita Halle
in

WANTED: A CHANCE

throws a penetrating light upon this
problem which will come to mil-
lions in the spring, when as many
caps and gowns are folded tenderly
and packed away in attic trunks’

In McCall’s for April

of the Invincible Armada, has been the
mistress of the Atlantic, who shall put
limits upon the future sway of this
Republic? It stands midway between
the old world and the new to furnish
a mediating and reconciling ministry,
which, if exercised justly, will crown
our democracy with honors no tri-
umphant wars can confer.

COTERIE of authors among us has
A\/rinen disparagingly about Eu-

r8pe and of the nationalism which hasFrance,

brought that continent to the verge of
ruin. Other authors have painted her
in despicable colors as a hypocritical

beggar whining at Unde Sam’s door
for a pittance, and caring nothing for
justice and peace. It is always risky

to indulge these criticisms.
d. What are the facts about the Euro-
pean nations as they now stand?

Their artistic and intellectual riches
are beyond reckoning; and broad-
minded Americans rightly contend that
Europe’s good is our good as her ill
is our ill. The nations of the earth
sink or swim, survive or perish, to-
gether. It is heartening to know that
the majority of these nations are
slowly climbing out of the pit which
their mistaken or treacherous rulers
dug for them.

The Treaty of Versailles made no
peace which was pure and permanent.
In it the victors imposed their own
terms upon the vanquished. Cannes,
Genoa, and Lausanne afterward tried
in vain to render that Treaty work-
able. The Dawes plan undertaken at
the suggestion of Mr. Hughes, marked
the incoming of America's shrewdest
business brains to redeem the wreck-
age of international finance, and evolve
order out of its chaos.

Six years and three months after the
sighing of the Treaty of Versailles the
Conference at Locarno was convened.

o

Great Britain, Germany, France, Bel-
gium and Italy had at last relegated to
the rear war and its tumult of suspi-
cion and lies, and settled down to the
stimulating task of attaining a Peace
which should light the world with a
welcome radiance.

As if to emphasize the “miracle of
Locarno” it was Germany’'s Security
Pact which won acceptance there. Had
any publicist or politician assigned to
her in 1918 the role of peacemaker,
he would have been laughed down as
an idiot. Yet this is exactly what Strese-
mann achieved for his country; and

with it her restoration to a high
place in the councils of Europe.

Words fail to convey any
adequate idea of his diplomatic
triumph. There was a peculiar
fitness in the priority given Dr.
Stresemann to be the first to
announce the decisions of Lo-
carno. He it was, who, sup-

ported by the calm strength of
his colleagues, after having al-
ready made the Dawes plan
possible, showed in this Con-
ference that at least one truly
great German had learned
something from the war.

The world at large is to be
congratulated upon the results
of the agreement, and these can
now be stated in their order.

To appreciate them properly,
however, think, in passing, of
the conditions under which the
Conference met. Think of what
has come of all the rivalry, the
struggle for prestige, for ter-
ritory, for gain. The thrones of
Berlin, Vienna, and Moscow are
empty. The worst terms of the
Versailles Treaty yet prevail.

Russia after years of internal convul-
sion, terror, and untold horrors has
small compensation for her travail.
America was not officially present at
the Locarno Conference. Nevertheless,
the Convenantrises to fame; it ordains
that France and Germany shall never
go to war again, and that.they shall
arbitrate all mutual disputes in per-
petuity. All existing treaties are to re-
main unaffected and Germany resumes
her standing before mankind. She,
and Belgium agree that the
Rhineland shall constitute an unforti-
fied frontier which neither one nor the
other shall violate. Great Britain and
Italy unitedly sustain this undertaking,
and will resent any aggression upon the
neutral zone, be it made by France,
Belgium, or Germany. The League of
Nations stands behind and is sponsor
for the Locarno Pact, and its rules gov-
erning arbitration will interpret its
terms.

METHING more, however, was
eeded, and that something more

as contributed by the Pact of Paris,

ratified during the year 1929 and
crowning the work of pacification up to
date. The names of M. Briand, ex-
President Coolidge, ex-Senator Kellogg
and President Hoover and Secretary
Stimson are inseparably associated
with this great instrument. But it was
born in the brain of a private citizen
of the United States, Mr. Salmon 0.
Levinson, of Chicago, who enforces
afresh the observation of Emerson that
“the only thing in the world of value
is the active soul which every man
contains within him.”

The Pact is not only a product of
the highest American statesmanship;
it also resembles Christ’s great adven-
ture for mankind, in that it relies upon
the moralized intelligence of the na-
tions it protects.
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Esther,keep

your baby50|fe
fromloose pins and buttons

moyv
No Pins No Buttons

T3ROTECT the tender little body. Keep

Baby safe from pricking pins and twisted
buttons, and danger of swallowing a pin or
a button. Vanta Baby Garments tie with
dainty bows of twistless tape, making them
always comfortable, nevertoo tightnor too
loose, adjustable as baby grows. No turn-
ing or twisting to dress him so safely in the
softest, downiest Vanta Quality Garments
and Hosiery that Mother-love can desire.

TJOCTORS and nurses everywhere recom-

mend Vanta which originated the idea
of dressing babies without pins and buttons
for the first two vears. Every prescribed
weight of knitted fabricsin silk, wool, linen
mesh, rayon, ease, cotton, fashioned so care-
fully fortiny bodies. Every Vanta Garment
is guaranteed non-shrinkable, always giving
perfect protection.

* Vanta SelfHelp Garments

After Baby is two years old, Vanta Self
Help Garments, bearing the Red Heart
label, make it easy to teach him to dress
himself, thus saving M other’stime, and at
the same time training Baby’s mind.

Ask your store for the original Vanta
Garments. If you cannot get them write
EARNSHAW KNITTING CO., Dept. 312
Newton, Mass. In Canada, write to
J. R. Moodie Co., Ltd., Hamilton, Ont.
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Extraordinary

Value

for brief time only

Regular

PYKEX opren Baking DISH

0r60<

Meat pie with mushroom cover. The mush-
rooms should he added the last ten minutes.
The Open Baking Dish is perfectfor all kinds
of meat pie, creamed meat; scalloped and
au gratinfish; oysters.

Cauliflower au gratin. All kinds of tempting
scalloped and au gratin vegetable dishes are
baked and served in the Open Baking Dish.

Bread pudding . . . just one of the countless
desserts that are delicious, prepared and
served in this dish. Ideal for puddings,
souffles, custards, and gelatin desserts.

Trade-mark "PYREX" Reg. U. S. Pat. OR.

ERE is an opportunity to buy

H one of the most popular Pyrex
dishes at an

Only 69# for the Ij~-quart Open Bak-

ing Dish that sells regularly at $1.00!

Perfect for an endless variety of uses
—this dish has always been a great
favorite. Truly, it is surprising the
numberofdelicious foodsyou can bake
and serve in it.. . meats— macaroni
— vegetables— fish— deep dish pies—
puddings— souffles. It is also a won-
derful mold for gelatin desserts.

Even though you already own one
of these Open Baking Dishes, you will
find it handy to have a second one—
because you so often use two of these
dishes at one meal.

Don’t misfc the opportunity to buy
the Pyrex Open Baking Dish at nearly
one-third less than the regular price.
Be sure to buy early—because ydur
dealer has only a limited number of
these dishes. When his present supply
isexhausted, they will go back to their
regular price. You can getthem in the
houseware or china sections of depart-
ment stores and in hardware stores.
No dishes will be sold direct from fac-
tory. Canadian price, regularly $1.50
—reduced to $1.00.

When you are making your purchase,
be sure to ask to see the extremely
interesting group of other Pyrex dishes.
Among them are a Two-Piece Dish
fot waterless cooking in the oven; a
Divided Dish that does the work of
two dishes; a Pyrex Platter that bakes
foods perfectly and looks beautiful on
the table.

FREE msSend today for
New Menu Booklet

CORNING GLASS WORKS, Dept. 2fis,
Corning, N. Y.
Please send me your FREE Menu Booklet
containing 80 complete meals—each whole
meal cooked all at the same time. New
edition, beautifully illustrated in color.

Address

extraordinary saving
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[Continued from page 21]

all their intimacy: “Linda Merring’s
coming back from California Thanks-
giving. I've told you about her—you
know, the family’s choice for Jerry!
Jerry’s, too, or always has been!”

Janet was pretending to do trigo-
nometry. “Oh!” she said, and went
on with sines and cosines.

“She’s Jerry’s kind, exactly!” Pam
went on. “Trees and poetry
money! Jerry’ll never have anything,
so it’s really quite perfect!”

drew it again and again.

JNET drew a circle too carefully,

“There arc lots of girls like that,”
she said finally, faintly defiant.

“Oh, | don’t know so many! Not
like Linda. It’s not pretense with her.
If she slept out in the woods, rolled
up in a blanket, she’d do it because
she loved the stars and the night—not
as the rest of us would, because jt
would be a stunt! And she doesn’t
care a rap about clothes! Lucky for
Jerry!”

“Isn’t it, though?”

Right then, in her heart, she said,
“She can’t have him!”

No one had ever taken what she

wanted away from
her before, but,
nevertheless, she
was afraid. She
said to herself:
“She’sone of these
athletic girls —
plain and dowdy
but terribly in-
telligent!”

Still, she was
afraid. AIl sum-
mer she had to be
afraid, for Jerry
was  on Mount
Monadnock again.

Then it was
Thanksgiving.

On Thanksgiv-
ing morning, dressed all in brown, she
came downstairs, called Rags.

“To Pamela’s so early?”
Mary asked.

“No. Just off by myself with Rags!™

Cousin Mary gave her a quick,
troubled look.

“They—they tell me Jerry Hiiver’s
engaged to this girl that’s there!™

“They do?” Janet laughed. Then she
said lightly, “They’re wrong, Cousin
Mary!”

But out on the familiar road, a
bright brown figure in the bright brown
day, she did not laugh. “She can’t have
him! She can’t have him!” drummed
in her heart.

She met them face to face in the
wood path beyond the old schoolhouse
—Jerry and Linda Merring. Plain?
Dowdy? Terribly intelligent? Janet
knew, with a hard hurt in her heart,
that she had never seen a face so
lovely. Linda Merring was tall, nearly
as tall as Jerry. Her dark hair was
combed back plainly and was beautiful
so. Her eyes were fine, mature. Janet
was aware of her youth, of her own
gamin provocativeness beside Linda’s
wise beauty.

“You must come over with Pam!”
she heard herself saying.

She was going on, her hands clenched
tight in her tweed coat’s pockets.
“Here, Rags!” She must keep Rags
beside her, so she could go on steadily,
not looking back at the two tall figures.
But she was not steady. Nevertheless,
her heart kept saying, “You can't have
him! You can’t have him!”

It wasn’t so hard, after all. Not hard
at all, really, for almost at once*—in
a few days— she found the weakness in
Linda’s armor.

Cousin

The four of them tramped to the inn
on the Ranjsdell road. Pamela was in
high spirits.

“11l bet | can jump that fence!”
she called out once.

They took turns, four athletic young
people who scorned fences.

Then, as Linda’s turn came, Jan
saw her suddenly wince. She did not
try again. When they came to the inn,
Linda called Pam aside and said: “Do
you suppose | could get some witch
hazel and a bandage here? | think Ive
sprained my wrist!”

It was right then that Janet knew
Linda’s weakness. It was this—that
Linda would never make a fuss. She
would never ask for sympathy or
kindness. You knew what she was:
You could take her or leave her. That
was her weakness—pride in her own
dignity. Janet knew thatno man would
appreciate that pride, not even Jerry;
men resented self-sufficiency in a wom -
an ; they wanted to give sympathy and
protection.

But it was Christmas before some
curious inhibition let her wuse her
knowledge. Perhaps she wouldn’t have
then had they not skated one night and

the memory come
too sharply of the
first time she had
skated with Jerry
and had felt so
warm and glad
and at home. See-

ing him skating
with Linda hurt
too much.

On this night,
Jerry said:  “1’ll
walk over with
you!”

She was quiet
all the way across
the snowy field,
but at the door,
she turned to him

and said, half-wistfully: “Don’t you
want to come in and get warm, Jerry?”
She knew just how she looked stand-
ing there in the snow. Cousin M ary sat
by the fire, darning.

“Don’t go, Cousin Mary!”

But Cousin Mary, seeing that look
that had troubled her of late in the
blue eyes, took herself and her stock-
ings off to the kitchen.

ped to the big chair by the fire.

“How quiet and cozy it is here!” he
said warmly. “I get awfully sick of a
crowd!”

She gave him a quick look. He was
so brown, so kind, so dear. No, she
could not bear it that Linda Merring
have him. She could not bear it! She
sat near him on a low stool. The
plaid of her skirt made soft gaiety in
the firelight.

JRRY put the skates down and drop-

“l do. too. | like people, though—
one or two at a time!” She paused a
wistful moment. Then, “I guess | was

lonely too long to do without them
now!”

“Lonely?” He laughed at her a lit-
tle, and she laughed with him.

“But | was, really! This was all
country not so long ago. There wasn’t
a soul to play with— just my dolls and
I out under the mulberry tree! Dolls
are wooden things, though I like live
things! | used to pretend the holly-
hocks were princesses come Vvisiting
and mornings | used to come down
before the dew was off the grass and
look under all the toadstools to see if
maybe there wouldn’t be one fairy
left! There nether was. though!”

There was a gentle little silence.

[Continued on page 100]
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First sweeping HOLLYWOQOD ¢ ¢« then B roadway *

and now the EUROPEAN CAPITALS

Lux Toilet Soap caresfor the

You can keep your skin exquisitely smooth just

as 9 out of 10 glamorous screen stars do

ONG ago ourown charming Holly-
I wood stars discovered that for

ractiveness a girl must have soft,

smooth skin—and that Lux Toilet
Soap keeps the skin at its loveliest!

Then the famous Broadway stage
stars became equally
about thi® delicately fragrant, white
soap. Never have they been more

enthusiastic

grateful to it than since so many of
them are playing in the talkies!

And now—in France, in England,
in Germany—the European screen
stars have adopted Lux Toilet Soap.

In Hollywood alone
511 lovely actresses use it

Every girl who appears under the
blaze of the great close-up lights must
And the talkies
have so many, many close-ups!

have flawless skin

“No girl can be attractive unless she
has the very loveliest skin.” This is

Helen Hayes

" Cogeelte

Mary Eaton ,,

rive O'Clock Girl

Arlette Marcral Sezarre Bianchetti

French screen star

French screen star

Lux Toilet

the conclusion of 45 leading Holly-
wood directors who pick the girls
who will most surely win popularity
on the screen.

Small wonder, then, that in Holly-
wood alone, of the 521 important
actresses, including all stars, 511 are
devoted to Lux Toilet Soap. And
every one of the great film studios
has made it the official soap for their
dressing rooms.

At the request of the Broadway
stage stars, it has been placed in
their dressing rooms by 71 of the 74
legitimate theaters, and by other lead-
ing theaters all over the country

Lux Toilet Soap has become the
chosen soap of the world’s most
famous stars. If you aren’t already
using this delightful soap, order sev-
eralcakes—today. Itscaressinglather
will keep your skin lovely, just as it
keeps the skin of the famous stars!
Use it for the bath—and for the
shampoo, too! %

"Sally

Lugy Doraine

Franco-Slavic star

Soap

loveliest complexions in

Marion Davies

Famous screen star

J°AN

BKM K.CF

8>er

n

i his ¥ear of Grace

Lie Dacover

German star

Bebe Daniels

Radio Pictures’Player

* o

JA
Films

Lenook UJ.C

»The Sand, Ho.A «

Mebel Poulton

English star

Luxury such asyou havefound only infine
Trench soaps at 50? and $1.00 the cake... NOW 104

the world

Evelyn Brent

Paramount

Dor g
Fi rstJ M?S;{q“‘

p finnington
' ke

George

Juliette Conpton

English star
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IF YOUR BABY

ISABOTT!

read.:

Bottle babies sometimes have a pretty

hard time of it. They gain slowly —

nothing seems to agree” perfectly.

Mothers can’t help worrying

In thousands and thousands of cases
like this, Eagle Brand has come to the
rescue.Againand again thismarvelously
digestible food agreeswhen allelse fails.
M any a baby, literally starving to death
because unable to digest his food, has
been saved by Eagle Brand. Countless
mothersand doctors,during the 70 years
that Eagle Brand has been in use, have
written to express grateful praise of this
remarkable milk.

W hat is Eagle Brand? Simply pure,
fresh,wholecow’'smilk, modified by the
addition ofrefined sugarand condensed
by the removalofmostofthewater.The
sugar supplies carbohydrates required

by all infants. The milk supplies bone

| F BABY

and tissue-building materialand grow th-
promotingvitamins— the same food ele-
ments that are supplied by pasteurized
GradeAmilk.Buthere is the difference:
Eagle Brand is so easily digested that it
is comparable to mother’s milk in this

respect. It is so readily and perfectly
assimilated that every drop of it goes to
nourish the infant— to build firm bones,

strong muscles, healthy tissue

Your baby— is he thriving on his

present food? If not, we suggest that

you and your doctor consider Eagle
Brand. Send for two free booklets. The
new and complete edition of “ Baby’s
W elfare”— containing practical feeding
information and suggestions for supple-
mentary foods advised by doctors—
orange juice, cereals, cod liver oil, etc.
“TheBestBaby”—abeautiful little book,
illustrated in color for keeping records
ofbaby’sgrowth and development. M ail

the coupon today.

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

CHEAP

[Continued from page 98]

“It’s snowing!” she said presently,
as if pulling herself back from some-

where. “Hear it on the windows?”
“1 like it.”
“l do, too.”
“Were you really ever lonely, Jan?”
“Was 1? Heavens, yes! But not

since you and Pam came. Not so much,

anyway. | used to want a brother so-
I'd even dream of farm hands win-
ning* Father’s approval and getting

adopted! But when you and Pam came,
everything seemed different—warmer.
Sometimes, | get afraid that it's a
dream and that I’ll wake up and you
won’t live next

door!”

He was silent
but he put out a
hand suddenly and
drew her head to
rest against the
arm of his chair.

“Jerry .

“W hat, Jan?”

“You remember
that first day we
knew each other?

Over on the
Pond?”

“Of course!”

“Jerry, | went
on purpose! I'd
been over that
way with Rags the day before and you
were there skating. You—you looked
so nice, like the brother 1’d dreamed
about having— so next morning | . .
do you hate me for doing that?”

“Hate you,.Jan? Look at me!”

But, for a moment, she could not
look at him. She had a feeling of hav-
ing betrayed that little girl who had
truly looked under toadstools for fair-
ies and bowed low to hollyhock prin-
cess; that little girl who had been so
supremely content to be lonely.

But then she remembered Linda and
Jerry skating side by side and she
looked up at Jerry and let her heart
come into her blue eyes, eyes a deep
gray now, and stay there. And a look
came into Jerry’s eyes that she could
have cried to see.

EN his homely, dear face was
T:gainsl her hands and he was say-
ing, “Oh, Jan, | love you! | love you!
I love you!” over and over.

So it had been easy, after all. A
few words before a fire in the midst
of a storm that shut them in. A few
wistful words and a look.

Pamela was quiet about it.

“l don’t believe you want me for
a sister!” Janet said to her one day.

Pamela gave her a troubled, though
loving look.

“Oh. | do, but if you want the
truth, | can’t get Linda out of my
head. It isn’t that | like her better—
it isn’t that, Jan "

“They weren’t ever engaged.”

“No. But we’d grown up thinking it
was going to be that way. It’s going to
break Linda’s heart!”

“Maybe | have a heart, too

“But you’'d know how td mend
yours. Linda won't even try!”

For a moment she almost
Pam for her discernment.

She didn't finish college. She mar-
ried Jerry, in the old stone house
where she had spent her life. The yel-
low roses and larkspur and the snap-
dragons were in blossom and the great
clumps of peonies along the drive.
Janet felt free and glad, as if she
were done with bargaining and could
put even thought of it behind her. She
thought, even humbly, that she would
be a good wife to Jerry, better than
Linda could have been.

hated

But ‘they’d only been married three
weeks and they were waiting for word

about Jerry’s appointment as forest
ranger in Washington, when Jerry’s
father said to her one day: “Janet,

can’t you talk Jerry out of this back
to the wild stuff? I'm getting on in
years and | want him here! Fie says
he doesn’t want money, but that’s all
nonsense. Everyone wants money, and
he'd be fixed for life if he’d only have
sense enough to stick to the Great
Northwestern!”

And the day after he took her for
a drive past a sweet white house near
the edge of the
city. “There!” he
said, as if just dis-
covering it.
“There’s a house
made for you and
Jerry! The stub-
born young pup!”

She thought
about the house
all that day. That
night she said,
“Why don’t you
help >four father
out till you get
word?”

“Oh, let’s
till then!” he
plied.
live on your folks,

play
re-

“1 don’t like to
do you?”

“No. But | know Dad. And | know
the Great Northwestern. If either of
'em gets a grip on you, it's for life!”

But in the end they rented the
white house and Jerry went to work
for his father.

And one day Jerry’s father stopped
at the house with a letter from Wash-
ington for Jerry.

“Jan ”

She was seeing the envelope.
“Yes?”

“W hat’s a decent salary for an

energetic young man—a salary that’ll
allow for a little fun?”

She flushed a little.
“Oh, six or seven thousand!” she
said lightly.

That night Jerry told her his father
had offered him seven thousand to stay
on. He told her a little soberly.

“Seven thousand!” she cried.

Just then he spied the government
envelope. He gave a shout.

“Delivery from bondage!” he cried.
“How soon can you pack?”

WHIRLED her around and
Hkissed her joyously. She laughed;
ut then she drew away from him
went to the dining room window which
looked out on a colorful patch of fall
flowers.
“It’ll break your
she said presently.
“It’ll have to, then. | told you how
it would be. But I've got to go, Jan;
it’s my job!”
“1 know
easy to say,
“It is our life

and

father’s heart!”

but, Jerry, it’s so
‘It’s our life to live’!”

“Your father’s worked all his life
for you! And my folks for me!”

“Jan!"

She had turned now, an appealing
child in a green linen frock. His dis-

belief was queerly unsteadying.

“But Jerry, what if we’d have a
baby— 'way out there—on twenty-two
hundred a year! We have to think of
that!”

“l only wish 1
baby—'way out there

“It’s different with a woman. She
might not get a doctor. Besides, a
woman gets lonely!”

[Continued from page 103]

could have been a
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.ad New

time-mellowed

flavor that only

C ave CI_URING
can give |

ow, in this country, Kraft-

N Phenix, the world’s greatest

cheese makers, are offering everyone,
everywhere, a new delight

The teasing, long remembered fla-

vorof “cave cured” cheese

The same time-mellowed goodness

KRAFT-PHENIX

that has made the limestone caves of
Southern France—cool, deep, wind-
blown—famous for the cheeses rip-
ened in them!

To give you this rare delicacy of
flavor, the ideal conditions of these

famous caves of France have been re-

Visitors to the Old World rejoice
in the time-mellowed flavor of the
cheeses served in even the smallest
inns. Kraft Cheese . . . aged, ripe,
mellow . . . makes this pleasure
possiblefor everyone

The Kraft five pound loaf, with the rare "cave cured” flavor is now wrapped in a new silver
foil, so marked thatyou can identify the smallest slice. Askyour dealer to cut any amount
for you— Kraft American Cheese or Pimento. Also in the quarter and half pound package

produced.W ith infinite care and skill,
nature is assisted in her unhurried
task. Kraft cheese makers duplicate
precise temperatures regulate
subtle variations of moisture and

skilfully control ventilation.

M aster cheese blenders choose .
now amildcheese,madeinJunewhen
cows graze in the clover . . . now a
“cave cured” cheese, with the rip-
ened flavor that’s the pride of Old
World epicures. They blend, test,
taste—until piguancy and mildness
mingle in justthe right degree.

W ith what proud results! The
smooth creaminess revered by cheese
lovers is there. So too is the tender-
ness. But a new savory quality has
been added—a rich, mellow flavor
that only Kraft “cave curing” can
impart.

You’ll want this cheese for im-
promptu lunches, for desserts, forany
numberofcooking uses. And because
it is thoroughly ripened, it is one of
the most digestible of foods.

Ask for it at your grocer’s— Kraft

American and Kraft Pimento. In

the familiar quarter and half pound
package. And in the five pound loaf,
now wrapped in a fine new silver foil
of striking design. There’s a rare
treatinstore foryou. Try sometoday.
And remember

Kraft Brick and

Swiss Cheese, too.

Kraft-Phenix Cheese Corporation

General Offices, Chicago, Illinois

Many mothers keep the little
silver and blue “Philadelphia”*
Cream Cheese always on hand.
It’s sorich in calcium and vita-
min A—thosebuildersofsturdy
bone and good strong teeth.
Children love the creamy flavor
of this cheese. Give them all
they want to eat

PRODUCTS
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Here’s that new Royal
Quick Setting Gelatin...

You make it in 3 minutes—serve

it in an hour—It’s an utterly

new type of gelatin dessert—
smoother and far more delicious

AT LAST a way has been discovered to make gelatin
desserts jell taster. It’s a secret manufacturing pro-

cess invented by the makers of Royal Gelatin Dessert
You

know how long ordinary gelatin takes to set

. three or four hours. Even then it sometimes fails

to jell.
This new Royal Gelatin Dessert cuts the time in half.
And with modern electric refrigeration it sets in about

an hour ... orin some cases in less than an hour.

W hat a convenience! You

rest of the meal.

prepare it in three min-

utes . along with the Then into

your ice box it goes

You can make a variety of luscious, colorful desserts with Royal.
Plain orfancy, garnished with whipped cream, fruits or nuts.

Dissolve in boiling water, add ice water. Put in ice box

At dessert time it’s ready to serve — firm, yet tender...
smooth and quivery . sparkling with color.

W hen you taste it, you notice a difference

in flavor, too. Huge red raspherries . scar-

let strawberries, cherries — that’s

what you

ruby red

taste in Royal Gelatin Dessert.
The rich juiciness of orange, the sharp tang

oflemon.

The flavors are always fresh— because Royal
Gelatin Dessertisalways fresh on yourgrocer’s
shelf. It

is delivered to stores regularly in

At dessert time it’ ready . . . tempting and colorful

small quantities by the nation-wide delivery system of
Standard Brands,

Doctors, you know, recommend gelatin both for its

Inc.

nutritive value and its easy digestibility. It’s especially

good for children and how they love it! Letthem
eat it to their hearts’ content.

Serve this new dessert for dinner tonight. Be sure to
ask your grocer for Royal—in the red box. For that’s
the new quick setting kind!

Five delicious flavors to choose from: Raspberry,

Strawberry, Cherry, Orange, and Lemon.

Strawberry Fruit Mould: Dissolve i package Royal Strawberry Gelatin Des-
sert in one cup boiling water; add i cup cold water. W hen itjust begins to thicken,
pour small amount in pint mould. Slice 2 or 3 halves of canned pears, and seed and
cut in half '/t cup white grapes. W hen gelatin has set, arrange pieces of fruit as de-
sired, to form design. Add more gelatin to cover fryit, chill until firm. Mix remain-
ing fruit and gelatin, pour into mould. Chill until firm. Turn out and garnish with

canned fruit and whipped cream.

ROYALMISTr?

Gelatin

Dessert
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“1’d be there.”

“1 know.”

She turned and looked again out to-
ward the zinnias and marigolds and
asters. She was still a long time. Then
his cheek was against her hair and he
was saying, “Jan, sweetheart!” but his
hands did not touch her.

They the little white
house.

“Dad’s as happy as a boy!” Pamela
told Janet. “But it must have been a
struggle to persuade
Jerry.”

“Oh, not so much of
a struggle!”

“He’s had his heart
on forestry since he
was ten! And Linda
was all for it, too!”

For an instant the
ghost of Linda stood
there, a most superior
ghost who didn’'t know
pretense.

“We rarely get our
heart’s desire,” Janet
said, not too seriously.

To do Janet jus-
tice, she made a gay
place of the white house. She believed
in getting the best of a bargain, but
not in getting something for nothing
at all. There were always laughter, a
healthy excitement, pretty girls, there.
And she gave it an air of permanency.
It was her kind of life—a little garden,
the little luxuries, intelligent, jolly
people. It was the kind of life Jerry
would love, once he had given up his
thought of that other. But some nights
Jerry seemed not to want young folks.

One night she read a poem and
Jerry said, “Oh, yes, | know that!”

For some reason the ghost of Linda
came to stand by her. She closed the
book and could not finish the poem.

The baby for whom she had given
up Washington forests, did not come.

“Any doctor’ll say—not the first
year or two!”

Then when they had been married
nearly three years, Jerry’s cousin in
Ohio died, leaving a baby.

“Oh, Jerry!” Jan said.
baby, made to order!”

RRY looked at her with a strange
Jwvyness to his tender smile.

“Our baby?” he said slowly.

“Yes, ours!
prayer! The
scaring me so

Jerry got up, went to the window.
Spring was come and there were cro-
cus in the grass and red buds on the
maples. But Jerry had spent a sum-
mer on Mt. Monadnock and looked
down on giant pines and once had seen
an eagle soaring .

“Why were you scared?” he said
presently- without looking around; but
someone ran in and the moment was

stayed in

“It’s our

Jerry, it’s an answer to
idea of having one was

gone.

They took the baby and it was good
and sweet.

“Oh, it’s just nothing to have a
baby!” she would boast, laughing. But
she had thought it would be just the
same as their own and it was never
quite that. Jerry loved the baby, but

there was always something there—
some resentment that she couldn’t get
past.

Cousin Mary said to her once: “Is
Jerry well, Janet?”

“Oh, yes! Why?”

“He looks tired—you ought to get
him away somewhere!”

But it seemed Jerry would
not take a vacation just
could go if she wanted to.

rather

now. She

“I't wouldn’t be any fun without you
there!”

He wouldn’t go, though. She came
over to his chair, sat on the arm of it.

“Jerry, what’s the matter lately?
Don't you love me?”

“Love you?”

She was ashamed that she had asked
that. But something drove her on to
ask: “You don’t wish you’d married
someone different—like Linda?”

“How could I wish that?”

His tired eyes worshiped her slim
face and her shame
somehow deepened.

Only a few days lat-
er, Pamela dropped in,
pretending she had
come for no reason at
all, but Janet sensed
at once that there was
a reason. At last Pam
said, “l1 must fly! Be
out Sunday, won’'t
you?”

“Why, vyes, unless
you're withdrawing the
invitation!”

Pam laughed, then
looked up from the
flagstone path to Janet

on the steps. “Jan, | feel a little
guilty. | saw Linda Merring in town
and before ever | thought, I asked her
out for Sunday!”

Janet grinned a little teasingly at
Pamela.
“Well, I think it’s safe. We won’t

stab each other, I'm sure!”

But she stood there on the low steps
and remembered with a clarity she
had not known possible, the proud,
beautiful face of Linda Merring look-

ing at her from beside Jerry’s dear,
lean, homely face in a little path be-
side an old brick schoolhouse. The
face seemed to challenge her. She

thought of excuses for not going Sun-
day, but all seemed childish. She tried
to tell Jerry, casually, that Linda was
coming; could not do it; scorned her-
self because she could not.

EN she was face to face with
Linda before the old fireplace in
Jerry’s house and knew she had not

been frightened for naught. Linda wore
a soft, crepe dress with little rambling,
old-fashioned flowers on it, like one of
the old challis patterns. The dress
seemed to say to Janet’s childishly
brief skirts: “W hat! You're not grown
up yet!”

She was saying: “Hello, Jerry. Why,
the baby’s not a bit like you!”

Janet hated her for saying that. Did-
n’t she know? Of course she did!

Dinner was through with somehow,
with Jerry a little too talkative; then
music. Janet was wont to play to them
softly as they sat by the fire and
visited.

She couldn’t do differently tonight,
though she had a strapge desire to
take Jerry by the hand and lead him
out of the house, away from all these

people.

“Well, Linda, how goes it?”

She heard that clearly above her
playing, though the voice was low.

There was something about the voice
that was different, a rested tone, as if
he had come to a place where he never
had to pretend.

“All right with me, Jerry. And you?”

It was as if Linda Merring had been
waiting all these seven years to say
those words to Jerry and as if all her
heart’s ease hung on his answer. Janet
began some gentle thing of Beethoven
that she had known for years, waiting
all the time for Jerry’s answer. And it

[Continued on page 110]
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Mummy!’

It’s little short of miraculous, the way
Unguentine stops the pain from an ugly
burn.

For cooling, antiseptic Unguentine pen-
etrates the surface skin, and quickly
tissues

relieves the inflamed, smarting

underneath. Unguentine heals gently,
safely, and helps Nature build up fresh

new tissues. Hardly ever is a scar left.

Antiseptic—guards againstinfection

Unguentine is a powerful antiseptic, too.
Unlike many other applications, Unguen-
tine does not dry out and lose effective-
ness. Unguentine continues to ease pain,
continues to destroy invading germs, as

long as it remains on the wound.

Eight out ten use

Unguentine

of every hospitals
Keep a tube on hand always.
Use it not only for burns, but for cuts,
scratches, insect bites, bruises. Easy to
use— spread it on gently and generously.

Get

today.Only 50c fora tube thatwill relieve

Unguentine from your druggist
months to
come. Write for free booklet “ W hat to
Do,”byM.D.Stofer,M.D.,.Dept.UD3,The
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N. Y.
193 spadina Ave., Toronto.

every household injury for

In Canada,

Whenever you bathe burned or wounded
skin, always use U nguentine Soap. It is
wonderfully soft and kind to tender skins.

Unguentine

Quick-healing and antiseptic for

BURNS
CUTS

SCALDS
BRUISES
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Bottled Sunshine builds them!

To mostpeople,itisan interesting scien-
tific discovery. To mothersofbabies,itis
vitalnews... thisstory ofa strange factor
in sunshine which babies must have to
build straightbones and sound teeth.

This factor is known as Vitamin D.
W ithout it,your baby cannot utilize the
milk and vegetables that you so pains-
takingly prepare for him,to build good
bones and teeth.

Ofcourse sunshine is the greatest nat-
ural source of Vitamin D

But under modern living conditions,
itis hardly possible foryour baby to get
enough sunshine directly on his bare
skin, to supply the Vitamin D he needs.

Clouds, fog, smoke and clothing shut
outthe precious rays that protect— the
ultra-violetrays. These rays cannoteven
go through ordinary window glass

You cannotdepend upon sunshine as
a day-in, day-out source of supply. But

there issomethingyoucandependupon.
Good cod-liver oil—Bottled Sunshine!

In good cod-liver oil there is an ever abun-
dant,constantsupply ofVitamin D. This iswhy
cod-liveroil has come to be asregularapartof
infant feeding as milk and orange juice

Baby specialists are always insistent on the
useofgoodcod-liveroil, because they know that
differentoilsvaryin theircontentofVitamin D.

Squibb’sisafavoritewith physiciansbecause
itisguaranteed to bevery rich notonlyin Vit-
amin D, the bone-and-tooth-building vitamin,
butalsoin Vitamin A, which promotes growth
and increases resistance to certain infections

Be sure that your baby gets a cod-liver oil
that has been tested and proved to be the
highest quality. Your physician will tell you
that there isnone better than Squibb’s

A New Mint-flavored Cod-Liver Oil

Expectantmothers also need Bottled Sunshine
to protect their own teeth from decay, as well
as help build good teeth and bones for the
coming child. Squibb’s new Mint-flavored
Cod-Liver Oil is so easy to take—try it. You
can get it at all drug stores

Squibb’s Cod-Liver Oil

PLAIN OR MINT-FLAVORED
Produced, Tested and Guaranteed by E. R Squibb & Sons, New York — Manufacturing Chemists to the Medical

Profession since 1858

* E.R.Squibb & Sons, Dept.M3,80 Beekman St., New York City

Please send me a copy of your booklet— FR EE—“Why every
baby needs Bottled Sunshine.”

Shall we send Name_ —
you this booklet? Address—

It is FREE Ciy
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To the tune of the Duke's flute they danced and frisked

LITTLE

MOUSE

and

THE OLD DUKE

By PAULINE BRADFORD MACKIE

ANY years ago a lonely old
M Duke lived alone with his
servants in a castle in Spain.

He had no children and so his only
pets were a cat and a dog. The dog was
a Spaniel with scented ringlets and a
blue bow on his collar, while the cat
was powerful and as big as the dog.
They were spoiled by too much luxury
and would only yawn when their mas-
ter would throw a ball for them to
catch. Neither of them would make a
move to bring it back to him. Every
day their master would play on his
flute of black wood inlaid with gold.
The music was sweet but the cat and
dog couldn’t bear it, for it made them
feel like howling. As they had been
brought up with court manners, how-
ever, they did not give way to their
feelings but would run to the bedroom
and jump oa the silken coverlet of the
great four-poster bed and there go
into an uneasy sleep.

One afternoon the music changed
and wakened them. From being, as
usual, plaintive and a trifle sad, it was
now as merry and cheerful as a fairy
jig. Then they heard tap-tap, tap from
the old Duke’s foot.

“We’'d better see what’s up,” said
the cat.

The Spaniel yawned. He always
yawned before he spoke. “I was en-
tirely comfortable,” he answered.
Nevertheless, he followed the cat off
the bed.

The two stole slyly to the door
which was partly open and looked out
into the great music room. In it was a
piano and dark furniture covered with
bright blue leather. Spain is cold in
the winter and as the old Duke spent
much time in the music room, he
wished more than the usual heat of a
charcoal fire in a brass bowl, so he had
sent away to Northern Europe for a

big stove built of tiles. It was a hand-
some stove and historical scenes were
painted on its tiles, and its pipe went
high up into the lofty room before the
elbow turned into the chimney.

Yes. the Duke was tapping gaily
with his foot, and his silk cap was
crooked on his head. He was looking
down at the edge of the rug, where a
little mouse was frisking and spinning
and dancing around to the music. The
mouse, hearing the music, had come
up through a knot hole in the floor.

The cat and the Spaniel exchanged
a surprised look. The Spaniel started
to bark, he was so indignant, but the
cat cuffed him sharply with his paw to
be still. What a most unpleasant sur-
prise this was to them, for they did not
wish their master to love anyone else.
Jealously they watched from behind
the door until it grew dusk and the
servant came in with the lighted
candles. At the entrance of the servant
the mouse slipped down the knot hole
and the old Duke laid aside his flute
The old Duke planned to keep the
visit of the little mouse to himself but
he was all unaware that two pair of
sharp eyes had watched his actions
from the other room.

The cat and the Spaniel consulted
how they could get rid of the mouse.
Every night when all in the castle were
asleep, the cat would glide out into
the music room and watch by the knot
hole to catch the mouse. He wished to
kill him. The Spaniel always sat by
the cat, but sometimes he would for-
get and fall sound asleep. Then when
he moved in his sleep he would step
on his own ringlets which would hurt
and he would whimper and the cat
would give him a cuff. For the cat
could sit all night without moving. His
eyes would be closed but he would hear
every sound. [Turn to page 146]
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You can’t help but notice
how much softer and lighter Kotex is

Travel Apparelfrom Jay-Thorpe

Here is a sanitary pad that really fits . .. really protects. And
women have the added assurance of knowing that 85% of
America’s leading hospitals choose this very same absorbent.

ODAY, with smartness a guide to every costume
detail, women appreciate Kotex more than ever
For this sanitary pad is designed to fit securely, de-
signed to protea adequately, without being in the
least bulky. And itissoft. .. even afterhoursofwear!

Used in great hospitals

If you were to think of the one source of authority
on sanitary protection, what would it be? The medi-
cal world, certainly. Then you’ll be glad to know
that 85% ofthe country’s leading hospitals not only
approve of, butactuallyuse Cellucotton (not cotton)
absorbent wadding today!

Please remember that Cellucotton is NOtcotton—it

is a cellulose product which, for sanitary purposes,

performs the same function as the softest cotton, but
with 5 times the absorbency.

It replaces thousands of pounds of surgical cotton
in dressings. Lastyear hospitals bought 2Yi million
pounds, the equivalent of 80,000,000 sanitary pads!

Kotex isso softand comfortable because itis made
up of layer upon layer of this unusual absorbent—
Cellucotton. Each layerisa quick, completeabsorbent
in itself. And you can easily separate these layers,
using only what needs demand

The way the corners arerounded and tapered makes
for further comfort It explains, too, why Kotex
leaves no revealing outline underthe mostclose-fitting
offrocks. Kotex deodorizes ... gives thatfinalmeasure
of daintiness no smart woman dares overlook. Buy

a box. Try it. After all, how else can you tell?

SAFE, SECURE . ..

1 Keeps your mind at ease.

2 Kotex is soft. .. Nota deceptive soft-
ness, that soon packs into chafing hard-
ness. But a delicate, lasting softness

3 The Kotexfillerisfarlighterand cooler
than cotton, yetabsorbs 5times as much

4 In hospitals... The Kotex absorbentis
the identical material used by surgeons
in 85% ofthe country’sleading hospitals.

~ Deodorizes, safely, thoroughly, by a
special process.

Regular Kotex-45¢ for 12
Kotex Super-Size—65c for 12
Atany drug, dry goods or department store;
or singly in vending cabinets, through West
Disinfecting Co.

KOTE

The New Sanitary Pad which deodorizes
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STOUT
WOMEN

AND

MIS5ES

Tkis
New Style Book
is Yours FREE

S TYLES have changed! And to you

this is good news, indeed—for the
new styles are more becoming to all
stoutwomen. Thenewmode/arorsthe
fuller figure and the new lowered hem-
line is definitely more slenderizing.

This Style Book shows the Fashion
changes—tells you the new Style
Story. And one copy is yours FREE.

The New Styles at New Low Prices

Your whole new costume may just as well
come from the heartof Fifth Avenue and yet
bring to you a big saving ip price. Because in
New York, and in 18othercities, Lane Bryant
servesthemostexclusiveshoppers-those best
informed on style. And because of the buying
powerof all these stores, our prices go lower
and lowerand bring you largersavings—assur-
ing you authoritative style and lowest price.

Lane Bryant Sizes

Lane Bryant is the world’s Largest Producer of styles
for stoutwomen. These garments are not merely larger
sizes—they are slenderizing Btyles, correctly propor-
tioned, with plenty of room at arms, bust and hips.
Everywomanof full figure should seefor herself the new
beauty, the personal charm that comeswith these styles.

All these advantages may now be yours—for our new
Style Bookbringsourstoresrightto yourdoor—as we pay
postage onevery purchase made by mail. There are for
you new delights in Dresses, Coats. Hats. Shoes, Corsets,
and Underwear —if you merely fill in the coupon below.

Jime Uryant

Dept. 92, FIFTH AVE. and 39th STREET, NEW YORK
Retail Stores: New York, Chicago, Detroit, Brooklyn, Philadelphia,
Baltimore and St. Louis; also retail store agencies in 12 other cities.

LANE BRYANT, Dept. 92, Fifth Avenue and 39th Street, New York. N.Y

Dear Madam: Please mail my free copy of your new Spring and Summer Style Book.

Name

Address !

Town State
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Most gas
and elec-
tric ranges
are now
equipped
with oven
regulators

MEASURED HEAT
MEANS HAPPINESS

By DORIS W. McCRAY

CENTLY a physician told me
K he had not tasted good custard

since he was a boy at home,
and asked me why his patients in the
hospital were invariably served such
unpalatable custards. The same ques-
tion often comes to me from women
who ask me why their custards are
watery and tough.

There is just one secret about baked
custard. It is summed up in the one
word temperature. Too hot an oven
makes a tough custard. The perfect
oven always makes the perfect custard.

Indeed, correct temperature is the
secret of nearly all successful cooking.
We now know that heat, like ingredi-
ents, must be accurately measured.
Given a reliable recipe and a means
for calculating temperature, any ama-
teur can become a good cook.

The implements for measuring heat
are inexpensive and easy to use. A-sin-
gle thermometer can now be bought
to take care of deep fat frying and
candy making. It costs about two dol-
lars. Formerly each of these processes
demanded its own thermometer, hence
the new type means a saving of a dol-
lar or more.

To gauge oven heat you need either
an oven regulator or an oven ther-
mometer. My own regulator added
fifteen dollars to the price of my new
stove, but in addition to measuring the
heat it automatically controls the
flow of gas during
the cooking pro-
cess, so that the
oven temperature
remains uniform
without my hav-
ing to watch it
(Electric ranges,
also, are made
with oven regula-
tors.)

The portable
oven thermometer
costs about two
dollars and is
really a necessity
for stoves not
equipped with reg-

ulators.
At the altitude
where | live water

boils, not at 212°
F. as it does at sea
level, but at 210°

F. | discovered this by boiling my
candy thermometer ten minutes in
water. Now if a recipe tells me to boil
my fudge to 236° F., | boil it to 234°
F. instead. This point is important if
one is to get perfect results in candy-
making.

Whipped Cream — Perhaps your
cream won't whip, or worse yet, it
turns to butter. Again the reason is
temperature. It must be thoroughly
chilled; 50° F. is the right degree of
coldness, a temperature which can be
obtained in an efficient refrigerator
To maintain this low temperature dur-
ing whipping it may be necessary to
set the bowl' in cracked ice or ice
water.

Cottage Cheese — For tender, deli-
cate cottage cheese heat the milk to
98° F. in a double boiler, if it is very
sour. If it is less acid a temperature
of 140° F. will not be too high.

Eggs— Do not boil eggs. For soft-
cooked eggs drop them in boiling wa-
ter, turn the heat off, and keep them
at 175° F. for five minutes. Cooked
this way eggs are deliciously tender.

For hard-cooked eggs, simmer them
at 175° F. for 45 minutes. This
method keeps them from being rub-
bery and indigestible.

Soft Custard— Soft custards will not
curdle if cooked over a low flame in a
double boiler until they barely coat the
spoon. Long cooking, even at low tem -

perature may cause
curdling. 1If made
of egg yolks. 183°
F. is best, but if
made of egg
whites, 179° F. is
better. Remember
that the tempera-
ture in the top of
the double boiler
is from 190° to
200° F. when the
water in the lower
part is boiling.
Boiled Meats —
A simmering tem -
perature of 180°
to 210° F. is best
for boiled meats,
as this makes them
more tender than
if they are actual-
ly boiled. Soup
[Turn to page 140]
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THE “MYSTERY" VITAMIN IN

IN T E R

ICEBERG HEAD LETTUCE PRESERVES YOUTHFUL VIGOR

N A L

' S AT H S Daily

o r Radlant Health

HE Sun isthe mother of us all. It ministers

to us daily. Even when you sprawl on the

beach, taking a sunbath, you are being fed with
“sun-food”— your body is being renewed.

And when you eat a portion of lettuce— say,

half a head— you are also taking a sun-bath— an

internal sun-bath For this lettuce is grown

under the smiling, sunny skies of the great Far

W est Day after day the ardent sun irradiates

it— shoots into it— fills it with

the

myriads of rays

actinic elements necessary to brimming
health— in short, puts up a package of sunshine
for you.

This And when your home

all

is Nature’s way.

skies are dull, and the sun never peeps out

day, or shows only a pale, wan face, you can Still
take your internal sun-bath For Iceberg head
lettuce is at your grocer’s in winter as well as in
Every day in the year you can serve

table

summer.

concentrated sunshine on

What You Eat, You Are

you are.

N ature’s your

Remember this! W hat you eat, The

radiant energy of the child, the vitality of a

vigorous man, the lithe grace and lustrous beauty

of a woman are but transmutations of the food

| ceberg Head Lettuce

they have eaten. They are the reactions of body
tissues— glandular, nervous, muscular— tuned to
the concert pitch of health by the right foods.

workmen—
the food

In your body millions of little

known to Science as cells—transform

you eat into teeth, hair, bones, organs, glands.

Yes, and into beauty, vitality and character If
you are forcing these cells, through an unbalanced

diet, to make “bricks without straw,” you are

growing old before your time. You are tossing
into the discard years of that virility which en-
ables men and women to attract, achieve, win in
love and business as well as in war.

The “straws” with which these little workmen
bind

into the “bricks” of which your body is built, are

together proteins, fats and carbohydrates

the Vitamins and M ineral Salts. Iceberg head

lettuce, grown in living sunlight, abounds in

Sunflower lIceberg Salad

Wash a head of Iceberg lettuce, and cut across
into slices about one inch thick. Cut pineapple
into wedge shaped pieces, then reverse these,
and arrange around the slice of lettuce to repre-
sent petals. Mix some ground nuts with mayon-
naise or cottage cheese and place on lettuce for
the center of the flower.

JVature$d Concentrated Sunshine
Jrom ARIZONA and CALIFORNIA

these And as you eat lettuce raw, they are not

impaired by heat or dissolved away by cooking.

The House Called Your Body

M any foods which we like and which are neces-

sary to nutrition, produce an acid condition.
This is neutralized by the alkaline ash of lettuce
Highly concentrated or refined foods are almost
They

intestines to work

entirely absorbed leave no residue for

the upon Lettuce supplies

the necessary ballast, and helps to ward off that

common but dangerous enemy—constipation,

with its train of evils.
Lettuce is a delicious and wholesome food—

one which has helped thousands of women to

their and
should

And

preserve or restore youthful figure

You eat it every day

that

youthful vigor.

Better still, twice a day see your

family does the same!

Send for Free Booklet
Write for the booklet Charging the
Human Battery—a finqer-post_ on the
road to a better and alonger life, with
fifty recipes for Lettuce salad. It is
FREE if you use the coupon.

3)1929 WG PA

Department E 2
Los Angeles, California

Please send me. free, your little book ¢
Charging the Human Battery, revealing the
most recent scientific findings upon heath,
growth and vitality.

Name.......ccccoommnrnrrvrernnnn Address. ..

CltY e St
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The Cocoa that’s best for the Children
IS best for you, too!

H OW much those little bundles of activity
—the children—need the gentle, glow-
ing benefit of a steaming cup of Baker’s Cocoa!
You, yourself, know how soothing and re-
freshing a cup of this best of beverages can be.
Indeed Baker’s has been the American fam-
ily’s traditional refreshment for generations!
Your grandmother enjoyed the same super-
fine Baker Quality—the same Baker Purity—
the same creamy-smooth chocolate flavor
— that you buy today, for even when our

BAKER'’S

Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

PAY MORE IS

EXTRAVAGANCE

cocoa beans came home from Southern seas in
clipper ships they were the best cocoa beans the
world produced!

And even when a great water-wheel turned
the simple machines of the first chocolate mill
in America, every step in Baker manufacture
was performed with the same painstaking care
that is the rule in our vast plant today!

Perhaps that is why you have always had
confidence in Baker Quality — perhaps that is
why you dont really need the assurance of

TO PAY

most modern dietitians that "Baker’s is best!”*
Best for your children and best for you —
for in every fragrant cupful there is the extra
nourishment of the world’s best cocoa, the
bountiful food-value of milk and the sooth-
ing glow of warmth.
Serve it often!
WALTER BAKER & CO. Inc.,

Dorchester, Mass.

+Recently chosen as the Best Cocoa by 78% Professional
Nurses; 79% Home Demonstration Agents; 82% Home
Economics Teachers; 63% School Lunch Room Managers;
67% Hospital Dietitians; 87% Editors Women's Magazines.

COCOA

© 1930. G. F. Corp.

LESS IS FALSE ECONOMY
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IS YOUR LIFE LIKE MINE?

first Few responded audibly.
None looked straight at him. All cast

names.

sidelong glances at me and sheepishly
hurried on.

From behind bowed shutters and
drawn parlor window shades | was

aware of an invisible scrutiny.

My husband chuckled. “You are be-
ing appraised and classified.”

| was mortified. For the first time in

my life | was conspicuous and self-
conscious in public. I, who had ap-
proached the small town with a chip

of ridicule on my shoulder and a stone
of haughty superiority and condescen-

sion in my glove, was abashed. In-
voluntarily. | lowered my voice and
spoke cautiously and perfunctorily,

averting my eyes and speeding my gait.

My resentment deepened. | welled
with self-pity.

Now and then we struck patches of
cement when | could again walk erect.
In a stretch of uneven bricks my high
heels turned and | twisted an ankle.

“1 foresee some sensible shoes on
your feet,” my husband said, irritably.

I groaned—not entirely from pain.
“And | a cement bill, if your mother’s
pavement is like most of the others!™

“It is,” he said, laconically.

From the vicinity of the depot sev-
eral half-grown girls dogged our course,
keeping a wary distance, laughing and

mysteriously shrieking among them-
selves.

Were they ridiculing me? Was my
new spring sports suit awry in the
back?

I grew red and suffered the discom-
fort of gooseflesh. My husband, after
a quick, shoulder glance, wrinkled in
amusement. “They are studying the
latest style in woman’s wear. Such is
distinction. You're ‘Big City,”y"know!”

NERVES were on edge. “I wish
e had ridden. How much farther
ust we go?” It seemed to me

had tramped miles in the two half
blocks up the main street grade.

“We'll be home in a few minutes,”
he said, soothingly.

Home!

“Must we run the gauntlet every

time we appear on the streets?”

“It is an ordeal,” he admitted, per-
spiring.

“Everything is so strange,

“Not hostile. Challenging.”

“1 haven’t seen a friendly sign yet.”

His eyes twinkled. “You are passing
several this instant.”

We had crossed the square, with its
central historical monument, where
the leading business and commercial
activities focused. Now | was, indeed,
on familiar ground and my own foot-
ing.

I stared incredulously at store fronts

hostile.”

I was positive | had left behind for-
ever.

“W hy, all the chain stores are here!”
I gasped.

“Sure!” And in my husband's voice
was a refrain of relief and on his face
a gleam of hope. “Craleytown is
standardizing, with the remainder of
the country. See? There's a movie, a

hair dresser and a manicurist. In some
respects, you can’t tell Main Street
from Broadway, any longer. How

about those hats in that window? Not
so bad?”

“Not so good,” | said, but I did not
frown. | had seen worse that same
week.

All of a sudden, | was more at home.
We turned at the next corner. In an-
other moment | was in his mother's
arms and my heart was racing. She
was warm and expressive and her wel-
come was unalloyed.

[Continued from page 19]

My spirits oozed hack. ‘Terhaps, it

will work out,” | said, in a moment
of privacy, in our bedroom.

My husband squared his jaw.
“We’ll make it!”

He added significantly: “Remember,

from now on, you are a real pioneer.
Craleytown is your wilderness. You
won't succeed in subduing it rough-

shod. It has to be won. If you attempt
to standardize the acquaintances you

will make to your own pattern, you
will lose and become the unhappiest
of mortals. If, on the other hand, you

model to the pattern of what Craley-
town will expect of you, your individ-

uality will shine through and you will
achieve victory.”

“What will Craleytown expect of
me?” | inquired, inwardly shivering
again. “To be the grand lady?”

He looked positively horrified. “No
high-hatting here! In the category of
the small town there are no superiors
and no inferiors. It is the nearest ap-
proach to pure and rock-ribbed so-
cialism that we have. The big city is

transient and changing. It is never
finished. It is everlastingly experiment-
ing."”

He smiled, whimsically. “Craley-

town? It is a finished and an enduring

civilization. Several hundred years
wago, it wrote and adopted its consti-
tution and by-laws. It fixed its code,

and its exaction of you will be con-
formity.”

“1 feel ail smothered,” | said, in
dismay.

Nevertheless, when the dining room
gong sounded, | went down, self-re-
pressed and wary, literally watching
my step.

ERY detail of that first evening is
Elill painfully clear-cut and like a

ene on the stage in which I figured
in an unreal role. Again | experienced
the magnetic personality of my quaint
mother-in-law who tactfully yielded to
me the matron’s seat at the table and
insisted that | pour, since it was now
my house as well as hers.

She was at infinite pains to please
me in all particulars. She had taken
me, with her son, to her starved ma-
ternal heart. Her subservience became
pathetic and burdensome before the
meal was finished. It rendered me al-
most incoherent.

I, on my part, contemplated the
changes | meant to make, and, through

squalls and with nerve-wracking pa-
tience, did make, in her appearance.
She was meticulously neat, but her

hair was pompadour, her wide, heavy
black skirts fell primly to her heels
and she wore a stiffly starched, white
shirt-waist with a high choker. I vi-
sioned the sensation this would cause
among my New York friends, if any
should ever visit me.

So, also, the house, where first cost
had been last cost, when it had been
refurnished and decorated, thirty
years before, in the hideously severe
and now drab and uncomfortable mid-
Victorian fashion.

"1t gives me the creeps!” | told my
husband. “It reminds me of a mu-
seum.”

“The attic
colonial pieces,” he
might look at them at your leisure.”

My eyes flashed. I am, at heart, a
passionate homemaker. My pulses
leaped.

“l see my course cut out, |

“Go the limit,” he said,
emphatic approval.

“It will give me an outlet to do the
old place and your mother over.”

“Outlet? Yes. That’s your first need
and now you have found it. Only, don't
be too bolshevistic, in the beginning.”

Dinner was about ended. He lighted
and mused over a cigarette My
mother-in-law, who had not heard a
word we had exchanged, threw a bomb

is filled with a lot of old
suggested. “You

think.”
nodding

into my ears. “Perhaps you smoke,
too,” she said, timidly, pushing the
ash-tray near. “l understand many city
girls do.”

My hushmd never once blinked. He
passed his'cigarette case.

I hesitated, like a foolish schoolgirl
exposed.

“Don’t Craleytown girls smoke?” 1|
screamed, blushing.

“Not generally, or in public

“Well, here’s one who does,” | said,
boldly, accepting a light.

“That’s not conformity,” my hus-
band put in, slyly.

“You led me into temptation and
spoke too late,” I reminded him.

“By the way. don’t yell so loud
when you talk to Mother. The whole
town will hear. It will be listening,
too.”

I crushed the fire impetuously from
my unsmoked cigarette. “It’s evident
you can't be yourself in Craleytown,”
| said, petulantly.

N'T let him tease you,” my
D“ other-in-law interposed, swiftly
oming to my rescue. “If | were
young as you are, l’d smoke, if |

pleased, and bob my hair, too.”

“M other!” ejaculated my husband.
He was truly startled

“Who’s the smug one now!"” And 1
laughed at him sarcastically, with a
lilt of triumph I could not suppress,
patting his mother’s knobbed hand.

| had won a tactical point. She was
my ally!

He left the table in a strictly mas-
culine huff.

His mother and | glanced at each
other. Something indefinably feminine
passed between us, unspoken. Her in-
tuitions, as is true of the deaf, were
extraordinarily keen. | sensed that she
was taking my measure, now that we,
the two women of the house, were, for
the moment, alone.

“I’ll help you with the dishes,” |
said, rising.
“Not tonight,” she insisted; and |

let her have her way that once.
My husband was in the set, spacious
living room, roaming about like a lost

soul in the thin, ghostly lamplight.

“Your mother's a dear,” | said.

He nodded abstractedly. “She’ll be
your slave.”

“We’ll get along together, somehow,”
I qualified.

He sat down, restlessly; but, after

a few seconds, he was on his feet once
more, gazing from one object to an-
other with a lack of expression.
“Lonely for little old New York?” |
drawled.

“To be honest, I'm not acclimatized,
yet. It usually takes me a day or two
to get settled, when | come back to
Craleytown.”

[Continued on page 130]
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How delightful to step from your bed into
the velvety comfort of a cushioned rug...
soft, yielding, springy! Until you know the
joy of Ozite-cushioned rugs and carpets, you
can'timagine the difference. Ozite makes any
floor covering soft, restful, and resilient... at
the same time, cushioning the rug from wear,
soitwill lasttwo or three timesaslong! Ozite
is a thin hair mattress, compact and moth-
proof. It actually saves its own low cost. Ask
for Ozite at any store selling floor coverings.

GUARANTEE

Ozite must satisfy you absolutely, or your money
will bErefunded Tryitin yourown home. W e have
yetto find anyonewho isnotdelighted with O zite

IRiljcj CnosHi 1o id

A PAT.SEPT.9.1924

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

CHEAP

[ Continued, from page 103]

became tremendously important, as she
waited, that Jerry say it was all right
with him. She kept on waiting. The
answer did not come. Then she heard
Linda say, as if he had told her all his
married life, “Sorry.”

Just that one word. Janet went on,
mechanically, not seeing the keys.
Sorry? Why should Linda be sorry for
Jerry? And what right did she have to
speak to him in that tone, as if she
understood him so? Sorry? She
stopped abruptly, left the piano, came
over and dropped down on a cushion
by Jerry’s feet, let her bright, boyishly
cropped head rest against his knee. She
loved that gesture. It could be done in
public and yet it made her feel so sure-
ly his. Sometimes, as she sat so, he’d
put his hand on her hair. Jerry had
the strongest, yet most gentle fingers.

DID not put his hand on her
air tonight and presently Janet

“Oh—well!”

It was on that week-end visit that
Linda and Jerry went off on a hike to-
gether.

“Jan, your husband is being
vamped!” Pam laughed.

Janet laughed, too, but she was
humiliatingly conscious of Pam’ con-
cern for them all and her every nerve
awaited the return of the two. They
were quiet enough when they came
back. But Janet saw that they didn’t
look at each other. Tears began to flow
in her heart. Jerry—her Jerry—it
could not be! But Jerry said: “We
can’t wait till morning, Mother. | have
some things to do tonight!”

On the way home: “Why did you
want to get away, Jerry?”

“Oh, | don’t know, Jan. Just didn’t
want to stay!”

Jerry was strange that week, re-
mote and troubled. It was useless to
pretend that he was the same as al-

came aware that she looked childways.

ish, sitting there so. She sat up, draw-
ing away from Jerry, clasping her
arms about her knees

That was the beginning of a strange
and terrible winter to Janet MacFad-
den Hilvers. Pamela and Linda had re-
newed their intimacy and were always
together. Pamela was to be married
and Linda was helping her buy clothes.
The two came
to town often,
stopped in at
Janet’s for din-
ner or the even-
ing. Sometimes
Jerry was there,
sometimes not.

And all the time

Janet was aware

of something go-

ing on under the

surface — some-

thing that made

a queer terror

ever in her heart. There was never
anything she could take out and show
to Jerry, saying, “Oh, Jerry, how
could you?” It was just something that
seemed to be laughing at her with a
laughter beyond her sophistication. It
was as if Jerry were slipping away
from her or, rather, she thought some-
times, as if he had never been hers
and she were just finding it out. She
had never believed ghosts could come
alive and mean so much.

It was not her imagination. She
found that out through Pam.

One day Pamela came up to Janet’s
room and said abruptly; “Jan ... "

“W hat’s troubling you?”

“Would you rather | saw to it that
Linda didn’t come here so much?”

Janet, unprepared, went a deep crim-
son. But she gave Pam an amused
smile. Pamela made a little resigned
gesture as if to say: “Well, I've warned
you!”

Linda kept on coming and she was
nearly always at the Hilvers’ when
Jerry and Janet were there. But, for
once, there seemed nothing to do.
Janet restlessly bought new clothes.

One day she came in and found
Jerry home ahead of her. He sat in
the old rocker by the window, with
Barbara in his arms. He was rocking
gently back and forth, but his eyes
seemed to be looking away to some
country that did not even include
Barbara or Jan or this house.

“Oh, To, Jan!”

She felt her throat go tight, so that
she could not answer.

At dinner she said: “Let’s not go
out home for Sunday!”

“All right, Jan, but | promised Lin-
da some music.”

On Friday, impelled toward the
place where all her wishes had been
fulfilled, she drove out t.) her old
home. Her father came down the walk
to meet her, lifted Barbara up in his
arms.

“Well, the Hillcrest crowd are going
to pay my price!” he said jubilantly.
“That about fixes us for life, Jan, girl!™

But she hadn’t
come to hear
about real estate
deals. She hardly
knew what she
had come for,
though the need
to come had
seemed very def-
inite. She wan-
dered through
the gracious
rooms with a lit-
Ile bewildered
feeling of search-

ing for something. But nothing had
answered the insistent, hurting ques-
tions in her heart.

Nothing had answered them on Sat-
urday or on Sunday. On Monday, all
restlessness and ache, she went to
town. The fall dresses were in and she
went into Jenny’s and asked for brown
velvet. But the loveliness of her red-
brown hair above the velvet came to
her from the glass dulled.

“l don’t seem to be in the mood for
new clothes,” she apologized. “I’ll
come in again!”

E walked on down the avenue.
Slm leaves drifted slowly here and

e and seemed to add to her de-
pression. All her hopes and happiness
seemed to be settling to earth like
these yellow leaves.

“What is it?” she demanded of her-
self. “Why have | failed so? When it
seemed Jerry and | couldn’t fail?”

A sudden sharp longing to see Jerry
took possession of her. She had always
scorned women who said you had to
do this or that to hold a man. Only—
Jerry—her Jerry! . ... Linda was
sorry for him—sorry. She came near
the great office building where the
Great Northwestern did its business.
W hat would Jerry say to see her there
at this hour? Would he be pleased—
frightened— annoyed ?

She did not see him.

She had turned toward the entrance
when out of the revolving doors she
saw Linda Merring coming. But a dif-
ferent Linda. Her lovely proud face
was bereft of its pride and only a
white misery was left. She had never
seen Linda when she was not quite

[Continued on page 112]
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farty frock eeporch dress
and a smart ensemble e« ALL IN ONE

T HIS month, in 1,400J. G. Penney Company stores,

well-dressed women are buying millions of new
porch frocks. Paying only $1.79 apiece for them ... and
planning to wear them to the country club, to market, to
parties all summer long because their colors, their styles
and their patterns are smart and new.

There are ten fabrics in a hundred designs. Each one
absolutely fast color . . . neither soap nor brilliant sun-
shine will dim their fresh beauty. Seams are closely
stitched and hems turned and finished . . . not basted.
And their generous length follows the line of all smart
new dresses . . . well below the knee!

Because these good-looking frocks cost so little, you
can buy a complete summer costume in your J. C. Penney
store for less than you often have spent on your dress
alone. Choose the porch frock you like best; make
a bright little jacket to wear with it. . . we have many
pretty prints at 49" ayard. And buy a gay new felt, or
felt and straw, hat to match; they’re only $1.98. With
a pair of our famous 98" chiffon stockings, and a pert
little flower for your shoulder. . . your costume is com-
plete. And it has cost you exactly $6.23.

At this price these frocks are extraordinary

We know of no other department store, or group of
stores, that could create millions of these frocks . ..
make each one so charming that women wear them for
all daytime occasions . . . yet keep the price at $1.79,
the cost ofan ordinary “housedress.”

Even the J. C. Penney Company could not achieve
this triumph of merchandising without the cooperation
of the local managers in 1,400 stores. With their assist-
ance we have been able to organize and operate a new
efficiency in storekeeping. New selling methods, far
more than our tremendous purchases, keep the prices
low on this fine merchandise.

If you do not know the location of our store nearest

FLOWERED PRINTS...TINY CHECKS . .. POLKA DOTS are all included in our porch you, write us for this information and for a free copy of
frock collection. Col(_)rs range from hlgh shades o_f coral, Ie_nuce green,_and t_)lue to natural-_color our “Store News” illustrated in rotogravure. Address
pongee and conservative black-and-white. New circular skirts and straight-line models, tailored

or gracefully ruffled. And elbow sleeves, cap sleeves, or little frocks with no sleeves at all! J. C. Penney Co., Inc., 330 West 34th Street, N.Y.C.

GAY SPRING HATS of felt or straw, in close-fitting
models and flattering wider brimmed styles, from $1.98.

LITTLE JACKETS make smart ensembles of these
good-looking frocks. Choose cotton yard goods in
either harmonizing, or contrasting, tints and patterns.
OUR 98" HOSE are so good-looking that millions of

women choose them for daily wear and dress occasions.
Chiffon-sheer or service weight. In all the new shades.

JC.Penney Dept.Stores

The largest department store in the world . . . under more than 1400 roofs!
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For pore-deep cleanliness

POND'S

CLEANSING TISSUES

to

Remove cream with Tissues, two at a time,
until they show no soil.

cleanliness is

orough
Ilhe keynote to a lovely skin. A
spRrkling complexion is clean to the

depths of the pores. If each tiny
pore is free to breathe gently and
naturally, then the skin is dewy
fresh .. .translucent. . .radiant.

Use lots of cream for cleansing—it
loosens the dirt and keeps the skin
soft and supple. But you must re-
move cream and dirt completely.
Clogged pores distend and coarsen,
inviting blackheads—even pimples

Pond’s Cleansing Tissues
absorbent they lift the cream
dirt from your skin. And so soft they
crumple
them, two at a time, in your hand
Use and discard until they show no
trace of soil.

\Who wants a shiny nose?

The oil in cleansing cream lubricates
the
wants a shiny nose?

are so
and

feel like velvet when you

skin—is good for it—but who

Pond’s Skin Freshener cuts the
surface oil, gives your skin moonlight
clarity, leaves it delightfully cool,
refreshed. This mild tonic tightens

the pores, refines the texture, braces
slack tissues under chin, brings fresh
life dancing up under your skin.

Your foundation cream and make-

remove cold cream

of skin

PON

SKIN

D'S
FRESHENER

to banish oiliness

Pour Skin Freshener onto cotton and dab
briskly over face and neck

up go on so smoothly after this per-
fect cleansing
flower-petal enchantment!

Your skin has a clear,

Add these two important aids to
your beauty accessories today. Use
them with your creams.
The Tissues in the charming green
and ivory box, 50# and 25#, have a
score of otheruses, too— ashandker-
chiefs for colds, as paper napkins—
they'reindispensable and economical.
The Freshener bottled with smart
screw cap, $1.00— 50#.

favorite

FREE OFFER ... mail coupon for Pond's
Cleansing Tissues and Skin Freshener

Pond’'s Extract Co., Dept, w
111F Hudson Street New York City

Name

Street

City. State

Copyright 1930, Pond’s Extract Company
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sufficient unto life’s demands. She did
not look sufficient now, and Janet,
though she did not want to, had to go
up to her and say: “Why, Linda, what
is it? Are you ill?”

No color came to Linda’s white face.

“No,” she said.

“But you are!”

She was walking along the street
beside Linda now. Linda laughed a
little, a queer laugh.

“No more than | have been for a
long time,” she said. “And it's an

illness that you couldn’t possibly un-
derstand, Janet!”

Janet wanted to turn and
somewhere— anywhere. Only she could-
n’t. A good many people passed them,
but no face stood out clearly.

“Are you sure?” Janet insisted.

“Quite, quite sure,” he replied.

Janet’s fingers dug
into her smart bag
desperately.

“l suppose you mean
Jerry,” she said. It
was almost a relief to
have said it.

“Yes, Jerry,” Linda
said. Then again, with
that little laugh that
did some hurting thing
to you: “It may inter-
est you to know, Janet,
that 1've just come
from asking Jerry to
go West with me!”

A fog came over all
the busy street

“Yes, it interests
me.” She tried to
make her voice detached like Linda’s.

“Then it may interest you to know,
too, that little as you’'ve paid for
and little as you prize it, it seems his
love is still yours!™

Janet could not bear Linda's voice.

“I'm sorry— | have an appointment
here!” Linda said, dismissing her.

run—

ing all about her. For a moment she

ould not stir. Then she became aware
of curious eyes and moved on. She did
not go to Jerry’s office. She found her-
self at home. Barbara played in the
garden. She went up to her room and
closed the door. She thought then that
the tears swelling her heart to burst-
ing would fall, but they did not. She
sat down in the chintz-covered chair
by the window, stared down at the
bright flowers and Barbara’s fair head
bobbing here and there.

“It's an illness that you couldn't
possibly understand™ the insol-
ence of that was like a sword cutting

“Quite sure!” .... Linda grant-
ed her no perception. But she did un-
derstand— she did!

She got up and began to pace up
and down the room.

All her years of little paying leaped
to her memory. Oh, it was true, she’d
never paid much for anything!

It came to her with a great rush of
longing, the desire to begin again, to
pay the price of things, maybe more
than they were worth! But how could
you— how could you begin when you
never had?

The maid was going out. Barbara
had to be put to bed for her nap. A
queer hour when she could not think
of anything except a verse Jerry had
said to her once about trees. Then
Jerry was coming and dinner not yet
ready. Barbara was running from the
back yard to meet him. He did not
lift her for a kiss, only took her small
hand in his and entered the house with
her. He was coming to her in the
kitchen. He was bending to kiss her.

JNET stood alone with people hurry-

He must have been
gentle with her, too He didn't
stay in the kitchen telling her about
his day. He went into the other room
and sat down in the deep chair. As she
went into the dining-room she could
see the weary lines of his head and
shoulders against the chair back ....
She had begged him to go West with
her It seemed he still loved her
seemed so, seemed so! Oh,
Jerry— but how could you go back and
begin again? Life didn’t let you. You
had to go on from now .... Bread—
put the bread on— oh, and salad forks!
Little as you've paid for it—
little as you prize it
“Dinner, Jerry!”
He came slowly.
“Aren’t you hungry?”
“Not very— not tonight.”
Later: “Let’s have
our coffee by the fire!”
“All right, dear!”
“Yes, Babs, you may

The kiss hurt. ...

sit on the stool and
have your milk
Jerry!”

“Yes?”

“Why are you so
tired tonight?”

“l don’t know—am
I tired?”

“You look tired
enough to die!”

“l do? S Well 1
am a little tired.”

A little? A little

tired? He was not go-

ing to tell her of Lin-

da; he would never
tell her of—of anything? The crowd
was coming in soon; she must clear
off the table and get Babs to bed. But
first . no, not first.

“Come, Babs!”

There he still was, his coffee cup on
the little table, his tired head back.
No—not the arm of his chair. She
mustn’t have any tricks about this.
Bab’s little stool.

“Jerry, 1've found out something
today!” What was happening to her
voice to make it so humble?

“Yes? And what?”

“You couldn’t guess! About trees!”

“Trees, Jan?”

“Jerry, | grew up with trees. And
loved them, too. My mulberry tree
and the old Balm-of-Gilead tree, the

Norway spruces and the big apple tree
— 1 loved them all! | dreamed all my
dreams under the mulberry—and the
Balm-of-Gilead seemed to reach to
heaven! | can’t explain how .
Jerry, let’s chuck all this and—and
could you still get a job as ranger?”

E couldn't give him that wide blue
ook of hers. She couldn’t give him

y look at all. She felt bruised a

over, and something made her heart
hammer and hammer.

She was being drawn up into his
arms. Jan! Look at me!”

“l can’t.”

“Look at me!”

She opened her eyes and saw the
look in his gray eyes. It seems he still

loves you. Yes, it seemed so. It had
always seemed so.
“Jerry—you aren’t crying?”

“No, Jan!”
Why, love was free—it was! Linda
was wrong—it was free! It didn't

cost a thing! But you wanted to give
it gifts and not bargain over the price
of the gifts—that was it! You wanted
to give it room to grow—to stretch
out on every side like the old mul-
berry tree, or straight up, like the
Balm-of-Gilead tree— straight up to
heaven!
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FIVE year old boy—w ith brown
hair and melting brown eyes —

dressed in a rose linen tunic blouse,

and diminutive rose “pants.” That's
Peter A. B. Widener, Il

A baby, as exquisite and lovely as

Little P. A. B. Widetier, 111, and his sister Ella are the children of Mr. and Mrs. P. A. B
Widener of Elkins Park, Pennsylvania, of Newport and Santa Barbara—jamous for their interest
in sport and the breeding of race horses

Wealthy and merry

m their story hook world —
the children of

M r.and M rs.RA.B.W idener n

Protected by a modern care at! mothers can cjiue

a French doll, living in
a delectable peach and
blue nursery. That’s
Peter's little two yearold sister Ella.

Charmed
little pair

lead — this
Their parents’ estate is a

lives they

dream place. Palatial Italian house

farstretching lawns with clipped
hedges and lovely vistas . jetting
series of fountains . greenhouses
polo fields kennels

race track.

W ith the children, health laws are
scrupulously observed. The dictates
of famed child specialists arc unfail-
ingly enforced, especially in that all
important matter of diet. For both
children a special point was empha-
sized early in their lives. That was
the habit of eating a hot, cookedcereal

A particular cereal
advised by child specialists

And the
W ideners’physician and approved by

cereal specified by the

thechildren's trained nurses was that
universal favorite—Cream of W heat.

"We follow the pediatrician’s ad-
vice in giving both children Cream
of W heat,””says Mrs. Widener. "Ella
cats it twice a day, and Peter always
has his hot cereal breakfast. Cream
of Wheat has certainly played its
part in the children’s good health.”

M others of thousands of other
little boys and girls share this same
conviction. Their judgment is rein-
forced by the verdictofzzi members
of leading medical societies in four
great cities—Chicago, New York,
San Francisco and Toronto. In a re-
cent investigation all of these noted
specialists went on record as approv-
ing Cream of W heat.

They value its rich energy content
—its quick digestibility. For, with
all the harsh part of the grain re-
moved, Cream of Wheat is more
easily digested than any other

cereal in common use.

To give yourchildren the very
best possible preparation for
their day, start them off in the

morning, regularly, with a

good hot bow!l of Cream of W heat.

The Cream of W heat Corporation,
M inneapolis, Minnesota. In Canada,
made by The Cream of W heat Corpo-
ration, Winnipeg. English address,
Fassett & Johnson, Ltd., 86 Clerken-
well Road, London, E. C. i.

FREE this P*an I”at makcs Children enthusi-

" astic about their hot, cooked cereal at
breakfast. The H. C. B. Club, with badges, pictures,
gold stars, etc. Achildren's Hot Cereal Breakfast
Club, with 796,000 participants. All material sent
free, directto yourchildren, with samplebox of Cream
of Wheat. Justmail coupon to:

T he Cream of Wheat Corporation Dept. G-39

Minneapolis Minnesota

Child's

Street-

Each child is a regular and

enthusiastic consumer of the

children s own hot cereal —
Cream of Wheat
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When you talk about things to eat . .. that's where | come in

“U needa

Says the Uneeda Boy

1've got something to say, too . ..

If it’s refreshments for a bridge party the "Uneeda Bakers”
are your best helpers.

Or if you're talking about crackers and milk for the baby
— they’re still your best helpers.

| guess you can't think of a meal that the "Uneeda Bakers”
couldnt help you with. They help millions of women every
day. They make everything that anybody could want in the way
of cookies, crackers and biscuit . . .

And besides . . . they make things so much better.

It’s the things they use in their bakery—and the way they
do their baking. It takes a company like National Biscuit
Company to buy such good things to start with—and bakers
like the "Uneeda Bakers” to bake them.

That’s all there is to it. But it means such a lot! And it
isnt hard, is it, to look for the N.B.C. Uneeda Seal—just to be
sure you're buying the best that can be made ?

If it’s salty soda crackers for the bridge
party—allyou need to say is "Premium ™

One nibble at a Premium Soda
Cracker leads to one more—to adozen
more. You can’t leave them alone
Theirtantalizing saltiness is justenough
to make them irresistible. No wonder
they're the largest selling salted soda
cracker on earth

Fresh always in the package—or if

you buy them in bulk at yourgrocer’s

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY
“Uneeda Bakers"

B ak ers?”
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WHO WILL

OES the law in your state allow you to dictate
D who will inherit your personal possessions? Have

you the right to bequeath them precisely as you
wish, or must you bow to statutes governing the dis-
position of your own property?

Women have always had certain recognized dower
rights in their husbands’ estates even when, for one
reason or another, the husband has tried to prevent his
wife from inheriting her just share. In addition to this
rather comforting protection, women, in most states in
the Union, have had the additional privilege of be-
queathing their Own property as they wished. But
our so-called Emancipation has brought forth some
curious complications. Along with our newly acquired
independence we have had to submit to more than one
ruling which, heretofore, applied to men only. Where
the wife was a person of means, courts have been
known to grant alimony to a husband. And, gradually
the law is stepping in and depriving women of the
choice to will their personal property according to the
dictates of their hearts. Emancipation has its disad-
vantages !

The New York Legislature of 1928-29 passed what
is known as the “Decedent’s Estate Law" which goes
into effect on September 1st, 1930. Until that date
women of New York may make their wills bequeathing
their property as they wish, and the wills remain valid
no matter at what age death comes. After that date,
however, one third to one half of all the wife owns is
given to her husband at her death, regardless of how
she wills it, regardless of her children. Similar laws have
been in existence in certain other states for some time.

How many wives are familiar with statutes govern-
ing their personal privileges, and how many have taken
the trouble to make a will? Husbands are often
cusably negligent in this respect and wives can be, and
are, equally thoughtless. When there are children it is
particularly important that wills be drawn.

E point for a wife and mother to consider is;
T\’Vhom does she want to benefit from her estate? Her
chlldren? Her husband? Or— perhaps—her husband’s
second wife? Only the most selfish of women resent the
thought of a husband's second marriage in case of their
own death, but our time-honored sense of the financial
proprieties tells us that the second wife should be sup-
ported by the husband and not by his first wife’s per-
sonal estate, which beyond question should be used for
the benefit of her own children.

It is not necessary to own property at the time a will
is made in order to have it legal. Many women who
have no money in their own name at the present time
do not realize how unfair they may be to their children’s
future by neglecting to make a will providing for emer-
gencies. No one knows from what unexpected source an
inheritance— large or small—may come. An ash-man
employed by a city department recently inherited a
large fortune from a person he did not know existed.

Any lawyer knows how to cover the intents of the
testator: “I hereby give, devise and bequeath to my
three children, John, Mary and Eleanor Smith, all that
| die possessed of, to be equally divided among them.”

inex-

INHERIT

By GEORGIA A. POST

"™THIS article is not intended as a wam-
“Wing to mothers who have cause to honor
their husband’s integrity and fatherly de-
votion. It is concerned with the problems
of the woman who that in the
event of her death her children will need
every bit of financial and property pro-

knows

tection the law can give them. We believe
it contains many facts of interest to par-
ents.— The Editor.

Such a phrasing covers all real estate or money that
may or may not come to the mother at any time in the
future. If she has no more personal property when she
dies than when she made the will, the children have lost
nothing, but anyway she has the satisfaction of know-
ing that she has provided for them if good fortune
should come their way. In all such cases, the mother
should also name the person she wishes to have act as
guardian over her minor children’s funds, actual or pos-
sible.

Women who own property in their own name have us-
ually come by itin one of twoways: cither by inheritance

from their own parents, or by earning it through their
own efforts. Frequently, of course, women have prop-
erty in their own names because their husbands have

given it to them. Let us take first the woman who re-
ceives an estate— large or small—through the will of
her father or mother. The probable thought in the
mind of the parents is that the sum they are able to leave
their daughter will help smooth the path that is often
rough; will provide comforts for her; and perhaps make
possible an education for her children— their own grand-
children. Did they intend that in case of their child’s
death, her husband should receive one-third to one-
half of what they had painstakingly saved for their own
blood?

Yet that is what may happen unless women awake
to the fact that they should see their lawyer and draw
up a will that shall, as far as is possible, allow them to
protect their children’s rights— if they need protection—
and carry out what was probably the intention of the
grandparents

This is of greater importance in a small estate than in
a large one. Five thousand dollars inherited from a
mother’s parents and passed on to her children, if di-
vided equally between two children, provides them with
funds that may make all the difference between happi-
ness and misery, success and failure as the years go on.
Now, in a state allowing the husband, if his wife leaves
no will, to claim one-half of a five thousand dollar
estate, the children’s share (supposing there are two)
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Even a small
inheritance
may make all
the difference
between hap-
piness and
misery, success
and failure,
as the years
go on

is reduced to one-quarter each, or only twelve hundred
and fifty dollars! Is this the mother’s intent? If not,
let her take steps immediately to find a way to have her
wishes carried out.

In California the law is broad in regard to a woman’s
rights in bequeathing her own “separate property”, as
distinguished from “community property”, the latter
comprising all possessions amassed from the time of
marriage. She may will her separate estate as she
wishes; to her husbhand, to her children, or to both. But
if she has neglected to make a will, the court grants
one-half of her property to her husband and one-half to
the child, if only one; if more than one, the husband is
given one-third and the children two-thirds.

A particularly unjust case occurred recently in Cali-
fornia through a young wife’s neglect to make a will
Her mother, a well-to-do widow, presented the deed of
a new home and ten thousand dollars in cash to her
daughter as a wedding gift. Three years later the young
wife died at the birth of her second child. As she had
left no will, one half of the home which her mother
had provided and one-half of the ten thousand dollars
was given the husband by the California courts. The
other half went to the children. The father was also ap-
pointed guardian of the funds of his two minor chil-
dren. This would seem to be a logical procedure.

TTOWEVER, the father married again within a few
L L months. His new wife refused the grandmother
admittance to the home she herself had bought, which
automatically prevented her from visiting her grand-
children. Strange as it seems, the father himself is
charging the entire support of the children against their
inheritance (which he controls), thus eating into their
small capital so that by the time they are of age noth-
ing will be left. This, of course, is an extreme case

By contrast, a Massachusetts mother of my acquaint-
ance left one-half of the estate she had inherited from
her family to her husband and the other half tq her
children. Eventually the father married again, but be-
lieving all of his first wife's estate should go to her
children he set it aside for them in trust

Individual cases demand individual treatment, and
not many women could fail to recognize a serious llaw
in their husband’s character. It is odd that the young
mother in California did not detect signs of unfairness
in her husband while she lived and could still make
provision for the emergency.

The second class of women who are property owners
in their own right are the earners, a long list of whom
are wives who have been obliged to eke out the family
living because of worthless or inefficient husbands, or
because conditions have forced them to separate from
their mates. These women should take steps to protect
their children who apparently will need every bit of
assistance the mother can leave them. Women who
tolerate marital infidelities, non-support, and other
causes of unhappiness in order to spare themselves or
their children the odium of divorce, may not realize
that never having legally freed themselves, the law, at
their death, will give the husbands a share in their
estates. This penalizes their children [Turn to page 128]
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HEYWOOD "WAKEFIELD

1C 02 roe furniture,
- 5rad and black

Table C 2032 G and Chairs C 2105 A are shown above... Send 6 cents to Heywood-
W akefield Co., Boston. Mass., to cover the cost of mailing our new edition ot
"Color Furniture in the Home."

Make Short Skirts
Stylish This W ay!

ONGER skirts are here; and
even the most economical women
must keep in style
hems of short skirts. Down they go a
few inches to reach the fashionable
length.

W hen there’s a difference in color
part that’s been
under and the;part that was worn out-
side, do this. Remove the old color, of
lighten it, by simmering from ten to
twenty minutes in water to which has
been added household ammonia, in
the proportion of two tablespoonfuls
to the gallon. Then to re-dye#he dress
a bright, fashionable color, just follow
the simple directions found in every
package of Diamond Dyes.

between the turned

Use the same process, when it is
necessary to add new material to se-
cure the proper length. That’s the

So out come the

best way to make ma-
terials match.
For every home
use, Diamond Dyes
are the finest you can
buy. They are easy to
use; go on smoothly
and evenly because they contain the
highest quality
produced. That’s why they give such
true, brilliant and fadeless colors

anilines that can be

W hen buying, remember this. The
white package Diamond Dyes are the
highest quality dyes for general use.
They will dye or tint silk, wool, cot-
ton, linen, rayon; any kind of mate-
rial.The blue package dyes pure silk or
pure wool only. It gives greater fast-
ness and brightness to these two mate-
rials. Your dealer has both packages.

EASY TO USE-BETTER RESULTS
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[Continued from page 25]

Dayville to choose a site for the air-
port and build it. 1 haven't been out of
college very long, and it’s a big job
for me. Half a million to spend, full
charge and a free hand . .. "

“l1 see. The young wonder-man him -
self.”

“Don’t! Give me a chance,” he said
“l want you to understand. For four
years | 've been as lonely as hell. You'll
never know what it’s been like. Trains,
hotel rooms, construction camps. Then
I nailed this job.”

His manner grew animated, his
speech quickened. “A fine city, modern
and growing, but full of fine old fami-
lies. A year ahead of me here to get
into things, make friends. Imagine!
Some people brought me here tonight.
There sat the sort of young crowd 1d
been homesick for four years. Pretty
girls, well-bred young chaps. They
had all the things 1'd missed, parties,
homes, clubs, cars .

“Oh, yes, a lovely bunch!” he
snapped. “All kicking their own town,
but ready to fly at my throat if I said
Chicago was bigger. Knifing each other
at every chance. Engaged couples
cheating and snitching. Snobs of the
worst ldnd.

“You asked me who | am,”, he
finished. “Who was | to talk? Well,
now you know. Just an amiable ass
who wanted a few friends. This bunch?
None of them ever really does any-
thing that counts.”

ERE were any number of business
men downtown whom Dorothy had

known all her life. Surely one or an-both

other of them would
give her a job. She
made some appoint-
ments, but by Monday
afternoon she was de-
pressed by the results
of her job-hunting.

They all had said:
“Now what do vyou
want to work for?
Pretty girl like you.”
They had laughed, like
jocular uncles, patting
her on the shoulder.
Certain ones, friends of
her father, found imag-
inary positions for her
in which her duties
would be purely deco-
rative. No one took her seriously, or
offered her a chance to do anything
that counted.

Driving disgustedly along 20th
street she caught a glimpse of Mark
W ilding and ran her roadster in to-
ward the curb with a short “beep” on
the horn. “W here’re you going? Give
you a lift?”

He smiled, hopped in beside her.
I'm only going up to the Times-Rec-
*ord office to see about the publicity for
this airport job.”

“Do you have to take care of all
that, too?”

“Yes. The budget won't stand a reg-
ular press agent. 1’ll have to find time
for it, somehow.”

She shook her head. “Bad policy!
You're supposed to build the thing.
Better let me handle your publicity.
The budget would cover my services.”
She turned her head and eyed him
coolly. “And | warn you, the next man
who acts amused and says: ‘W hat’s a
pretty girl like you want to work for?”’

is going to get headlines. ‘Victim of
Mysterious Assault by Girl Tennis
Champion’.”

Wilding looked interested. “Could

you do the work? Can you write?”
“Well? Can you? | know something
about publicity. | have done it for

Junior League fights. I'd have to leam
a lot, yes . . . "

“Come up to my office and talk it
over,” he proposed abruptly.

She plunged into the work with en-
thusiasm. The owner of the Times-
Record was her godfather; from in-
fancy she had called him Uncle Bob.
That helped. He gave her the run of
the office, and the city desk crowd
taught her to chop adjectives. Men
were' eager to supply her with data
and pictures.

Blit in Dayville’s younger set there
was almost consternation. As if she had
deserted her caste, destroyed a social
boundary. “My dear! You're working!
W hat are you thinking of!” They
seemed to fear she had some unfath-
omable game. She let them think as
they liked.

ORGE BALLOU gave her a lift
Gone day. “Hi! | hear you're work-
g. Gosh, what’s the idea?”

W hat a furore, she thought wearily,
over one person’s going quietly about
her own business. “Why not?” she
countered. “Lois does, doesnt she?”
George pointed out that Lois more or
less had to. “Well, that makes her the
real thing and me the imitation, 1
should think.” Did she mean by that,
he demanded, that she was copying
Lois? “How can | copy her, George?
I'm myself. | admire her, yes. She’s
my idea of a real person.” She left him
blinking thoughtfully over that.

After a leisurely interval Clarence
Orr called up. She was busy. Busy
times he called the next week,

though friendly enough.
He was back in Day-
ville, he said, for good.

New York was the
bunk; you made big
money there, but it

wasn’t worth the wear
and tear on you. He
had his old job back.
“They had to kick in
with a nice raise to
make me listen to
them . 7 She smiled
reminiscently.

“Dorothy,” wailed
Jane one evening,
“won’t you tell me? 1
do hear the wildest
tales. Why are you

dropping out this way?”

She told Jane more than she had
told anybody else. “I started think-
ing,” she explained. “Thinking?” Jane
echoed her in a faintly horrified tone.
“Yes. About us. Our crowd in general.
Somebody said we were a lot of rot-
ters. And we’re not, really. The trouble
was this everlasting scheming to get
married. We were so bored with it, get-
ting on each other’s nerves. This idea
that you've got to get married or you'e
sunk.”

“Well?” said Jane. “Is it true—|
mean, do you know what they're say-
ing?” Probably, Dorothy replied, not.
W hat were they saying? “That this job
of yours is just a play for Mark Wild-
ing.”

Dorothy’s quick anger subsided with
a sigh. Tongues, she supposed, must
wag. “No. It’s nottrue. Not even sensi-
ble. 1 could see much more of him by
not being in his office. Anybody, I
should think, might realize that.”

Suppose, Jane propounded, she could
have Clarence Orr now. “Dorothy,
would you— ?”

“No,” curtly. “Not that one.”

She meant it, and she was put under
the necessity of assuring Clarence him-
self that she meant it a few days later.

[Continued on page 118]
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t*tin just one hour ***

how eagerly he said it! And how happy you are that,
after all these months, he still remembers. But when
he looks into your face again . will he see a com-
plexion as youthfully fairand clear as it was then? ...

Perhaps not quite so fair .. . perhaps not quite so
clear... foryouhavenotbeenquiteso faithfulincaring
foryourskin already itisshowing marks ofneglect
Dull,murky,drawn abouttheeyes. Andyourpores...
will he notice thatthey are a trifle conspicuous?

Thenreach forthosenever-failing aids,there onyour

© 1930, The Andrew Jergens Company

dressing-table. Begin atonce the treatmentyou know

will restore the clear and radiant look to your skin.

Coyeryourfaceand neck with W oodbury’s,the Cold
Cream thatmeltsatskin temperature. Quicklyitpene-
trates down into the stifled and sluggish pores, coaxes
outthe make-up and clogging impurities. Now gently
rub itout... your skin is stimulated— refreshed be-
cause it is clear and clean. You see the immediate
improvement— feel it.

And finally, before powdering,apply justa touch of

THE TwWO

WOODBURY’S COLD CREAM
WOODBURY’'S FACIAL CREAM

W OODBURY
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W oodbury’s Facial Cream. Fluffy and greaseless, it
tones your skin—leaves it softand pliable.

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

M -3, Cincinnati, Ohio

CREAMS

. caressingly soft

. refreshing,greaseless
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There_ IS no
Substitute”®
Fo

Bursts Into Bubbles Like Magic'

Millions of flashing bubbles — so
uick — so rich and creamy — so
cleansing. Magic bubbles in any
kind of water —lather that leaves
your skin soft and sparkling with

animation; your hair delightfully
Wt}ar?L?erfu Iyane?:ohneuarlnth}gl‘ too,
th-s largC) “white> iong.ufe cake,
Test it yourself —only 10 cents for
the big oversize cake.

n Insist on Kirk's ORIGINAL Cocoa Hardwatcr
Castile with the red arrows on the wrapper *»

©1929-).8.K.&CO.

New Bissell "Hi-Lo”

enablesyou to sweep linoleum...

JAMES S. KIRK & COMPANY, CHICAGO

Brush Control

inch-

thick rugs.. any surface.. much easier!

OU can't realize how much better the
new Bissell Sweepersare . .. until you

try tfyem! Now, with practically no pressing

down on. the handle, with easy, one hand
action, you can sweep any kind of surface
... bare floors, linoleum, or heaviest tufted
rugs. And the new Bissell sweeps better, too.

The “Hi-Lo” Brush Control feature
doubles the automatic brush adjustment so
it instantly, easily responds to the will of
the user and the needs of any surface. Only
the recent Bissell models have this great
improvement. It’s worth getting, for it mul-
tiplies the sweeper’s helpfulness.

Ask the leading furniture, hardware or
deparment store to demonstrate. A Bissell
with “Hi-Lo” Brush Control (on all Cyco
models) costs only the price of a fewbrooms—

otg eltin? a
modernsweeperand full
benefits unless you get
thenew "Hi-Lo™ Bissell

$5.50 and up (50 cents higher in the West and
South). “The Bissell Booklet” mailed free
Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.

The .
isse l 1

Brush Control
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[Continued from page 116]

He had been telephoning more and
more persistently.

“Say, are you dodging me?” he de-

manded at length. “Then why won't
you come along with me to George’s
party?” She told him that she could

not run around week nights and keep
office hours. “Yes, come around, if you
don’t mind the ten-thirty curfew.”

He came to see her, and argued until
eleven. “If we were engaged would you
cut out this office nonsense?” he
brought out breathlessly.

“We’ll never be engaged. That’s
over, Clarence, washed up, out.” In-
credible. She had refused a man who
was free, white, sound, and probably
capable of supporting her.

Clarence took his departure,
turning accusingly at the li-
brary door. “I wish I knew
what your game is. Maybe |
can guess.” His
guess would be,
of course— Mark
Wilding.

As to that, she
had told Jane the
truth; she had little personal contact
with Mark. He encouraged her work;
particularly he made her feel that it
was important. But in the main she
saw him, as it were, in profile. Intent,
gravely scanning drawings and reports.
Alert, conferring with engineers and
city officials. Incorruptible, on the
telephone: “Am | in charge here? Then
don’t tell me what hangar doors are
made of. | said sealed bids, and scaled
bids is what | mean.”

E had no designs on Mark Wild-
Sng: her feeling for him was like

adoration, new and poignant. The
emergent, first-rate Dorothy whom he
had evoked loved him. But until she
was absolutely sure of that new self
she was sure of nothing.

He called her into his private office
one morning. “lI don’t like this.” He
pointed to a clipping from the Times-
Record. It was about him, and she had
worked especially hard over it. His lack
of appreciation hurt. “The paper want-
ed it, suggested it,” she sai

“l know. But | don’t like personal
blurbs. My work can talk for me. That
or nothing. Besides, this thing’s not
accurate. ‘Wilding was an honor grad-
uate at Boston Tech—’ There’s no
such animal. If you just graduate,
that’s all they ask of you there.”

Suddenly she was glad. The article
did not matter. All that did matter was
that Mark was like that. He disliked
flattery which would have made
other man smirk with pleasure. He was
inviolable. And he had to be inviolable,
or the bottom fell out of everything
for her. The rush of happiness brought
tears to her lashes. She tried to hide
them, but he caught her by the shoul-
ders and made her face him.

“Don’t!” he begged. “Don’'t feel
bad about it. You did the thing well.”

“l cried because | was glad.”

He looked at her in wonder. “Tired?”
he asked gently.

“No. Oh, no. |
evenings lately.”

“Perhaps you're missing too much.
That’s no soap, you know. Shall you
be at the country club Saturday night?”
He went on to say that he planned to
be there himself. Mr. Rand had sent
him cards to the clubs in town. This
particular Saturday he was the Rand’s
dinner guest. A party of older business
men and their wives, mainly; one or
two young people; Adele Rand

“Adele Rand! But she’s the girl you
disliked so at Jane’s party the first
time | saw you! You detested her.”

an-

don’t go out much

He laughed indulgently. “Oh, she’s
not so bad. Spoiled, of course, by
doting parents, but— 1 guess | was
pretty rough on all that crowd that
night. I've seen Adele once or twice
when I've dined with the Rands. She

seemed to be a nice enough kid.”
Dorothy frowned, disappointed. She

preferred his intolerance to this. But
she merely said: “If Adele’s in your
party Saturday, | presume George

Ballou, her fiance, will be, too.”
“Oh, they tell me that engagement’s
off,” carelessly. “Not that | know
much about it.”
Stan B eals
confirmed the
news a day or so
later. She came
home from the
office to find him
strumming on the
piano in the
drawing-room,
impervious to

Louise’s annoy-
ance. “Yeah,” he
said  cheerfully,

“George and Adele blew out a week
ago. Where've you been?”
“When did all this happen, Stan?”

“Oh, a few days after you turned
down old Clarence,” airily.
That made her actually jump. “Now

how on earth did that leak out? / never
breathed a word. Clarence isn’t likely
to have.”

“Probably your long-eared
mother listened in on you.”

After dinner that evening Clarence
himself telephoned. “If you live long-
enough,” he told her, “you're bound
to go somewhere, sometime. You can’t
live in that office. How about going to
the dinner dance at the club with me
Saturday night?”

She accepted.

There were a dozen people in the
Rand dinner party at a round table in
the corner of the ballroom. Several of
the gay younger married set. Rand
himself, huge, jovial and bland. Mark,
placed so that Dorothy, at her small
table with Orr, could sec only his back.
on his right, Adele, in a Paris frock,
her amber wave exquisitely set, her
spirits high, was exerting that charm
of hers which was like heavy perfume.
Dorothy could not keep her gaze away
from that far table.

ARE that she was neglecting Clar-

Ance, she looked up guiltily to meet
scrutiny. He shook his head slowly,
pityingly.

step-

“Dorothy, you haven’t got a
chance. If it's Wilding you're after,
you’'re sunk. If your job is the thing,
as you say, that won't last long, i wish
you could see . The whole thing’s
sewed up. Three or four things can
happen. W hichever one does, you're
sunk. Wilding may have a chance. You
haven’t got a hope.”

“What on earth,” she asked scorn-
fully, “are you talking about? Does
what you’re saying mean anything?”

Then he told her things. First of all,
did she think city politics were lily
white? That Dayville put up the jack
for an airport, got the best man to be
had, gave him a full go-ahead, built
the thing as efficiently as was pos-
sible and so on?

“Yes, | suppose that’s what | think.”

In the first place, he assured her,
this town was run by six men, the big-
gest scoundrel of the lot being Old Man
Rand. This was the way they worked:
They whooped up civic pride, fixed the
Board and got up a bond issue for an
airport. Then they coolly decided who
was to get what. They brought in

[Continued on page 121]




McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

W IFE loses lie.
banitlueateo;

»n leave

Iidmgolf cou’se-

~fO R Ibrgcts h:

sleep-

BELKJIS

tim

srchR
tion-
wanted.

Posturti answers
thousands of Want-Ads” every day!

Unless you know Postum very well, you’ll wonder how
it can come to the rescue in so many varied cases. For
all you can see in the cup is atempting,golden-brown
drink— and all you can taste is deliciousness! But ask
the millions of people who drink Postum at mealtime
every day. They’ll tell you how this fine-flavored drink
has helped them!

Many of these men and women didn’t know, at one
time, what it was to enjoy vigorous health. Some were
others by

troubled by indigestion.

Ragged nerves and headaches were common to some.

sleeplessness —

In every case, help was wanted!

One by one, these men and women realized that the
cause of their trouble was— caffein. One by one, they
eliminated caffein beverages from their diets and made
Almost at once, these
indi-

Postum their mealtime drink!

people will tell you, sleeplessness, nervousness,
gestion, and headaches gave way to radiant health! Do
you wonder they still drink Postum “very day?

Perhaps it never occurred to you that caffein could

Perhaps you never
But

cause your own sleepless nights.
blamed caffein for your “nerves” and headaches
make this test! Instead of caffein beverages, let Postum
be your mealtime drink— for thirty days. Before that
time is up, you'll find yourself sleeping like a log, and
rising refreshed in the morning. You’ll find yourself

feeling better— looking better, too!

that may do you harm. It is made from whole wheat

and bran, skilfully roasted and blended to bring out
a flavor that is mellow and smooth— distinctive. You’ll
want to drink Postum for this flavor, alone. And when

you learn the good after-effects of this drink, you’ll

want to make it your friend for life!

Postum is one of the Post Food Products which include also
Grape-Nuts, Post Toasties and Post’s Bran Flakes. Your grocer
sells Postum in two forms. Instant Postum, made in the cup by (K0XJh
adding boiling water, is one of the easiest drinks in the world to
prepare. Postum Cereal is also easy to make, but should be
boiled 20 minutes. © 1930, G. F. Corp.

Postum costs much less than most other mealtime

Order from your
supply,
indicate

drinks— only one-half cent a cup
the coupon for one week’s
30-day

Instant Postum, made instantly in

grocer— or mail

free, as a start on your test. Please

whether you wish
the cup, or Postum Cereal, prepared by boiling.

MAIL THIS COUPON N O W

POSTUM COMPANY, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. p--mcc.3-30

I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send me,
without cost or obligation, one week’s supply of

INSTANT POSTUM................0 Check

(prepared instantly in the cup) which

POSTUM CEREAL..........cc.......] yoU

(prepared by boiling) prefer

Street
City State
Fill in completely— print name and address

In Canada, address Canadian Postum Company, Ltd
The Sterling Tower, Toronto 2, Ontario
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Ten years ago, a dream

today the world’s

Tou'll be interested to know how much this great
Del Monte garden means toyou - -in better, more

tempting everyday meals

Almost four thousand acres in asingle fruit
ranch—planted to the finest fruit trees, all
in bearin?! . . . .

A great fruit orchard in which any organi-
zation might take pride.

But you’d call its size only incidental—if
youknéwtherealstorybehinditsplanting. . .

—a story that goes right back to the qual-
ity of fruit we demand for every Del Monte
can that reaches your table.

—a story—andan ideal—particularly im-
portant to you if you still have the slightest
thought that the ‘modern canner of quality
foods is content with the fruits he finds con-
venientto his canneries—or depends on sur-
plus stocks not needed for the market!

“ As a matter of fact, Del Monte not only
insists on special types of fruit, but these
fruits must meet requirements far more
exacting than those set for ordinary market
varieties.

Fruits from a modern paradise

Canning peaches, for exam?le, must be as
nearly ideal in size, shape, color and texture
as the kindest whims of Nature allow. And
most important to your enjoyment—they
must have everything desirable in flavor!

The Pacific Coast and Hawaii, where most
Dei. Monte Fruits arc grown, is literally a
fruit-grower’s paradise.

The wide variations in climate and soil,
the abundant sunshine and long growing sea-
sons found in these favored localities, offer
almost any combination of growing con-
ditions the orchardist desires.

For many years Del Monte has selected
for its canneries the best fruit products from
every section of this vast empire—bringing
the pick of its many crops to your year
‘round table. . A

Ten years ago we decided to go still far-
ther. We not only wanted to increase our
dependable sources of supply, but to experi-
ment—to see what carefully controlled plant-
ings, different methods of pruning, various
systems of irrigating and fertilizing fruit
trees, could do toward producing even better
fruit than any we had ever had.

As a result, this great Del Monte or-
chard was planned and planted in the years
1920to 1922. Everyone of the 300,000 selected
peach and apricot trees in this one orchard
was produced from stocks which, experience
had proved, were best for canning needs.
Different varieties were planted, so that rip-
ening might be continuous and even through-
out the entire canningbseason. Water from
the Merced River was brought right into the
orchard—so that the growth and develop-
ment of trees and fruif might be under our
full control.

The pick ofthe crop for D el Monte

Today half of its fruit—the pick of the
crop—comes to you under the Del Monte
label.

Similarly, other great farms, orchards and
plantations were developed by Del Monte.

Out in the mid-Pacific, thousands of acres
of Del Monte Pineapples ripen on sunny
Hawaiian slopes. In the middle West alone
Del Monte operates 16,000 acres of corn
and pea farms. In California's famous Delta
region, Del Monte grows over 7,500 acres
of the finest asparagus. And with this back-
ground of experience—working with its first

Peach and Apricot orchard

hand knowledge of what real fruit and vege-
table quality should be, Del Montf. draws
from thousands of other fine orchards and
gardens.

All of this means that Del Monte starts
with the finest raw materials that can be
grown. It means that the entire Del Monte
canning process can be devoted to just one
end—bringing you exactly the ripeness and
flavor that Nature can develop at its best.

Del Monte canneries are located close by
fields and orchards, in every favored grow-
ingdistrict. They are equipped with the latest
and best devices forshortening canning hours
and improving canned food quality. Tn Del
Monte canneries, one woman worker out of
each sixteen spends all her time in supervis-
ing and inspecting. The syrup on each Del
Monte Fruit is chosen for the variety itself
—independent of any commercial standard
—the particular degree of syrup which will
best supplement and bring”out the fruit’s
own natural flavor.

And remember —
the Del Monte la-
bel brings you this
same high quality in
a full assortment of

It Pays To Insist1f You Want
The Best

Apricot Pudding. To make, sift together ‘A cup
flour and 1 cup sugar; add 2 cups syrup from Del
Monte Apricots, heated; 'i cup puree ofDel Monte
Apricots; 2 tablespoons lemon juice; % teaspoon
salt; 1 stiffly beaten egg; cook in double boiler until
spoon makes a path. Pour in molds to harden. Gar
nish with DelMonte Apricots and serve with cream

fruits, vegetables, condiments and relishes,
salmon and sardines, dried fruits, raisins and
prepared foods. Back of them all isthe expe-
rience of over 70 years in the canning of fine
foods. Into every one goes the same pains-
taking care that has made Del Monte
Fruits and Vegetables so widely known—
so universally preferred.

You already know Del Monte Quality!
Why not see that you get this label, ever
time you buy? It’s’the surest, easiest guide
you can find'to better, more inviting meals!

267 Tested Recipes for You

Recipes for scores of desserts, salads and
main course dishes—all simple and easy to
prepare. Recipes you'll enjoy. And in such
convenient form for filing! May we send these
7 Del Monte recipe books and leaflets to
you—free of charge? Just drop a line to Dept.
636, California Packing Corporation, San
Francisco, California.

Del Monte Peaches—slicedfor your
convenience — delicious alone, or
ready for instant use in shortcakes,
salads, puddings and scores o f other
tempting treats

Del Monte Fruits for Salad—five tasty
fruits conveniently packed in one can—
cut up and ready to serve in fruit cock
tails, salads, etc.
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HEARTSICK TOWN

[Continued from page 118]

Wilding, a yes-man, a dummy, and put
him “in charge.” But that was -just
camouflage.

Dorothy’s small fist came down.
“Say what you like about Old Man
Rand! But if you say that Mark’s hot
straight— 1"

“Hold it,” quietly. “I don’t. That’s
the joker. He’s so young they thought
he’d be a cinch, but he’s giving them

trouble. He practically killed the realty
crowd’s game. But that won’t happen
again. There’ll be a show-down now.

Either he’ll play their game, or— Well,
he probably will. They're taking him
up, telling him he’s a great fella. He’ll
probably come around. If he doesn',
they’ll show him the skids, all oiled
and ready. Then if he doesn’t
Clarence shrugged. “Outl”

SENT a sidelong glance across
I—lhe room. “Wilding has one
ance. Adele. She’s absolutely
about him. If he takes her, the Oid

Man’s daughter, old Rand will be up
a stump. Wilding may just be clever

enough. | don’t know. But whatever
happens,” he came back to his initial
point, “you're sunk.”

Dorothy’s face was white. Her heart
felt as if an icy draught had touched
it. “Now let me tell you something,”
she said easily. “You're wise, Clarence,
too wise. But you don’t know him. He
saw through this town when he stepped
off the train. He’s watching it. And
nobody like Old Man Rand is going
to tell him a damned thing!”

But her heart was ice. Mark had
come here friendless, sick with nostal-
gia. New friends,
gaieties, the lure
of Adele, were be-
ing wused against
him for his slow
corruption. A dull
dread stalked her
as she danced, and

the voluptuous
beauty of Adele
terrified her. Even
when finally she

danced with Mark
she was too numb-
ed by apprehension to experience the
joy she had anticipated. He had to be
inviolable, she told herself fiercely,
above defeat! Her own happiness, the

integrity of her own motives, hung on
that.
Sunday afternoon she sat in her

“Uncle Bob” Carter’s study anxiously
recounting to him her talk with Clar-
ence. Uncle Bob nodded, understand-
ing only too well.

“Their weapon,” he told her, “is an
‘investigation.” Charge him with doing
just what they want to do. Put him on
the stand and make him prove he isn’t
getting a rake-off on contracts.”

“But he could prove it!” she cried.
“Hed show them all up.”

Carter shook his head. “He’d clear
himself, yes, if he let them put him to
that indignity. But public opinion
would be against him.”

“Uncle Bob, would you defend him
editorially? Would you?”

He hesitated. “Ye-es. Once | was
sure he’s honest. But it wouldn’t help
him much. Sometime I’'m going to hit
the Rand Gang with a strong offensive.
But this isn’t the chance. | can't hit
them from a weak, defensive position.”

She saw his point. Revolving the
problem in her mind for most of the
night, she gradually raised a hopeful
question. Why not attack first? Put
Rand’s guns out of action before they
opened fire. She sat up in bed excited-
ly, seeing headlines in the dark.

silly

A series of informative, front-page
articles in the Times-Record. “Day-
ville Gives Expert a Free Hand.” Vol-
unteer a complete survey of Mark’s

activities. Explain that an airport was
part of the National Airways, con-
demned by the Secretary of Com-

merce if it was inadequate. Tell the
people of Dayville each morning of
some phase of the work. Why not?

But exhaustion slowly dampened her
enthusiasm. Loopholes appeared in her
defenses. Doubts assailed her. Per?
haps Mark was really falling in love
with Adele

She went to the office on Monday
morning with shadows under her eyes.
She was dubiously collecting facts and
figures for the first of the projected
articles when Adele Rand breezed in
Behind her marched a chauffeur in
livery with a bundle.

The Greeks bearing gifts.

“Oh!” She saw Dorothy, saw at the
same time a chance for a pretty tri-
umph. “Here! Take this into Mark
W ilding’s office!” Airily she motioned
the chauffeur to hand Dorothy the
parcel.

On the verge of a stinging refusal,
Dorothy hesitated. This was the enter-
ing wedge of bribery. She hesitated;
took it. The contents glugged. She
walked into Mark’s private office.

“Here’s a present from Adele.”

He stood up to take it from her
hands. His fingers almost touched it.
Dorothy opened her hands and drop-
ped it squarely on a sample block of

reinforced concrete. A crash and an
aroma. “Goodness! What a dreadful
accident!” she

cried contritely.
“oh,  stupid!”
Adele was close

behind her. “Idiot!
It was pre-war.

Priceless!”
“1 know .

A buzz
moned her to the
private office as
Adele flounced out
to the elevators
with her lackey.
M ark was standing beside his desk. His
expression was grave, whether tender
or merely patient, she could not tell.
“Well, wine is a mocker,” he said,
“and strong drink is ragin’. So you
wanted to save me from Delilah and
the wiles of the Philistines, Dorothy!”
“Mark!” Tears sprang to her eyes.
“Don't let this town beat you! Please!™

STARED at her. “No damned
erar"' he said, as if to himself.
hen, definitely to her:

won’t. Not while there’s a person like
you in it.”

“But they—they’ll try—~

“No,” he said, “they won't. Because
you and | are going to make them dive
for cover before they ever have a
chance, and 1’1l tell you how. Let’s
just get your Uncle Bob and the editor
of the Times-Record on the phone
and—"

Her own plan!
along on her!
breathless with joy

sum-

He had counted all
“Mark!” she cried,
“l've seen Uncle

Bob. He’s with us. And | have the
facts, already to shoot— "
For a moment he {poked incredu-

lous. Then he gave a light-hearted, ex-
ultant laugh. “Oh, Lord! You're won-
derful. You're unbelievable!” In one
stride he caught her in his arms, lifting
her off the floor and kissed her.
“Then shoot,” he said, “and let’s
get out of here, out in the country,
alone, you and I. We've got more im-
portant things than work to do today.”

“It can’t.
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These |WO R €CIpes

won First and Second Vrize!

Chosen as the two
best out of tens
of thousands of
recipes submit-
ted in the Brer
Rabbit Molasses

Contest . . .

tJE R E they are the first
f- and second prize winners
in the Brer Rabbit recipe contest!
Two different molasses dishes
chosen from tens of thousands of
recipes sent in from every section
of the country!
Just try them! You’ll find they
are easy to make . . . economical
attractive so delicious
they're bound to become family
favorites!
And, if you make them with
Brer Rabbit Molasses they are
sure to be perfect in flavor. Pure
New Orleans Molasses— Brer
Rabbit has that unforgettably
tempting old plantation goodness
everybody loves. Gold Label is
the finest quality light molasses.
Green Label a rich, full flavored

¢ dark molasses.

Free—6 Prize Recipes
Every woman will want this
special Prize Recipe Folder ... 6
prize molasses dishes . each one

tested ... eath one so good you’'re
sure to make it often. Check the
coupon! Send it in!

First Prize . . . $150
MAMMY’S FRUIT ROLL
Mrs. J. Edward Thomasson

Hilton Village, Va.
sift 2 cups flour,

and sprinkle with

% cup seeded raisins,
In grease

Molasses,

ke
(350 . ) 3510 40 minutes.
frequently. Serve with cream.

Second Prize . . . $100
PEACH CAKE
Mrs. Sarah Chase
Jonesville, Michigan

Sift 2 cups flour with 2 teaspnons baking
powder, 2 teaspoon salt, " cup sugar.
Mix | beaten egg with 3 tablespoons
melted butter ﬁno( too hot): add Vicuy
Brer Rabbit Gold Label Molasses and
cup sweet milk. Gradually add molasses
mixture to dry mixture, stirring gently
until batter Is smooth. Add ! teaspoon
vanilla and scant M teaspoon almond
extract. Spread In pan. Arrange sliced
canned peaches on top, pressing slightly
Into dough. Sprinkle with 3 teaspoons
granulated sugar mlxed with M tea-
spoon cinnamon. Bake In moderate
oven (350° F. ) Serve hot with cream or
pudding sauce

teaspoon
salt, 4 teaspoons baking powder.
Rub In 2 tablespoons shortening.
Mix to light dough with  cup
milk. Roll Vi Inch thick. Brush
with'I tablespoon melted butter
mixture of 2
cups apples pared and sliced fine,

1 table’
spoon sugar, | teaspoon cinna-
mon. Rullllkelelly roll. Moisten
edges and pinch together. Place

baking dish (one
slightly larger than the roll is
best) and cover with mixture of
V¥ cup Brer Rabbit Gold Label
1 cup water, 2 table-
spuons buller V4 teaspoon nut-

In moderate oven
Baste

GET THIS MINIATURE COOKY SET, TOO!

3labelsfrom Brer Rabbit Cans bring it toyou.

PENICK & FORD, Ltd.,
Dept.M-7, New Orleans, La.

(Check what you want)
O Brer Rabbit’s Cooky

Youryoungsters will love it!

Set, | enclose 3 Bret Rabbit Labels.

Free copyofspecial Prize Recipe Folder andfree copyof recipe
book, 94 Brer Rabbit Goodies” by Ruth Washburn Jordan.

Nam

Address
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For two generations
Grove’s Laxative BROMO
QUININE has been used
for colds and headaches.
It is today the largest
selling cold remedy in the
world. Merit is the reason.

Grove’s

Laxative

BROMO
QUININE

Tablets

Druggists

FOR EYES OF

YOUTH

Dull, tired, bloodshot eyes

y can be made to look and feel

much younger by a few ap-

plications of Murine. It clears

them up, brings back their

sparkle, and causes them to
feel fresh and invigorated.

The formula of a veteran
eye specialist, Murine posi-
tively contains no belladonna
orotherinjuriousingredients.
More than 15,000 beauty ex-
perts recommend its daily
use. 60c at drug and depart-
ment stores. Try it!

seventeenth— Yes,

there is no doubt about it,

we must give a

ARCH
M St. Patrick’s party! We will make our house as gay with green decora-

tions as we can;
menu will be as green and

Irish as we can make it;

we will have the most amusing favors we can find; our

we will play lots of Irish

games and stunts and forget our troubles in an evening of riotious fun and laugh-

ter! If you,
to tell you our plans.

too, would like to give the same kind of happy party, we will be glad
Send ten cents in stamps for Fun on St.

Patrick’s Day.

McCALL’S HOME SERVICE BOOKLETS AND LEAFLETS

Beautifying the Home Plot: It is not
too early to be thinking about gar-
dens. Send for this booklet to "help
make yours a garden of color and
beauty. Price twenty cents.

Book of Etiquette: Who isn’t in
doubt on certain points of etiquette?
This booklet answers all your questions
on everyday good manners. Price
twenty cents.

The Family Budget: Plan for your
summer vacation now. Budget the
family income so that a certain sum
will be laid aside each month for this
purpose or for something else you have
set your heart on. Price twenty cents.

Dressmaking Made Easy: Now that
styles have changed and clothes are
once more form fitting, it is a great ad-
vantage to know how to sew. This
book teaches you how to alter your
patterns to insure a perfect fit, and it
will also help you save the expense of
alterations in your ready-made clothes.
Price twenty-five cents.

Decorating Your Home: Suggestions
for harmonious interiors. Price ten
cents.

Four Lessons in Interior Decorating:
Price twelve cents.

The Friendly Baby: Proper care of
the small baby; Dr. Kerley’s feeding
schedules. Price ten cents.

The Friendly Mother: Advice on the
pre-natal period. Price ten cents.

Books You Ought to Own: A list of
books for the hostess and the club

woman who is called upon to plan
bazaars, pageants, etc. Price eight
cents.

Books on Church and Family Prob-
lems: A list of new books on church
work, spiritual enlightenment, training
the child-mind, etc. Price eight cents.

Home Money-Making with Board-
ers: How to run a boarding house suc-
cessfully. Price six cents.

When You Travel to Europe: Excel-
lent advice for the person planning a
vacation in Europe. Price two cfents.

Entertainment

Unusual Entertaining: Here are all
sorts of bridge parties, dances and
house-parties. You will be especially

interested this month in the Irish

Minstrel Show in which the
take part. Price twenty cents.

Parties for Grown-ups: This booklet
will give you plans for parties for all
occasions: the holidays, the club and
parties for the bride. Of course there
is a very jolly affair for St. Patrick’s
Day included. Price twenty cents.

Parties for Children: Don't leave the
children out of the St. Patrick’s Day
fun! They will be much amused by
the games and the entire party scheme
given in this booklet. There are other
parties, too. Price twenty cents.

What to Serve at Parties: Here is
the answer to this all-important ques-
tion. Of particular interest at this time
are the menus and recipes for lunch-
eon, dinner and supper on St. Patrick's
Day. Price twenty cents.

guests

Good ldeas

Parties for Young Girls: Jolly times
and stunts for girls. Price two cents.

Bridal Showers: Price two cents.

A Stork Shower: A charming tea
for the mother-to-be. Price four cents.

Money-Making Affairs for Churches:
A church supper, fairs and a carnival.
Price two cents.

Four Fairs that Make Money: Try
the Dickens fair to raise money for
your church. Price two cents.

Master Recipes: Delicious muffins,
cookies, scalloped dishes, cakes and
many other delicious things may be
simply made from the recipes given in
this booklet. Price ten cents.

Some Reasons Why in Cookery:
How to make meringues, mayonnaise,
cake, etc., is taken up at length in this
booklet. You cannot fail, following
these instructions. Price ten cents.

Time Saving Cookery: This booklet
tells you how to prepare many deli-
cious meals in the shortest possible
time. Price ten cqpts.

How to Serve Afternoon Tea: W hat
to serve and how. Price two cents.

How to Make Candies at Home:
Rules and recipes for making delicious
candies. Price ten cents.

Preserving for Profit: How to make
money with preserves. Price ten cents.

Send stamps to: The Service Edi-
tor, McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio.
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ACH night, justbefore going to bed, take
Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets and if you're
like thousands of others, you'll be delighted
with the way headaches vanish, as good and
glorious health returns. For more than twenty
years, Dr. Edwards prescribed this formula for
patients who found grateful relief. It is a com-
pound of rare vegetable ingredients. Now he
brings this formula to you. Dr. Edwards Olive
Tablets. Know them by their olive color.
Reliefis Quick and Gentle
An efficientsubstitute for calomel and far more
pleasant to take, Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets
merely assist nature in restoring the bowels
and liver (trouble starts here) to normal ac-
tion, thus relieving danger and protecting
good health. They are safe, harmless, and mild
in action. No griping. Non-habit-forming.
If your skin is sallow; if you are tired ane
listless; if headaches bother you, try Dr.
Edwards Olive Tablets. Quickly you should,
look and feel so much better Sold by all
druggists, 15c, 30c, and

. RoNATIN

All Materials Readi-Cut— Freight Paid
Buy direct from the big Aladdin Mills at
wholesale prices. Shipment is made in sealed box
car—freight prepaid. Safearrival guaranteed.

Save $200 to $1000

Aladdm Homesare cut-

v:\asd(eﬂcosls dearJ thjv s?ve

6 ROOMS *744 Ugiference and getihe -
WE PAY FREIGHT

What You Get

the thousands of
sallsfled | Aladdin home own- p rigesincludeall lumber

our home themod-

emAIad in Readi-Cut way. readi-cut, millwork
windows, duurs, inte
rior woodwork, hard-
ware, roufmgn Cglass, naits,
paints, varnish, ‘and 'stains.
Profusely. |gustraled

Overflowmg with inter-
Address nearest
uﬂlceloday for your FREE

Garag es*92up No obligation. Send

cizesattractive de- NOW.Ask forCatalogNo. 125

Allsi
Build If
é'é’y"énx'uar?ﬂ?y”“u’“ ™2 The ALADDIN CO.

Bay City, Mich., Portland. Ore.
r Cottages. $179 u

EUROPE

ALL EXPENSE MOTOR TOUR5S $395

"All-of-ELrope Tour, $995. Ocean
nsprovided. Askfor "Booklet EJO".
[Wiitetodayfor FREE BOOKLET .
To Hang Up Things
Photos, Pennants, Decorations

Moore Push-Pins

Glass Heads—Steel Points

W -~
ir 10c Packets. All Dealers

MOORE PUSH-PIN CO., Phil.., Pa.
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STILL
MY CLOTHES WERI
LINE HOURS

NEXT WASHDAY

JUST LOOK! | NEVER SAW

SUCH WHITENESS. AND TO

THINK— 1 DIDN'T SCRUB
OR EVEN BOIL!

The makers of J O lead:mg wasners

1930

1JUST ABOUT KILL MY-
SELF ON WASHDAY—

BUTICAN NEVERGETTHE

CLOTHES WHITE ENOUGH

ITOLD YOU SO! NOW GET
YOUR HAT AND WE'LL GO
SHOPPING

for whiter washes
in tub or machine

“1 like easy washdays-thaFs why 1

scrub them -
Ind
Watkins of 145 t-

rich>T

puffed-up soaps because its g

%' , ...V
Guaranteed by the makers of Ll

WHY NOTTRY RINSO IFYOU
WANT A SNOWY WASH? IT’'S
A REAL "NO-WORK" SOAP

“These creamy suds are safe
* and so economical’say
women all over the country

‘AT hat's the senti-
dm o f6 Hillside

says Mrs. L ~
©, t-s grear *

a t ! thed«hessays Mrs. W. J.

Bwd, Youngstown, o
s bar soaps, chips,

water>.. says Mrs. F.
Minneapolis, Minn.

In tub or washer Rinso is aU you
— franohler N, -It -e s

8tls Itiv e s twice as much suds asS lightweight,

__ uTlr£u l«m_a'

| Lever Bros. Co., Cambridge, Mass.
UX -U

mosf women buy

fhe large package

for dishes, floors
and all cleaning

A NEIGHBOR TOLD ME
ABOUT RINSO. TOO.
I MUST TRY IT
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aveMoney

onyour
Spring
Clothes

Oend for
vour TFee
cojryof the
Nationals
Big Spring
and Summer
Style Book
NOW..

Everything to wear for //
Eveiyone in the family/

OU will find the choicest of

the season’s new styles
beautifully pictured and accu-
rately described in your new
National Bellas Hess Spring and Summer Style Book.
Almost 300 pages of wearing apparel and kindred lines
shown in rich color work, soft Rotogravure, artistic
two-color and black-and-white half tones.

The dress and coat pictured here are typical of the
lovely new fashions shown in this beautiful Style Book.
Smartest 'new versions of the modish Ensembles. New
spring Hats and Coats. Footwear and accessories to
complement the latest costumes. Foundation garments
to give the new figure lines.

Adorable baby things, dainty lingerie, and practical underwear;
newest draperies; table linens and bed linens; yardage goods,
etc., etc.

All priced to give you a worthwhile cash saving and all postage
charges paid by us.

Send for this beautiful big Style Book now. Just fill out and mail
the convenient coupon below, NOW.

NEW YORK and
KANSAS CITY

National B ellasHess (b.inc

NATIONAL BELLAS HESS CO. Inc.
201 W est 24th Street 5401 Independence Avenue

New York City Kansas City, Mo.

(If you live east of the Mississippi River mail this coupon to our
New York headquarters—if you live west of the Mississippi River
mail to our Kansas City Store.) Kindly send me my free copy of
your huge Two Pound. Spring and Summer Style book of New
York’s Latest Fashions

Name
Address
P.O State
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SOME FISH CLIMB TREES

[Continued from page 34]

And the common belief is that the ant
world is only a blind mechanism moti-
vated by instinct. But in some ways
ants show an order and system that
suggests something closely akin to
human intelligence.

For instance, there are types of deli-
cate plant lice known as aphids. These
lice secrete a fluid that is as healthful
and appetizing to an ant as sweet cow’s
milk is to you or me. Now if ants
were only savage creatures blindly
seeking food they would certainly Kkill
all aphids that crossed their path and,
having drunk their
fill, pass on. But
not so. Ants herd
aphids just as men
herd cows; collect
them in groups on

green branches
where the aphids
can “chew their

cud,” so to speak,

in shady repose.
When these
branchy pastures

become poor feed-
ing grounds the
ants transfer their
stock to other
stems.

The animal that always walks up-
side down is the sloth, a small, hairy
denizen of tropical America that looks
like a cross between a monkey and a
bear. Poor fellow, he hasn’t strength
enough in his legs to support his
weight. So all his locomotion has to
be in a hanging position, head-down!
But since he is almost the stupidest
animal the Creator ever made he
doesn’t seem to care.

charges or dairy
branches with softer

A SLOTH’S courtship has its diffi-

culties. For not only is he com-
pelled to woo his lady friend upside
down, but nature has made it impos-
sible for him to move with any agility.
A sloth’s caress looks like the slow
motion picture of a man reaching for
a glass of water. While his round,
dull, staring eyes gaze off into space,
his three-clawed paw drifts slowly out
in the direction of his love.

The trouble is that the lady in the
case is just as dumb as her beau.
Thought of his romantic aspirations
may finally penetrate her flabby brain;
but thought of food is likely to come
first. Just as the affectionate paw starts
toward her she concludes she'd better
shift outward along the limb from
which they hang. She, too, makes slow
movies of her humble aspirations. A
whole minute passes as she takes a
single step by shifting grips, hand-
over-hand.

The slow caress now reaches its
goal, or at least where its goal was a
little while before. In a wide sweep
the hairy arm carries on through space.
Its owner’s eyes now lower until they
rest on the empty claws. For a long
while he stares, unblinking and unsur-
prised, despite his failure. Perhaps his
opaque, slothy brain wonders what he
meant to do in the first place. Then
he, too, moves slowly on, hand-over-
hand, toward the nearest food.

The sloth’s walking upside down is
by no means the only curious form of
animal locomotion in nature

The feet of tree frogs and some liz-
ards have disk-like suckers by which
they cling to a vertical wall.

The old tradition that there is a
“hoop snake,” a snake that would take
its tail in its mouth and roll down hill,
or propel itself along a road, has been
pretty well exploded. There is no ser-
pent in the world that in its habits
even indicates a basis for such a story.

There is, however, a type of insect

that moves after a fashion just as
grotesque. This is a parasite which
lives on the bodies of bats. It has no

sort of legs or feet or flippers, and it
can’t squirm along the way a snake or
worm does. Its only means of getting
from one spot to another is to roll
over and over. “Like a clown in a
pantomime,” one scientist describes the
little fellow. “And yet its speed ex-
ceeds that of any known insect.”

Snakes walk on their ribs, so to
speak; but they use their scales to

gain a “foot-hold”
as they wriggle
along. The wrig-
gles are always in
a lateral plane,
and never vertical,
as shown in some
illustrations. How
important the
scales are may be
judged from the
fact that the aver-
age snake is help-
less when placed
on a flat pane of
glass. An earthworm moves in quite a
different way. By expanding its body
it pushes its front end along. Minute
hairs then anchor the front end while
the back end is drawn forward for
another “step.”

Perhaps the most modernistic form
of locomotion in the animal kingdom
is that of the octopus, the nautilus
and the squid. These sea creatures
propel themselves by shooting water
through a tube, the same principle by
which a rocket may some day reach
the moon. Reaction of the expelled
water forces the animal’s body along.
Their long tentacles are used only for
moving on the bottom or for climbing
over obstacles.

W hile nature has given some crea-
tures strange habits of locomotion, she
has occasionally seemed anxious to
conciliate her victims by added powers.
She has given feet to the caterpillar,
a sail to the argonaut, wings to some
fish and a jumping tail to the lobster.
To the firefly she has given a night
lantern.

NE species of tropical American

beetle also has the power to light
its way. It is about an inch and a half
long and carries two small globes, one
on each side of its throat, that can be
voluntarily illuminated like the search-
lights of a man-of-war.

The interesting thing is that this
flash is not of just a second’s duration,
as in the case of the lightning bug,
but actually lasts five minutes or more
when the beetle is aroused. Apparently
nature intended, the light for night
courtship. But any disturbance causes
it to be switched on.

A considerable part of my time at
the New York Zoological Park is taken
up in answering strange queries that
come to me from the public.

“How does an elephant sleep?” is a
favorite question.

The best answer | can give is that
our big African elephant Khartum,
towering nearly eleven feet high and
weighing in the neighborhood of four
tons, sleeps mostly standing up. In
the twenty years we have had him
neither I nor our night watchmen have
ever seen him lie down.

Many letters come to me asking
about strange hybrid types of animals
that may have resulted in nature from
cross-breeding. In rural districts, par-
ticularly, there persists the belief that
there is an animal with a head and

[Continued on page 127]
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fIlmOnG « THE e BETTER e« TH I fl GS OF . LIFE

SALMON LOAF
Illustrated (6 Servings)

1 level tablespoonful Knox Spar-
kling Gelatine s 'A cup cold water «
Yolks of two eggs « 1 teaspoonful
salt- VA tablespoonfuls melted but-
ter « % cup milk * 2 tablespoonfuls
mild vinegar « 1 can salmon, tuna or
crabmeat « 1 teaspoonful mustard «
Few grains cayenne.

Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes.
Mix egg yolks, slightly beaten, with salt,
mustard and cayenne; then add butter,
milk, and vinegar. Cook in double boiler,
stirring constantly, until mixture thick-
ens. Add soaked gelatine and salmon,
separated into flakes. Turn intowet mold,
chill, and remove to bed of crisp lettuce
leaves.

NOTE: Ifyou haven’t afish mold use
any meat loafmold or even a bowl

CHOCOLATE SPONGE
(6 Servings)
1level tablespoonful Knox Sparkling
Gelatine « A cup cold water «'A cup
boiling water 1 teaspoonful vanilla-
Vicup sugar *3eggs * Few grains of
salts2squaresof chocolateor 6table-

HOW PERFECTLY MARVELOUS... sk i okt o it

then dissolve in boiling water. Add cocoa
or melted chocolate. Beat egg whites until
stiff and add well beaten egg yolks to the

and how easy to make ... If you have never used Knox Spar- Whites.  Add sugar. then the dissolved

gelatine, which has been beaten
fell. Beat and add flavoring,

kling Gelatine you have no idea how easily you can add a tremendous variety of new Pour Into wet mokd, chil
dishes to your menus—something distinctly different every day—and something beneficial
to eat, for the children especially. Knox Gelatine, being real gelatine, may be combined i
dozen different ways with real fruit, vegetables, meat, fish, eggs — in short, any good, whole-
some food. Each Knox dish gets its taste from the food you use — seasoned or flavored as
|<INI O X you want it. Knox Sparkling Gelatine is not mixed with coloring matter, flavoring or sugar__

is the it is all pure gelatine — real gelatine — the highest quality for health! Furthermore, Knox is

™ / um i M the most economical gelatine—a single Knox package contains enough gelatine to make a differ-

ent dish for four different occasions—six generous servings to the dish! Try one of these recipes

— or send for many more just as good by clipping the attached coupon!

The Knox cook books abound in recipes  Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co.,

featuring Knox Gelatine in each of these 108 Knox Avenue, Johnstown, N. Y.
eight kitchen departm ents: Please send me FREE copies of your recipe books.
1. Soups 5. Desserts
2. Meatand Fish 6. Cake Fillings and Icinyly Name is
3. Vegetables 7. Candies Myaddress iS_
4. Satads 8. Electric Refrigeration

My grocer’s name is

Knox Sparkling Gelatine has important nutritive and dietetic
uses in feeding children and for invalid diet. ~Ask your doctor Mail us this coupon today—we will send you a real surprise
or write for special booklets. for your kitchen library
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§ fore, Cabinet Refrigerator, dno/eum

ALL the conveniences that mean pleasant and easy kitchen

i | tasks ... plus the gayety and charm of everything in color

. that is the keynote of this message to American women.

The kitchen above can easily become your kitchen-as lovely
in color harmony as it is practical in equipment. The cost is
very modest for the newest stove, kitchen cabinet, table, re-
frigerator and breakfast set. All are now on display at any
of Montgomery Ward’s 550 retail stores.

Visit the store nearest you, and see this new, modern kitchen
equipment. Particularly—note the money you save on each
article—and learn how simply and quickly you can end kitchen
drudgery. Ward’s guarantee of "Satisfaction or Your Money
Back” is your assurance of quality.

These products are available at these low prices only because

of a business volume which, in 1929, reached $300,000,000—

and because Ward’sdirect plan ofdistribution eliminates many
“in-between” profits.

Many such advantages are brought to you by “Shopping at
Ward’s,”the world’s largest chain of general retail stores. You,
too, can afford all the convenience and colorcharm of the most
modern kitchen. Why not visit your nearest W ard Store today?

If not convenient to visit a store, you may order by mail.
Merchandise will be shipped at once, freight prepaid.

agiipi COLOR
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WindsorDe Luxe GasRange
—in lvory Tan trimmed in Spring
Green. Extra-large ovenand broiler,
automatic oven heat regulator, au-
tomatic lighter for cooking burners.
Two giantburners, built-in simmer-
ing burner, 2 regular burners. One
of the most beautiful gas ranges in
America—yet its price, $*yyf45*
complete, is only . . / ml—

WARD-BILT Cabinet, illustrated it! 48-
inch size, in New Spring Green, has everyfeature
ofconvenience. Has approval of Modern Pris-
cilla, Good Housekeeping Institute and Delinea-
tor Home Institute. In your choice o fsix colors.
Tnousands of housewives will want this cabi-
nelalWardsmoney saving $4AT!

PriCe e S—Y

Kitchen Table, shown richly enameled in
new Spring Green, with white porcelain-enamel
steel, 40x25 inch top. Choice of 4 colors. Parti-
tioned drawer; banded bread board; remcvable
chopper block; me\alﬂoorglldes
Ward stores. Price,only ...

WINDSOR Refrigerator. Lacquered in
Spring Green. Improved balsam woolinsulation;
food compartments lined with white enameled
steel. Specially designedto maintain low temper-
ature; 75-poundsize illustrated. A $41i$0
splendld value atWard’sprice of only mV —

BREAKFAST SET, in two-tone green
enamel, four chairs, table and server. Chairs
decorated on back; table has green porcelain-
enameled steel top, drop leaves finished to har-
monize, corners decorated with colored roses.
Server hasglass pulls; finished
to matchtable. New 5-way elec-
trical connection with 6-ft. cord
and plug permitsuse o f waffle-

simultaneously.
Only . *301!?

Linoleum. Floor covering
pictured in the kitchen is our
Inlaid Linoleum g%m *
No. 4116.at .

a running foot —6 feet wide.

In the breakfast room !he
Ward-o-leum is our

No. 3790, at . . m~C
a running foot —6 feet wide.

*Prices higher in some states.

MONTGOMERY WARD & CO.

World’s

Chicago =«

©m.W. &Co. 1930 Largest

Mail Order Branches at: Kansas City =+ St Paul

Chain of General

Baltimore

Portland, Ore.

Retail

Oakland, Calif.

Stores
Fort Worth

Denver =+ Albany
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SOME FISH CLIMB TREES

body like a cat, but the short front
legs and long hind legs of a rabbit.

I do not think that such extreme
cross-breeding is possible. Lions and
tigers have been crossed; so have the
zebra and the domestic horse. But in
both cases there are closely related
types. Extremes, like the combination
of rodent (rabbit) and carnivore (cat)
seem quite beyond the reals of possi-
bility.

Another belief on which queries are
made is that a prairie “dog,” rattle-
snake and prairie owl occasionally in-
habit the same burrow. The truth of
the matter is that these three prairie
types are natural neighbors. The rattler
wanders into the village of prairie
dog mounds to seek young dogs for
food. He then crawls into an aban-
doned burrow to digest his meal in
peace. As for the prairie owl, it is
often so hard-put to find shelter in
the desert that it seizes on a de-
serted burrow for its nest.

“As slow as a tortoise” is quite
an unfair affront to this unfortunate
beast, heavily handicapped as he is.
Don't forget that the tortoise is at
home in the high temperatures of
the tropics and deserts. When ob-
served in the chill air of temperate
zones he slows up like molasses. On
a good hot day when the tortoise
is at his best | have seen one make
a dash for his burrow six feet away
and make it before I could cover a
scant fifteen yards to him.

EARLY all sorts of reptiles and

amphibians have been credited
with grotesque powers and habits that
certainly would mortify them if they
knew what most of us think. No tad-
pole, for instance, ever dropped its
tail, as it is popularly supposed to
while slowly changing into a frog. The
tail is slowly absorbed into the body
while the mouth parts are changing
from an aquatic to an air-breathing
animal. Indeed, the tail serves as ab-
sorbed nourishment during the period
when the creature cannot eat.

Even Theodore Roosevelt, Sr.,, who
abhorred any sort of nature faking,
was misled into believing there was
such an animal as a stinging snake.
During and after his South American
journeys he wrote me several letters
about such snakes that he had seen
but had not had occasion to examine
closely. He finally sent a specimen
that had tried to sting him with a*spine
on the end of its tail.

“1 picked it up,” he wrote, “and
was holding it by the neck. Jusi the
nick of time the natives yelled at me
to drop it.” Just then he felt a needle-
like prick.

As a matter of fact he was holding
a rainbow mud snake which almost
never bites.’but when picked up poke
their hard tail with a spiney scale at
the tip, against their captor’s hand or
arm in an effort to wriggle loose

There isa small limbless lizard found
in our southern states that closely lives
up to the belief that it is made of
glass. For if it is grabbed by its tail
the tail is voluntarily twisted from its
body by the owner. If struck a blow
with a stick the tail is likely to
break into several pieces, each of
which does a dizzy dance of its own
as the lizard glides away. The loss is
not serious as a new tail at once be-
gins to sprout.

| often have had pointed out to me
cases in which toads are alleged to live
for months or even years sealed up in
an air-tight cavity. | do not believe this
is possible unless some crevice leads
to it from the open air. Toads are

[Continued from page 124]

known to burrow deeply into the earth
during a drought in search of damp
ground. They return to the surface
when infiltration tells them of return-
ing rains. At such times they exist for
months in a state bordering on sus-
pended animation.

The Texas horned “toad” that was
alleged to have been liberated from a
cornerstone after thirty years enforced
imprisonment without food or water
was not a toad at all, but a lizard. |
had no means of checking up on the
fact; but | do know by personal ob-
servation in my laboratory that these
creatures are very delicate and unable
to fast as long as other amphibians.

W ithout plenty of sunlight and warmth
they soon die.

A surprising number of people are
positive they have heard mice sing!
Many claim they have heard singing
mice in their homes, set a trap and
actually caught them—and the mice
sang in the trap! But it is a scientific
fact that a mouse cannot sing. The ex-
planation of the phenomenon is that
some species of mice become afflicted
with a curious bronchial trouble that
appears to be chronic, yet not serious
enough to weaken the animal. The
trouble may be likened to asthma;
and when the mouse wheezes and
whistles, and even squeaks shrilly it
may accidentally sound quite musical.

There has not been a year during
the thirty-year life of the New York
Zoological Garden that newspaper
writers haven’t dropped in during the
autumn or at the end of the winter to
glean information from our animals
about the forthcoming season.

HERE seems to be a deep-seated

belief that animals are long-range
weather prophets; that for instance,
they anticipate extreme heat or cold
by varying the thickness of their fur,
or show particular care in digging bur-
rows, storage of food, lining of nests
and other activities.

Year after year | have patiently
watched for evidence that would indi-
cate some creature’s sensitiveness to
coming change of season. Today | am
convinced there is nothing to such a
belief.

True, the coats of fur-bearing and
hairy animals do vary in thickness
from year to year; and the activities
of others in gathering winter food or
in preparation of their cold-weather
domiciles may also vary. But both the
protective coats and the defensive toil
seem to be influenced far more by the
season through which the animal is
passing than by anything that is to
come.

| have gone so far as to keep records.
In one autumn | recall, there were dis-
tinct indications of unusual prepara-
tion for winter. Hoofed stock grew-
heavier hair, beavers stored more food
branches close to their house; prairie
dog mounds were higher; squirrels and
chipmunks were busy all day carrying

acorns. Yet the winter that followed
was comparatively mild— certainly
milder than average!

The explanation of this apparent
paradox seemed to lie in the type of
summer we had been having that year.
There was no prolonged discomfort
for any of our animals from heat, in-
sect pests or poor food. When autumn
arrived our hoofed animals were less
nervous than usual, the beavers more
enterprising and the squirrels and chip-
munks so full of pep they simply had
to keep busy. The latter were espe-
cially favored because the acorns were
bigger and fatter than usual. So natur-
ally all gave signs of preparing for a

hard winter—which didn't come.

| have been among old woodsmen
who would consider it sacrilegious
to debate'their faith in wild animals
as weather prophets.

One widespread tradition is that
if the woodchuck or groundhog sees
his shadow on February 2nd he re-
tires for another six weeks of win-
ter, indicating a belated spring for
the countryside.

The groundhog is the husky east-
ern relative of the prairie dog. In
the fall he eats until he is bursting
fat. Then he descends into his bur-
row, rolls up in a ball and falls into
a deep sleep. If he is dug out in

the winter time he may be rolled
around like a ball and cannot be awak-
ened unless warmed up.

By the same token, if a warm sun
comes along in late winter he may
actually rouse out and wander around
a bit. The same fickle sunshine may
cause a few frogs to float up from the
mud and feebly croak or lure the
blacksnake from its hibernating crev-
ice. But the groundhog would not stir
unless he felt it; and he certainly re-
turns the moment the winter chill pen-
etrates his thinning coat of fat.

ESPITE the facts in the case,
every spring our groundhogs at
the Park are overworked by “still” and
movie photographer's who must have
the animal's likeness for public con-
sumption. | explain in advance that
our groundhogs are awake all winter
because they live in sheltered quarters;
but it seems to make no difference.
The Hero of Groundhog Day appears
in the press and on the screen year
after year, nevertheless. The most
sought after pose is squat and erect
with a wise look on his smug little face.
I could go on indefinitely with facts
and fancies that make animal life so
much more interesting than most
people give it credit for being. And 1
should like to put in a word for “pets.”
No mechanical toy will ever bring out
a child’s character the way a small
rabbit, cat, dog, turtle, duck, chicken or
other pet will—provided, especially,
that the parent take a little pains in
cementing the friendship between the
child and the pet.

Recently a well-known criminologist
made the statement that, so far as he
had been able to discover, no child that
had been fond of pets had ever turned
out to be a professional criminal. This
may be a strong statement of the case;
but certainly association with animals
is good for the spiritual welfare of the
child.

And then there is always a chance
that a child so influenced may directly
or indirectly contribute something to
the beauty of life and the welfare of
the race.

Remember that the goldfish is only
a carp which the Chinese, by Bur-
bankian methods, turned into a house-
hold decoration.
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Yes, threads that blend and lose
themselves in the rich dark
shades and delicate tints of the
new silks, the new woolens, ray-
ons, cottons, linens. For we
matched them in the making with
the very fabricsyou have chosen.

So simply take a sample of
your material to the nearestno-
tion department and say "Match
this please with Clark’s O.N. T .,
or J. & P. Coats Mercerized
Threads.” Use these famousqual-
ity threads for stitching every
fabric—use them for dresses,
draperies, children’s clothes.
Theyare lustrous in finish, smooth
flowing through the needle, and
they never fade—every color is
guaranteed boilfast. And consider
theprice—enly5centsfor |OOyards.

Clarks o nt.
or5.&p.Coats

Mercerized Threads in
Hoitfast COLORS



{Make your Tath
a beauty
Treatment

TRY IT FREE

There was a time when a bath was just a
bath. Now it is much more. Just a sprinkle
of Bathasweet and your daily tubbing be-
comes a veritable beauty treatment. Not
only is the water made fragrant as a flower
garden, but it gains a delightful softness.
It washes deep into the pores, dissolves
the secretions of the skin and leaves about
you an indefinable, almost scentless fra-
grance that lingers all day long. Your
skin is stimulated to more radiant health;
many blemishes disappear; and an air of
springtime daintiness becomes an insep-
arable part ofyour personality. No charm
is more in keeping with modern ideas of
femininity.

The best indication of how Bathasweet ac-
complishes its remarkable results is to, be
found in the fact that, if properly used, the
Bathasweet bath leaves no sticky “ring”
around the tub. Instead it holds soap and
dirt in solution, so that they cannot wash
back into the pores.

BATHASWEET is so inexpensive. 2jc, joe,
Si.ooand -soatall druganddepartmentstores.

Acan sent free, anywhere in

the United States, if you
mail this coupon with name and address
to C. S.Welch Co., Dept. M-C. C., 1907
Park Avenue, New York.

UNDER MASTER TEACHERS

At Home

éy%?lete Conservatory Course

"tonterfu niusi

you. Lessons a marvel of smpnm%{wmmleteness
TR e

An y Tnstrum en tWIgERSRS

Piano, Harmony Voice, Public SchoolMusc, Violin. Cornet.

andolin, Guitar, Banjo, or Reed Organ—and we_will send

uurFreetatalogrwumde(ansofcuurseyouwam Send r—

UNIVERSITY EXTEIV - —mmeeie — oo -
506 Slegel-Myers Bldg.

.ne’er-do-well

WHO WILL

for their mother’s years of martyrdom.
Husbands not only can but will receive
from one-third to one-half (depending
on the state in which they live) of all
that their wives possess at the time of
their death. Nothing but an absolute
divorce alters this decision and it is the
mother’s duty to decide whether the
father under such conditions should in-
herit her hard-earned estate, or
whether it should pass on to her chil-
dren.

Almost all such women earners have
mothers or sisters, even if they have
no children, to whom they might wish
their money to go. Only expert legal
advice can solve each case according
to its particular needs, but it can be
solved.

ANY western states have the
mmunity property law,” in
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INHERIT YOUR MONEY?

[Continued, from page 115]

of all that he had earned in the years
of his marriage—was bequeathed to his
worthless, dishonest  brother-in-law.
The trusting, thoughtful hushband was
left at middle a?e with only half of
what was rightfully his. Had she made
no will, since there were no children,
the law would have given the entire
estate to the husband, where it be-
longed. In the same way, the com-
munity property law gives everything
to the wife when the husband dies, if
there are no children and no will. But,
she is legally entitled to half of it at
his death, regardless of how it is be-
queathed.

The Massachusetts Law grants a
husband one-third of all his wife’s
property whether or not she leaves a
will. Pennsylvania divides her property
between the husband and one child. If
there is more than one child, the hus-

h wife "and husband hold equaband gets a third and the balance is
rights to all wealth amassed after theiequally divided amonﬁ the children.
u

marriage. Contrary to the gradual cur-
tailing of women’s prerogative in dis-
posing of their own property in the
East, the West errs_on the side of
liberality to women. This brings about
the possibilities of unfair situations for
the husband—the actual wage earner
in the average home. A wife may will
her own “separate estate” as she
wishes, and, surprising to say, may also
will away just as free-handedIP/ one-
half of all community property leaving
her husband at her death with only
one-half of what his years of earning
have produced.

In the state of Washington, a wife
without children knew of this law and,
being told by the doctor that her days
were numbered, used her knowledge to
deprive her husband of what, in all
fairness, belonged to him. She had a
twin brother who, in
spite of his faults, was particularly

ear to her. More than once he had
been guilty of cheating his sister’s hus-
band, who had refrained from taking
the matter to law out of consideration
for his wife. At her death, one-half of
the community property—that is, half

Kansas permits either husband or wife
to will away one-half of the estate, but
no more than one-half without the
written consent of the other.

Ilinois grants the surviving hushand
one-third and the child, or children,
two-thirds, regardless of the will. If
there are no children and no kindred,
he receives all. Idaho comes under the
community property law. There also,
as in California and Washington, all
community property goes to the sur-
viving spouse, if no will has been left.
But if a wife in Idaho leaves a last
testament, she is permitted to bequeath
away from her husband one-half of
their community ﬁossessions, provid-
ing she wills it to her children; or she
may will half of her share to her own
parents. This seems to be a fairer rul-
ing than in California or Washington,
where she is permitted to distribute as
she fancies, not only her own personal
estate, but also one-half of her hus-
band’s earnings.

South Carolina, the only state in the
Union where its residents cannot se-
cure a divorce, allows a woman com-
plete freedom of choice in regard to

SECRETS YOUR HOUSE DOESN

anchor to tie to, is to be carefully left
alone in framing a house. For fire
safety and because of the shrinkage of
timber as well as the possibility of
settlement of masonry, the house must
be framed away from it at least an
inch. This, with the two inches needed
for laths and plaster, means that an
extra allowance of at least three inches
must be made on the three sides of
the chimney that are inside the house
—six inches in all. Framing timbers
should not be more than sixteen inches
“on centers” and they should be
“bridged” to make them rigid and
stronﬁ.

When purchasing a house it is fairly
easy to determine whether a chimney
is properly “furred” by placing the
hand on the wall. If the plaster is ap-
Elied directly to the masonry it will
e much colder to the touch than if
it is applied to the wood furring. The
sound made by light tapping on the
chimney wall may also be enlighten-

ing,

qn cheap construction the careless
builder will sometimes leave out the
building paper between the sheathing
and outside finish, and between the
rough and finished floors, while proper
“fire stopping” of wall spaces is often
entirely forgotten. And he may use
A-inch flooring instead of 24-inch
flooring, and so on.

[Continued from page 77]

To all appearances a house may be
well constructed when in reality there
is a leakage of heat which is not ap-
parent until you live in it. A careless
carpenter by slip-shod cutting and fit-
ting of lumber and other materials can
leave many crevices. You can step into
many an attic which has been left un-
finished, and see the daylight shining
through; the shell of the house is a
sieve through which a great amount
of heat rapidly escapes. Even with
the best of construction the normal
leakage of heat around windows, doors
and through walls is about fifty per
cent. Of course various kinds of in-
sulation and weather stripping may be
used to reduce this.

in the

the final distribution of her own sepa-
rate property. A husband has no legal
claim. However, if she leaves no will,
the court gives all to the surviving
husband, if there are no children or
next of kin. If there are children, and
no will, the husband receives a third
and the children, two-thirds. But, with
no children and no will, the law al-
lows the husband half and the balance
is distributed equally among sisters,
brothers, nieces and nephews—even to
the half blood.

People too often shrink from mak-
ing a will, thus failing to protect those
they love best. Unquestionably it is the
painful thought connecting death with
wills which accounts for this neglect;
yet the same people would buy in-
surance or stocks and bonds so that
their dependents might be taken care
of after their death. The time to think
about a will is when you are in perfect
health. There are countless angles to
be considered and covered, on all of
which a competent lawyer will advise
you. A well-drawn will can be water-
tight.

N should learn what the
about wills is in their partic-

r state. Confer with a lawyer; let

him be your doctor and he may be able
to suggest some means by which you
can have your own way about your
«'ersonally “owned property. Whether

)ur estate is large or small, do not
i il to look into the matter of trust
companies as executors and guardians.
There is a growing tendency among
testators to put trust companies in
charge of their estates. This is a mat-
ter of personal choice, however, and
one that is best decided by the person
who makes the will.

The average lawyer’s fee for a sim-
ple will is from five to ten dollars, and
if you do not'know of a trustworthy
and experienced legal man, a friend
can recommend one. If you are gen-
uinely interested in your dependents
spend that sum now to insure your
estate going where you wish it to go.

T TELL

have not been closely fitted; or per-
haps the caulking has been omitted
around the frames.

The roof should be sheathed and
papered just like the walls. If wood
shingles are to be used, shingle lath
should be laid on top of the paper so
that there will be air space underneath
the shingles to prevent rotting.

If insulation is added to_the usual
construction, the house will be far
more comfortable. But if complete in-
sulation seems too expensive it will
pay to insulate the roof, or the ceil-
ings of the second story, as there is
more leakage of heat through the roof
than the walls. Incidentally, this is
easy to do at any time if the house
seems difficult to heat.

Even though a house may be in-

IMPORTANT factor ough a

uilding of a frame house is the sulated, which is being done more and

ication_of building paper over themore in the better types of residences,
shedthing. The paper should cover allthe extra cost involved will be wasted

openings, cracks and crevices in the
framing, be snugly fitted around door
and window openings, and carried u
under the cornices to the roof board-
ing, making the shell of the house as
nearly air-tight as possible. One can
often tell if this has been done care-
fully by placing one’s hand over the
cracks "between the trim and plaster
around windows and doors. If it is
possible to feel a current of air, it is
evident that the parts of the frame

unless the material is well applied so
that leaks are really prevented. There-
fore in buying, as well as in building,
demand good workmanship. If the visi-
ble portions are carelessly executed, it
is reasonable to conclude that similar
carelessness will exist in the places
where it doesn’t show.

In short, be “hard-boiled” about
your house before you buy it, in order
that it may be “Home, Sweet Home”
after you move in.
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“l think the new Daggett and
Ramsdell packages the very smartest
things 1’ve seen,” says Virginia
Snyder, whose beauty has been praised
by many artists. “l don’t know
which | like better. The porcelain
jars with their gleaming silvery tops
and black and silver monogram done
in the modern manner, or the crystal
clear bottles that are as practical as
they are decorative. I’'m proud to
have them on my dressing table.”

The striking beauty of Anita DeVries
commands instant admiration in
smart gatherings in New York, Paris
and her native England. Herhusband,
John DeVries, famous New York art-
ist, is the designer of all the new D &R
packages. “Certainly Daggett and
Ramsdell products are worthy to be
dressed in the very best containers ar-
tistry can devise,” says Mrs. DeVries,
“for in all these forty years no finer
cosmetics have ever been made.”

These are the original Daggett and Ramsdell Products in
new modern dress. The products themselves have in no way
been changed. They are, and always have been, scientifically
made of the finest and best ingredients obtainable, following
the formulae that have been found to agree with the greatest

number of skins.

FOUNDER

Leila Hyams, beautiful blonde
M-G-M star, says, of the new Daggett
and Ramsdell packages, “How lucky
for millions of users that Daggett and
Ramsdell chose to celebrate their
fortieth anniversary with these en-
chanting new containers . . . they’re
perfectly stunning ... as fine as the
wonderful creams and lotions that
come in them ...and best of all
their price is well within the cos-
metic budget of the average girl.”

SPECIAL
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These new packages are already very
much at home in Mrs. Copeland’s
modernistic pent-house overlooking
Central Park in New York. “I’ve
always loved these products,” she
says, “and their 1930 dress just suits
them. Particularly | adore the De-
butante Kit. It contains enough of
the three famous creams and Viva-
tone to give yourselfseveral complete
facials. Sendsocents direct to Daggett
and Ramsdell forit. It’s a bargain!”

OFFER. 50 CENTS

DAGGETT & RAMSDELL, Dept. E-3
2 Park Avenue, New York.

Enclosedfind 50 centsfor The Debutante Kit.

Name.
Street.

City.

.State.
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“A day or two?" | echoed, grimly.
“It will take me years, if ever.”

He strolled to a window where |
joined him. The darkness outdoors
was ghastly. The silence was pro-
foundly of the tomb, broken only by the clatter of
dishes in the kitchen sink and the low humming of his
mother. She was the one normal, happy item in this
phantasmagoria.

A wave of stark fright swept me closer to him.

“Be good to me here, won't you?” | suddenly sobbed.
“l have %iven up the whole bright world for you!”

He gathered me into his arms.

ITTLE later the uncles and aunts, cousins and sec-
nd-cousins—the Great Inner Circle of my hus

d’s family—arrived. Some | had never n¥et be_fore

€ sat around awkwardly.

| had run the main street”gauntlet. | had passed the
mother-in-law test. And now the family “third-degree.”

TheY are, with one exception—an aunt by marriage
—small-towners’ to the bone. They vibrated a staid re-
spectability, self-satisfaction, and a form of stagnation
of which they were ludicrously oblivious. In thelr con-
versation, they magnified minutest details into major
importance.

t was the most baffling, disturbing and. in certain
respects, devastating social period | had ever spent.

We were poles apart in our topics of talk. Our
angling for a common theme became as guarded and
tense as the moves in an international chess game. Their
habitual self-restraint, on subjects bordering on the
personal, gradually communicated itself to me. During
the last half-hour | was as lifeless as a waxen image.

“They meant right,” my husband tried to explain, in
our bedroom.

“| guess they thought | was a stick.”

“Onh, no! They approved of you.”

This stung me. “I don’t suppose it matters whether
| apﬁrove of them! And, how do you know? Give me
the key to their system, wont you? Are they really
flesh and blood?”

“What do you mean?”

“| thought they came to sec us.”

“Didn’t they?”

“Xo. They came to let us see and hear them. It
wasn't a social call at all. It was a family inspection.”

“Bosh!” yawned m?/ husband. “They’re not much on
the gush but you would find them true’blue in a pinch.”

“I"d hate to risk it. They’re too cagey. If you want to
know the blunt truth about your relatives, we onl
exist so far as their lives are concerned. Their selty-
importance is superb. It is overwhelming.”

“You're too sensitive. What did you expect?”

“Not that they would fall on our necks and weep
in ecstacy at our addition to the Crale%/town family
circle!” I shot back. “Can you picture them lavishing
affection and fussing over anyone? Did you sec them
running in with shining eyes, a smacking kiss and a
hearty grip, pulling their chairs knee-to-knee and fev-
erishly demanding that we spill it all and what in the
living’ world induced us cityites to come down here
and tackle hicktown?

“You know you didn’t and they didn't!

IS YOUR LIFE LIKE MINE?

[Continued from page 109]

our own. The complicated problems of modern branch
factory operation virtually absorbed his whole time and
freqlijently took him away from home. His trips to New
York were my sole breathing spells for | invariably
accompanied him.

I was, from the outset, alone, waging a solitary fight
against annihiliation, usualle; on a tear-stained pillow,
desperately questing for self-forgetfulness in hard, man-
ual labor.

My home became my safety cock, my citadel. My
back yard fences and front porch were my fortiefiations.
Behind these | barricaded myself, burrowed, and toiled.

My hands which had never touched a garden rake or
paint brush, spade or hammer, are still shapely. But,

The fairies had said at her birth, “You
will love much— and be loved by many”

sephine Moreland who should

have been born, by all laws of

eritage, a solemn child and wizened,
was born a perfect and vital thing.
Hers was the world for the taking—
the world of glamor, of romance, and
of high adventure. And the story of
her triumphs is one of the most ab-
sorbing ever written by America’s
master of romantic fiction. It is

The Fifth Horseman
by Robert W. Chambers

A New Novel Beginning
In The April McCall’s

they arc hard. My sinews are muscular. My body is
like steel. My face is no longer soft. When | look at
myself in the glass, as at an unbelievable personality. |
see alterations” which only a girl perceives.

“Its your character at last exposed,” my husband
says. “Youve made yourself a healthy human being,
though you have overdone it,” he tells me. “You have
developed into a lusty and spartan housekeeper and
thsicaI drudge. You're a slave to your house.”

n the same breath he gives me credit for having cre-
ated the prettiest and most inviting home in Craley-
town, inside and out, and | have no retort to offer.

It took me nearly three years to re-make the house.
Except the wiring, plumbing, cementing and outside

he Woolworth Tower? You would have thought shepainting, I, with my mother-in-law’s aid at the sewing
ad built it. And how they hung en her words as the machine, did it unassisted, even the paper hanging,

E that aunt by marriage who claims to have been
city woman. Did you hear her description of

greatest living authority! And there we were, all the
time! And those girl cousins of yours? Did any of them
grab my arm, race me up the stairs and rave over my
new gowns and how smart | look in them and wear my
hair? Did they ask me for the trade-mark of my per-
fume and bath salts or what, the best show on Broad-
way is, what night clubs we take in and whether we
entertain a lot and if | know many men and what the
latest Fark Avenue news is?

“Did they? They never once talked about you or
me. There we were all evening, smiling-faced dummies,
outsiders, listening to a lot of family wrangle, mostly
about people who are in their graves. | don't get it!
If that’s small town, give me the Bowery bread-line.
New York is human!”

He sighed. “The small town lives in the

“Certainly,” | said, dejectedly. “That’s

ast.”
y it's dead

in déy—rot.” i i i .
“Everybody thinks alike and docs alike. Conformity.”
“| hate it!” | almost shrieked.

And so, in antagonism and rebellion, my small-town
life began. | was in Craleytown, but not of it. I was
amonL my husband’s people, but I did not belong. My
mother-in-law, with all her sweetness and willingness,
was established in her ways. Only in a human sense were
we companionable; and her infirmity was a tragic draw-
back to any real intimacy. | saw little of my husband,
far less than when we led the rigid nine-to-five routine
in the city and our half-Saturdays and Sundays were

painting and varnishing.

| began in_ self-preservation, but it soon became a
real and fascinating adventure. When | started, | did
not know one brand of paint or water color from an-
other, or the difference In brushes. | knew nothing of
tools or how to wield them. | always thought that nails
were nails and screws were screws and had the same
uses until explained differently by the local merchants
to whom | was driven in extremities and confessed my
ignorance. . . .

A queer old cabinet-maker, in our one furniture store
where | went for screens and awnings that first spring,
with a great deal of amusement over my predicament,
introduced me into the mysteries of stains for wood-
work and old furniture which needed retouching.

GULARLY enough, that visit was a turning point
1 my Craleytown career. | went there pessimisti-

cgly, desperately. “I’ll never get what | want,” | said
my husband, “but | havent time to be everlast-

ingl¥ running to New York or nearby cities for things.”
“Try the local dealers. Youll make some amazing
discoveries.”

And | did—amazing in a number of ways.

In a short time | was hauntin? the stores and scandal-
izing the town. In the serenity of their deep, cool, shaded
and never-crowded interiors | spent hours. Behind long
counters and before rows upon rows of shelves packed
with wares, | held interminable conversations with the
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proprietors. Since all small town stores
are congregating points for idling and
leisuring, very often these occasions
became social as well as educational
events. Long before my hushand had
time to revive his_boyhood acquaintances, | was on
neighborly terms with most of them.

Here, at last, was the human touch in a common
interest!

“You’re becoming quite common,” my husband calmly
announced one morning.

“Common?” | echoed.

He laughed. “Next to being a hard worker—and all
Craleytown admits you are that also—to be called ‘com-
mon’ is to receive the public stamp of Craleytown’s
highest esteem.”

“Who says | am common?” | asked subsiding.

“Every storekeeper on the main street.”

| actually blushed. I felt complimented. By Craley-
town! | was elated, to my own astonishment.

“Its most surprising,” 1 confessed. “I dont have to
go outside the borough limits for anything | need. The
stocks aren't large, but the stores seem to carry about
ever%/thmg | see advertised in the leaflets | write for.
1’'m learning an awful lot about merchandising.”

“It’s humanizing, too,” | admitted, with a smile.

'No.” he replied. "You are.”

ell, perhaps | am,” | answered.

When this conversation took place we were in the
midst of inside decorating and replacing our electric
light fixtures. | was in a state of torturing suspense for
the spring rains were due and | had determined on
throwing the whole back plot into flowers and grass—a
radical de?arture for soil which had been a vegetable
tract a full century. And the seed was not in. | was
never so cramped for time.

“It’s not hanging heavy on your hands in Craley-
town?” jibed my husband.

“Heavy!” | ejaculated. “I won't have time to breathe
for the next six months.”

“Then at the rate you are going, you'll be a full-
fledged small-towner,” was his parting shot as he hurried
out.

| squinted and pursed my lips at his back. I had
begun to resent the imputation that | was not one.

or, in two of the major degrees, | was one. | was
a hard worker and | was “common”!

Hard work! Craleytown, | found, was work-mad. All
small towns are. The stigma of disgrace is on the loafer
and the indolent. Small towns have no leisure classes,
no real rich, no real poor. Industry is the sole safeguard
in the human struggle and for protection in old age.
The small-towner %as a religious horror of the poor-
house, equaled only bg his terror of "Potter's Field.”
Debt is still dishonorable. Savings are accumulated by
well-nigh niggardly economx; and, since his and her
deepest passion is to own his own home, bought for
cash long and patiently saved, this explains why the
small-towner is said to be close-fisted and self-restrained.
The background is economic and it is heroic.

The small-towner, who docs not own his own home,
feels and is made to feel that he has not fully achieved
American manhood. All this talk about “the vanishing
American home” is bunk to us.

It was my homing instinct which began to win for me
a unique place in the Craleytown sun. | did not set out
to make a show-place, but that is what my project de-
veloped into, in contrast with the drab or gaudy homes
around me. Home, to most small-towners’, is a place of
shelter. What | sought was light, cheer, comfort, color,
and an inviting warmth and hospitality—a place not
barren of soul, as most small town houses are.

]TOLD you before that Craleytown is standardizing.”

S was anything but conformity and the result was
omewhat staggering. Somehow, and | don’t know
ow it got around and | have never contradicted it, |
gained the reputation of being a landscape artist and
interior decorator.

Before | was fully aware, others were copying.

When | went to Craleytown, there' wasn't an” amber
light in the town; there were few bridge lamps, and the
colored shades were hideous and tawdry. Windows were
curtained, but not draped.

Not so now. The Craleytowners’ have not only cop-
ied, they have outshone me!

“More power to them!” says my husband.

| say, fervently: “Amen!”

Yet, and here’s the irony; when my house was com-
pleted. when the last lingering touch was given: when
| was ready to throw open the doors and hang the
latchkey conspicuously in public vi$w, 1 was exactly
where | had started.

“17d like to throw a parly,” | said to my husband.

“Who to?” he asked, bluntly.

We stared at each other fully fifteen seconds. It was
a cruel quarter of a minute. [Turn to page 136]
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Chicken Shortcake *-Tender *Flaky-
Diticiols-‘l ts the Cream of Tartar eist
N ROYAL THATDOESET!

Here's a different (and most delightful) way to serve shortcake

— as the main dish instead of as dessert.

Bake it as usual—to a golden brown with a generous spread-

ing ofbutter melting softly into the creamy white interior. But
putittogether with a smooth cream sauce ...rich with choice

tidbits of tender chicken

To besure ofacrust that’s sweet and delicate . ..thatwill part
at the touch of the fork —make it with Royal, the Cream of
Tartar baking powder. For Cream of Tartar never fails to give

an extra fineness of flavor ... a more flaky, tender texture

Y ou'll find itis good economy to use Royal. Its unfailing depend-
ability preventsallwasteofgood materialsand valuable time. And

enough Royaltomake alarge shortcake costs less than two cents!

It’s better for health, too. In fact, doctors and dietitians agree
that Cream of Tartar is the most wholesome ingredient from

which baking powder can be made.

Favor your family with a Royal Chicken Shortcake tonight.
Note its feather lightness, its flaky tenderness... and its delicate
flavor! You can certainly taste the difference when you hake

w ith Royal. It'sthe Cream of Tartar that does it!

TIIIS *15» COOK ROOK FOR 257

It’s a new kind of cook book. *“Motion picture” “Any one can Bake” sells regularly for $1.50.
photographs show you, step by .step, the finer It will cost you only 251 if you buy a 12-0z. can
points of baking. This fascinating book con- of Royal Baking Powder. If your grocer does
suggestions for special not have these books, buy a 12-oz. can of Royal
planning—table at any store, enclose insert with coupon (below)

chapters. and 251—we will mail the book to you.

The Royal Baking Powder Co., Dept. 42 . . . .

The Cream of T artar .
I enclose 25eand insert from 12-ounce can of Royal Baking Powder.

in Royal comes from luscious grapes grown in southern France. Remember—
whenyoubuy—Royal isthe only nationally distributed Cream of Tartar baking
powder. Thatis why Royal, for sixty years,has been recognized throughoutthe
world as the purest, most wholesome, and most dependable baking powder.
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HANDS

LIKE VELVET
In spite of

March winds

D rive your car—do your own housework— let the chapping March
winds blow to their hearts’ content, if you've learned the magic secret of
Hinds Cream. It will keep your hands fine as satin, young and lovely—
through any weather. This almond-scented cream not only soothes chap-
ping— it prevents it. Keep a bottle handy in the bathroom, in the kitchen,
on your dressing table, and quickly rub a little on your hands whenever

you think of it, particularly after you wash them and just before you go

out and always before you get into bed. You’ll be surprised at the results
ofjust a few days’ use. We will send you a generous sample to try, or
. ou’ll find it at all drug counters.
ZH toney & yilm ond y g

C R E A M HINDS FOR ACTIVE HANDS

REG. U. S. PAT. OFF.
Lehn & Fink, Inc., Sole Distributors, Department 230, Bloomfield, N. J

Please send me a free sample bottle of HINDS Honey &
Almond CREAM — the protecting cream for the skin

(print namr and address)

This coupon not good after March, 1931
Lehn & Fink (Canada) Limited,9 Davies Avenue, Toronto 8

(Mail coupon lo Bloomfield address)

Copyright 1930, by Lehn & Fink, Inc.
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MENUS THAT

SAVE MONEY

[Continued, from page 57]

Delicious 'Steamed Pudding

1 egg % teaspoon salt

2 tablespoons sugar 1 teaspoon soda

1 teaspoon % cup molasses
cinnamon 1wt cups flour

1A cup raisins Vi cup boiling water

Beat egdq and add sugar, cinnamon,
raisins and salt. Dissolve soda in mo-
lasses. Add molasses and flour to the
sugar mixture. Add boiling water and
beat until smooth. Pour into a greased
ﬁudding mold. Cover and steam 1
our. Serve hot with lemon, hard or
foamy sauce.

Mother s Coleslaw

head cabbage 2 eggs

cup sugar Vi cup water
teaspoon mustard Vi cup evaporated
teaspoon salt milk

teaspoon pepper
Cut cabbage in quarters and soak in
cold water until crisp. Drain and shred
fine. Mix sugar, mustard, salt and pef)—
per together. Add eggs and mix well.
Add water and evaporated milk. Add
vinegar slowly and cook over a low
fire, stirring constantly until thickened.
Chill. Pour over the cabbage and serve.

<<t

1 cup vinegar

Economy Chocolate Cake

1 tablespoon butter  1Vi cups flour

1 cup sugar 1 teaspoon baking
1 egg yolk powder

2 squares unsweet- ‘4 teaspoon salt

ened chocolate

1 teaspoon soda
Vi cup

boiling water Vi cu_? sour milk
1 teaspoon vanilla

Cream butter and sugar together.
Add beaten egg yolk and mix well. Cut
chocolate in small pieces, add boiling

water and cook slowly until smooth.
Add chocolate to the first mixture. Mix
and sift flour, baking powder and salt
together. Dissolve soda in the sour
milk and add alternately with the flour
to the chocolate mixture. Mix well and
add vanilla. Pour into a greased square
shallow pan. Bake in a moderate oven
(350° F.g 25 to 30 minutes. Cover with
white icing using left-over egg white.

Yum-Yum Cake

2 cups sugar Vi teaspoon clove
2 cups water 2 cups flour

1 Ib. raisins 1 teaspoon soda

2 tablespoons short- Vi teaspoon salt

ening 1 teaspoon baking
1 teaspoon der

Put sugar, water, raisins, shortening
cinnamon and clove in a saucepan; boi
5 minutes. Set aside to cool. Mix and
sift flour, soda, salt and baking powder
to%ether; add to the first mixture. Mix
well. Pour into greased tube pan. Bake
in slow oven (300°F.) VW2 hours.

Split Pea Soup

cup split green
eas

1 small can
tomatoes
1 teaspoon salt

quart water
Vi teaspoon pepper

onion, sliced

Wash and pick over peas. Soak over
night. Drain. Add water, tomatoes,
onion, salt, pepper and marrow bone.
Cover and simmer slowly 2 hours, stir-
ring occasionally. Add more boiling
water, if necessary. Strain and serve
very hot with crisp crackers.

Note: This is a thick soup.

AT TIIE ROOT OF A CHILD'S HABITS
[Continued from page 74]

feel secure on his own feet, she will
take ﬁride in his accomplishments, and
will help him establish the desire to
grow up. One of the first steps is to
%ive the child certain little tasks which
e is expected to perform every day,
not just when his mother is in the
mood to give them to him.

From the age of three years, a child
should be expected to try to dress and
undress himself. By the age of five, he
should be able to accomplish it alone,
except for complicated knots and but-
tons. He should learn to bathe himself,
and be permitted to feel the joy of
doing it even when he comes out of
the tub not quite as clean as his mother
would wish. He can learn to pick up
the daily papers from the living room

LETTERS AND

floor, he can put away his own toys,
and, very early, he can be trained to
keep his own room and closet in order.
Low hooks should be placed so he
can reach them to hang up his wraps
and clothing.

A mother should remember alway
that her satisfaction must lie in the
completed product, in her child’s abil-
itz to live a happy and productive life.
She should always stress to her child
the pride and joy of being grown-up.
A child should”learn that the rewards
of being grown-up are numerous; he
should not be led to believe that only
childhood is happy. Feelings of inade-
quacy and frustration are bound to re-
sult in later years if childish thoughts
and habits are clung to for too long.

INVITATIONS

[Continued from page 47]

(Always repeat date and hour in ac-
ce}])_tance.) L
he regret is written:

Mr. and Mrs. Albert Brown
regret that they are unable to accept
Mr. and Mrs. Green’s
kind invitation
for Tuesday the first of March

(It is not necessary to repeat hour
or nature of invitation in a regret.)

An informal practice which has be-
come so widely established that it is
now accepted as correct is to write in-
vitations of every possible sort (ex-
cept to weddings and formal dinners
and luncheons) on the hostess’ visit-
ing card. For example:

Tuesday March Ist, at 1 o’clock
Buffet luncheon

Mrs. Amos K. Johnson
R.s.v.p. 2 Elk Square

The hour may equally well be at
any other time “and in ‘the place of
“buffet luncheon” may equalgf well be
written, “music” or “small dance” or
“bridge” or “shower for Mary James.”

Even an invitation to a tea or re-
ception given for a distinguished
stranger can be written in this way,
with the addition of “To meet Senator
and Mrs. Gray” across the top, and
the hour and date below.

The correct answer to card invita-
tions has been, until very lately, a
third person answer like that given
above for formal dinners. But in the
case of intimate friends, a return card
is dpermissible with “With pleasure!”
and “Tuesday at 1 o'ck.” written in
the upper left corner of the visiting
card If the answer is an acceptance;
“Sorry, can’t come” and “March 17
below it written in the upper left cor-
ner of the visiting card If the reply
is a regret.
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THIS SHOULD BE AN EXCEPTIONN

with ordinary polish. A recent test by
impartial chemists has proved it.

Y¥you preferto buyacan 6fichnson s
Liquid Wax to try, do so. But we will gladly send free of charge and postpaid a regular
25c size to relieve you of either trouble or expense in this demonstration.

Made by S. C. Johnson & Son, for forty years the interior finishing authorities,
Liquid Wax is a lustrous “dry” polish—a new form of Johnson’s paste wax, famous
for floors. Dust doesn’t stick to it, but glides off the gleaming waxed surface. After
polishing, run your own clean finger over it and see that there is no oil or grease for
dust particles to cling to! A week later, note the difference in dust! And notice how

it protects your hands when using it.
Simply mail the coupon and receive a
full-size 2sccan foran immediate demonstra-
tion on your own furniture. S. C. Johnson
Son, “The Interior Finishing Authori-
ties,” Racine, Wisconsin.

Microscopic view of dust on furniture. Note dry hard
urface of Johnson’s Wax (left) opposed to oily filmwhich
holds dust like flies on fly paper. This explains graphically
what chemists found by weighing actual dust accumulation.

S.C.Johnson &. Son, Dept. M 3

Racine, Wisconsin

JgijL, Gentlemen: Please send free 25c can

W jf (not a sample) of Johnson’s Liquid

Jggi Wax and illustrated booklet on the
new care offloors and furniture.

Name,

Address,

In paste or liquid form. City .State.
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Clean Rugs
Last Longer

EGLECT spots on rugs or carpets—
and soon they’re ground in. Re-

move spots immediately and see how

much longer your floor coverings last
— always looking just like new.

It’s no trouble at all to remove dirt and
grease spots if you will just take a clean
cloth and moisten it with Energine.
A gentle rub or two and instantly the
original color is restored. Energine
dries instantly—leaves no odor and
cannot injure finest fabric.

You soon become an expert druggists
in removing spots with
Energine by following the

simple directions on every

label. Energine cleansa world

of things. And a little goes

a long way. Large can 35c. |

Give Energine a trial—and, *

like millions of others,

you’ll never be without it. iff. —

\' World’s Largest Seller /

LEAVES NO ODOR

ENERGINE

THE PERFECT CLEANING FLUID

Are your
WINDOW
CURTAINS

wvorthy of your
hoe and you?

In curtain material, as in furni-
ture, rugs, silver and other items,
there isa quality mode unchang
ing because It is always appropri
ate and inherently beautiful

BEDFORD
SCRIM

has that richness of appearance
and graceful draping qualities so
sought for, and because its quality
is"yam deep” it is permanently
satisfactory, will not lose its lustre,
will not become weakened by heat
or sun and may be laundered
dozens of times without losing its
newness.

Bedford Scrim comes in a wide
choice of plain colors, two-tones,
stripes and novelty effects aswell
as White, Ecru and Peach. It is
ideal for overdrapes as well as
glass curtains. Deep colors and
bold stripes for sun rooms, sum-
mer camps, etc.

There is atype and style of curtain
and drapery for every room— send
for booklet and samples of Bed-
ford Scrim

Bedford is sold by nearly all lead-
ing stores. Look for the five bar
selvage — your protection.

FAIRCLOUGH & GOLD, INC
284 Summer St., Boston, Mass.

1 Invitalions- Announcements
100 Hand-Engraved 510.00
=Imitation Styles $5.00 a 100
Write/or Sample* % 100 Visiting Cards $1.00
c. OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1042 Chestnut St.. Philadelphia, Pa.

A DAY
WTH MY RADIO

By RUTH DUTILH

E door of the world can swing
magically open at the touch of a
button and the turning of a dial.

JENKINS

number of imﬁortant people whom |
had heard without neglecting any of
my household tasks.

With a radio, strange as it may seem, The whole day had seemed so ideal

a woman actually has more opportuni-
ties for self improvement and sugple—
mentary education than her husband
who is tied to a definite type of work
all day. . i
Recently | decided to live one
whole day by radio. By fitting the
radio program to my work, | made a
jame of my household duties. While |
straightened the rooms on the first
floor, | worked to the accompaniment
of a delightful gloom-chaser program,
followed by a series of dance records.
| was through with this preliminal
task of what 1 term “clearing the decl
for action” far sooner than ordinarily.
Keeping up with the radio had in-
creased my _ speed.

Then while | washed the dishes and
made the dessert for dinner, | heard a
lecture on pure foods which caused me
to resolve that henceforth | would con-
sider more carefully the refrigeration
of our food. Must | confess that the
next household task was thoroughly
cleaning my refrigerator? Well, it was.

Being a woman and naturally inter-
ested in trying to improve my appear-
ance, | next tuned in on a beauty talk
and found many helpful hints. As |
had decided to live this one day by
radio, | took a few minutes before the
next task and put into practice the
beauty expert’s suggestion for massag-
ing the chin. This simple treatment
has already done much to reduce a
chin which was beginning to get more
than pleasin I%/ plump.

Household™ hints, cooking classes, a
shopping talk, and a health talk
brought my morning duties to lunch
preparation. | had planned a pick-up
meal, so the recipes | had heard were
of no immediate benefit, but | did get
some help about the most economical
foods to buy at that season, and |
jotted them down for future reference.

By dinner time | was astonished at
the variety of contacts and the great

for both amusement and help that |
asked a friend who plans the daytime
features for women at a big broadcast-
ing station how it was managed. She
replied, “We are scheduling our radio
programs so that they will fit in with
the average housewife’s working sched-
ule. We have grown very particular
about the people who present the ideas
to our radio audience. Only well-trained
professionals,- people of authority and
specialists with the proper background
are chosen for broadcasting. We co-
operate _ extensively with ~Columbia

niversity, the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture and with the au-
thorities of other nationally known
schools and universities.”

You may quite justly complain that
many programs are still too commer-
cial, or point out their other faults. But
in our desire to find what we want
when we want it, we often forget that
the radio is still a very new source of
pleasure and like all new inventions
needs a little time before it can be of
the maximum help to its users.

Another planner of programs in
answering m?/ question said, “We
watch carefully for all the new things
that might be of help to a housewife;
we even have several women who shop
the stores every day for what is new.”

Continuity and ~definite schedules
and hours are a great benefit to the
listener-in. More than fifty colleges and
universities throughout = the United
States and Canada own broadcasting
stations. A few give credits for courses
covered by radio. Add to this a variety
of courses prepared by other educa-
tional institutions, as well as the com-
mercially backed lectures, and the list
of subjects is as complete as a series
of extension or home study courses. A
radio education will soon prove com-
parable to that given by universities
when the professor meets informally
with his classes a few times a week.
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HARD WATER PLUS MEI'O MAKES SOFT WATER

A ring around the
bathtub
means HARD WATER

I+ AN unsightly ring, difficult to
scrub away, appears around a bath-
tub, the explanation is hard water—
water laden with harsh alkalis. And
such a ring means that baths are
not as satisfactory as they should
be, that more soap is being used
than necessary, and that lathering
and rinsing are difficult.

But add two or more tablespoon-
fuls of Melo to a bathtub full of
the hardest water. Instantly it is
made soft as dew. Suds are rich
and thick and soft, rinsing quick
and thorough, tender skin is saved
from irritation.

Melo aids and simplifies every
washingand cleaning operation. Yet
its cost is very slight—sold by your
grocer in convenient cans—10c
(slightly higher in far western
states). The Hygienic Products Co.,
Canton, Ohio. (Also makers oj

Sani-Flush.)

WATER SOFTENED

WITH MEL'O IS A

REMARKABLE CLEANER
10 CENTS

here's a New
All-Wool
Blanket in
‘our Raz'Bas!

SEND us 5 Ibs. of dis-

carded while woolens
orlOlbs.ofanycolorwool-
ens—old wool blankets,
sweaters, dresses, golf

hose, etc. We will sterilize, card,
bleach,dye spin,weave andfinish

the stock. Itwill be returned toyou asa brand new

beautiful blanket, 66" x 80", in anyone of six
pastel shades you select--' blue, rose, lavender,
tan, green, peach. $4.75 covers all expense, sat-
isfaction guaranteed.

OLD NORTH STATE MILLS

South Berwick - Dept. 23 *  Maine

* NEW -
ELECTRIC VAPORIZER
For treating Bronchial Asthma, Whooping-

Cough, Coughs, Colds...

Now—a specially constructed ElectricVapo-

Cresolene Vaporizer, guaranteed safe, effective

and durable. Filling a growing demand for this

modem electrical method of vaporizing Creso-

lene. Order direct if not found at druggists. Price
$3.50 with Cresolene.

Aﬁazcjioirmlems‘.')mevwm RudaNa
Vapo-Cresolene Co., 62CortlandtSt., NewYork, N.Y

Give it a Trial

Atrial will convince you it i9
the bestpolish you ever used
forsilver, nickel plated bath
ior auto fixtures, cut glass,
Imirrors,windows, etc. Easy
to use—paste form—no muss.
Ask your dealer for Metal-
glas or send 10c to cover
postage and packing trial tin.

Mg. Co, Bx KC Marengo. Il
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mrs laurance armour

the bedrooms of her new chicago

home are equipped with luxurious

beautyrest mattresses.

« Walls covered with the same
gay chintz that makes the dra-
peries—deep soft chairs also
chintz covered, a cozy fireplace,
and the most gloriously restful-
looking beds to sink into!

mrs laurance armour entertains extensively
and is an exceptionally gracious hostess

« Everything in Mrs. Armour’s beautiful Lake Forest home speaks of gracious

hospitality and a distinguished taste. Here are lovely gardens, large sunshiny
rooms whose cool colorings and spacious arrangement breathe restfulness and
charm —and ever more charm. « Significant of Mrs. Armour’s thoughtfulness for

personal comfort throughout her household, are the “ really comfortable” Beauty-
rest M attresses and Ace Box Springs with which the room above is equipped.  Mrs
Armour says, “1 first slept on a Beautyrest M attress on a ranch in Arizona, and |
was delighted with it. Now | have them in my own home. | understand that the
simmons Company have brought out a second mattress of a similar type for a still
more reasonable price. It seems to me quite extraordinary—most progressive.”
The famous Beautyrest M attress, 339.50; Ace Box Spring covered to match, 3-12.50;
Ace Open Coil Spring, 319.75. The new Deepsleep M attress at a popular price,
319.95; Deepsleep Box Spring, 327.50; Slumber King Spring, 312.00 . . . Beds
310.00 to 360.00. Simmons Company, New York, Chicago, Atlanta, San Francisco

Copyright 1930. The Simmons Company

Simmons
beds < springs ¢ nattresses
and BERKEY &GAY fumiture
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"BAKED BEASS HW»
YOU’'RE A FINE DISH
with SAUCE EIKE THIS”

“Don’t think it’s the baking alone that
makes you such a treat, good beans. Not
at all. It's the sauce you 're with .. . the
A-1 Sauce. There’s nothing thatflavors
beans quite so deliciously as a sprinkle of
this thick, savory table sauce. It makes
them much more appetizing... why even
more digestible. Because A -1 Sauce is a
perfect blend of delicate spices and sea-
sonings . . . the flavor that makes baked
beans tastier than ever before.”

A-1 Sauce works wonders as a seasoning in cooking,
too. Write for free recipe booklet, "Twenty-five Ways

to u Man’s Heart.” G. F. lleublein & Brother, Desk
43, Hartford, Connecticut.

back. Writetodayforfree “workaheet“onFZ/DG&'

American School of Home Economic*, 876 Eaxt 58th St., Chicago

Directions and
materials FREE

Now, in a single evening at

home you can make a bowl of

cheery golden Ionnqulls that

will seem freshly cut from

the garden. For Dennison has

anew plan so simple you can

learn to make jonquils and

daffodils, delicate sweet

peas, crimson rosea, flamln%

%oppigsmpre than 60varieties of flowers, all o

ennison’s inexpensive crepe paper. Make them

for your own_home, for friends, for favors, for

gifts, tosell. ToFrovelhat_you can quickly learn

to_ make perfect flowers this new way. Dennison

will send free step-by-step directions, patterns
and materials for making jonquils.

Send Coupon Now
Just man the coupon now —and at the same
time why not let us send you some of the other
tempting booklets listed below. Dennison sup-
plies for making flowers, decorations and favors
and other craft articles can be had atdepart-
mentand stationery stores and many drugstores.

DENNISON'S, Dept. 3-Q
Framingham, Mass.
Please send me free instructions and
sample materials for making Jonquils

Street or R.F.D=-----rm-emem-

City

WHhy ot Tetua i

Check those you went enu ciiei™ v*«a

...Crepe Paper Flamer Making 102

__Sealing Wax Craft 10 __Waxed Pond Lilies
" Weaving Paper Rope 10c - —=Cellophane Flowers
T, Crepe Paper Costumes 10c ... Crepe Pape
_.Party Table Decorations i0c ... Nov

A(M 4447"K>VbOm "t
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IS YOUR LIFE LIKE MINE?

“The town’s friendly enough. You
know that.”

“No one ever runs in. Not even the
famiIK, any more.”

“They're all afraid they will drag
mud marks into the vestibule and drop
ashes on your rugs.”

“Bosh!  I'm not that spick-and-
span.”
pHe stopped poking fun. “The whole
truth is, you have not identified your-
self with ‘any one group.”

“l haven' been asked? Must | make
the advances?”

“Certainly. You are not sure you
want to know anyone socially. You
have been so busy you havent felt the
need of friends.”

“l feel that need, now,” |
candidly.

“When you are ready to take the
plunge, say so, but mark your step. As
you begin, so you must end. The mo-
ment you pick your crowd, you are a
goner, so far as any of the other cliques
are concerned. Meanwhile, we’ll join a
country' club and 17l get you a car. I'm
beginning to feel the need of a little
diversion, myself.”

He had spoken the truth. | had
been too wholly engrossed in my
physical outlet to give any serious
thought to creatin? a social one. Be-
sides, after that first skirmish with
his relatives, | had crawled into a
shell of aloofness, in self-defense.
Once or twice a year, around the holi-
days and his mother’s birthday, we
spread a family dinner and went to
theirs. These gatherings only con-
firmed mK original and unhappy im-
pression that a satisfying relationship,
on either side, was impossible.

| was still a transient being, trou-
bling their sphere with city concep-
tions. | altered my furs every year to
meet the styles and ran on the streets
bare-legged” and without corset in the
summer, as if | were a giddy girl in
my ‘teens. | had shortened my
mother-in-law’s dresses, made her
abandon her chokers, and wear curl-
ers at night, and she was nearin? Sev-
enty! | certainly must have blasted
my hushand’s city career. Whg else
should his company send him back to
his beginnings? The fact that he had
worked his way through adversity and
over their prejudices to a college de-
gree and a mill superintendency didn*
count. | was the family nemesis. Had-
nt |, ruthlessly and extravagantly,
turned a valuable garden patch into"a
show lawn? And spoiled all the parlor
furniture, cut down bed-heads and re-
modeled bureau-tops, rendering them
valueless for the future, after | had
picked up and gone?

said,

Y gave me my distance and |
eciprocated, in infinite relief, and
urned to the town.

Funny thing about a small town,”
mused the old cabinet-maker who was
in the way of being a philosopher. “It’s
just like a bank. Every man, woman
and child is a kinda human deposit. A
bank’s gotta have a clearing house,
aint it? Well, Craleytown has two.
One’s the churches. The other’s the
secret societies. They give you a moral
and social rating. As you belong, so
you are. Aint that so, now?”

I thought of this analysis when my
husband and | were contemplating the
question of social outlets. | am not a
member of any church in Craleytown,
although | attend services regularly
with my mother-in-law. My husband is
not a lodge man. As the lodges, the
churches and the extensive and compli-
cated family clans constitute the small
town social cliques, we were neither

[Continued from page 130\

“fish, fowl nor good red herring™—we
had no fixed social distinction.

We are not musical, so the musical
group was not open. The zest for danc-
ing seemed to be confined to the
younger bobbed-haired, lip-sticked ele-
ment to whom | am an “old married
woman,” though | am no more married
and not as old as some of that set; and
in spite of the fact that | am “city
wise,” | am far less sophisticated than
they are.

OV often, year in and year out, in
litude have | sat at my windows

fr§nting the cross streets where ouroutworn. 3
ing these youngware of my brutally interrupted youth.

property stands, en
women, secretly longing for their com-
radeship. They have obliterated all my
foregone conclusions concerning small-
town girls. Raphael would “borrow
Diogenes’ lantern to no purpose if he
were to search the small-town streets
for an old-time conception of the vil-
lage Madonna. Daisy Miller, Maude
Muller, Little Miss Muffet and Miss
Prim and Proper are no more. Little
Red Riding Hood and Poor Cinder-
ella—who were they, anyhow? The

story books in which they rest lie
buried under cobwebs in the barn lofts.
A new and bewildering female para-
dox parades under our eyes. Card-
bitten, movie-mad, dance-crazed, fast-
and-loose, she sneaks a cigarette in the
dark of the curb shade trees, whoopees
on the rear seat of blind-drawn auto-
mobiles and sprees half the night, eve
night, and often, on Saturday night, all
night. Gone are all the old restrictions
on her deportment in public and those
hide-bound traditions of conduct which
smothered her mother’s elemental na-
ture. She is free! Is she artificial? She
is exactly what she looks, talks and
acts. “Life in Life” is her motto.
Where she is heading television must
tell us and that is some years hence.
She is_turning the small town topsy-
turvy. Life to her is not a daily drudg-
ery. It is movement and excitement.
She runs the town. She runs the sports
on the high school lot and the public
tennis grounds. She runs the church
with a jazzed up hand and the gray-
heads in the Amen corners are louder
shouters than ever. Her wits are sharp.
Her body is beautiful. Her fiber is
toughened. She has expanded her ca-
pacity. She is a home body, too, and a
real entertainer; and she knows more
about baby-hygiene and scientific child-
raising than the college professor who
tries to pick her to flaws.
Unquestionably, she is Craleytown’s
modern gesture. She is the small-town
counterpart of the large city and the

suburban girl. You can't distinguish one
from the other, except b%/ geography.
She demands things and she gets them,
from family bathtubs to radios and
automobiles, detached cottages with
cement pavements, to graded thorough-
fares and concrete block garages, under-
ground terra-cotta drains and sanitary

all%/s.

ehold her! Her exuberance, her
vitality have yanked the old town out
of its age-long straight-jacket. Her
husband is on the hump. All the hus-
bands are fascinated with her, includ-
ing my own. Beside her, | feel flat and
She makes me miserably

She is the mocking spirit of that which
1 once was and never again can be!

She is infectious and, when | learned
of a bridge club in process of forming,
I reached a swift decision.

“Let’s join,” | said to my husband.

He agreed, readily, regarding me
speculatively. “Is .this surrender, resig-
nation or compromise?”

“It’s social hunger!” | blurted out,
recklessly. “I”1l try anything once. To
be perfectly truthful, 1 am consumed

with fear that they may not want

e.

“Oh, they will want you, if only
out of curiosity. They are human,
too. They starve for something new.
They tire of their own faces. You
will be a social cocktail.”

| squirmed at that. “I'm after a
cocktail, myself.”

T first session of the bridge club
as a revelation. It was held in the
ome of the town banker who also
as president of the school board.

Notwithstanding that | had a store
and street acquaintance with most of
the men and some of the women, |
experienced all the thrill and sus-
pense of a first night at the theater
or a President’s reception. My hus-
band was keyed, too. Of all the
promptings and directions, concern-
ing small town social form!

“Dont overdress,” he cautioned,
when he saw me fingering through
my evening gowns. | had not worn

one since we left New York. “They
might think you are trying to put on
city airs.”

My spirits fell. | turned, reluctantly,
to a simple dinner frock. “I insist on
your tuxedo,” | said.

He rolled his eyes. “In that bunch?
Dont | know them?”

“But do you?” | was dubious. “When
were you at a Craleytown party last?
Not since you were a high school boy.
At least wear a dark suit and polish
your shoes.”

“Leave C?IOLIF cigarette case at home,”
he warned.

“Shall we use the car?”

“Lord, no! Those few steps!”

| peered outdoors. “I’'m wearing my
satin slippers and it might rain.”

“Take overshoes and Il carry an
umbrella.”

I was speechless!

“Oh, welll We'll get the car,” he
grumbled, catching sight of my ex-
pression. “The fellows will probably
guy me about it.”

Did they? They didn’t! At the bank-
er’s curb "were their own cars, from
limousines  with chauffeurs to un-
washed runabouts. Men and women, in
smart and formal evening attire,
swarmed the sidewalk, effusing gay
greetings among themselves, as if they
had not been running in and out of
one another’s houses all day long.

Our host and hostess, our own ages,
with a touch of old-fashioned courtesy,

[Continued on page 145]
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“S§O GOOD IN THEMSELVES ... SO ATTRACTIVE

WHEN SERVED THIS NEW WAY.

"Those delightful kitchens of the past—s’ exclaims Josephine Gibson,
Director, Home Economics Department, H. J. Heinz Company, "bright
with sunshine— odorous with the fragrance of delicious foods in preparation!
Do you remember the familiar baked bean crock which gave forth such
a happy odor when the oven door was lowered ? And when from your plate
every bean sent up redoubled fragrance in little curling jets of steam, wasn’t
it enough to make any appetite frantic?

"Yet 1don’t think we need sigh for the baked beans of past days.
You'll find ail their goodness in those made by Heinz. Such plump, brown,
mealy beans these are— just bursting with goodness! Such delicate bits
of flavor—so tender, so digestible, from their oven-baking. And that tomato
sauce, made from garden-fresh tomatoes. Where can you match its zestful
piquancy! Only oven-baking can give this tender goodness— only the spicy
tomato sauce can give such flavor!

"If you like ways of serving this favorite dish that are a bit different,

try this one—

“luncheon plate, Hie neiuz way .. . Have the required number of patty W OVEN = i
shells. Then remove the labels from one or more cans of Heinz Oven-Baked Beans, :’fike‘j 5}52\?5

and heat thoroughly in a pan of hot water. Turn out the contents on a platter and o

fill the patty shells, arranging them so that a piece of the tender young pork shows

on top of each. Then pop the patties into the oven until the shells are thoroughly

heated: Make dair}ty butter §andwic.hes of hot Boston Brown Bread or, lacking this, ) 5, Enjoy these radio talks! . TuesdayandFridaymoming,at
sandv/iches of Heinz Sandwich Relish on whole wheat bread. Arrange patty, sand- Nj 4457 \5n 10:45 Eastem Stancerd Tirre, Josephine Gibson, Heirnz Hore Eoo-
wiches, and your favorite Heinz pickles (or a small compact salad) on an attractive ” m%@ﬂ norics Director, will broectast rewand delightjul recipes o IFJZ,
plate. Serve while patty is hot and crisp.” ¢ h. j. heinz company, Pittsburgh, pa. KDKA and other associated National Broadcasting Co. stations.



Fine Decorating Materials

at our new

RETAIL STORES

TULIP TIME (Left) — for kitchen or bathroom. Because
of its varnish coat is easily kept clean with damp ~ ——i/
doth. . . . singleroll. .2 2 /C

AQUAMARINE (Right) — is also varnish coated. Has
dean, attractive appearance — very colorful. . g
-1 1,11 21 B o o]

BREAK O'MORN (Left)—a cheerful bedroompatternin
beautiful high colorings. rfac

LEAF SILHOUETTE (Right) —charming pattern suitable
for almost any room. Plenty of life and color. * a
. s singleroll, ,14C

BLUMENLIED (Left) — makes a delightful background
forany room in the house. Creation ofafamous ~ Q*7v2
AESIGN T ot singleroll, .Z/ C

MOTIF MODERNE IHight) -designed in a famousstudio.
Modernistic pattern. Appropriate for a medium  jsq
orlargesizedroom. . .+  Singleroll, .ZVC

SEROCO 4.HOUR ENAMEL—Ieaveso lovely glossy
porcelain-like finish. Dries very quickly—;u two to four
hours object decorated can be recoated. Easy to finish or
refinish any article of furniture with it. Nine 4 o0

ALLACHIVE COIOTS...rrroror oo Quart, .Jac

SEROCO BRUSHING LACQUER — makes shabby old
furniture and new, unfinished pieces bright and colorful
Easy to use—hardens almostimmediately. Just a few strokes
of the brush and you have acharming, pern

nent finish. 16 exquisite colors. . Quartci $1.55

* Prices slightly higher in some states

Send for our new wall paper catalog which shows many in-
teresting varieties ofwall paper colors and designs. Our wall
paper is guaranteed to meet all requirements specified by
the U. S. Department of Commerce.

MAIL ORDER PLANTS AT , CHICAGO

PHILADELPHIA r MINNEAPOLIS , KANSAS CITY

W all

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

Paper

in exclusive modern styles . ..

designed to harmonize with every room

—and you can buy it at a

saving of one-half or more

at this New Kind of Store
¢ e

Women shoppers with an eye for decorative harmony
have found that the place to buy wall paper is at this
new kind o fstore.

For here they find the latest in exclusive modern
styles . . . not only colorful and attractive but de-
signed to completelyfit the atmosphere of their rooms.

And, too, these shoppers have discovered that Sears,
Roebuck prices (4 cents to 35 cents per single roll)
offer savings of one-halfor more!

This is just one ofthe many quality bargains you will
find at this new kind of store, where you can buy fine
merchandise—from the daintiest lingerie to the stur-
diest furniture.

CEARS,
RETAIL

ATLANTA

ROEB

In 43 years Sears, Roebuck have become the World’s
Largest Store with 12,000,000 customers that trade
with us steadily. And because this permits us to buy
in such huge quantities, it is possible for Sears, Roe-
buck to sell you the best quality merchandise at a
lower price.

Once you shop at the Sears, Roebuck retail stores
you’ll visit us often, for we’ve learned the secret of
saving you money on fine merchandise.

wor i1

The items of merchandise shown on this page are only
a few of the exceptional values offered you by Sears,
Roebuck. 1f you do not live near a Sears, Roebuck
retail store, send direct to your nearest Sears,Roebuck
mailorder plant for their illustrated catalogNo.V-3con-
tainingfull descriptions of more than 46,000 products.

You will find this catalog a treasure house of fine mer-
chandise ... everything for the family and the home
... atprices that enable you to save on everything
you buy.

UCK
STOKES

MEMPHIS , LOS ANGELES r DALLAS

CO.

and

SEATTLE

BOSTON
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Eliza had tramped
the streets for several
hours, and now with
but a few papers left,
she decided she needed
a rest. So she sat down just inside the
three-step vestibule of No. 179a, where
she happened to stop, and melted so
completely into the purple shadows that
she was quite invisible to the club
guests who arrived at intervals. Pres-
ently she dozed off, and it was her lit-
tle hand stretched out palm up, that

reeted Feng Tao as he walked into

the vestibule and stopped to light a
cig_zlgrette.

he crimson spurt of the match
brought the little hand into vivid re-
lief, made yet more startling by the
fact that the rest of Eliza’s body re-
mained in darkness.

“Gee!” he muttered, and
groped in his pocket for a
coin.

It was not—though we
would like to report it so—
that he felt sorry for the
sleeéping child. Nor could he
read the hand’s mute, pitiful
appeal. It was, simply a gam-
bler’s superstition; the first
piece of money, chosen at
random, and given to the first
be%gar.

0 he dropped it into
Eliza’s palm—plonngl—with-
out disturbing her even slum-
ber; and he cursed wickedly a
moment later when he noticed
that it was not a quarter, as
he had thought, but a bright,
shining five dollar gold piece.

Instinctively he bent to

take it back. Then he recon-
sidered. Couldnt be done.
Would mean rotten bad luck.
So he cursed again, rang the
bell, and a minute later was
on the other side of the iron
door.

Almost  immediately his
mind was swept clear .of
everything except his over-
whelming craving—the game.
Superstitious again, he made
with right thumb and left sec-
ond finger the sign of the
Dragon and the Crab as a
protection against evil luck,
when, from the oblong room, he heard
the symphony of rustling and shivering
of paper money, the click of the dice,
the staccato exclamations of the silken,
?/ellow lad who presided over the rou-
ette wheel, the sing-song voices of the
Mah Jong players calling the queer,
archaic scon words of the mandarin
game: “Po! Fa! Tch'ungl”

EBONY AND AMBER

[Continued from page JO]

“A friend at headquarters passed me
the tip.”

“Straight tip?”

“Absolutely! Take a vacation!”

Leaving the Iawger’s office, Feng
Tao had met Bill Devoy; and there
had been a triumphant, expectant
gleam in the detective’s brown Celtic
eyes. So Feng Tao had decided to lie
low for a while.

But this enforced rest came at an
inopportune moment since he had less
than two hundred dollars and since he
was not the sort who stints himself on
the material side of life.

GRAY DAY

By EDWIN MORGAN

I love a black and bitter sea,
I love a lifeless sky;

Across the blowing rain

The gull’s cry.

I love the sullen rocks

Where the water’s loud;

Green waves that break on rocks
Dull and proud.

There is no better place to stop alone
Than by a leaden sea;

And feel across the quiet rain
Eternity.

Well—he had decided—there was
always No. 179c. He'd clean up for
once. He felt sure of it. And so he
slipped into Nag Hong Fah’s seat.

The other three players bowed to
him respectfully. A strong man he was;
a dangerous man; a killer; also, at
times, useful in the mazed affairs of
the Seven Azure Dragons Chinese
Benevolent-Association.

So they greeted him in Chinese, with
stilted, "old-world courtesy: “Ten

d and gain and greed; and, as hethousand years, oh, wise and older
ntered the room, the panorama of rabrother!”

E the thud and stammer of the
bamboo-and-ivory tile; the taint of

pacious Chinese hands, rapacious Chi-
nese faces. Then “Tien Fu!” as Nag
Hong Fah, the restaurant proprietor,
triumphantly swept the board, the win-
ner, and rose.

Feng Tao walked over to take his
place, passing the other on the way.

“Lucky seat!” smiled Nag Hong
Fah. “Perhaps you will win.”

“Gotta win!”" was Feng Tao’s lacon-
ic reply.

There was bitter truth in his words.
He had to win; or else, at least tem-
porarily, look for honest work. For, on
the day before, he had had a talk
with Jake Rosenzweig, the Bowen
sh%/ster lawyer, who, with his political
influence, his friends higher up, and
his downright cleverness in court, had
often kept Feng Tao out of jail.

“Feng,” he had said, “if 1 were you,
I'd lay low for a while—if you get
me.”

“l get yer all right, Mister. But
how—?"

The “wise and older brother” thrust
out his_slightly —prognathous jaw.
“G’awn!” came "his clipped, raucous,
belligerent East Side jargon. “Cut out
de Chinkie talk and let’s play!”

So they played. “P'ing! Tchi! Kang
Shang Hwa!”

The tiles clicked and thudded.
Eager, yellow fingers curled like ques-
tion marks, reached, took. Bland, ex-
pressionless faces studied combina-
tions. Tou?h Mongol brains reckoned
the laws of chance and average.

Click-click-click-click- clicketty -click
—the chorus_ of the tiles—like the
clicking of knitting-needles.

It was not that luck was against
Feng Tao. Mah Jong is neither ex-
actly a matter of luck, nor exactly a
matter of skill. Both luck and skill
enter, of course, into the playing. But
chiefly—and therein it resembles poker
—is it a matter of psychology, of be-
ing able to read one’s opponent’s mind
fully as much as his hand.

These men, rich bur-
esses of Pell Street,
ived by the chiIP/, al-
gebraic cunning of their
brains, pitting their
wits against each other and against the
Sicilians and Russian Jews amongst
whom they lived. As in their business
dealings, so at the Mah Jong table,
they knew when to withdraw and sell
out with the least possible loss and
when to speculate on a rising market.

Consider, on the other hand, Feng
Tao’s mode of life; the down-town
streets where he pursued his sinister
vocation; the corner saloons with their
lurking side entrances where a man
might slip in and out like a rabbit
through the tunnels of its warren; the
sudden, mysterious alleys cutting side-

ways into labyrinths of build-
ings; the jungle of steel and
brick and “concrete where he
roamed like a jungle animal,
a beast of' prey, leaping,
pouncing. A jungle where in-
stinct mattered and not de-
liberation, _recklessness and
not wise withdrawal when the
odds seemed unfavorable.

And he played Mah Jong
as he lived—with the logical
inevitable result: he lost. He
lost, steadily, ?ame after
game, until finally he rose
with an oath.

“Wot’s the damage?” he
asked Yung Long, the whole-
sale grocer who was banker.

The latter figured up. “One
hundred and eighty-seven dol-
lars, oh, wise "and older
brother,” he announced
.suavely.

“Awright,” replied Fen
Tao; “ye bums have cleane
me out.” He took his money
from his pocket and counted
it. “Moreh cleaned me out!”
he continued. “Here!”—toss-
ing the money on the table—
“I’m five bucks shy . . .~

“There is no_hurry about
paying the trifling” debt,”
Yung Long assured him; “no
hurry at all.”

And with another player
taking Feng Tao’s place, they
settled back to their philo-

sophic mandarin game: "Ping! Cha
Fu! Ho Fai!"

Feng Tao left the oblong room and
went into the lobby.

Cleaned out, hethought. Flat bust.
Lost every cent to those buzzards.
Ordinarily he would not have minded.
But now, with Jake Rosenzweig pass-
ing him the tip to lay low, it would
be weeks before he could get back to
work—for he was pleased to call his
method of earning a living by this
honorable appellation.

He was not worried about his actual
living expenses: his room rent was not
due for another month, and he could
chalk up food and cigarettes at Nag
Holng Fah’s Great Shanghai Chop Suey
Palace.

there was that five dollars which

was shy.

Id he borrow it? His shrewd in-
S| warned him not to. These peo-
ple did not know what Jake Rosen-
zweig had told him. Usuallﬁ, when he
needed money, he took it, by bullyir:?
or by force. If, instead, he borrowe
Pell Street would speculate and won-
der; leaky tongues would gossip. It
would lessen the fear with which he
was regarded, and he knew that once
this fear was gone, his occupation was
gone as well. For he relied on the
othersZ dread as much as on his own
brutish strength.

Of course, he could owe the money.

Only five dollars—a mere nothing.

[Continued on page 142]
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H.O W anxiously we guard our
children from impurities of every
kind these days. Wash their toys,
watch over their food, launder
their clothes with painstaking
care. And in laundering, BORAX
is a friend indeed!

Soak with Borax; wash with soap
and Borax; rinse with Borax. For
20 Mule Team Borax loosens dirt
and grease, softens water so your
soap can do 3to 5times more work,
kills the faintest trace of body odor
and—finally—removes all the ling-
ering particles of the soap itself!
You need not fear the slightest bit
of soap or soil will be left to irri-
tate tender little bodies—if you
use Borax!

Let 20 Mule Team Borax help you
every time you wash! Available
everywhere.

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW
Pacific Coast Borax Co., Dept. 518
51 Madison Avenue, New York City
Please send me a free copy of your booklet,

“Better Ways to Wash and Clean.”

Name

Address
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Style Book
and

Famil
Outfitter

loer**1

Inthe Chicago Niail Order
*.Company’s Big Fre ~
@.page Springdnd Summer 1
. "Catalog you'll find the
very cream of the very lat-

ions. Our “ Style-queen” hats,
. coats and dresses are designed by
.’ Ieading Paris authorities and all are
S[\aroved b&EIIa Van Hueson (Miss
iverse),

ties noted for their style. S
yourcopy of this fasciniating, money-
i saving style book today.

AH Silk Flat Crepe Modi-
fied Silhouette,only$Q 79

~Order by No. F
In addition to style wear, we offer
thousands of bargains in apparelof
everykind.foral tmi,ameﬁ.t-em
1.000.00C0kailies do their shopping
) by mail from O -..... , .——
it saves them money. This book T
of 3700 outstanding style bargains |
end coul

Black  \I'\l isFree. S on or postal for !
Green \\ \i yourcopytoday. There is noobligat

\(tlonto'buy. 18arn how littleitreall
Kah, T30y R RS Aoproect 55e ™

394588 fy

N
evérithing, BSR4,

M ail This Coupon

Dept. F-158, Chicago Mail Order Co., Chicago
Send me absolutely FREE your big 300-page Money
gaving Style Book and Family Outfitter for Spring and
Sumrer (630, showing the newest fashions and every-
thing to wear for all the family—at lowest prices.

3 Soft,
elifRé" 9

u flrruv j gradually lose
their power to grip and securely hold
the teeth in place. The daily use of
Pyrozide Powder stimulates the gums
to resist this softening tendency
Unless the root-supporting tissues
retain their firm grip, pyorrhea and
premature loss of the teeth are almost
certain to follow. Nothing can save
loose teeth surrounded by soft, reced-
ing gums that have lost their grip.
Pyrozide Powder is designed spe-
cifically for hardening the gums
through stimulation It contains
Dentinol used by dentists for gum
medication. Pyrozide Powder cleans
teeth thoroughly, but even more,
it aids the gums to preserve their
gripping power. The teeth that last
a lifetime are gum-gripped teeth.

At all drug counters.
The economical dollar
package contains 6
months’ supply. The
Dentinol and Pyrozide
Co. (SoleDistributors),
New York City

PYROZIDF

POWDER ~
FOR CUM-GRIPPED TEETH

MEASURED HEAT MEANS HAPPINESS

[Continued from page 106]

meat, chicken, ox-tongue and fish
cooked in this way keep their shape and
flavor well.

Jellies—Use the candy thermometer
for jelly-making.

Begin at 218° F. to test for jelly,
lifting a little of it in the woodéen
spoon, letting it cool, then drop off.
When the “three-drop test” is reached
—that is, when three drops run to-
gether into a sheet, and flake from the
spoon—it is done. You will find the
exact jellying point is within one de-
gree on the thermometer. The spoon
test must be used in addition to the
temperature test, but the thermometer
saves making several unnecessary tests
before the right temperature is reached
—especially in making the second batch

of&elle/. . .
ollowing are the approximate tem-
peratures at which various fruits begin
to turn to jelly: Currant 218° to 220°
F.; Crabapple 222° to
224° F.; Grape 220° to
222° F.; Quince and
apple 219° to 221° F.
Deep Fat Frying—
The time-honored meth-
od of testing the tem-
perature of hot fat with
cubes of bread is not
satisfactory unless a
woman has had long
cooking experience. A
thermometer not only
tests the fat before the
food is put into the ket-
tle, but makes sure that
the fat is kept at the
right temperature during
frying. It thus saves
time.
Cold, wet foods re-
uire hotter fat, since
they cool it quickly. Only
enough food to cover the
bottom of the frying
basket should be fried at
one time. Large pieces of
food may have a hot
temperature at first, but
it must be reduced to
allow thorough cooking
of the large pieces. Cooked foods re-
quire less time for frying, and hotter
fat; this is because they need to be
nicely browned on the outside, but
only heated on the inside.

The old way was to heat fat until
it smoked:; the new way is to use a fat
with a high smoking temperature, and
fry far below smoking_l_ temperature,
using a thermometer. The following
time table is helpful when frying:

Croquettes of cooked food—390°
F.—1 minute.

Croquettes of uncooked mixtures—
385°F.—1 to 4 minutes.

Doughnuts, crullers, fritters (raw
mixtures)—370° to 375°F.—1 to 5
minutes.

French fried potatoes—395° F.—5
to 10 minutes.

Oysters—390° F.—5 minutes.

Smelts and other small fish—375°
to 383 °F.—5 minutes.

Veal cutlets, breaded chops, etc.—
395°F.—5 to 8 minutes.

Perfectly fried food is well browned
on the outside, tender and well cooked
inside—never grease soaked.

Oven Cooking—The temperature of
an oven alwafys depends upon the size
and shape of the food to be baked.
Small potatoes, cup cakes, layer cakes
and rolls require a hotter oven for a
shorter period of time, than large po-
tatoes, loaf cakes and loaves of bread.
Cake in a tube pan can stand a higher
temperature than loaf cake.

ore fuel is required to maintain a
given temperature if the oven is full,

For deep frying
and candy-making

than if a single dish is being baked
by itself.

Oven temperature depends also upon
the composition of the food to be
baked. If it contains many eggs, as
angel cake, custard, timbales and souf-
fles, a slow oven is the rule. If baking
powder is the leavening the oven must
be hotter, while a still hotter oven is*
needed for popovers and pastries where
only air and steam leaven the mixture.

Molasses, oatmeal and chocolate
burn easily, hence they, also, require a
slow oven.

With your own stove and pans, you
can find the exact time and tempera-
ture that give the best results for your
favorite recipes. Often you will “find
that a variation of 5 or 10 degrees from
that given in the chart is desirable.

Meats—The oven is ideal for meat
cookery. A hot oven at first sears
the outside, forming a brown crust,
which “keeps the sweet
tasty juices inside. Then
a lower temperature
cooks the inside of the
meat, making it tender.

The usual method is
to pre-heat the oven un-
til the searing tempera-
ture of 550° F. is
reached; the meat is then
put in. Allow 15 to 25
minutes at this high tem-
perature, or until the
meat is well browned.
Then reduce to 450° F.
allowing 10 to 12 min-
utes per pound for rare
beef, 15 minutes for me-
dium beef, or 20 minutes
Eer pound for well-done

eef, if it is a tender cut.
If it is a tough cut, it
will require 20 to 25 min-
utes per pound after
searing.

A tender cut will
please most people if it
Is served medium rare.
For lamb, allow 15 min-
utes per pound, but for
mutton 20 to 25 minutes
per pound. A tender piece of pork, like
the loin or a fresh ham is allowed 25
to 30 minutes per ?ound after searing,
for it must be well done. If left un-
covered the fat will brown. Add a very
little water to your roast if the fat
threatens to burn in the bottom of the

pan.

Veal will be juicy and tender if it is
seared, then cooked 25 to 30 minutes
per pound at 350° to 400° F. laying
strips of bacon across the top, basting
frequently with any tasty fat, or even
using the larding needle to suppP/ fat
and keep it from being dry. Beef ten-
?erloin is very lean and needs added
at.

Oven-cooked Meals— For a meal
which you wish to have ready at the
end of three hours, first sear the meat,
put in the other dishes, and set the
regulator at 275°. For a four or five
hour meal set the regulator at 250° F.
Boiled potatoes become soggy with
this slow cooking, but other vegetables
are excellent when Yz cup water is put
in the bottom of the dish and they are
tightly covered. A whole meal can be
cooked during the morning baking of
cakes and pastries. Cereals, fruits and
vegetables are very good thus pre-
pared, and can stand a variety of tem-
peratures; the point is not to let them
dry out.

A very hot oven is 450° to 500°, hot
oven is 400° to 450°, moderate oven
350° to 400°, slow oven is 250° to
350° F. If your recipe book gives these

[Continued on page 146]

willstop instantly and your hair wi
glossy, silky and soft, and look and feel a hun-
dred times better.
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\ \ youindoors remember that
cod-liver oil is a substitute for
sunshine. Doctors recommend it
as a wonderful winter food-tonic.
Take it the pleasant, easy way—
Scott’sEmulsion. Pure Norwegian
cod-liver oil whipped into a
cream. Pleasantly flavored. Easy
to swallow. Easy to digest. Start
today—every day counts in fight-
ing down winter ailments.

SCOTTS

EMULSION
AFOOD AND .
TONIC TOO

Scott & Bowne. Bloomfield, N. J.

DANDRUFF

A Sure Way to End It

There is one sure way that never fails to re-

movedandruff completely, and thatis to dissolve
it. Then you destroy it entirely. To do this,
just apply a little Liquid Arvon at night before
retiring; use enough to moisten the scalp and
rub it in gently with the finger tips.

By morning, most, if not all, of your dandruff

will be gone, and two or three more applications
will completely dissolve and entirely destroy
every single sign and trace of it, no matter how
much dandruff you may have.

You will find, too, that all itching of the scalp
i be lustrous,

You can get Liquid Arvon at any drug store,

and a four ounce bottle is all you will need.
This simple remedy has never been known to
ail.

Free

SO-PageBird Bookin Colors
*Canariesfor PleasureandProfit”
Gives expert professional ad-
vice on breeding, rearing,
training, feeding and care of
canaries. Keep ‘your birds in
song. Sent free together with
liberal samples of West's Quality Bird
Foods on receipt of 10 cents in stamps
or coin to cover mailing cost.
West’s Bird Foods are sold at all good stores

Magnesia Product* Co., 1616 Hubbard St. Milwaukee, Wia.

PAUL JONES

FREE STYLE BOOK
Hogvera. Apronolas, Uniforms, Prince o
it Aprons—designed by Ferdnand. styled b
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Baby chafed.. ?

B e Careful,

M other

. . harsh toilet tissue may cause
serious infection

C HILD SPECIALISTS warn you that
harsh, glazed or chemically impure

toilet tissues irritate the soreness of the
chafed regions . . . and so start the
way for serious infection.

Be absolutely safe! Use nothing but
soft Scott Tissues on baby’s tender skin.

These three “ thirsty fibre” tissues—
ScotTissue, Sani-Tissue and Waldorf—are
specially processed to satisfy all the re-
quirements that doctors say toilet tissue
must have to be safe—softness, absorbency
and chemical purity.

“ Scott Tissues are like fine old linen,”
is the way more than one mother has
described their unusual softness.

They are twice as absorbent as ordinary

NOTE: ScotTissue and W aldorf are the

largest selling brands in the world .. Sani-Tissue is the

toilet tissue. And absorbency is abso-
lutely necessary for thorough cleansing.

Only the finest, fresh materials go into
Scott Tissues. They are chemically pure
—neither acid nor alkaline in reaction.

The sheets tear easily and squarely at the
perforations. The rolls are closely wrapped
to fit the standard built-in fixtures.

Not only your children, but the grown
people in your family need protection
from the more serious maladies that come
from inferior toilet tissue.

Don't take chances. Always ask for
ScotTissue, Sani-Tissue oF Waldorf. They

cost no more than
ordinary tissues. Scott
Paper Co.,Chester,Pa.

popular priced white toilet tissue embodying the famous thirsty fibre qualities

2 for 25!

AVJ'f
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TREAT that

kindly

LetBlue-jay end its pangs in-
stantly, gently... and protect
the sore spot from pressure
whileitworksits clean magic.
Don't allow any corn to keep
youhouse-boundwhenspring

sunshine fills the air

M ild, yetpositive. Blue-jay is
certain death to corns. M ade
in a factory famous for its
sterile surgical dressings,
each Blue-jay Plaster is a
safe, dependable 3-day treat-
mentforbanishing corns. Sim -
ple, com plete, it quiets their
torment,shieldsthem ,softens
and destroys their structure.

Clean, pleasant, bath-proof.

W hy nurse a corn when you
can buy Blue-jay atany drug-
gist’'s? N ationally known
and approved for 30 years

25 cents. (In Canada 35 cents.)

Blue4a

CORN PLASTER %J %!

DIVISION OF THE KENDALL COMPANY
Chicago * « New York ¢ ¢ Toronto

But then,.though
born in the gutters of
New York, a child of
its pulsing, teaming
streets, he was a pure-
bred Chinese; and while his brown
derby, his raucous slang, his preten-
tious necktie, all representative of his
acquired characteristics, told him to
forget it, the inherited qualities of race
told him that money lost in a game
was a debt of honor; that not to pay
meant a loss of face. He walked over
to the window, raised the curtain that
darkened it, and looked out, trying to
collect his thoughts.

snow had ceased coming down,
nd the river wind was extending a

attered cloud curtain across the pur-

J)Ie vaulting of the night. Here
and there it was cleft with
moonbeams—glittering, trem-
bling fragments of light which
somehow seemed to concentrate

on a shiny drop of gold di-
rectly below him, on the other
side of the window.

The drop of gold gleamed
up like a cresset of orange
flame. He looked close. Then
he remembered. It was the
five-dollar gold-piece which,
fifteen minutes earlier he had
dropped into the outstretched
palm of the little ragged girl.

She was still fast asleep.

Click-clickety-click came the
chorus of the Mah Jong tiles
from the oblong room. Then
the voice of Yung Long quot-
ing purring Cantonese pro-
verbs:

“It has also been remarked
by a wise mandarin that the
fool in a hurry drinks his tea
with his chop-sticks. It takes
brain and not brute strength, to play
this game.”

“How much did he lose?”

“Ahundred and eighty-seven dollars.
All he had in his pocket—and five dol-
lars which he still owes.”

“Talkinfg about him,” Feng Tao said
to himself. His loss. His five dollars.
Well—there it was, below the window
—his five dollars. He had not meant to
give it to the girl. Bad luck in taking
it back? Why, he was cleaned out, flat
bust. Couldn’t have had any worse luck!

He was away from the lobby, out
into the vestibule; bent quickly over
the sIeeEing child; and then, just as
he was about to touch the money, Eliza
awakened. She, too, had been born and
bred in New York’s stony jungle. She,
too, was keen in perceiving, as keen in
acting.

At the same fraction of a second she
saw the yellow gold-piece, the yellow
face, the yellow hand, startlingly out-
lined in a moonbeam that cut throu?h
the dim, sullen night. Her eyes tele-
graphed to her brain, her brain to her
muscles, and with the rapidity of a
juggler the fingers of her right hand
dropped the money into a mysterious
and unfathomable “hiding-place of her
clothes, while the fingers of her left
hand clutched, scratched, drew blood,;
while, still at the same fraction of a
second, her lips bubbled unladylike

words:
“Looka here, ye darned crook, wotya
mean by ... ?” K
“Gimme dat money before I brain
el”
Y “It’s my money, ye dirty Chink!”
“No! Mine, ye dirty nigger!”

they cursed each other; usinﬂ
ot the soft syllables of the Soutl
rgniniscent of cotton fields and mag-
olia blossoms, nor the gliding sing-
song reminiscent of plum trees and
ainted Cantonese houseboats; but
oth using the clipped, raucous jargon
of New York:

EBONY AND AMBER

[Continued from page 139]

“Ouch!” as again her finger nails
drew blood. “Darn yer black hide!”

“Get a move on,” Chink, or 111 hoit

e good!”

“Here! Cut dat out!”

“Say!” Eliza’s ludicrous threat, her
small,” plum-colored fists going like
flails: “It’s yerself for the undertaker
if ever | swing on ye!”

“Hm!” Feng Tao’s contemptuous
grunt.

His hands were about to finish this
business with a brutish wrench and
twist. Then, all at once, hardly realiz-
ing himself what he was doing, his

hands dropped to both sides. And he
laughed.

“Hai! Hai! Hai!”—rumbling, enor-
mous Asiatic laughter bloated his
throat; rose free and loud and unre-
stained up through the night, up
through the purple tracery of chimney-
stack and torn, flayed waste of bricks,
up through the interlacing silhouette of
the Elevated.

“Hai! Hai! Hayah! Hai!"—a laugh
of amusement and mockery at the ridic-
ulous situation: this little brat threat-
ening him—him, the roughneck, the
stick-up gent, the strong-arm % y—with
physical violence. But a laugh, too, of
respect. Why, he thought, this kid had
spirit, spunk! Ybet! And a flash zig-
zagged through clogged cells in his
brain that, perhaps for the first time in
his lawless career, here was one ready
to fight him back, to give him blow for
blow and curse for curse. For the first
time! And she nothing but a little kid
... Gee!

“Hai'Hai! Hai!" came his gurFIing
laughter; and, the next second, Eliza’s
lips chan%ed their grim determination
to a curl of surprise, the surprise
rounded to a curve of merriment. For
she was African, blessed with her race’s

orgeous sense of humor. So she, too,
aughed.

Both laughed. Together. Rumbling,
enormous Chinese laughter. Hig
pitched, exaggerated African laughter.
A crazy, grotesque symphony. Fling-
ing its reckless gayety against the
brooding pessimism” of the streets;
smearing a dab of light across the rag-
ged black chunks of the night.

Finally exhaustion came. The laugh-
ter weakened, thinned, vanished alto-
?ether. They looked at each other,
oolishly, conscious of that slight re-
action of disappointment which follows
too great, body-shaking mirth.

“Well . .. ?” he said sheepishly, dry-
ing his eyes.

“Well . 7" she echoed. Then she
sat down; and, quite suddenly, her
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second African quality

came up—her race’s
inability to bear a
grudge.

“Mister,” she asked
haltingly, “do ye ... do you need
them five berries as badly as all that?
Because if you do—" her hand in-

vaded the hiding-place, came out with
the gold-piece—"ye can have it!”

And then Feng Tao blushed; felt
that he. blushed; hated himself for
blushing; relieved his feelings with a
string of oaths, winding up with:

“Gwan! | was only foolin’, kid!"—
and he hoped, deep in his scarred,
scabbed soul, that she might believe
him; and if at this moment his best
friend had told him that he was
ashamed of himself, he would have
cursed him for a liar.

He was silent. He lit a cigarette and
sat down by her side.

“Move over a bit!” he commanded
gruffly. “Don hog all the room! Ain’t

ye got no manners? Say—who brung
ye up anyway?”

“Nobody, | guess, Mister!”

Y sat side by side. For many
inutes in the vestibule of No.
79c, was a purring whispering, con-
idential duet of voices.

And—the end of the story?

The end is not yet.

Just the other day, the reporter of
this tale overheard a conversation be-

- tween Bill Devoy, detective of

Second Branch, and Brian
Neill in the back parlor of the
latter’s Bowery saloon. Devoy,
taking an illegal nip of Irish
whiskey, was commenting up-
on life in general and the Mon-
gols in particular.

Ye can never git below their
yellow hides,” he said. “Re-
member Feng Tao?”
“The stick-up artist?”
“The same.”
“Gone and catched him at last,
Bill?”

“No. He’s workin’ now.”

“Sure. | know. Workin’with a black-
jack.”

“Wrong. Workin’ for Yung Long, the
grocer.”

“Reformed?”

“Sorta.”

“Well—if Feng Tao’s reformed
there’s hope for the Divil himself!
Wot’s the matter, Bill? Goin’ to settle
down, is he, and marry and raise a
family?” *

“Marry? No. Raise a family? Well
—yes!” Devoy grinned.

“Wotya givin’me?”

“He’s asked Miss Rutter, the social
settlement worker, just how to go
about it—all accordin’ to the law and
proper and shipshape—so’s to adopt a
little girl.”

“Some Chink orphan?”

“Wrong agin!” replied Devoy. “A
little nigger girl.”

“Jumpin’ Moses!” exclaimed the
saloonkeeper. “That must have been
powerful whisky 1ve been givin’ ye!”

“Willin” to wager?”

“Sure, Bill. Lay you odds, too. Five
to one. In dollars.”

“All right, Neill. Ye've gone and
made a bet.”

D half a year later, Bill Devoy
ollected from Brian Neill when,

pompous, legal documents duly
signed before a slightly astonished
judge and, later in the evening, Pell
Street celebrating the event with fire-
crackers and strident, discordant Chi-
nese music, Eliza declared proudly that
hereafter she wished to be addressed
as “Miss Eliza Feng Tao.”

Of course, she explained, her dad
was a “Chink”—and she was a “nig-
ger.” But, “ybet, mister, they was boﬁ1
Americans—so there!”
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“For quick mixing—The Wesson Oil Polar
Cub" ... a practical appliance for the modern
kitchen, a home size electric power beater
made and guaranteed by the manufacturers of
the Polar Cub Electric Products. Simple to
handle and to operate. Easy to keep clean.
Saves time and energy. Assures perfect results
quickly. For beating, whipping, mixing—eggs,
cream, batter. For use wherever an even ro-
tary motion is required. Ideal for making
mayonnaise. Makes mashed potatoes fluffy.
Price in the U. S. A. $11.95 delivered. Ifyour
dealer cannotsupply you send check or money
order to the Wesson Oil-Snowdrift People,

210 Baronne Street, New Orleans, La.

VELVET WAFFLES

‘Acup Wesson Oil « 2 cupsflour . 4 teaspoons baking powder
3eggs <+ iV cups milk 1 teaspoon salt

Sift together the flour, salt and baking powder. Separate the eggs, beat the yolks
until light, stir the milk into them and pour in the Wesson Oil. Stir this mixture
gradually into the dry ingredients, be-it well, then fold in the whites of the eggs,
beaten stiff and dry. Bake on hot waffle iron until medium brown in color.

CHOCOLATE W AFFLES

*Acup Wesson Oil « 2eggs + 2 cupsflour
1V2 cups milk « 4 teaspoons baking powder «  'Ateaspoon salt
2 sq. melted chocolate . 1 teaspoon vanilla . V¥ cup sugar

Sift flour, sugar, salt and baking powder together. Beat egg yolks and add to
milk. Combine mixtures, add W esson Oil and melted chocolate. Fold in beaten
egg whites iast. Serve plain or with ice cream.

ritli WESSON OIL. you can
actually make creamy waffle

tatter in five minutes !

W esson Oil — a light, clear, absolutely pure salad
0il — will make your waffles rich, tender, and

wholesome And making them the W esson Oil

way will save you time and work.
Eat a waffle made with Wesson Oil and you
will say, "Delicious!” Make a waffle the W esson

Oil way and you'll find it so convenientand quick
to POUrto measure and StiFto mix that you'llnever
make waffles any other way.
Justsift your flour, salt and baking pow der—
takes one minute; beat egg yolks until light, stir
milk into them , pour in Wesson Oil — takes you
two minutes; add to dry ingredients, beat and
fold in beaten egg whites— takes two minutes. A
total of five minutes—rarely more. (It used to take
thatlong to get out the can, pry the lid off, spoon
out the shortening, and MEltit in the frying pant)
M ake waffles the W esson Oil way, of course
— but try Wesson Oil too for other shortening
purposes and for all your frying needs as well as
for delicious salad dressings. Our little booklet
"Everyday Recipes” tells you how. Sent free upon
request—address the W esson O il-Snow driftPeople,

210 Baronne Street, New Orleans, La.
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'Even the healthiest mouth cant
afford a cheap dentifrice

T is a high tribute to Forhan's Forhan’s was originated by a
that people whose teeth are be- dentist,R.J. Forhan, D.D.S. Years
ond the help of ordinary tooth-of experience in the treatment of
pastes em ploy this finer dentifrice pyorrhea had shown Dr. Forhan
For, as millions know, it gives a the importance of preventing this
double protection. At the same time disease of the gums wherever
it cleans the teeth, it helps to give possible
the gums the care they need. So he developed a preparation
W hy, then, should the healthy which dentistsused in theirpractice
mouth, the gleaming mouth ofyouth Then, asa further aid to dentists and
have less than Forhan's protection? to help patients supplement profes-
Isn't it far better to avoid trouble sional care at home, he combined
by the help of Forhan's, than to tested and scientific ingredients in
use this dentifrice only after trouble the excellent dentifrice which bears
has come? W hy wait till conditions his name.
promopt your dentist to recommend W henyoubrush your teeth, simple
its use? precaution urges that you brush

them w ith Forhan's. It

few cents more per

is no safer, finer

Used with massage at

tube,
dentifrice

the

may cost a

but there
made.

time of

brushing, it helps to restore the glow

of health to tendergums—and, w hat

is more important, it aids gums
which are firm and sound to keep
their health throughout the years.
Forhan's comes in two sizes— 35¢
and 60c—a few cents a
tube more than the ordi-
mary toothpaste, and ex- Any mouth may have Pyorrhea
ceedingly well worth it.

Forhan Company

New York

and at forty the odds are:

€K< ««<

Forhan’s

...your teeth are only as healthy as your gums
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IS YOUR LIFE LIKE MINE?

smiles and handshakes which lacked
none of the welcome | had craved
from my husband’s people, met us in
the vestibule. She kissed me. “So you
have finally emerged from your co-
coon!” she said. “It is high time! There
are so few of us here and | have always
wanted to know you. 1 am sure we
have a lot in common!”

The genuine ring in her deep-throated
voice brought a lump into my throat.
She swept me off my feet. | was, mo-
mentarily, as tongue-tied as the coun-
try mouse | was positive | resembled.
In the comparison she appeared posi-
tively fashionable and grande dame. |
was awed! Beside the cutawayed, high-
collared banker, my hushand looked
like his own chief clerk on dlﬁ/. *

| was saved introductions. Meeting
me as one of them, within a few min-
utes every woman had made it a point
to chatter something nice and the men
to prod me with little homely jokes
about my adventures around the stores.
The only constraint was on my part.
This | soon overcame.

They talked a while in panegyrics
about my house.

“We needed someone like you to
swoop in and shake us out of our gen-
eral shabbiness,” my hostess gushed.

It was a sincere compliment in which
all the others joined.

“l see nothing shabby here,” | re-
sponded, appreciatively. Nor did I.

he drawing-room, where we played,
was somber, but it was elegant with-
out that small-town pretention which
| abhor; and all the other rooms were
in keepin1g.

Here, for the first'time, | glimpsed
under Craleytown’s surfaces. It was not
the sort of bridge party to which | was
bred. There was a degree of small talk,
clothes, babies, new recipes, the tastes
of the husbands in desserts, church,
trading in the old automobile, and
about the latest type of radio. Every-
body, it seemed, took a trip somewhere
each summer. Road-maps and railroad
time-tables were discussed and resort
hotels—invariably the most exclusive
and expensive.

The conversation turned to books,
the newest biographies, travel narra-
tives and the more serious fiction. Had
I read this or that article in such and
such a magazine? Not a few had seen
the best of the current Broadway runs
and the talkies.

NDAL alone escaped. To every-
ing a sober twist was applied, in-
cljding the playing.

[Continued from page 23]

addition, a highway engineer and a
public_utilities supervisor.

Business. Big Business, which one
thoughtlessly associates with large,
metropolitan areas. Small Town!

America’s changing life? Yes; it is
changing. The small town is caught in
the cogs of nation-wide standardization,
economic and social. The Past is there,
but so is the Present. The New and
the Old!

Yet its soul is unscarred. Its foun-
dation-stones are too deeply rooted in
the womb of the nation to be other
than enduring. It is still the great
American taskmaster and disciplinarian,

the civic embodiment of the Little Red
School House of hill, dale and prairie.

Its structure is healthier for this
new social infusion which my first
bridge party symbolized. But, not all
newcomers remain long. Few, indeed,
survive the inexorable processes of its
steam-roller which stamps out the girl
vs{hich was, and molds a new individu-
ality.

tkanow this. There is no finer or
hi%her development of American wom-
anhood than the big-city girl who also
has mastered and made herself whole-
heartedly part and parcel of the small
town. That girl fulfills! She is ennobled
and enriched. She lives!

The small town has no room for the
pretender.

Short of a tornado, which is an act
of God, nothing shakes it. It worships
nothing except itself and the Lord. 1t
fawns not. Neither does it exalt. Its
judgment is mass judgment, slow- in
forming, dismayingly accurate.

Have | gained nothing from Craley-
town? Yes; a certain disillusionment.
Externals no longer motivate my opin-

This party was ions. My impressions are more sober

al! Tt was more than a social gather- and lasting. My convictions are tem-

ing for the purpose of passing an other-
wise empty evening. It was a bringing
together of the substantial forces of the
community. Town factors. Fixed iden-
tities. Citizens. Vitamins in the human
architecture and corpuscles in the life-
stream.

I felt exhilerated and uplifted. To
my complete abasement, | had discov-
ered that more than half of the women
and a large sprinkling of the men not
only were graduates of various col-
leges, but also hailed from other sec-
tions of the country, San Francisco,
Chicago and New York! Every section
of the United States was represented.

Small_ town?

Americal  The new melting-pot!

All this time | had stupidly regarded
my husband as the only business man
in" Craleytown brought in from the
“outside.”

Here, at this bridge party, | counted
six local representatives of large basic
industries with branch mills, stores and
stations, including a druggist, a grocer,
an installment house manager and, in

pered. My views and outlooks are
more broad and flexible.

And, unlike the city girl for whom
everything is created, 1 am self-depen-
dent.

your sins. Such poor street Iightin?!
Last night | stepped in a mud puddle
and twisted my toe on your culvert.
The wide o&nen spaces make you feel
so small and lost. | ruined a five dollar
pair of French hose on your rambler
thorns. What do you do on blowy
winter days? Arent your bed-sheets
wringing damp? And nobody coming
to call and you calling on nobody. How
you have managed to keep your looks
and why you carry such an expensive
wardrobe is a mystery to me. What use
have you for clothes with nobody to
see them on you?”

“Well, we golf and dance and tea,
Kou know, at the country club and |

ave joined a college and a woman’s
club at the county seat. We play bridge
a great deal. We drive. Once, on a
freakish impulse, after a bridge game,
the whole bunch piled into their cars
and drove a hundred miles to get a
good ice cream soda. Sometimes we
drive that distance to hear a good
lecture or a road show or symphony
orchestra on tour.”

“But the people! What do*they talk
about?”

“People talk about the same things
the world over.”

“But is it worth it?”

“Worth what?”

“The inconveniences, the acrifices.”

And there you are!

Would | return to that which | was?
Could 1?

Aalear or so ago my husband re-
ceived a hurried summons to the home
office. | went along. We remained ten
months. | tried to relive our former
life. So did he. Something fundamental
was lacking. Futility entered into all
of our social activities which stimu-
lated only in an artificial and super-
ficial sense. They seemed to stand for
nothing except sheer pleasure and to
kill time, in contrast with our eager and
intense pursuit of human fellowship
and a common sympathy for a mutual
benefit in Craleytown.

AMONG our city friends we talked in-
cessantly and’ to their secret disgust
about our small town life. In my leisure
| caught my mind drifting back, back,
back to my neighbors . . . the calls |
made on lonely evenings to shut-in
people . . . the details . .. the
routine . .. my flower-beds and about
spring planting ". . . bulbs in the cellar
. next season’s canning and pre-
serving . . . And were my cats penned
out this cold weather? Had the ash pile
accumulated and were the servants
looking after the coal and my hus-
band’s mother—poor, old, sweet dear
—was she lonely without me? Were
the neighbors bringing in good things
hot from their kitchen stoves, as be-
fore?
Christmas approached. | visioned the
knoll in the woods back of the town
where the shapely young pines grew

YITY friends stand aghast and
eless over me. They deplore
expenditure of energy and time, iand the dank hollows where the laurel

ousehold routine. Waste, they
sheer waste! Too much mental and
physical effort to what end?

“Of course, | tire, i>ut | have never
once been as dog-tired and aimless as
on many occasions | was in New York
simply from running down-town to the
dime store and window-shop.”

“But,” with an intent stare and a
puzzled frown, “this awful isolation!”

“From what?”

“Why—everything!”

“We have or can have everything.”

“Oh, | know!” Vaguely. “Abundant
and such good food, your car, and an
awful lot of scenery. But! Nothing to
see. Nowhere to go. The day and night
silences! You think of burglars and all

sayand holly were abundant under the
driven snow. Wasnt it time to write
home about the mince meat and turkey,
the fruit cake, plum pudding, cookies
and fondant?
One evening m)(] husband came to
me in a daze. “l have something im-
gortant to tell you. The company has
een good enough to place my name
on the board.”
“Must we remain in New York?”
“Not necessarily. It is up to us—to
you.”
What was | to do? What would you
have done in my place? | ask you.
“We'e going back to Craleytown,”
| said, without a falter.
“Of course,” he assented, evenly.
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Perfect sanitation
without effort

An unclean toilet bowl is rous!
But spotless cleanliness is the smﬁloest
thing in the world to obtain—without
unpleasant scrubbing.

Just sprinkle a little Sani-Flush in the
bow, follow the directions on the can,
flush, and the job is done. The bowl will
become snow-white before your eyes. All
incrustations will be swept away. All
germs will be killed; all odors will vanish.
Even the hidden trap, which no brush can
reach, will be purified and cleansed.

Try acan of Sam-Flush tomorrow. Sold
by grocery, drug and hardware stores
everywhere in convenient punch-top cans,
15¢; in Canada, 3s5c. The jienic Proc-
ucts Co., Canton, Ohio. (Also ma\ers of
Melo—a fine water softener.)

San I-Flush

SRSt ¢ EANS CLOSET

BOWLS WITH-

>
m=>3 OUT SCOURING

Jits

J\Jo more

Srookedljeeh

that marlooksand arace

The heels of your shoes always wear
down on one Side because you walk
with the weight of your body off bal-
ance. It mars your appearance and shape
ofyour shoes, and thickens the ankles
by constant strain on the ligaments.

Dr. Scholl’s Walk-Strate Heel Pads
overcome this fault. They equalize the
bod?/’s weight, take off Strain on the
ankles, keep your shoes smart and trim.
Easily attached inside ang shoe. Sizes for men

o’nﬁip. At Shoe, Dept, and Drug stores

D zScholl's
WalkStrate HeelPads

MfINEY FARYAM
L AT HOME

I omemeeeee - earn good mongy in spare time al
home makin |5p|a¥ cards. No selling or .
canvassing. W e instruct you, furnish com-
e{’e(e outfit and suppI{ you with work.

rite today for free booklet.
The MENHENITT COMPANY, Ltd. m
700 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Ont.
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The Story of a Girl...

Snubbed at School,
She discovers the
Secret of New Charm
and Happiness

Y a girl would give up in despair
en she found herself snubbed in

0ol and unpopular in college, but not
so Mrs. Norma Kussel Jones of 1567

Cramer Street, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

“There is no heartache worse than be-
ing snubbed in school,” says Mrs. Jones.
“When | was seventeen | went away to
college. Freda, my room-mate, was a
very popular girl. 1 think she meant to
be friendly. But soon she asked to have
her room changed. It seems | kept her
awake at night, | slept so restlessly—and
— snored!

“No one knows the misery | suffered.
Freda and her friends made life miserable
for me. | soon lost weight and appetite.

“One day Miss Dickinson, the physical
education teacher, found me sobbing in
the locker room; | told her my story.
‘Why,” she said, ‘sometimes sluggish cir-
culation causes snoring and restless sleep.
Why don’t you try Nujol?’ She said she
used it herself.

“In two weeks Nujol had begun clear-
ing out the poisons in my body (Miss
Dickinson said we all have them), my
skin had a clear healthy appearance, and
everything looked brighter. ‘What have
you been doing to yourself?' asked m
room-mate. “You are a different girl.
Everybody notices it!”

“The aays and years that followed
were filled with every activity. | was
editor-in-chief of the college annual,

FEET ACH

coxswain of the winning crew—and not
long ago Freda was maid of honor at my
wedding. That’s what Nujol did for me!”

Such a simple way to health and happi-
ness! Your doctor will tell you that Nujol
contains no medicines or drugs—it is sim-
ply bodily lubrication—harmless, nor-
mal, and it works easily so you will be
regular as clock work.  You can get a
bottle in a sealed package at any drug
store for what you would pay for two or
three ice cream sodas.

Nujol was perfected by Nujol Labora-
tories, 2 Park Avenue, New York City.
Get a bottle today and try it. If you are
like most other people Nujol will make

you brighter, happier, more able to suc-

ceed. Don’t put off good health! Start
being well this easy way, this very day.

E, HURT ?

Pain vanishes in 10 minutes or costs nothing

Burning, aching, tired feeling in the feetand
legs—cramps in toes, foot calluses, pains in
toes, instep, ballorheel—dullachein theankle,
calfor knee—shooting pains from back o f toes,
spreading of the feet, or that broken-down
feeling—all can now be quickly ended

IENCE says 94% of all foot
pains result from displaced bones
pressing against sensitive nerves
and blood vessels. Weakened mus-
cles permit these bone displace-
ments. Now a way is discovered
to hold the bones in position and
strengthen the muscles. Pains
stop in 10 minutes when these
amazing bands, Jung Arch
Braces, are worn. Stand,
walk, or dance for hours—
you just don’t get tired.
Justslips on—resultsare

Trouble starts with
strained, weakened
cles. Tiny bones are
placed.  Pain follows.’

JUN G S 15

almost immediate. One of the secrets is in
the tension and stretch. It is highly elastic,
amazingly light and thin, yet strong and
durable. "Worn with any kind of footwear.
Nolhing stiff to further weaken muscles and
cause discomfort. The styles with exceed-
ingly soft sponge rubber lift are urgently
advised for severe cases.

Pain stops like magic. Soon
bands may be discarded and feet
well to stay. Nearly 2,000,000
low in use. Specialists, amazed

at results, urge them widely.

FREE 10-DAY TRIAL
Wear a pair ten days; if
not delighted, your money
returned. Go to druggist,
shoe store or chiropodist.
If they can’t supply
you, use coupon below
and pay postman. Write
for free booklet.

FOR MILD CASES

—without cushion lift
) WONDER(mexiitm)3|
2 MIRACLE (long) $1.50

jo Moneyenclosed. 1 Send C.O.D.plus postage.

{ Shoe Size hoe Width
| Send Free Booklet

| Addre

! City tate

LITTLE
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MOUSE AND THE OLD DUKE

[Continued, from page 104]

The Duke was so sad he played a melancholy tune

One morning when the servant
Eassed through the room with the big
rass ewer of hot water for his master’s
bath, he saw the pair watching at the
knot hole. “There must be a mouse
there,” he said aloud. After he had
taken the can of water into the bed-
room he came back and stopped u|
the hole. “No mouse can get in now,”
he remarked and he patted the cat for
being such a good watcher.

The cat and the Spaniel rejoiced that
the mouse was gone, but thé old Duke
was sad.

The next afternoon, to their great
surprise they heard the gay little
dancing tune again. They sat up sharply.
They could scarcely believe their ears.
They tumbled off the bed and slyly
hurried to the half-opened door and

eered out into the music room. The

uke was more than just tapping with
his foot now. He was frisking and
dancing around to his own music. His
silken cap had fallen off; his gray curls
were floating, and his cheeks were pink,
and up over his head on top of the
stove-pipe where the elbow took a turn
into the chimney was the little mouse,
spinning about! The little mouse stop-
ped just a moment to look down at the
cat and the Spaniel. “I'm small but
1'm cunning,” he said and went on with
his dancing.

The cat saw that not with his most
powerful jump could he ever leap to

the top of the pipe and catch the
mouse. “I think he has come in from
behind the wall tapestry,” he whispered
to the Spaniel. “Well watch tonight.”

When the Duke was tired oF danc-
ing and playing he left the room,
taking the cat and do% with him, and
shutting the door tight on the little
mouse. This he did every day. So those
two never found out how the mouse
came in or where he hid. He came
ever?/ afternoon and the old Duke and
the little mouse danced to the tune of
the flute. When it was cold weather
and the fire in the great tiled stove
was lighted, it was too hot for the little
mouse to dance on the top of the pipe,
and he went away. But on the last
afternoon before the little mouse left
he danced on the floor beside the
Duke’s chair. Suddenly he stopped and
smoothing his long whiskers looked
hard at the Duke. Taking hold of his
longest whisker he broke it off and
danced over to where the old Duke
sat. He ran up the leg of the small
table near the Duke’s chair and care-
fully put the long whisker on the table
top and jumped down. The old Duke
took it and understood that the little
mouse was saying oodbﬁe and trying
to tell him that when the daﬁs Er W
warm again he would come back to
the castle and they would dance to-
gether to the tunes the old Duke played
on his flute of inlaid gold.

MEASURED HEAT MEANS HAPPINESS
[Continued from page 140]

terms you can translate them into
exact temperatures. An oven can be
cooled down, without letting the door
stand open, by putting into it a pan
of cold water.

All stove manufacturers now supply
their customers with tested tempera-
ture charts, as do also the makers of
thermometers. But even with a good
chart for a guide a homemaker needs
to do a little experimenting for herself
in order to determine the best time
and temperature for potatoes, roasts,
cakes, and other foods which are some-
times one size and sometimes another.
You will know that potatoes or meat
are done, when they feel tender as you
thrust a fork into them. When bread
is done, it shrinks from the pan, is

brown on top and “sings” as you hold
it to your ear. When cake is done, it
springs back when touched gently with
the finger, and a toothpick comes out
clean when pushed into the center. (A
metal cake tester is longer and saves
the cake from bein? moved.)

For perfect results, try not to bake
cup cakes and loaf cake at the same
time, or rolls and loaves of bread all
at once.

Recently at a meeting of home eco-
nomics experts some one asked: “Are
cooking temperatures really as impor-
tant as we make out?” You should
have heard the outcry. Everyone agreed
that the measuring of heat was about
the greatest improvement yet made in
modern cookery methods.
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new Simmons
Inner Coil Mattress

Priced so

Hundreds are flocking to see this marvelous new mattress

T was a big revolutionary idea—the first mat-
tress built with a heart of tiny resilient coils
that could never pack down like hair or cotton.

Always buoyant and springy!

The first Simmons Inner Coil Mattress instantly
became famous—the Beautyrest. Wealthy women,
the first to possess them, gladly came forward and
publicly gave their praise of them.

But th'ere were millions for whom this extra-
ordinary comfort was unattainable.

Now the Simmons Company have succeeded in

producing another inner coil mattress, second only
to the Beautyrest, and a far advance in comfort

over cotton, feltorhair mattresses—butataprice

that everyone can pay!

Here it is! Priced atonly 319.95, springy, buoy-

ant coils and all! Soft upholstery, lovely cover-
ings, the new colorings, smart tailored edges! It

is called the new Simmons“ Deepsleep” M attress.

Try itonthe Simmons Deepsleep Box Spring or

the Slumber King Spring. The same store will
show you all three. The Simmons Company, New

York, Chicago, Atlanta, San Francisco

Beautyrest Mattress 339.50 .« Ace Box Spring
342.50 + Ace Open Coil Spring 319.75 + Deep-
sleep Mattress319.95+« Deepsleep Box Spring327.50
Stumber King Spring 312.00 ' Beds 310.00 to 360.00

Springy, buoyant coils buried in soft upholstery— this new
Simmons “Deepsleep’ Mattress can never pack down like
hair or cotton! The moment you see it and touch it you will
understand why nobody wants to buy the old-style mattresses.

%eHeu> SIMMONS DEEPSLFPP'MATTKESS

. . . made by the makers of the famous Beautyrest Mattress

Copyright 1930, The Simmons Company
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Perhaps

YourChild needs
Milk of Magnesia

A growing child’s system is always less
tolerant of an acid condition than is that
of an adult.

In spite of all your care, a child’s system
will now and then become too acid. Rest
and diet will correct it. But this takes
time. The instant way is with an alkaline
provided by Nature for the purpose.
Milk of Magnesial Make no mistake
about the best form of magnesia. For
fifty years physicians have prescribed
Phillips Milk of Magnesia to correct the
disorders caused by excess acid. In
adults: sour stomach, nausea, heartburn,
indigestion, gas. In children: bad breath,
sour belching, frequent vomiting, colic,
feverishness, and diarrhea.

A little Phillips Milk of Alagnesia in
a glass of water, and all those symptoms
of over-acidity are soon gone. A mother’s
duty is so much easier when she uses it.
Children accept it so readily. Nothing
better to keep the bowels open in con-
stipation, colds, and children’s diseases.
It has important uses at any age.

ANTACID
CORRECTIVE

laxative

THAT ALABASTER LOOK

[Continued from page 38]

are slightly astringent in action. Some
of the cleansing liquids have a fairly
strong astringent quality and are rec-
ommended particularly for women
with oily skins.

There are many types of toilet soaps
and creams that cleanse and undoubt-
edly there is a type of cleansing liquid
that particularly suits your skin. If
you are puzzled as to just which of
these cleansing liquids you need, per-
haps | can help you. When you write
on this question, tell me, of course, all
you can about your skin and don' for-
get to tell me how you habitually
cleanse it. Another cleansing method is
one that may seem quite revolution-
ary to many. This is a cream that
washes off with water alone,

A cleansing regime that is easy for
most women to follow would include
a thorough cleansing night and morn-
ing. During the day the face should be
cleansed, by soap and water or by
cream, or with the convenient liquid
cleanser. If your skin has a tendency
to seem drawn or flaky after cleansing,
apple]/ a little cream or soothing lotion
to the clean skin. If the skin seems
irritated or itches, it’s probably not
normal and the mechanism of the skin
is not functioning properly.

A man who has studied feminine
beauty once asked me why so many
women’s skins did not look clean. The
answer is not a simple one, but* | am

WORDS A
[Continued,

all, a classic instrument, plectrum; al-
though the Aguilars produce some
beautiful muted effects by plucking
and sweeping the strings with the bare
fingers. The player sits with his right
foot on a small footstool, resting the
instrument on his raised right knee.

In tone it is a curious combination
of several instruments. The deeper
notes are much like those of a guitar,
the highest are like those of a mando-
lin, while the middle register much re-
sembles a harpsichord. The lute is
sweeter and softer than any of these
instruments, however. Throughout its
compass its voice speaks with a kind
of caressing huskiness that is quite its
own; and that makes it easy to under-
stand why lute music has always been
associated with moonlit nights and
opened casements.

For this instrument the Aguilars
have assembled a repertory of surpris-
ing variety and genuine “musical in-
terest. Their third Town Hall recital,
for instance, offered thirteen numbers,
every one of which was well worth
hearing. Many of them were works by
Spanish composers some written for
the quartette, others arranged for it.

wondering if part of the story is not
based on the fact that we have f)er-
haps forgotten what a clean_healthy
skin should look like. Our cities and
towns are dust-filled and sometimes
the chances seem slim for keeping that
lovely, faintly flushed, opaque quality
of the skin. The finest authorities on
beauty care urge us to use make-up
merely to enhance the texture of a
normal skin and not to cover it up.
Women who have experimented with
heavy make—qu of an exotic type,
may very well lose the capacity for
appreciating an alabaster look. Study
Kour own skin in a good mirror, per-
aps even in a mirror that magnifies,
and see if you are losing your keen
appreciation of skin beauty. To me
this look of alabaster-come-to-life,
which careful cleansing does so much
to maintain, is the most precious phy-
sical attribute a woman can have.
Next month we are discussing home
treatments and their relation to skin
beauty. If you are bewildered at the
array of preparations you may choose
from, we’ll be glad to help you select
those that will be best adapted to your
needs. When you write, please enclose
a stamped envelope and be as specific
as you can in describing your parti-
cular skin difficulties. Of course, we'll
be glad to answer questions about
other aspects of beauty care, too—
hair, figures, hands and the rest.

ND MUSIC
from page '5]

The best of these were a charming
and exotic Danse Arabique by Mon-
dino; Maria Rodrigo’s Copla Intrusa,
a haunting and atmospheric genre piece
by de Falla; Recitado del Pescador
(The Fisherman’ Tale); and Albeniz’s
Granada. The middle section of the
program, devoted to the classics, in-
cluded two- and three-part inventions
by Bach; an Andante by Haydn; and
a Mozart rondo.

All of these the Aguilars played
with dazzling technical bravura, love-
ly and variegated tone color, and such
completeness of mutual understanding
and dedpth of musical perception as
stamped them as an*instrumental en-
semble of the very first rank.

If there was a perceptible flaw in
the concert, it was only that even the
Town Hall s comparatively small audi-
torium seemed large for the subtle
dynamics and pastel coloring of their
music. Here is chamber music in the
original and best sense of the word.
My idea of a perfect evening would
be: A large drawing-room; an audience
of about one hundred persons; Andres
Segovia and his guitar; and the Aguilar
Quartette and their lutes.

YOUR LIVING ROOM
[Continued from page 84]

excellent decorative possibilities and a
medium-sized room needs four or five
table lamps if every comer of the
room is to be adequately lighted. Open
armchairs may supplement the suite.
In the illustration at the bottom of
page 84 a delightful modem diagonal
paper is used with an unusual hunting
print for draperies. It is an ingenious
combination and is well suited to the
home which is decorated with a Colo-
nial feeling. The colors in the wall
paper and draperies suggest a color
scheme of green, plum, tan and terra
cotta. These colors should be picked up
in the upholsterﬁ, pillows, rugs, etc.
No better plan has been devised for

making a room harmonious than to
choose the draperies or rug or perhaps
your most beautiful picture as the
color-key, and then repeat its tones in
your other furnishings.

Accessories are enormously impor-
tant in rooms of this type. Even mis-
cellaneous assortments of furniture
can be given a period air through a
careful choice of small units. Gradually
electric candle sconces can be substi-
tuted for the present lighting fixtures,
a drum table can be placed beside a
fireside wing-chair, a small Duncan
Phyfe table can be bought for the end
of the sofa, and reproductions of old
lamps and pictures can be collected.

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

NONE SUCH Cooky

“My home's the family cooky jar
—as the children have discovered!
Pm only a littlefellow, but every-
body says Pm delicious and cram-
med full of nourishment— with
the None Such Mince Meatyou've
known these many years!”

TTAVEYOUtried these tem pting
“LA cookies? There'safirm and
crunchy goodness to them that
will make them a steady favorite
in your home — a wholesome
treat for all the family. They're
ideal, too, forbridge, and for the
bite between meals.
Today’sthe day forasurprise!
Orderatin orpackage from your
grocer.
Such

Stir up a batch of None
and revive your

Here's your recipe—

cookies
cooky-jar
and we're holding a book of 49
other None Such treats for you.

Send for it.

Merrell-Soule Company, Inc.
350 Madison Avenue, New York

ZsaasssKSJteSr

Method-Cream butter; add sugar
sfs&isaiste’s ,"f
arjsasitfginigUB;

Sootnit poSiromn Rom

Such

Meat

wholeg,ome

quaranteed
nibsolutely m
pure

L DENS

Mustard

ESTABLISHED 1864 1

BeaNurse

Make $30-$35 a Week
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How To Make a Child Drink 5®6More Milk
And Make the Milk Itself Doubly Nourishing

A Discovery From Switzerland That
Not Only Enables Mothers to Increase
a Child’s Milk Ration From 50 to
100 Per Cent But Adds a Complete
Food in Itself, Including the Sunshine
Vitamin D, to the Milk.
Accept 3-Day Supply
Watch WeightIncrease, Nervousness Decrease

7 isnota flavoring for milk. Buta complete food in
itself thatsupplementsover 18 vital food principles—

ncluding the Sunshine Vitamin D —to every glass o

ilk your child drinks! And makes that milk far easier
and quicker to digest

Its flavor is so different from any food-drink known
to American children that it comes as a great and gay

adventure... a NBWenticementto the childish appetite.

More milk isthus taken.
thus added to the diet.
realizing it or resisting it.
Letussendyou a 3-day supply. W hathappensmay sur-
20,000 doctors

Moreimportant food elements

And both, Without the child's

prise you. New to America, over are

advising this new creation from Switzerland. Its use has

spread over some 54 different nations.

What It Is

It is a food-drink called Ovaltine— utterly different in

formula, taste and effect from any other known. Entic-

ing beyond words to the childish palate, Ovaltine is a

scientific food-concentrate; notremotely to be confused

with powdered chocolate, malt or “mixtures”

offered as substitutes.

cocoa

Developed 38 years
in highly concentrated form, virtu-

ago by a famous Swiss scientist,
Ovaltine contains,

ally every vital food elementnecessary to life,
of course, the sunshine Vitamin D.

including,

Due to an exclusive process,
drink known,

employed by no other food
it supplies those vital elements in such
easily digested form
even when digestion is impaired.

How It Acts

that a child’s system will absorb
them

build bone
Others build firm
Others de-
nervousness

Some of those elements in Ovaltine and

muscle. And thus create new strength.
flesh. And thus constantly increase weight.

velop nerve poise; for, as weightincreases,

perceptibly decreases

O ther elements foster richer blood. And thus combat

conditions of anemia. All are supplied in scientific ratio

“Now He Drinks 4 Glasses of M ilk a Day

Instead of His Unwanted 2"
I sent for Ovaltine toseeif I could Eel my three-year-old boy to
drink one cluarl of milk instead of his unwanted two glasses per
day. Result, he doesdrink four full glassesand I am delighted.
Mrs. Anna Sandlofer, 1702 Clay Avenue, New York, N. Y.

"She Gained 3V2Pounds in 3 Weeks”
My 4°4-year-old daughter was alarmingly underweight for her
age following an attack of mumps.
I naturally tried to give her milk to build her up butshe re-
fused to take it because she seemed to dislike the taste so much.
I was looking around for some way to solve this very difficult
problem when | read about Ovaltine and sent for a sample.
| have now been giving my little girl Ovalting at every meal
for 3 weeks. Now she’s gained 3>4 pounds in 3 weeks.
That means that she takes a full quart of milk every day and
likes to take it. In fact she asks at every meal for her mug of
Ovaltine.

Mrs. Harold Pitts, 1006 G. Ave. W., Cedar Rapids, lowa.

OVdLTINE

The Swiss Food-Drink

to meetthe body’s needs. That is why results are often
astonishing.*

Digests Starches

Then, Ovaltine has high diastatic

means the power of digesting the

too, power. W hich
undigested starches

from other foods eaten.

Thus, this scientific creation not only furnishes tremen-
but

effectiveness of all starch foods your child eats.

dous food energy in itself, greatly increases the

Such as
oatmeal, bread, potatoes,

the normalchild’sdaily diet.

etc.,
Considerwhat this means

which comprise over half

Resultswillsurpriseyou. Note the difference inyourchild’s

weight, in nerve poise, in greater strength and energy.

Find out, foryourchild’s sake, whatthis creation means
to you and yours. Give at

meals and between meals

Give at breakfast, always

Get Ovaltine at any drug

or grocery store, or send coupon for 3-day test.

*(Note) Thousands of nervous people, men and women, are using
Ovaltine to restore vitality when fatigued. During the Great War, it

was a standard ration prescribed by the Red Cross as a restorative food
for invalid soldiers of all nations.



*100

or more
foryour
Church

OW would you like to secure a
H gift of $100 or more for your

church? Or for the work of the
Ladies Aid or the Bible Class or some or-
ganization affiliated with the church?

By the McCall Plan over five hundred
thousand dollars has already been distrib-
uted to churches by McCall’s Magazine.
Throughout the United States and Canada
as well, over ten thousand churches have
used the McCall Plan and found it the best
way to raise money. Large or small, in big
city or country village, no matter what the
denomination, this plan is open to you

Wouldn’t you personally or a com-
mittee of your society in the church be
glad to learn of this new plan which is
dignified, pleasant and effective, entirely
eliminating the distasteful soliciting for
contributions? Get the information at
least. No investment of any sort is re-
quired and you may ask for facts without
incurring any obligation whatsoever.

SEND THIS COUPON

Dept. 3-A, McCALL'S MAGAZINE,
MccCall Street, Dayton, Ohio

Please tell me without obligation
about the McCall $100 Plan for Churches

City &
State ..

Name of
Church .

HealtboMete

Special Offer
to the
Overweight or
Underweight

In order to introduce the
De Luxe Health-O - Meter
we have retained the
services of Mr. F. H. Luce,
of the Weight Control In-
stitute, to personally serve
those who purchase this
model during February or
March.

Mr. Luce willstudyeach case
individually, prescribe the
special menus and exercises
needed to put on or take off
weight, and give the benefit
of his advice and counsel.
This personal service (regu-
lar fee, 30 days—$10.00) will
be given free to every pur-
chaser of a Health-O-Meter
during February or March.

Ask your dealer for
particulars.

—the Ultimate
in a
Bathroom
Scale

The beauty of your bathroom will be graciously en-
hanced by a De Luxe Health-O-Meter. Its gentle ellip-
tical curves and modernistic design will harmonize
with the motif of your bathroom, and with the color
scheme, too—Health-O-Meters are available in blue,
green, orchid, ivory, white, or any color desired.

The outward appearance of the new Health-O-Meter
is matched by its inner excellence. Exclusive mechan-
ical features, the evolution of ten years’ experience
in scale making, insure its accuracy against jars, jolts,
humidity, or sudden strains.
from cracks, is easily cleaned. Impossible to tip; built
close to the floor; gives a gratifying sense of security
when weighing. It is built to give a lifetime of service.
The De Luxe Health-O-Meter combines artistry, un-
varying accuracy, abuse-proof durability, compactness,
ease of cleaning—together with a bonded guarantee.

Its one-piece shell, free

Health-O-Meters can be secured from any department,
hardware, physicians’ supply, or drug store. De Luxe
models, $14.85; Standard, $10.95; Rotodial, $8.95

Health-O-Meter Corporation, Chicago |

MeCALL'S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

AT THE HEARTHSIDE
OE AMERICA

[Continued from page 23]

he was born so many years after the
other four, has brought her in touch
with a new generation. That genera-
tion’s bad name, she avowed, is abso-
lutely undeserved. Her words voiced
the opinion of all six women.

It is typical of Mrs. Wilbur that she
has judged her fifth child by different
standards than she judged "her other
children, because of his different en-
vironment. She sent the others to
school when they were eight years old,
two years later than is usual, and they
finished university before they were
twenty, in each case. The
youngest was sent to
school before he was five,
because he needed the
companionship of other
children.

Mrs. Wilbur’s philoso-

Bhy includes friendshi

efween parents and chil-
dren as a reliable link be-
tween generations. Yet
the system has it dangers,
as Mrs. Mitchell, who
hSs not been afraid to
face them, pointed out.

“If you are compan-
ions with your children,” Mrs. Mitchell,
whose two sons, William Dewitt, Jr.,
and Bancroft, are both Princeton gradu-
ates, “you leam to know them; and,
in this close relationship, they learn to
know you, too.”

She smiled, showing that radiance
which surrounds women who have felt
the sting of wind on their faces and
the rush of blood through their veins
as part of their everyday routine.

“You see, you cant fool children,”
she continued. “They soon know what
kind of people their parents are. If
we want to be examples to them we
must really be what we want them to
think we are. There can be no pretense.
And when you are the mother of boys,
you must do boys’ things.”

Mrs. Mitchell has gone off on camp-
ing trips and ridden with her sons even
when it was inconvenient for her to do
s0. She does not believe in refusing
children anything. The wise mother
will substitute instead of refusing, she
explained. What a pity she feels for the
much-managed child who is reported
to have said to her mother during a
maternal tirade: “Oh, what can | do?
There’s nothing to do but don't!”

“One great disaster of childhood,”
said Mrs. Mitchell earnestly, “is the
common mistake that parents make in
not considering the nerves of their
children. Little children are actively
nervous. Half the so-called bad temp-
ers of boys and girls are cases of
nerves. The more a child is excited,
the quieter his parent should be. If a
parent is nervous and the child is, too,
it’s a thoroughly bad situation.”

One way to avoid a bad situation,
indicated Mrs. Hyde, the next wife to
tell of her experiences as a parent, is
to distinguish between offenses worthy
of punishment and those demanding
quick forgiveness. Mrs. Hyde’s only
child, Carolyn, now seventeen, brought

Fun On St.

Patrick’s

home to this pleasant, brown-eyed
woman the necessity for logic in deal-
ing with children.

“When Carolyn was three,” said Mrs.
Hyde, “I corrected her several times
at the table. She put down her spoon
quite disarmingly and said: ‘Mother,
your attitude toward me is altogether
wrong.” What does one do with such a
logical child, but be logical?”

rs. Hyde is enthusiastic about out-
door life for children. She sent Caro-
lyn to camp when the girl was
eleven. The regular routine was bene-
ficial for the child’s phys-
ical well-being, Mrs.
Hyde thought, and she
was enchanted with get-
ting up early in the
morning to go out on top
of a hill to “think about
things.” Who knows
what childish problems
were solved to Carolyn’s
satisfaction atop some
windblown hill ‘at sun-
rise?

Mrs. Davis’ brood cer-
tainly has plenty of op-
portunity to thrash out

in its five fertile brains any problem
which air and sun and activity might
introduce. The back lawn of the Davis
home is equipped with all sorts of
things for the physical development of
the children. On’sunny days even the
going-on-four-year old can be seen
swinging from the trapeze. There are
five pairs of roller skates and five
bicycles in the Davis household. Each
child, when he is able, is told to “go
to it” on wheels. So far there have
been lots of bumps and scratches, but
no real accidents.

The J. J. J. J. J. Davises—for each
child has a J. of his own: Jim, Jr.;
Jane; Jean; Joan and Jewel are the
youngest of the Cabinet children. Their
mother is in her early thirties, and the
children rang(lg from twelve to three
and a half. The youngest child now

oes to school, for Mrs. Davis thinks

three and a half is the age at which a
child should leam to fend for himself.
They are enormously active, wide-
awake and alert, the things their par-
ents most want them to be. When they
reach the hoary age of six the Davis
children eat supper at the table with
their parents, providing no special
guests have been invited.

All the Cabinet children have been
brought up to be as independent of
their parents as possible; but the par-
ents, enmeshed as they are in their
duties of political and social Washing-
ton, stand ready to help out when
needed. Every child, when young, had
his own private allowance, was taught
to dress himself at an early age, was
surrounded with many volumes of good
books and allowed to choose his own
from them.

Thus the Cabinet children have at-
tained independence of their mothers
and fathers, an independence fostered
and nursed and smiled upon all along
by mothers and fathers themselves.

Dijy!

T'VON'T let this gay party day pass without some kind of celebration!

Whether you decide to entertain your club with an afternoon party,
or whether it is to be an evening party of jolly games and stunts, this
leaflet will tell you how to plan it. Send ten cents in stamps for Fun on
St. Patrick’s Day to: The Service Editor, McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio.
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uicker
and

Old methods have
changed...here are

magic new
busy modern

Be sensible about it... /

Have you been putting in a half hour or so on the
making of a chocolate frosting? Tut, tut! Try this 5
minute magic recipe and hear your family rejoice. It’s
the smoothest, creamiest, chocolate frosting you could
everimagine.ltgoeson the cake beautifully,with long,
luscious, swirling strokes, and it stays put— perfectly.
CHOCOLATE FROSTING — Place 3 squares of
unsweetened chocolate in top of double boiler. W hen
chocolateis melted,add 1 Mcups Eagle Brand and cook
5minutesoverboilingwater, stirring frequently. Add
1 tablespoon of water, beat until smooth. Cool before

spreading on cake

Cocoa-makers, rejoice!

Still making cocoaby the old blend'and-boilmethod ?

Reform! Here’s how to make the world's smooth-

est, creamiest cocoa— right in the cup! it takes less

than two minutes— it saves using a saucepan—and

it cuts the cost of your cup of cocoa almost in

halft Once you've tried it, you'll never use another
method
HoT cocoa {Made in the cup)
Place in a cup V2 tablespoons Eagle Brand. Add
to milk 1N level teaspoons cocoa and a few grains
Add % and blend well

of salt. cup boiling water

before serving.
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Oh, lady, lady...
don’t do that!

Nobody should spend a whole afternoon
beating oil into mayonnaise drop by drop.
Try this recipe. THIOW it together— you

just can’t Ma\e it fail

MAGIC MAYONNAIse {Itneverfails)

Beat i egg yolk thoroughly, and add in
following order Y cup Eagle Brand, i tea-
spoon dry mustard, V2 teaspoon salt, *4
cup pure cider vinegar and 14 cup salad
oil. Stir w ith fork or beatw ith Dover egg
beater. Ifoilis disliked, melted butter may

be substituted

why cook
a pie filling?

Here'saperfectly gorgeous Lemon Cream

Filling— rich, smooth, delicious— thatcan

be whisked together in a bowl in a jiffy
without going near the stove.

LEM ON CREAM PIE FILLING
Place in a bowl 11$ cups Eagle Brand

Sweetened Condensed Milk. Add to this
Y2cup temon juice, grated rind of 1 lemon,
and 2egg yolks. Blend well together. Pour
into baked pie crust, coverw ith meringue
made by beating 2 egg w hites stiffly with
2 tablespoons sugar. Bake in moderate
oven (350° F.) until brown. Chill before

serving.

T he Borden Company,
Dept. B'i, Borden Bldg., 350 Madison Ave.,

New York.

Please send me the free recipe booklet, “New Magic

in the Kitchen.”

@ a i " iji”“-aq is quicker and easier when you have Eagle Brand Condensed M ilk in the house.
For this delicious, double'rich blend of full'cream milk and finest sugar has Iy
revolutionized many cooking methods. Ay
Get Eagle Brand from your grocer today, and try the Magic Recipes on this page. Then send for
“New Magic in the Kitchen”— a free recipe booklet containing over 200 astonishing recipes. Also
tells how Eagle Brand is used to build up underweight children, because of its extra nourishment

and remarkable digestibility. M ail the coupon today!

Put magic in your coffee cup! cream-ans-suger your commee witn eagie

Brand. Half the cost of separate cream and sugar—

and what

mellow golden richness it gives!
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on every wash
goods counter

Soiesette

(Swah-Zet)"” 081"" -

The World’s Most Famous Cotton
Fabric for all-year-round Use

CELLENT for making frocks, smocks

party dresses, shirts, pajamas, draperies
tea sets.

Look for the words "Soiesette—guaranteed
fast color' on the selvage. Width, 32 inches.

F I

Sheer.

ax o n

. Airy ... for Summer Wear

cool. So sheer. So airy. Yet it stands
up wonderfully after repeated washings,

and launders without losing a bit of its bril-

liant colorings.
Look for the name Flaxon and the fast-color
guarantee on the selvage. Width, 40 inches.

Products of the great

Ponemah Mills

of means. She figured
out her numbers and,
slightly discouraged,
said, “I dont see any-
thing ahead of you but
money, money!” To which the lady re-
plied, “Well, what more is there?”

Numerology, a word coined in the
last century, meaning divination by
numbers, was developed by the Pytha-
goreans in the sixth and fifth centuries
B. C. into a metaphysical system. Con-
sidering that Pythagoras is credited
not only with the discovery of the
basic principles of geometry, but also
the harmonic intervals underlying the
effect of musical sounds, it is easy to
understand how numbers came to Trep-
resent the “reality of everything.” And
perhaps it explains why, if one is inter-
ested in matrimony ‘and knows the
name and date of the person involved,
the numerologist will tell one whether
the vibrations are sympathetic.

m%/ final fling into the occult
rld, 1 saved astrology. Fortunately,

CROSS MY PALM

[Continued from page J2]

the divine power, he invariably wears a
turban. His clothes are more or less op-
tional though generally brightly col-
ored. If a lady runs the booth, she is
dressed either as a gypsy or an Egyp-
tian. For a nominal sum of five dollars,
you are conducted into a room which
is dense with incense smoke. The for-
tune teller scans you quickly with a
pair of palpably burning eyes and then,
according to his or her vocation reads
your palm, dreams over a crystal or
consults an astrological chart. There
seems to be a similarity of language
in the prophecies and a limit to the
activities. The men and women who
will come into your life are either
blond or dark. The possibilities of
travel are confined to a water journey
or a strange bed and rich relatives are
always on the point of demise.

The law is vastly skeptical. The

or those who are interested in it, there states prosecute fortune tellers with
are a number of noted promulgators. varying degrees of severity. In Illinois

Astrological history can actually be
traced back to about 3000 B. C. and
it is presumed that it began even ear-
lier, In the nomadic stage of man. At
that time it was an undisputed fact
that man’s life depended largely upon
celestial phenomena—rain, wind, etc.
It is a short step from sun and moon
worship to a theory of perfect accord
between occurrences on earth and phe-
nomena seen in the heavens. The in-
telligentsia of that day, realizing the
necessity of a divine example of
orderliness, as a basis for law among
men, argued that if the sun and moon
represented regularity and were there-
fore divine powers,”why should not
the planets, though harder to observe,
come in for their share of superhu-
man importance? Consequentlly, a
cult was evolved which was developed
and enlarged by succeeding civiliza-
tions. Greece, Egc?/pt, India, China,
Rome, Arabia, and Europe respected
their astrologists. From astrology
comes the belief in heaven-appointed
rulers. Napoleon, Wallenstein, and
the Kaiser believed in their stars.

The fallacy, from the layman’s
point of view, seems to be that the plan-
ets, which existed before the develop-
ment of the human mind, have been
named for mythological gods whose
characteristics have, in turn, been at-
tributed to the planets. The children of
Mars are fiery, violent, and efficient.
When Venus s in the ascendant, the
prevalent traits are gentleness and ami-
ability. Neptune was discovered in 1845
by Adams of Cambridge and in 1846
by Leverrier of Paris and its influence
is mystic and incalculable.

Astrology is not accepted by con-
scientious scientists, though its his-
torical influence has been enormous,
and up to the sixteenth century there
was a harmonious relationship between
it and astronomy. Then, with the pop-
ularization of scientific approach to
natural and metaﬁhysical problems, it
was relegated to the background where
it has remained except when an occa-
sional ardent believer brings it back
to public notice.

The three women | consulted are
representatives of the 25 per cent of
occult interpreters who give you your
money’s worth. They make a living
but they do not stint in concentration
or patience, and their hours are longer
than those of a business man.

The remaining 75 per cent are the
charletans and the racketeers. They
abound in popular seashore resorts.
The paraphernalia necessagl is a ton of
cheap incense, several yards of shodd?/
red or black velvet draﬂery, a few small
ivory Buddha’s or elephants, and a cos-
tume. And if it is a gentleman who has

there is a fine of $500.00 for anyone
who gets pay for purporting to exer-
cise occult powers (card reading, palm-
istry, clairvoyance, astrolog%/, seership
or any crafty science) with an addi-
tional fine of $200.00 for the adver-
tising of said power. Florida has a
unique system by which certain occu-
pations are taxed by a yearly income
tax. Among these are the following:
Dynamite dealers $10.00; chewing gum
stands $5.00; gypsies, fortune tellers,

horse traders and embalmers $100.00;
hypnotists, clairvoyants and spirit
mediums $500.00. In Massachusetts,
fortune telling is punished as larceny.
In the Texas penal code, they are class-
ified as “vagrants.” England regards
them as “rogues and vagabonds”; and
in Ontario, all fortune telling is still
punished by the old English Witchcraft
Act put in effect in 1735.

"THE famous case of Professor Sears

" is a good example of the methods of
charlatanry. This gentleman who
went under the assumed name of Sears
had a regular office in the heart of one
of the country’s largest cities. He ad-
vertised in the daily paper that for the
sum of $2.00 he could help people in
trouble. He was clever enough to avoid
the police until a certain lady from
the suburbs came to see him. She had
run a successful delicatessen business
for several years, and had finally sold
it for $1500.00. She was doubtful what
to do with this money, so, having read
about the professor, she went to con-
sult him.

He put her through his regular
schedule which was first to write her
name and address. Then he told her to
put three wishes down on paper; and
in order not to disturb her he left the
room, taking her name and address
with him. She scribbled the following
(t]uestions: Shall I invest in a chicken
arm; shall | sell my house; shall | be
successful? Professor Sears came back,
looked at her questions and advised
her strongly against buying the farm.
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He said all the indica-

tions were unfavorable

for any such venture,

but that he knew just

how she could get the
best return for her money. A" friend
of his had some excellent stock which
had doubled its value in the past
months but that he, Professor Sears,
knowing this man and being so very
interested in her case, could manage to
procure the stock for her at its original
value. To be perfectlﬁ sure, however,
it would be better for her to come back
the following week, and would she
leave $33.00 with him. to defray ex-
penses? She said she would have to
ask her husband, whereupon Professor
Sears studied her palm and assured
her that her husband was the worst
possible influence for her. So she paid
the $33.00 and came back the next
week. He gave her a glowing descrip-
tion of the rise in his stock.

H was his influence on her that he
Qduced her to mortgage her house

fg) $6000.00 and raise the extra money

make a total amount of $10000.00.
When she had collected this she took
it in check form to the Professor. He
ex?lained that it was impossible to get
hold of them at such a bargain unless
the cash was delivered first. He then
asked if she would go with him to the
bank so that he would have no diffi-
culty cashing such a considerable sum.
The  president of the bank, having
known the woman for a number of
years, begged her not to give him the
money, but she retorted she was old
enough to manage her own affairs and
had the check cashed on the condi-
tion that Professor Sears have the
stocks in his office the next morning.
After that the old story began. She
went back the next day and his sec-
retary said he was at home and sick.

That bluff was pulled three more

times and finally, when she tried to

get in on the fourth day, the place
was deserted. She scuttled to the po-
lice, but never regained a penny.
Obviously the lady in question was
not a business woman, but there are
glenty of these around who act as
ait. The most successful racketeers
in this profession work in pairs. One
gives the readings and the other follows
the clients to their homes and investi-
gates their financial status.

The only people who have buffaloed
the law completely are the mediums.
In Seﬁtember, 1929, the Spiritualistic
Church obtained a charter from the
state of New York which allows any
medium who has been ordained by the
church to give seances and predict the
future, Erovided they do not use the
money they earn for personal expendi-
tures. This infuriates the police force,
who know only too well how hard it is
to check up where money goes. They
have regular weekly meetings and in
some cases are called “Reverend.”
There is also the Society of Psychical
Research which appeared first in Eng-
land in 1882. It moved later to Boston
where it has its headquarters. All the
curious cases of poltergeists (any un-
accountable movement of objects such
as breaking of crockery, moving of
furniture without application of visible,
ﬂhysical force) are brought to this

ospitable institution. Mediums are
given every advantage and publicity,
provided they are honest—within the
realms of stiff scrutiny. This society

ublishes a monthly magazine where
‘experiments are recorded.

In spite of reason, science and knowl-
edge of mechanical trickery, there re-
mains an Alice in Wonderland charm
in having one’s fortune told. There are
times when being the captain of one’s
soul becomes a dreary job, and allevi-
ation, taken with a grain of skeptical
salt, is very pleasant.
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thatsits roundyourtable
- what is its daily verdict v

CjuUILTY ?2—guilty ofgiving In soup or in salad, in the main course as a of our free recipe book? It suggests dozens of
them the same food too often? G uilty ofmakingall  hotvegetable,orjust asa garnish forother foods,  delightful ways to give your meals new variety,
your meals look alike— taste alike? Let's hope not.  asparagus always provides the spring freshness  easily and econom ically

Still you mustbe always on guard. The family  "atSsuch atreat formidwinter appetites. But don't wait for the book to come— your
jury is sitting in judgment. But they ll never give W hat's more, canned asparagus isready to use.  grocer can provide you with canned asparagus
an unfavorable verdict as long as you make each  There'sno time lostin advance cooking orsteam’  today, so you can serve it tonight or tomorrow .
menu distinctive. ing. No trimming, no waste— it's all goodness Justnote how the family welcom es its distine-

It's easyenough. A little variety, a new flavor,a A "0 YoUcaneatasmuchasyou like, even ifyou o f1ayorand delicacy. Then you'll plan to serve
touch of delicacy— that's the secret. And thats °'¢ 0N areducing diet, for asparagusisone ofthe .o . 00ug regularly, and the first thing you know
exactly the combination that California Canned  P'n¢iPal non-fattening foods —the jury around your table will be turned into
Asparagus offers you, for any meal or occasion W hy notsend the coupon below for a copy  a real cheering section.

Canners League of California
Asparagus Section, Department 564
800 Adam GrantBldg., San Francisco,Calif.

Please send me, free of charge, your
recipe book “Asparagus for Delicacy and
Variety.”

Name

Address

City. State




KiacHy what do we mean by
success m bakmgq :

Sometimeswhen we speak of “success in baking”
we mean merely avoiding failures. That’s an
important matter, certainly. It’s so important
thalPillshury spends thousands ofdollars testing
Pillsbury’sBest Flour—testingitbydaily baking,
by every scientific method known, to make sure
that every sack isjust like every other sack—that
it will work perfectly for any baking purpose,
bread, biscuits or pastry.

Butthere’s another kind ofbaking success which
is more than a matter of dodging failures. It is
an achievement — perfectflavor, that small hut
all-importantimprovementin taste which is the
mark of real success in baking. Women whose
foods have this delicately richer flavor have
learned to follow oneimportantrule. They select
ingredients with greatest care (flavorings,
shortening, etc.) — and they use a flour that is

rich as well as dependable — Pillsbury’s Best.
Pillshury baking chemists have discovered one
secret of finer flavor. They have found that there
are certain blends of wheatwhich make aricher
flour — and that foods baked with this richer
flour have a better flavor. Pillsbury’s Best Flour
is milled only from this carefully selected, plump,
full-flavorod wheat. It gives you double value —
dependability, plus better flavor.

Isn’t it worthwhile to have this double quality?
To know thatyour flour wiill never cause a baking
failure — and more than that, to know that all
your foods will have that delicately richer flavor
that is the mark of finest baking? Simply be
sure to get Pillsbury’s Best Flour — all good
grocers have it. Ask for it by name — for better
flavor and more certain success in all your
baking!

PillshuryBest

milled for richer flavor in breads, bfecuils.pastry

McCALIij’S magazine march 1930

ORANGE SHORTCAKE
2V4cups Pillsbury’s  fiteaspoon suit
Best Elour 1tablespoon sugar
4teaspoons baking *4cup shortening
powder Tcup ..

Sifttogether the flour, baking powder, salt
anil sugar. Work in the shortening with
the tips of the fingers. When fluky add the
milk gradually, mixing with a knife until
a soft dough is formed. Turn out and
transfer dough to two oiled square layer
cake pans und pat down even ke in a
very hot oven (450° F.) for twenty-five
minutes. Put togetherwith sugared orange
sections. Cover with sweetened whipped
cream and garnish with orange sections.

Recipe furnished by Mrs. Ida Bailey Allen, Presi-
dent of the National Radio Home-Makers' Club.
Hear Mrs. Allen every Wednesday morning over the
Columbiachain; 10:00a. m. Eastern Standard time.
PILLSHURY FLOUR MILLS COMPANY
General Offices: Minneapolis, Minn.
Millers of Pillsbury’s Best Flour, Pancake Flour,

Wheat Bran. Farina, Cake Flour. Rye, Whole
Wheat and Durum Flours

Flour
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AScientists have discovered the answer

TOT longago | chanced
to be in a Western
city whose home-

makers had been greatly
alarmed by a certain piece
of information. They had
been told that persons who
ate foods cooked in_aluminum vessels would

develop cancer. Literature explaining the

hazards of cooking in aluminum had been

widely distributed, and the names of a

number of prominent scientists had been

dragged into the campaign as authority for the state-
ments. It was quite natural that anyone unfamiliar with
chemistry or with the methods of quackery should have
been impressed with this propaganda.

Such an experience brought home to me anew the
need of the non-scientific reader for reliable informa-
tion about his health as it is affected by the food he
eats from day to day.

Now it so happens that three years ago one of my
associates, Dr. O. S. Rask, and myself carried on a
series of experiments to determine the presence or ab-
sence of aluminum in many foods. Our interest in mak-
ing these studies grew out of a desire to find out
whether aluminum was a necessary element in the diet.

As everyone now knows, a number of mineral ele-
ments, in ‘minute amounts, are present in the body; to
discover whether they arc «accidental” or necessary
constituents is one of the bio-chemist's jobs. The last
two years, for instance, have seen the positive demon-
stration that we need a little copper in our food. Is zinc,
also, one of the necessary constituents? The blood al-
ways contains a small amount of it. But no one can say
at present that health cannot be maintained without it,
because no one has ever been able to prepare an experi-
mental diet which was complete in every respect, except
that it lacked zinc.

If such a diet were available and could be fed to
laboratory animals, and if they throve on it, we should
know that zinc is not important. But if they should fail
in health, and recover only when a small amount of zinc
was added to their diet, we would know that zinc is an
indispensable element. It was this type of study which
Dr. Rask and | carried out to settle the question of
aluminum.

The literature of chemistry records that many anal-
yses of foods have been made for the purpose “of dis-
covering their aluminum content. The older analyses
seemed to prove that a good deal of aluminum ‘was
present; but in recent years improved methods have
shown that only a very little of it is to be found in any
of the foods which man obtains from the animal and
plant kingdoms. o i

How aluminum usually finds its way into foods has a
homely explanation. All" dirt contains this metal; and
it is practically impossible to keep dirt out of foods
handled in the ordinary way. There is dust in the air of
every laboratory; and even the glassware used by
chemists for their experiments contains traces of alum-
inum. So it is not surprising that scientists have always
found some aluminum in everything they have analyzed.

When Dr. Rask and | started out on our voyage of
discovery we abandoned the ordinary chemical methods,
using instead the system followed by astronomers in
finding out what the stars are made of. We burned cer-
tain foods to an ash, then heated the ash very hot in an

to this question bq the same method
astronomers use in analyzing the stars

By E. V. McCOLLUM, Ph.D.,,

electric arc and photographed the light it gave off, the
light having first been passed through a prism. The
prism, of course, s%efparated the light into a wide rainbow
of thousands of different colors. Knowing which of these
colors belong to the different elements, we were able to
detect the presence of an element even when it hid itself
away as a two-millionth part of the ash.

Using this method, which is the best available, we
could not find any aluminum whatever in any uncon-
taminated food derived from animals or plants. We
tested cereal grains, root vegetables, fruits, and meats.
In_addition we investigated all the different organs of
animals. Only in their Tungs, where some dust accumu-
lates, and on their skin, which could not be made abso-
lutely clean of dirt, could aluminum be discovered.

Even when we fed rats for long periods on foods to
which we added relativel%/ large amounts of salts con-
taining aluminum we could not detect the metal in the
blood, muscles, brain or other organs. The explanation
is that the intestine does not absorb aluminum; hence
aluminum cannot be carried to other parts of the body
by the blood stream. It simply remains in the intestines
until eliminated.

Many persons eat aluminum when they use bakini
powders of a certain type. A controversy has long rages
as to whether such powders are detrimental to health.
The answer is perfectly clear and is understood by all
well-informed scientific persons. Baking powders of this
type contain, in addition to the aluminum salt, both

soda and calcium phosphate.
While the “raising” action
is happening in the dough,
the aluminum all goes into
combination  wit the

Sc.D.
School of Hygiene and Public Health, Johns Hopkins University

phosphate and forms an in-
soluble substance. This
combined aluminum phos-
phate does no harm; it does
not dissolve in the diges-
tive juices and is never ab-
sorbed into the blood.
From lime to time experiments in feeding
animals on rations containing soluble alum-
inum compounds have been reported to have
had injurious effects. One such series of
papers has recently a;g)eared in European
journals. An examination of the details of the experi-
ments shows, however, that extremely large amounts of
the aluminum salts were fed, and that the experiments
were not Planned or executed so as to give an accurate
picture of what happens when bakin% powder of the
type we are discussing is used in the amounts em-
ployed in ordinary baking.

In our experiments Dr. Rask and | fed little rats
a diet which contained twice as much of the aluminum
type of baking powder as they would have eaten if fed
exclusively on biscuits baked bﬁ ordinary recipes. The
animals ate these rations throughout the period of their
growth and for months after, yet they showed no ill
effects. They had offspring which were perfectl%/ healtrc?/.
The new-born young were tested by the method | de-
scribed, and not a trace of aluminum could be found
in their bodies.

Now let us return to the point from which we started
—aluminum cooking utensils. Aluminum metal dissolves
fairly easily in certain strong acids. Accordingly, the
idea has gained belief that acid foods should not be
cooked in aluminum vessels. Actually the amount of
acidity found in foods, even in the acid fruits, has so
little effect on aluminum that there is not the slightest
danger from this source. The reason for this is interest-
ing.“Aluminum tarnishes quickly after it has been pol-
ished to a shining brightness. This coating of tarnish
is known as oxide, and is an extremely insoluble sub-
stance which only a few chemicals of vigorous action
will break down. So soon does it form after polishing,
that it is impossible to use an aluminum pot or pan
which is not oxidized. Like a coat of paint, oxide pro-
tects the underlying metal and prolongs its life: without
it, aluminum vessels would last so short a time that
thegl would be thoroughly impractical for kitchen use.

ome years ago systematic tests were made in the
laboratory of the “Lancet,” the oldest medical journal in
England, to determine how much metal dissolved from
aluminum vessels during cooking. The amount dissolved
léy any of the bland foods was found to be negligible.
ven “the acid fruits dissolved only traces. Frying,
stewing, boiling, roasting—the results were the same.

The two conditions under which the most metal dis-
solved were (1) in cooking highly salted foods; and (2)
in cooking foods made alkaline with soda. But even in
these cases, the amount of aluminum which was present
in the cooked food was so small as to be without any
influence whatever on health.

All these results give us a clear answer to our ques-
tion. No aluminum is found in the blood, muscles, or or-
gans even when it is fed liberally. From time immemorial,
mankind has been eating small amounts of aluminum
compounds, principally in dust-exposed foods; but since
they were not absorbed into the blood stream, no harm
was done.



156

a Tonic to put you

Bac/c on

| £ your cold or any winter
illness hangs on, doctors warn you of
the danger of a dragging convales-
cence. They know how apt the sys-
tem is to contract other ills when
the natural powers of resistance are
low and gaining too slowly.

Forits efficient strengthening and
reconstructing benefits,doctorsin 58
countriesprescribethisfineold tonic.
For more than half-a-century they
havepaid hightribute to FELLOW S’
Syrup for putting patients back
on their feet, literally. A fter in-
ness or in run down condition, it
replenishes the body’s vital mineral
elements.Theentiresystem responds
toitsadditionaldynamicingredients
Appetite is revived,
righted,
mal balance of physical energy re-

digestion is
nerves are eased. The nor-

turns, bringing anew -found zest for
work and play

FELLOWS’ Syrup is uniform in
potency because it is compounded
withexceedingcareand skill,directed
by years of clinical experience, with
each laboratory process rigidly con-
trolled. Take FELLOWS?’, confident
that it will markedly contribute to
your health and well-being. Ask any
physician.

FELLOWS’ Laxative Tablets,
a vegetable compound, are
mild and effective.

FELLOWS' SYRUP

NewKind of Class Cleaner
OffersAgents gqDay

Here's a wonderful chance for you to
make 81 10 $2 an hour spare time—
850 week full time—helping

Us introduce Jiffy Glass Cleaner, the
amazing new liguid that cleans win-
/ dows. Wwindshields, mirrors, Show
( cases. efc. without soap of water.
Wakes ‘an_amazing *demonstration

JUSt rUb a few drops of iffy on glass

and. wipe off with 3 dry. ofoth. One

Soplicaien mﬁa&eesm i Sluﬁ clear

el o' TP Re

. R incone everya sk LAs i SD LSRN itk

American Products Co., 5538 Monmouth Are., Cincinnati, Ohio.

High School Course
in 2 Years fi( u can complete

his simplified 'High
chool Course at home
:nslde :wc \/‘eals l\é\e[%ls Ialldlequlrefmems fmTehnr
rae 1 <ol e e eatg RgREaR T
AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept.H 330 DrexelAv.&5«thSt. BA 5.1923 CHICAGO

ANURSING
AT HOME,IN 12 WEEKS oty carinir

Y while learning. We

Gorgeous blonde hair wins
beauty prize

Chrystal’s mother tells secret

“TAM so proup of my little ten year old daughter’s
| beautiful golden hair!” says Mrs. J. M. Geiter, 156
laware Avenue, Carneys Point, N. J.

“It is 33 inches Iong, the color of spun gold, and
el

haswon her any num
the title of ‘Most Perfect Blonde

r of beauty prizes—including
hild” in our town.

“When folks ask me what | use to keep her hair so

lovely | just answer, ‘Blondex—that’s all.””
Millions of blondes, children and grown-ups alike,

keep their hair beautifully golden with Blondex—

because it’s safe.

Prevents darkening. Puts new life

and sparkle in dull, faded, blonde hair. No dyes or
harsh chemicals. Give Blondex atrial TODAY. At
all leading drug and department stores.
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[Continued from page 29]

“Are you including me?” Christo-
pher asked her.

She reached out her hand to him,
“Why not? You are one of us.”

He kissed the hand. “You are be-
ing very good to me.”

Joel had the other hand, and now
bent over her. “Better, sweetheart?”

“I’'m not sure.” She seemed to sink
deeper among her pillows. “They said
it was all right for you to come today.
And that’s a step forward. Yesterday,
they wouldnt. But they gave me your
flowers and showed ‘me my pres-

ents . .. "

Yolanda had made her mother a
handkerchief, helped by Hannah, who
had washed and ironed it. It lay beside
Mary on the bed and she spoke of it.

“Wasn't it wonderful of her . . . such
a little thing . .. my little . . . little
girl . . . ” she broke suddenly into

wild weeping. “Oh, | want to go home,
Joel, to see my children . . .
Ask them to Ket mego. ..
home . . "
Joel could not soothe her,
nor Jacqueline. The nurse
came in: “I think youd
better leave her.”
“Let Joel stay—" Mary

be%ged.
acqueline and her lover
waited outside. “Oh, Kit,
she’s worse.”
“What makes you say
that?”
“There’s a look about her
... different . . "
Joel joining them, pres-
ently, confirmed Jacque-
line’s fears. “I’m going straight to the
surgeon. The nurse says he left word
I was to see him at his house. And I
want the two of you with me.”

HE surgeon’s house was on Beacon

Hill. The butler who opened the
door showed them into the great draw-
ing-room. Kit and Jacqueline were left
to wait there while Joel went into the
surgeon’s_sanctum.

Jacqueline, sitting with Christopher
on one of the brocaded sofas, was
aware of children in the hall. They
were going up and down the stairs, the
little girls like puff balls in their white
dresses, the little boys in snowy blouses
and velvet shorts. 1{'he were playing
a game which involved much runnin
about and much laughter, and now an
then a youngster would rush in and
hide behind the curtains of the draw-
ing-room, yet so absorbed were they
in the adventure, that they had only a
cursory glance for the two grown-ups
on the sofa. Jacqueline thought of
Yolanda. How she would love such a

arty. They hadn’t had a party since
atsy left them. The last had been the
one when they had sung “London
Bridge,” and Mary had been so un-
hﬁippy. What ages had elapsed since
then!

Joel was gone a long time, and when
he came out the surgeon was with him.
The look on Joel’s face made Jacque-
line’s heart stop beating. She stood up
as if to receive a judge’s sentence. And
Christopher stood up with her.

It was the surgeon who spoke. “Ive
been telling Mr. Hutchins,” he said,
“and he has asked me to tell you, some
rather distressing news. We “find that
Mrs. Hutchins’ trouble is likely to be
chronic.”

Light flamed up in Jacqueline’s eyes.
“Then she isnt going to—die?”

“No. But there’s little hope that she
will ever be well. The trouble is with
her spine. She will have to stay in bed.
It is hard to say how long. Perhaps
—always . . .

Mary in bed .... always!

Jacqueline began to tremble. Oh, she
couldnt stand a thing like that. She
couldn’t !

Kit had her hand in his, but sud-
denly she dragged it away from him.
There was poor Joel . . . . Joel who
had dropped into a chair and was sob-
bing, his head bent upon his hands!
She went to him and put an arm about
his shoulders. “Joel,” she said, “Joel
.... Il stay with you and take care
of Mary. I've got fo take care of—
Mary.”

CKristopher stood alone in the mid-
dle of the room. His world crashed
about him. She had Mgone straight to
Joel! Her love for Mary transcended
everything. It transcended her love for
him who loved her so dearly, so des-
peratele/, as he now saw her slipping
aw\a/ rom him.

et when she lifted her head, and he
saw her groping in the blind-
ness of her tears, he went
to her and held her to his
breast. “Hush,” he said,
“my dearest. Things will
work out . ... They must.”

India? The rich garment
in which life was to wrap
herself and her lover? The
honeymoon on the high
seas? The old house in
Salem, and the angel-guard-
ed cradle?

Dreams all of them!
Never to be fulfilled! For
Mary was going to be ill—
forever! Never well! Years

and Kears to pass away without ever a
touch of her foot to the floor, or to
stand tall and straight in her golden
beauty.

Mary with pillows back of her!
Mary with nurses always about her!
Mary ... |

Jacqueline stopped there . ... per-
haps there wouldn't be nurses. Perhaps
Joel couldnt afford it. Perhaps there
would be only herself and old Hannah.
Perhaps Hannah would grow, too old,
and there would be just herself!

And Yolanda? Yolanda growing up!
Yolanda taking her place by her moth-
er’s bed? Yolanda the head of the

house . ... Yolanda!
For the first time a glimmer of
hope . ... Yolanda!

ow many years before Yolanda
could take her place? The child was
ten. Eight years more—nine? And
then Jacqueline and Kit could have
their happiness. She would be twenty-
six, Kit in his late thirties. But why
should that matter? Many men and
women didnt marry earlier than that?
And Kit loyed her. He would wait till
the end of the world. He had said it,
but there hadn’t been much hope in
it. “Ill go out alone, Jack, if you
think best . ... and I'll wait—for-
ever . . .

HAT had been the afternoon when

they came back from the hospital.
They had had to leave Joel at his
hospital, but they had promised to go
uﬂ the next day and talk things over.
There would be so much to talk over.
“Great guns,” Joel had exclaimed,
“I’ve got to get well. I've got to get
into business. There'll be no living on
this infernal pension and making Mary
comfortable.”

He had had only one idea—that
Mary must be comfortable. It had
brought him up out of his depression,
steadied him, swung him away from
the things the war had done to him.
“And you neednt think | am going

[Continued on page 158]
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N
EAUTY JECRET

T H E enchanting women of ancient Aztec civilization probably
mhad the most exquisite teeth and youthful loveliness of mouth

of all the women who ever lived. This statement, based on the

records of historians and coupled with the historic fact that the
Aztecs were a gum-chewing people, discloses one of the most
simple and inexpensive Beauty Secrets. The gum that the Aztecs
chewed was obtained from the Sapota tree, the very tree which
furnishes the principal ingredient in Wrigley’s Chewing Gum for
this modern age. Only in this 20th century, the scientific im-
provements of Wrigley laboratories produce a new perfection
in "chewing resistance” and a new deliciousness in flavor.
Chewing Wrigley’s for beautiful lips is but making use of an old

Beauty Secret.

Keac/ th Secret here

ENJOY the full benefit of this simple old Aztec Beauty
T(S)ecret, chew Wrigley’s with a certain degree of regularity
each day. Wrigley's has the modern scientifically correct "chew-
ing resistance" to educate the muscles around the mouth and keep
away saggy lines which make a person look old and unattractive.
Try Wrigley’s Double Mint (it's peppermint).



“1prefer new wonderful Mello-glo Face Powder be-
cause it stays on longer and prevents large pores”, says
Dorothy Flood, beautiful Ziegfeld star, 10 Maple St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y

“Mello-glo Face Powder bestows a natural bloom and
spreads more smoothly”, says attractive Gertrude Dahl,
353W.57thSt., N.Y.C., featured in popular*'W hoopee”.

“No more shiny nose with new French-process Mello-

glo Face Powder”, says the lovely actress, Lola de Lille,

333E.43rd St., N. Y. City. “ It keeps ugly shine away".
©1929MG Co.

New Wonderful
Face Powder
Captivates
Beautiful Women

MELLO-GLO stays on longer —
Wi ill notenlarge the pores —No
pasty or flaky look —Does not
irritate the skin m-aMade by
a new French process —
Famous for its purity.

Beautiful women everywhere proclaim the
marvelous difference in MELLO-GLO Face
Powder. Its colors pass the United States
Government’s rigid test. It issifted and sifted
through a finesilk mesh—mixed and remixed
to give perfect uniformity. The special shade
blends with your complexion ana reproduces
the tint of youth.

T powdering—a smoother finish—and a
natural lookingcomplexion—with MELLO-
GLO Face Powder. Do not let your pores
grow large or your skin rough and aged. Use
MELLO-GLO and look younger!

No face powder was ever made like it— only
MELLO-GLO has the secret formula and
this new process. There are no substitutes.
Get MELLO-GLO and keep your com-
plexion young. MELLO-GLO is a square
gold box ofloveliness for one dollar, at any
toilet goods counter.

to let this spoil your life for you.
Jack. If you'll just help out un-
til | get started. She can do that,
cant she, Kit—help until I get
started?”

“She can do,” said Kit, “anything
she wishes.”

It was then that, for the first time,

Jacqueline noticed the change in him.
Something gone of the flashing laughter
in his eyes, something gone of that
care-free cock of his head. Nothing
gone of his tenderness, but something
out of his voice . ... She couldn’t
quite define it. It was as if a bird in
a cage still sang, but had lost some
thrilling note.
They had talked about it on the
train. “If the business hadn’t smashed
up, 1’d put them all in my house in
Salem, hire nurses for Mary, and carry
you off to India.”

“Joel wouldnt let you do it, and
anyhow nurses couldnt take care of
the children.”

Kit had flamed, “They’re not your
children.”

“They’ll need me, Kit.”

“l needyou ....”

Her hand had crept into his, “I
know .. ..

They had been silent after that, and
it was not until they reached home and
dined, and were again in front of the
living-room fire that they thrashed
the thing out to the end.

“| shall never ask you,” Christopher
said, “to go against your will. Perhaps
I could make you do it. | think |
could. 1 could so press upon yop my
need of you that you'd be sorry to
see me—suffer . . ..”

He was leaning forward, staring
into the fire, his face stern. “For |
shall suffer—have no doubt of that.
And | shall suffer not only because
you would not go, but because your
first thought today was not of me, but
of Joel and Mary. If you call that
selfish, then let it stand that way. But
if you think it best to stay, you must
stay. |1l go out alone, Jack . ... and
I’Il' wait forever.”

SHE had been sitting on the other
side of the fire, but now she came
over and knelt beside him. “Kit, look
at me.”

He did not look at her, but his arm
went round her. “Kit, are you blam-
ing me? Don’t you know that I, too,
suffer?”

“God knows | do. That’s why |
hate it. Do you think all my pity is
for myself? I't’s because | know you're
made of the stuff of saints and mar-
tyrs. Its because | know you love
every little helpless thing, it’s because
I know your tenderness.”

He held her to him, “It’s because |
know you’ll lose youth and joy in an
unequal battle . .. ”

She tried to explain, “It's some-
thing in me, Kit, that won't let me
go, and leave them. And if | went, |
shouldnt be happy.”

His arm relaxed, “Not with me?”

“Kit—try to understand,” her face
was white and troubled.

She was still kneeling beside him,
and now he put his hands on her
shoulders and looked down at her. As
long as she lived, she was never to
forget that look. “You are what you
are,” he said. “l am not sure | would
have you—different. You are what
God made you, dear one.”

The next afternoon they went uﬁ
to see Joel. Kit was still staying witl
the Gilmans. “They asked me about
Marg, and | told them. They sent
much sympathy.”

“Did you tell them that | wouldn’t
go out with you?”

“Yes. Sue was waiting up last night
when | got there. We sat by the fi
and talked, and | said we would have
to put things off.”

WILD WIND

[Continued from page 156]

“What did she think of that?”

“Oh, that we were dead wrong. She
made me feel that a man wasnt red-
blooded who wouldnt pack a woman
ihn his old kit bag and run away with
er.”

“Oh, Kit, if we only could—run
away.

They were having lunch together in
Boston. Not this time at the big hotel,
but at Christopher’s pet club in Park
Street, where you had lobsters fresh
from the sea, and a huge and superla-
tive kind of macaroon with a special

and superlative ice cream, and where
the windows at the back looked out
on an old cemetery and the graves of
the distinguished dead.

“Il run away now,” Kit said;
“come on.”

SHE shook her head and probed fur-
ther, “What did Sue say about me?”

He hesitated.

“Tell me, Kit.”

“She said that if she were in love
with a man and he wanted her to go,
she would think the world well lost.
That a woman’s life was her own to
live and that no one had a right to
stand in the way of it.”

“What did you say to that?”

“l told her she didnt know what
she was talking about. That she had
never had any more sense of respon-
sibility than a cat with a familﬁ of
grown-up kittens. And she flung back
at me that | loved my own life.”

“What did she mean?”

“Oh, it’s an old story .... When
my father was alive. | loved him,
Jack . ... but he dominated me. He
dominated my mother . ... that’s the

reason | won’t impose my will on you.
You shall do freely the things you
want to do. We men are arbitrary
creatures. We want to feel that we
are right and to have our women-folk
feel it. Yet even as a boy | knew it
was often my mother and not my
father who was right; and she knew
it, but she acquiesced that she might
preserve the serenity of the household.
For he loved her, and he was never
harsh, only masterful. Too masterful
by far. And one day | decided to go to
Boston, and get a place in my uncle’s
warehouse. | told my mother | was
going, and my reasons, and she agreed
that 1 was right. There was no actual
break with my father, but from that
time on | was my own man. When he
died, | went back and lived in Salem
with my mother, but | still had my
offices in Boston.”

“I know now what Sue meant. She
said you didnt care for the old house,
and that if you said you did, you were
sentimentalizing.”

He laughed.

“The Gilmans didnt know why |
left, and | think they always blamed
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me. Sue especially resented it. We
had been such™ pals, and she
missed her playmate.”
Jacqueline broke off a bit’” of
macaroon, crumbled it on her
plate, and asked a question, “Kit.
why isnt Sue married?”

“Give her time, my dear.”

“No .... | dont mean that . ...
| mean, she’s so attractive, and yet
there doesnt seem to be anybody.”

“In love with her? Oh, well, shell
come to it like the rest of you.” He
dropped then the subject of Sue to
talk of the old house in Salem. “I
have cared more for it since | have
thought of you in it, Jack.”

She told him of the friendly spirits,
but she did not tell him all her dreams.
Time enough for that when they were
married.

Joel, when they saw him later, was
still spurred by a determination to go
to work. “My old firm has offered me
a berth. Of course I'm a bit hampered
by nerves and all that, but 1l snap
out of it.”

There was, too, it seemed some
money in bonds, kept untouched
through all the stringent days for the
sake of Mary and the children—“If
anything happened.” But now Joel
would use it to bring Mary home.
“She cant stay in the hospital away
from us all, and besides, It eats u
our income. We’ll take on old Hanna
for full time, and that will leave Jack
free to look after Mary.”

Free to look after Mary! And when
she was looking _after “ Mary, who
would look after”little Joel? And Yo-
landa? A black wave of fear threat-
ened to engulf Jacqueline, but she
breasted it and smiled, “We’ll manage
somehow, Joel.”

“l always said you were a good
sport, old girl.”

But-being called a “good sport” is
poor consolation, when in the darkness
of the night one lies awake and faces
the future, and sees no glimmering be-
yond the growing up of a little girl,
with eight years between. Could she
keep on being a good sport until Yo-
landa could take her place? Jacqueline,
on that night after seeing Joel, asked
herself the question and dared not
answer it. In search of sleep she turned
on her restless pillow. At last she got
up and looked out of the window.
Heavy clouds shut out the moon and
the stars. A heavy night, and one that
promised storm.” Well, life was like
that; and when the storms came,
would they beat her down?

KIT had raged when they had left
Joel. “Do you think 1’m going to
stand for it?”

“Mary has done so much for me,
dearest.”

“Youve paid your debt.”

Tears were near the surface. “I
can't argue,” she said; “I only know.”

Kit had brought her to North Sta-
tion and put her on the train. He was
to go to New York that night, and
come back for the week end. Three
days in between! “I dont know how
I shall live without you,” he had said,
ardently, her hand tight in his in the
taxi. “But I'll call you up every day.”

Yet when he was In India, he
couldnt call her up . .. !

The next morning, she told old Jlan-
nah all about it. Yolanda was at school,
the baby asleep after his bath. Han-
nah was cleaning the silver which was
set out on the kitchen table. Mary
had little silver worthy of notice, ex-
cept a fat teaset which had poured tea
in an English drawing-room six gen-
erations back.

“I think 1 am honest,” Hannah had
said, as Jacqueline came into the kitch-
en, “but if | ever steal anything it
will be that teaset. It’s what | call a

[Continued on page 161]
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comfortable teaset. 1’1l bet in the old
days they served hearty things with it
—nmuffins and cheese cakes and plum
tarts . ... | had an English grand-
mother, and she used to tell ... .”

But for once Jacqueline was not in-
terested in teasets. “Hannah,” she
said, “We saw Mary’s doctor yester-
day. He says she isnt going to get
well.”

Hannah dropped her hands heavily
on the table. “Don't tell me that.”

“I don’t mean that she’s going to—
die . . .” Jacqueline elucidated; “only
she’ll always be ill—in bed—it’s her
spine. It will change all of our plans,
of course.”

Something in her voice made the
old woman ask, “You don’t mean that
you'll put off your wedding?”

“Yes, | cant
leave Mary . . . ”

Hannah picked
up her cloth and
began rubbing the
teapot. Out of a
short silence she
said, “Will they
bring Mrs. Hutch-
ins home?”

“Yes, and Joel
wants to know if
you can give ’us
full time, Hannah.

Come here to the

house and stay. We can give you a
good room, and with you to do the
work, | can look after the children
and my sister.”

Hannah stopped rubbing. “You can
do nothing of the kind.”

“Why not?”
“Youll just Kkill yourself, Miss
Jack.”

“We can’t afford nurses, Hannah.”

Again silence, and then Hannah
said, “I’ll come. But you’d better go
on and get married. You have a right
to your own life.”

“Everybody tells me that.” Jacque-
line sat up, a vivid and demanding fig-
ure; “but how can I; how can 1?”

Old Hannah sat with the teapot sus-
pended. “You can't, dear lamb. Some
women could. But not you.”

“l want to go with Kit,” Jacqueline
said, wildly; “I want to go ... |
dont want to stay here. Oh, why is
God so cruel, Hannah, to let such
things happen? The war? And little
Patsy? And Joel’s leg? And now,
Mary! It is like something way back
in the Bible—Job or Jeremiah . . .”

TT WOULD have been funny if it
4 hadn’t been so tragic. Here was a slip
of a child challenging the high gods!
But old Hannah saw nothing funny in
it. “God isn’t cruel,” she said. “It is
men who are cruel. And Death isnt
the worst. And we can’t change things
no matter how we cry out. And we
can’t whine. Miss Jack, if you’ve made
up your mind to do it, don’t go on be-
ing sorry for yourself.”

“1 know . .. I’'m not sorry for my-
self. But Kit . .. oh, Hannah—"

Old Hannah laid down the teapot
and her cleaning cloth, went over to
the sink and washed her hands, then
came back and gathered into her arms
the child who was weeping so wildly.
“Honey lamb, honey lamb,” she said;
and after that they rocked and rocked
with only the sound of Jacqueline’s
sobs in the silence.

“Prayer,” said old Hannah at last,
and apparently with irrelevance, “is
something in the heart, and not always
on your knees. Remember that, Miss
Jack. You are doing what you set out
to do for those you love. God knows
that and will bring happiness to you

in His own good time. And if it isnt
the happiness you ask for now, it will
be happiness just the same.”

“l know . ...

But Jacqueline did not know. It was
not until years had passed that she
was to understand what old Hannah
meant. “Aad the great thing, after all,
isn’t happiness. It’s to do good and be
good. That’s old-fashioned enough,
Miss Jack, but you’ll find that it
works out.”

There was a Spartan quality in the
things the old woman said, that acted
like a tonic. “Dear Hannah” said Jac-
queline, clinging. “Dear Hannah.”

Long distance talks from New York
with  Christopher.  Special delivery
letters. Telegrams. Boxes of candy.

Boxes of flowers.
Books.

Yolanda w as
thrilled and ex-
cited. “Is that
what they do when
they love you?”
she demanded,
when, in the midst
of getting her
ready for a chil-
dren’s party, there
arrived a marvel-
ous basket of
sweets forheraunt.

Jacqueline, reading the card, said,
“Yes.”

“What makes them?”

“They want you to be happy.”

“Are you happy, Aunt Jack?”

“Not as happy as | would be if
Uncle Kit wasn’t going away.”

“I thought you were going with
him, Aunt Jack.”

“Not until mother is—better.”

E went on brushing Yolanda’s hair.

The child had been told that her
mother was coming home and would
have to stay in bed, but she had been
given no hint of the dreadful future.
She accepted her mother's invalidism
and the fact of Aunt Jack’ not going
to India philosophically. “Oh, well,
when mother is better, Uncle Kit can
come back, and you’ll live happy ever
after.”

Well, life wasn't like that. Nobody
was really happy! Always she had
looked at the world through rose-
colored glasses. Making the best of
things! And there was no best. Kit
was going away, going away, going
away—no golden bells rang now in her
heart . ... only alarm bells, tolling!

“You’re pulling my hair,” Yolanda
protested. “I wish mother would let
me have it cut. May | have four pieces
of candy to take to my friends?”

“More than four if you wish.”

“No, | want one for my best friend,
and one for the next, and one for the
next,” Yolanda’s voice trailed off into
silence, as she bent over the basket.

Having made her selection, she
straightened up. “I think Uncle Kit is
perfectly adorable. When | grow up
| am going to marry a man just like
him.”

Jacqueline kissed her. “There arent
any men just like him, darling.”

“Well, 1'm going to pray every night
that God will send me one.”

A little later, Jacqueline watching
Yolanda from the window reflected
that in these days her own prayers had
been somewhat neglected. That is,
formal prayers. But in her heart she
had prayed that strength might come.

And now, suddenly, seeing the child
go happily along the snowy street,
there stirred in Jacqueline a sense of

[Continued on page 162]
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the meaning of it all. Here was Yolan-
da growing up, needing a mother. A
need greater than Kits or her own.
This was the answer for which she had
prayed. The reason for self-sacrifice.
And not only the reason, but justifica-
tion. And with this reason and justi-
fication came a sureness of purpose.
The thing must be done; and if it
must be done; why not do it glori-
ously? There should be no more tears
for Kit, for herself.

SO, TRUE to that sanguine self, which
wrung courage from defeat, she
wrote that night to her lover: “Oh, Kit,
let’s be happy in the little time we
have left. You said when you first heard
the news about Mary that things would
work out. Let us believe that they
will. Let’s believe that Mary will get
better, or that Joel will get rich, or
that your ship will come sailing in with
a cargo of diamonds. Let’s believe any-
thing but that we must

live apart. Sometimes |

think that wishing

brings things to pass.

Let’s bring them, dear-

est.”

Kit, at his Boston
club, called up Jacque-
line; “I 'm coming down
to answer your letter.

We'll see the old year
out together.”

“The Gilmans want
us over for midnight
supper. They are hav-
ing a lot of people in.”

“Must we go, dear?”

“I'm afraid so. They are really hav-
ing it for you. It’s going to be rather
a grand party, Kit, and I’ve nothing
in the world to wear—well, there%s
my old blue taffeta . .

“You look like an angel in it . .

So she wore the blue taffeta; and
Kit brought her a knot of pink roses
tied with silver ribbon, and as she came
into the great drawing-room at the
Gilmans’ and he saw her moving about
among the other women, he thought
how delicate she seemed and fine
among all the glittering ladies.

For Sue was in white, silver-span-
gled, and Paula was in green with the
family emeralds set in a pendant which
hung from a long gold chain, and
studded the golden band about her
hair, and a lot of the other women had
diamonds all over them, but Jacque-
line’s only jewels were the ring her
lover had given her, and the bracelet
he had brought from overseas.

He wanted her to meet everybody.
These were all his old friends, and
some day she would take her place
among them. But she had insisted that
the engagement should not be an-
nounced. “People talk such a lot. And
:_l’s nobody’s business but ours, dar-
ing.”

“l know. But | want to shout it to
the world.”

The midnight supper was a wonder-
ful affair. Everyone sat down at the
long table which was set with all the
tinkling, twinkling glass and silver
which had graced the boards of by-
gone Gilmans. There were red roses
in the tall epergnes, and red candles in
the tall holders. The food was delec-
table.

When the bells rang the New Year
in, a song was sung, a toast was drunk,
and Kit was called upon to say some-
thing to his friends.

He rose, and stood for a moment
smiling at them as they applauded.
Then he raised his head and spoke, and
Jacqueline, listening, was amazingly
aware that here was a Kit she had not

known—a Kit at his ease in this bril-
liant assemblage, a man of the world,
a wit. She had thought of him simply
as her Kit, brave, strong, splendid.
And in the war as a man among men.
She had not thought of him with this
social background, with people like
these for his friends. None of them
could point to a more distinguished
ancestry than her own; but where her
forebears had known plain living and
high thinking, in the families of those
about this table had been money for
generations, ease of pocketbook, social
intercourse of a kind which demands
large means and the freedom of action
which comes with affluence.

And when she was his wife, these
would be her friends, and she must
take her place among them. She must
shine as Kit shone. She must wear glit-
tering gowns like Paula, and Kit would
have the family jewels set for her. She
began to feel frightened. Would she

measure up? Could she?
Then, suddenly, there
swept over her the
memory of Kit’s finan-
cial limitations. He
would be poor for a
long time. And she was
glad of it. She would
grow with Kit’s for-
tunes, and perhaps by
the time he had what
he wanted in worldly
goods, she would learn
to be all he needed in
a wife.
When Kit sat down,
Paula, who sat near
Jacqueline, leaned across the man next
to her and said, “Aren’t you proud of
him?”

Jacqueline’s breath was quick. “He’s
wonderful—"

Paula nodded and settled back in
her seat. She talked to the man beside
her, but her mind was not on him. It
was on Sue who sat on the other side
of the table. Sue, who in her white
and silver, had listened, still as a statue,
while Kit spoke, her heart in her eyes.
“Oh, she’s mad to show it that way,”
Paula raged, inwardly. “She ought to
have more pride.”

When they rose from the table,
Paula said to Jacqueline, “Is Kit stay-
ing over tomorrow?”

“No, he goes back to Boston, then
on again to New York.”

“Then why not ride with me in the
afternoon? 1’ll drive over and get you.
Sue is going up to town, and 1’1l give
you a breath of fresh air if you'll let
me be her substitute.”

“Id love it.”

THE fun, after supper, grew fast and
furious. Women wearing paper caps
and men blowing horns danced in the
wide hall where the rugs had been taken
up. Paula, with a crowd about her was
serving punch. Sue, also the center of
a crowd, had avid eyes for Kit. She
saw him join Jacqueline, but she did
not hear what he said.

“Let’s get out of this, Jack. Ive
had enough.”

“Kit, you're wonderful.”

He looked down at her. “I'm not

fond of the limelight,” he said, abrupt-
ly. “We’ll say goodbye to everybody
and get away.”

They went down the walk, but in-
stead of helping her into the car
which had brought them over, he
turned toward his own old house, and
opened the gate. “Let’s run in here,
Jack, for a moment. | have the key.”

Then, as the big door swung back,
he leaned down and lifted Jacqueline

[Continued o1t page 165}
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prefer. The package is a marvel of ingenuity, which
hands outtwo sheets automatically. Buy Kleenex atany

toilet goods counter. The coupon will bring a sample

Kleenex Company, Lake-Michigan Building, Chicago, 111
Please send a sample of Kleenex to: MC
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Cheiranthus Allioni is a deep orange wallflower

rearranging old ones, we offer a few suggestions

as to flower planting and color arrangement. In
the space of this short article we cannot hope to cover
the various climates to be found in this huge country
of ours, so let us take the latitudes between Boston
and Philadelphia, where it is possible to have some
flowers blooming in a garden from March to November.

In such a garden the earliest possible flowering shrub
would be the Japanese witch-hazel, which flowers in
February. Next would bloom tulip
Kaufmanniana, the water-lily tulip,
a lovely native from Asia. From
then on there is always a flower
until the Black Hellebore, (helle-
borus niger) closes the season.
This Christmas rose opens about
the middle of November and keeps
its flowers under the snow. Although
it is not common to America it is
very hardy and comes in whites,
pinks, and purples as well as pret-
tily spotted. As the plants of this
flower are poisonous, children should
not be allowed to handle them.

For May try as a change from
the usual pink-lavender tulip com-
bination, the violet, bronze and yel-
low Valentin, Turenne, and Prince
of Orange tulips; mingle them with
that beautiful deep orange peren-
nial wallflower, cheiranthus allioni.
If the wallflower, which is of a
peculiar tone of orange, should
prove to be a color enemy of other
flowers coming into bloom after the
tulips, cut it down.

For late May and early June, get
two or three plants of rosa rugosa,
that creamy white or red wild-look-
ing, single rose, and below these set
a group of bulbs of the charming
camassia leichtlini; then you will

FOR those who plan new gardens or who may be

have something which will
so please your gardener’s
eye for color combination
that it will call you many
times a day to look at it. Tulip Rosabella is beautiful
if planted below the lilac known as syringa pubescens.

Underneath a double flowering pink plum—and |

always get this on its own roots, never a grafted

bush—place little colonies of purple grape hyacinth,
muscari Heavenly Blue. For June, St. Bruno’s lily

(the lovely anthericum liliastrum, like a tiny Ma-

donna lily but with grass-like leaves) might raise

its little flowers above the new dianthus Sweet

Wivelsfield, which is a cross between a Sweet William

and a carnation. This would give a fresh interest to

any border. Try the new dwarf baby rambler, Gloria

Nundi, with a little spreading carpet of lobelia Cam-
bridge Blue below it; or the same lobelia below the red-
purple of verbena venosa, that little grown but lovely
annual. This is, of course, distinctly a June effect.

In July and August there should be, if things have
been well planned in early spring, a glorious outburst
of color. The hardy phloxes with their great range of
hues make any border brilliant; the hardy salvia azurea
will give blue to the garden; and the superb colors of
many gladioli are a gorgeous addition to any garden.
The primulinus Salmon Beauty with a good purple

Shasta daisies make lovely perennial borders blooming through October

By MRS. FRANCIS KING

McCALL’'S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

Salvia azurea gives blue to the garden

petunia (partly staked and
partly allowed to go free)
beside the gladioli is a color
combination sure to please.
Petunias, | am glad to say, are once again popular.

If planted in early Spring the ornamental spinach,
atriplex hortensis rubra, will bloom in August. When
this is grown beside the hardy amaryllis, lycoris squa-
migera, the bloom of these lily-like flowers of iridescent
pink-blue-lavender, and the copper tints of the spinach
foliage, will give a sensation of beauty which is very
subtle and long to be remembered.

For September the long list of hardy asters comes to
mind. Tall and dwarf, from Mauve Cushion, only a few
inches high, to aster tataricus, the giant of them all,
there is every shade of rose, purple, lavender and white
to choose from. Mignon dahlias are beautiful with these
—even the little scarlet ones below the blue-lavender
daisy-like aster flowers. Most of these hardy asters
bloom in late August but later varieties may be found.

In October few flowers do better in a sheltered spot
than the oxeye or Shasta daisy, tall and dwarf varieties,
with the little sanvitalia procumbens spreading below
the daisies its tiny orange flowers. Or sweet alyssum’s
foam of white makes a lovely border, not only resisting
frost admirably but sowing itself for another year.

Lack of space for a garden need not daunt you; some
of the loveliest of all gardens are the
smallest. | know of a little place in
New England where two tiny borders
fifteen feet long by two wide from
house to street are so treated that
they give pleasure to all who pass
by. A flagged walk of three feet
wide is flanked by two bands of
constantly blooming plants. First,
tulips and daffodils appear in May,
then wide cushions of ageratum
bloom and pale pink stocks cover
the ground with cool, pinks and
violet blues. From June to October
these bands of color make a charm-
ing entrance to a small house.

Be discontented with your garden
—discontented but never discour-
aged. Look at your garden with a
critical though affectionate eye. Im-
prove it every year. And really think
about it. Do not copy your neigh-
bor’s garden effects unless you mean
to use these as stepping stones to
higher things of your own invention.
Do not be depressed even if you
have not much space. Look at the
hundreds of tiny yet beautiful back-
yard gardens in New York, Phila-
delphia. Boston and others of our
large cities. If you really want a
garden, no difficulties of any kind
can prevent you from having it.
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WILD WIND
[Continued from page 162-\

in his arms, “I’ll carry you over the
threshold, darling,” he whispered.
“We’re under our own rooftree, dear-
est; and it’s New Year’s morning.”

“It isnt my own roof yet, Kit.”

“But it will be some day, no doubt
of that, my dearest.” He still had her
in his arms. “Jack, don’t think 1ve
lost my mind to bring you here in this
mad fashion. But when you sat at the
table it was to you | spoke—so quiet
and lovely in your blue. But I didnt
want your quietness and loveliness
there, in all that glare. | didn’t want
to welcome the New Year in with that
howling crowd. | wanted you here—
here! 1 wanted to welcome the New
Year with you, in our own house, Jack
—on our knees!”

Oh, friendly spirits draw near to
them! Youth and ecstasy! But more
than that, ecstasy mingled with exalta-
tion! Youth consecrated to an ideal!
All about them were beating golden
wings! Never again, perhaps, would
they know such a moment. But it was
enough that they had known it!

ALL the next morning, Jacqueline

went about the house, singing. Kit
had gone to New York again, and it
would be a week before she would see
him. But she did not need to see him.
They were together in spirit. They
would always be together. The exalta-
tion of the night before had not left
her.

Paula, arriving in the afternoon in
her little car, said, “Sue went in to
Boston on the train with Kit. The rest
of us stayed in bed until noon.”

“I slept four hours.”

“You ought to be napping this min-
ute instead of riding with me. But then
you dont need a beauty sleep,” Paula
smiled as she flung out the bit of flat-
tery. She was weighing the happiness
in the sapphire eyes, the radiance
which seemed to wrap the child in a
shining mantle. It seemed a pity to
spoil it, but then there had been Sue
the night before, stripping off her white
and silver gown, and coming into
Paula’s room as the dawn broke, clad
in a flaming robe that matched her
hair, so that as she sat on Paula’s bed,
with her knees drawn up under her
chin, she was like a figure carved in
copper.

“Aunt Paula, what spoiled your ro-
mance?”

“Pride.”

“Do you mind telling me about it?”

“1 have never told anyone.”

“I know, but we Gilmans are un-
lucky in love. There must be a reason.”

Paula, propped up on her pillows,
looking her age and more than her
age, with her head tied up in a green
silk handkerchief and an embroidered
Japanese coat about her shoulders,
said, “We try to dominate—and strong
men—want to rule.”

“Oh, but that’s archaic.”

“No. Men and women havent
changed much since the world began.”
Paula chose another cigarette from a
silver case set with jade. “You know,
of course, that | went to visit Billy
Walton’s people and came back with
the engagement broken. Well, I wanted
to be queen on my throne and Billy
wanted to be king. And one day when
| was there he asked me while we were
all at a table to wear a certain dress
to a dance that night. There was no
reason why | shouldnt wear it, but |
didn’t. 1 came down in something else.
Everybody knew he had asked me, and
he was hurt. It was a silly thing to
quarrel about, but we quarreled. |
wanted to show my power; and |

[Continued on page 1661

Dreer’s

GardenBook
“T ALWAYS go to Dreer’s” is the explanation
4 you invariably get when you admire a neighbor’s
garden. Why not insure your own success with
Flowers and Vegetables by selecting them
from our 1930 Garden Book?
A copy free if you mention McCall’s Magazine

Whenyouplant"Star” Roses

youdo sowith utmostassur-

ance thatthey will grow and

bloom. Every plantis trade-

marked ana guaranteed

tobloom.Grownby rosespe-

cialists, with over 30 years

successful rose grown}g ex

perience. Our 1930 *Star Guide’

scribes over 200 up-to-date varieties—

46 shown innatural colors. 1fyouwant

dependable roses, send for your copy

of "'Star Guide to Good Rosea” today.
The CONARD-PYLE CO.

RobertPyle, Pres.
Star Rose Growers
Box 128 West Grove, Pa.

/aughans

gardening illustrated

ﬁ seed catalog uglllke o&p%rs a beaul}lful

}Jslrale m iy
e cul frination of

houghtful service_to lhe
home gardener. 1t is The Mos
BEAUTIFUL SEED CATALO
contai |n|nF lhemoslcomplelecollemon of
correct ill uslrauorl)s of
lrue colorseverp li S Ametican
d atalog. Inspirationaland instructive
S BY EXPERTS i£fi
on lhe latest fashlons and discoveries in fl

merlcan

CHINESE

& rdening. S ecial 1930 Offe Jhe new 4
inese QNI Me-| ;facke%
Catalog sent With see one, free.

VAUGHAN’S SEED STORE Dpt.24
10 W. Randolph St., Chicago
47 Barclay Street New Yor City

10 SFAR-SEED S
FREE

P Petuniar, 35 Hlustrated
PM. Asters, McGregor’s Mixed
PM. Cos Flne r umng
PM: Giint Zinnias,

b e,

Bﬂtwmfull Irsmmors In eXcpo*

SR SR PACE

McGregor Bros. Co., Box 804, Springfield, Ohio

Grown by
1la Woman

Everybudyls dellghtedwnh my new Flower Seeds

5 Packets. Easy to Grow. -,
all summer, MalledPoslpaldfor
One p: ackef( %ch of Petumas 9 varieties,
Callllpsls 27 Kin
ks 58kinds, Snapdragon?Sbeslvarlelles
G uaranleed lo Please
Order today. Sen help pa
gpac?( bR

e
e it g

Charlotte M. Haines
Dept. 914 Rockford, Illinois

RUISTVSEEDS ¢

-"OVER IOOYEABSA"-
Garden Guide and Catalog
Mailed FREE on Request

FREE FLOWER SEEDS WITH EVERY ORDER |
|

Robert Bui
DEPARTMENT R

ist Company
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

FREE ROSE BOO

k 35(h edmon .Exquisite_colors; lells how to

1lg "'Roses of New 'Castle,” also

v Plher beaullful ﬂDNers Gol
mation. Low pi Write for FREE

HELLER BROS. CO Box 313, Newcastle, Ind. |

al flowers n R}EI’NE—!\DTS

Order Gladioli
from KUNDERD

Qolden Anniversary
Qladiolus Book—FREE

To be sure of getting genuine
Hundred Gladioli send your order
to Kunderd himself.” This is
Hundreds fiftieth. anniversary.

His Golden Anniversary Gla-
dlolus Hook is full of surprises.

Hundreds of gladioli listed. 130
brand-new this_year. 63
tured in color. Full growing di-
rections. Imerestin? gladioli information. Spe-
cial anniversary collections. Use coupon.

Kunderd

222 L|nc0|n
Gla%el%ﬁus gYaXSE s

IJRPEE'’f
SEED S
GROW

‘Inplanningyour garden «. consult
theBrpee Carden Booh. FIR S 17

It tells you how to gro

more improved vegetables,
quicker and ibetter, some
from 5 to 10 days earlier-
affording you the oppor-
tunity to get more pleasure
and profitfromyourgarden.

n co(g Burpee’s
Annual Garden Book is
yours FREE.

W.ATLEE BURPEE CO.
273 BURPEE BUILDUVC «PHILADELPHIA

IT IS FREE
mwturt; tmmj

25 Iris #ricAssorted ? 4 3|VE|"'

Qaddws n We
¥ ot ey

The Whitten-Ackerman Nurseries
Box |Q, Bridgman, Michigan

Earliest Tomato s

othm earll or to be had ar here Elaularéa |§e
But to Infroduce J ng ity See
WI|| send a pkl of this Tomato and ucumber, Carro
Lettuce, Onjon, Radish cFerb Asters, Garden Pinks,
Glﬁnl Zlmnlasoan Ruf‘fe Giant Sweéet Peas If you
will_enciose 10¢ c

coupon enmlmg P/ou 0 f’ocwarﬁf] t Seegd Packmp

Our handso)
?ore catal ogls #u o Bargams in seeds planls and

s rubs and la sent free. ny new seeds free.
JoW. JUNG SEED CO,, S RANDOLPH, wWis.

SEED
BOOK *'CSfe
Pedigreed by a 53 year record
of Super-Quality, tested forabundant
life, guaranteed by a money back
bond, Maule Seedsare oulstandlngly
desirable. Send for Maule’s FREE
Seed Book today, and learn how to
have a gorgeous garden at low cost.

WM. HENRY MAULE
437 Maule Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa.



166

Infants’anda Children's
Style Book-FREE

CEND now for your free copy of this new
t) complete Style Book showingeverything
you need for your baby and your children.

You can choose from this book garments
with all the little touches the greatest spe-
cialists in children’s clothes have produced.

You will be delighted, not only with the
smart New York styles in this book, but
with the reasonable prices offered on every-
thing for children up to ten years of age.

This Style Book shows dresses as low as
49 cents; coats at $1.98 to $9.98; rompers,
shoes, sweaters, everything a baby or boy or
girl wears in the very newest styles, of best
quality and always at the lowest prices.

You will find it a keen pleasure to shop
through this Style Book, especially when
you realizewhat genuine savings are offered.
Satisfaction guaranteed or your money re-
funded. Write today for your own copy
of this Style Book—it is yours FREE.

e

Retail Store*:
New York
Brooklyn
Baltimore

Addr'ssD'Pl. s1,

FIFTH AVENUE AND 39th STREET. NEW YORK

FREE TRIAL UNTIL JUNE

In Your Own Home

A FAMOUS WING Direct From Factory

$275

We pay freight

Richest,

40,000 in use

Pianos, Player Pianos and Grands.

gged direct-from- faclory
terms.

toch oose
Save $100 t

White

rom. Shi

urest tone
0 year guarantee.
30 styles

00. Easy

WING &. SON, Dept. 20-83

13th St. and 9th Ave.__

French Hand Made
INFANTS’'WEAR

Priced Less than Importations

OnIB French needle-women_ of
New Orleans could hand-fashion

ing Brenchmatie” baby Homes;
sies for girls o 14: clothes fof
d for free copy.

DE LI5 Depl MSO New Orleans, La.

In Your Own Home!
An easy, pleasant,
dignified way! No can-
vassing, no soliciting.
No previous lralmng
needed. No tediou

study normemonszg
Decorate lovely gift-
waresin
ments, WE ¢ 4
HOW. With Monsieur
Petit’s Secretof Three
Simple Steps you can
start at once, for fine
cash income. Weguar-
anteeyoursuccess.We'

our sgaremo
ESH ouU

want women in every book

opportunity to snd children o
are old enough for public schools. Wondert
00 You can become financially mdependenlm this per-

nwv fo) fre«

S.W.P

New York, N. Y.

Earn Money
Private Kindergarten

VTOU can earn a good income every
nth in vour own home operating a
ana[e Kmdergarlen W you
actly how, from beglnmng o end No pre
vious expérience necessary.
New Profession for Women
otherseverywhereare delighted with tho

rivateschool before they
ulforchlidret

manent, pleasant, new profession e
Witefor Free MLé)IPyS SRR re AN
profession* koo

itto teuhfbow to conductkindergarten. \erl

Scl InmeMAﬂern Kindergarten Training. Inc.
63 Searle Bldg ______Rochester,N. Y,

6 EVERGREENS for $1.10
Spring Delivery—Order Now

4 81o8year trees 10 10 15 inghes high. 2 Norway
Spruge, ZAmerican Spruce 2 Chinese Aborvitac.
ODENDRONS MAGNOLIA TREE
RDY AZALEA, €

FREE ASSSraxT""-
The FISCHER NURSERIES
Evergreer EASTON, PA.

AYTTSE Tor Pl@RMdeSFABn@h'MﬁMJ&M%c and
l names of four friends_who
flowers.  Will include FRI£*Eulb
of the beautiful Mirabilis.
. Seedsman, Inc., Box 12, St. Charles, Il

Begin Right Away!
We send you BIG C

hundreds to
lhousands of dollars. An

bring " in
mon N o youv ala
own. 0 inter
ence’ with ot ne 1] FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES,
work or duties. «Dept. 18-C, Adrian, Mich.

I**send me Free Book. This docs
FREE! DUt Cme.Ginder any oBfigation

community. Be thegl}J**

first

pon.t

WILD WIND
[ Continued, from page 165]

wouldn’t say | was sorry. Then sud-
denly, in the very midst of our argu-
ment, | was aware | had gone too far.
| was frightened, but I wouldn’t back
down. | broke the engagement before
he could do it.” She blew smoke rings
into the air. “Pride, you see, Sue, and
I've suffered for it.”

“But |ve never been proud with—
Kit—" Sue stopped there, and gave
Paula a startled glance.

“Oh, dont mind me,” Paula said;
“I''ve known how you felt for a long
time.”

“Kit knew it—years ago—but |
couldn’t hold him—"

There was a moment’s silence, out
of which Paula remarked, “Things
work out. Life may bring you more
than you are looking for, Sue.”

“How can it, without making Jac-
queline unhappy?”

“She might as well be unhappy as
you.”

“But | wouldn’t steal her happiness.
1’'m too sporting for that, Paula, even
if | could do it.”

After Sue left her, Paula lay think-
ing about it. Sue would never take
what she might have. Someone else
would have to turn the trick for her.

AND now riding beside Jacqueline in
e her little car, Paula said again to
herself that it seemed a pity. Why
couldnt everybody be happy? Kit
wasn’t the only man in the world.

The snow of the night before had
piled up in drifts, and made the going
a bit difficult; but the sky was clear
and the air like wine. Paula drove
Jacqueline to a little tea-room on the
North Shore which was open in winter.

“You Won't have things like this in
India,” Paula said with an effect of
carelessness. She had ordered their
tea, and was seated opposite Jacque-
line at a little table by the window,
which looked out on a snowy street
beyond which was a view of the sea,
ultramarine under the afternoon sky.

“But I'm not going to India,” Jac-
queline said. “Didn’t Sue tell you?”

“Yes. She thought you were very
foolish. But I’'m not sure. It might be
a great adventure, and it might not.”

“Going with Kit would be.”

“Perhaps. One never can tell. And
anyhow, since you’re not going now,
you’ll both of you have time to know
your own minds.”

Jacqueline laughed, “I
know.”

“Not as you will when you are sepa-
rated. Long distance makes things seem
different. As | understand it there’s to
be no engagement.”

“Not an announced one.”

Paula hesitated, then said, frankly,
“My dear, | think you’re making a
great mistake to tie yourself up. It isnt
fair—to Kit.”

Dead silence. Then Jacqueline de-
manded: “What do you mean?”

“Oh, a man is different from a wom-
an. He cant live on letters and dreams.
Kit will want a home, a wife. Yet if
you have his promise, how can he
break it? He will feel bound—in
honor.”

“Kit wont want to break it.”

Paula shrugged her shoulders. “You
know him best, of course. And I'm
sorry | said so much. It really isnt
my affair, is it? But | like you both...”
Tea had been brought, and she began
to pour.

Jacqueline ate little. A shadow had
fallen across her radiance. Paula saw it,
but steeled her heart. The child might
as well face it now. Men wanted real-
ity, not illusion. And Kit Howland was
no different from the rest of them.

[Continued in Aprit McCarnr’s]
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FROM TIME TO TIME
[Continued from page 7]

This Peter Standish of the Eight-
eenth Century has already lived his
life and left the record of it behind
him. The hero of the play has read the
facts in modem London and is familiar
with them. To his sorrow he knows
that Peter Standish never did marry
Helen. It was her sister, the elder Miss
Pettigrew, who became his bride and
bore him three children. That which
has happened cannot be changed. This
is the pitiful plight of Peter. He cannot
wed the girl he loves because—dash it
all—he didn’t.

Upon mature reflection, it seemed
to me that John Balderson was just a
shade false to his original premise. If
Time, as viewed from an airplane, is
all of a piece, then it is no more fair
to say that the past is fixed and inex-
orable than to assert that over the
future the individual has no control.
“Real Time is nothing but an idea in
the mind of God!” Very well; then
Peter Standish should not have per-
mitted recorded history to thwart his
heart’s desire.

Better by far it would have been for
him to have sailed in and reconstructed
the past. Indeed the most exciting
moment of the play is built around
precisely such a mood. For just the
nearest fraction of a scene Peter and
Kate dare to contemplate the thought
of flying against the thing which has
happened. The rebellion is brief. Peter
returns to his own century and Helen
remains in hers.

“You've your life to live out in the
future, Peter,” she tells him. “Don’t
be too sad there about a girl who’s been
dead so long. As | grow old, your youth
will seem to me eternal youth, for you
will come, wont you, young as | see
you now, to my grave in St. Mark’s
churchyard? To you, that will be to-
morrow. And yet, ‘twill be generations
after | am dead. I’ll ask for a stone
with the letters cut deep, so they won't
wear away, before you come to me.”

AND at this point in the play | al-

- ways begin to weep and blur my
vision for the rest. To many Berkeley
Square is chiefly interesting as a light
and gay comedy. The fact that Peter
Standish commutes from his own cen-
tury into the past allows the author
some excellent frivolous opportunities
which he does not neglect.

For instance, this man who goes
back beyond the tomb of his ancestors
creates for himself a pretty reputation
as a wit by the simple expedient of
getting off many of the best epigrams
of Oscar Wilde.

No one can challenge their original-
ity for Wilde is not yet bom. And there
is humor, too, in the romantic concept
which Peter Standish has formed
around the past and the reality which
shocks him when he meets it face to
face.

Yet while all this is amusing and
novel in treatment and in situation |
choose to believe that Berkeley Square
was written chiefly for the story of the
two lovers who pined for each other
and tried to reach across the century
which lay between them. These par-
ticular scenes are played with great
fervor and beauty by Leslie Howard
and Margalo Gilmore. Mr. Howard,
in particular, gives what | think is the
most moving performance to be seen
in New York this season.

Of course, if you like musical com-
edy better than more serious sort of
entertainment, there is no denying that
Jack Donahue is highly amusing in
Sons O’ Guns and that this attempt to
make a song and dance out of the
great war succeeds admirably. But that
is because Donahue does the dancing.

. .. before It stops you!

MMON head colds often “settle” in
throat and chest where they may be-

famous blend of oil of mustard, camphor,
menthol and other helpful ingredients brings

come dangerous—ub Musterole on thesg¢eliefnaturally. It penetrates and stimulates

parts at the first sniffle—it will relieve con-
gestion by stimulating blood circulation.
But don't be satisfied with the noticeable
relief you should experience
from the first Musterole rub
—apply it every hour
for five hours and you’ll
be amazed at the result!
Working like the trained
hands of a masseur, this

bload circulation and helps to draw out in-
fection and pain. Used by millions for 20 years.
Recommended by many doctors and nurses.
Keep Musterole handy—
jars and tubes.
oMothers—Musterole
is also made in milder
form for babies and
small children. Askfor
Children’s Musterole.

Embarrassed By Your Complexion?

Is it rough, pimply,

coarse  textured

cJoudy? Use Resinol

St)ap and
Ointment as
directed every
night for one
week and note
the improve-
ment in your

skin. Then adopt Resinol
or Soap for daily toilet use to
keep your complexion clear,
fresh  and lovely. Resinol
Ointment also is soothing
and healing for burns, col
sores, chafing, itching rashes
etc. At all druggists.

FREE sample of
Resinol, Dept.3-C, Baltimore, Md.

- J*Resino

FREE DIET ADVICE

THE services of a staff of graduate dietitians are

Kours for the asking. Write today on any diet
problem and complete details of the Battle Creek Diet
System will be sent you free and postpaid. Also 60-page
illustrated booklet, Healthful Living,*" written by the
leading diet authority. It describes in detail Health
foods used at the Baitle Creek Sanitarium and other
institutions with such success. The Battle Creek
Food Co., Dept. 53-16th St. Battle Creek, Michigan.

CORNS

and tender toes —relieved

in 1 minute by these thin,

soothing,healing pads.Safe!
Atalldrug, shoeand deft, stores.

2 l-Scholl*
Itlo-pa& the pain isgone

JELEVERY WOMAN OUGHT tokow

The Dolly Gray Fashion Parade of
Beautiful New Spring Frocks is now
ready. Just send a card and say,
“Send me your Spring Fashion Book."

IT'S FREE—

CHE is the most popular woman in her set
w ...admired,adored, invited everywhere.
She always looks so charming and so
gloriously happy. Hersecret? She has dis-
covered what every woman ought
to know —the Modern Way to Beauty
and Charm — Clothes more clothes

.clothes that enhance and glorify. Twice
as many frocks —two frocks for the price
of one in the Dolly Gray Semi-Made Way.

Dolly Gray Semi-Made Fashions are within
the reach of every purse. Each is semi-
made to your size. Only the simple finish-
ing touches are left undone; so that your
frocks fit your figure exactly. In a few de-
lightful hours you complete a semi-made
frock that all your friends will admire —
and you save many, many dollars.

DOLLY GRAY

525 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Room 60
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If youve dreamed...yearned...fairly ached toset a lovely table..HEAD!

HERE'S TODAY'S OUTSTANDING VALUE

TRIUMPH « MAYFAIR « PRINCESS
This wonderful offer gives you a choiceo fthree distinctive pat-
terns. Pictureeach, uponyourfinest napery, catching the mellow
lighto fyour “party”candles. Which...toperfectlyexpressyou?

IN SILVERPLATE

+'s not just the number of pieces . . . though,

Heaven knows, you would never have drearred
of getting so much silver for such a price!

Its not the tray . . . which turns out, when the
little plush pad is removed, to be a mirror, and the
pride of your heart!

No, it’s the kind of silver!

It’s the kind of silver that makes you know how
foolish it is to put your good money into degpsil-
ver—silver you can never be
proud of—when this costs so
little more! This silver is good
silver—so evidently!

Pictures can’t showit. Words
can’t tell you! But take your-
self, this minute, right on down
to your silver dealer o. Ask.

beautiful matching hoiiow-ware.

He 11 put before you a surprise
that will fairly sweep you off
your feet!

For he’ll put beforeyou .. .
silver far lovelier than you had
ever hoped, inyourfondest hopes,
that such a price would buy!

Hold a piece in your hand.
Study the pattern closely. Let your eyes dwell on
every graceful curve of the handle, on down to the
tip! Only fine silver is so perfectly proportioned.

Feel the weight of it! Learn how each fork and
spoon is reinforced, just where the wear comes. Learn
that this silver is plated with pure silver—heavily
plated . . . It’s the famous Wm. Rogers &Son silver-
plate. At $16.50—26 pieces—enough to serve 6
persons! And it’s guaranteed for 35 years of wear!

Justwhere the wear comes, there's
where this plate is reinforces.

Don't Say “Rogers”— say “Jim. Rogers & Son”

Wm. R/Ogers

S on -fLLvezfiLate.

INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO.T
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No. 1763. The vogue for embroidered pictures is at its finest in this beautiful old

Colonial Doorway. Its charm is found in the remarkably worked out, minute details

—the paneled door, flagstone walk, leaded window panes, the artful placing of the

blue window stitches—the whole realistic effect gained by the right stitch here, and

correct color there. Pattern includes stamped canvas, wools for Working (20 colors)
and directions and color chart.  Size, 10 x 13 inches. Price, $2.25.

Subtly shaded

1769. This stunning painted wall hanging finds its right-
ful place over sideboard, couch, or console table.

(Below)—1766

No. 1767. Blue, greens and browns, blended harmoni-
ously b¥ an expert colorist, for_this wool bag, sup(fly
the perfect finish for costumes in any of these shades.
It can be an_envelope Burse (5% x 10 inches) or a
bag (7% x 10 inches). Pattern includes canvas, wools
(10 colors), and * ste%-zbyéstep" directions. Price,

No. 1769. Wall hangings are tremendously the vogue,
and rightfully so when such lovely designs as this
%;Jrgeously plumaged bird, are available for them.
ver a console table, behind a couch, or in a hall, it
supplies a rich accent of color. The design (45 inches
high) is painted on pongee with fabric paint. Com-
plete directions. Transfer, 60 cents. Yellow.

No. 1766. “ Homeward Bound,” a quaint marine
scene, is the perfect thing for an overmantel decora-
tion. Probably made years ago by a British sailor for
a wife or sweetheart, the sceneis quaintly realistic.
Wec have reproduced It in cottons of unusual softness
and pliability, exactly matching the original colors.
Stamped canvas, cottons for working (6 colors) and
directions. Price, $1.75.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices quoted above.
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No. 1765. A Spanish senorita

in rich silk, or a gay summer

- - girl in flowered organdie—which-

Q I y ne _l'_ OrCIV (. Iunos ever you want for your boudoir!
Pattern for costume and under-

wear with directions. Suitable

for a 30-inch long doll. Price, 30
cents.

No. 1764. For a boudoir in

for T Ia/ Q IIOSI Colonial style, your doll can
wear a Colonial costume with

dainty rosebuds, frilly lace, and

an old-fashioned bonnet. For

30-inch long doll. Pattern for

costume and underwear with di-

S m por iant rections. Price, 30 cents.

No. 1738. Dolls dressed as
beautifully as this one, could
gracefully ornament a chair or
cushion in the hall. Suitable for
30-inch long dolls. Pattern for 3

H costumes, underwear and direc-
oorri tions. Price, 35 cents.

1764

1765

No. 1744-1745. These pillows
with 5-inch ruffles, are indeed
smart. Each design comes stamp-
ed on white organdie with tinted
face and costume ready to be
embroidered and with material
for backs. Price. 50 cents each.
Ruffles (3 yards long) require
Yi yard of 44-inch material and
3 yards of binding for each.

No. 1768. You don’t have to
be an expert in handwork to
make this lovely Colonial quilt.
It is especially designed so that
it can be quickly and easily done
by machine—even the quilting.
Includes applique pattern, and

1744 quilting transfers for blocks and
border. Price, 75 cents. Blue.

No. 1751. The Rose Arbor pic-
ture can only be compared to a
rare piece of old tapestry, and is
loveliest when boxed with gath-
ered ribbon on a dull green taffe-
1768 ta pillow. Picture comes stamped
on canvas (5 x ? inches) with
lustrous cottons (20 colors) for
working. Price, $1.00.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices quoted above.
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dJams is d'Jnieresied in o fL

or cJ™acL o hem

/“LEEVES grow more and more va-
(O/ ried. Some of them are trimmed
with bands and bows and shirrings

to match a dress trimming, some flare to
match a skirt flare, some are short puff
sleeves, others elbow length, still others
long enough to fall over the hand. And
the sleeves of the simplest frocks acquire
style interest by being present or absent,
the sleeveless frock being a strong favor-
ite for both sports and dinner dresses,
while long tight sleeves appear most fre-
quently in daytime frocks. In coats, flaring
shoulder capes are a popular means of
calling attention to sleeves, especially as,
when coats flare slightly at the hemline,
the width of a shoulder cape gives a
very attractive balance to the silhouette.

No. 6045. The cape of a princess coat is at-
tached under a panel in the bach and ties
in front. Triangular pockets accent shaped
seamings at the sides. Size 36, 3<% yards
54-inch material; lining, 2% yards 39-inch.

No. 6026. A novel tie that finishes the square
nechline, and decorative seamings in jacket
effect are features of a smartly tailored
frock. Four pleats widen the hemline. Size
36, 4% yards 39-incli or 5% yards 54-inch.

No. 6039. The slightly circular skirt of a
sleeveless frock is seamed at the front, back
and the sides, and joined, to the top in a
modernistic line. Size 36, 4 yurds 27-incli
material; contrasting, ¥> yard of 39-inch. 6039

No. 6042. Shaped sections inserted in the
front of the skirt give_a becoming silhou-
ette to a simple frock. The back is Homed
above a shallow skirt yoke. Size 36, 3 yards
39-inch; contrasting, "% vyard of 35-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Payton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 134.
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Q O ill Sreseni

saslions d Ist?

by C herese (Slemonceau

FRENCH journalist
\f-J_ wrote a few days ago,

an article on current
fashions and the new femin-
ine silhouette is not to her
taste it seems.

As a matter of fact, regard-
less of criticism, there is
in the realm of the Haute
Couture a considerable ani-
mation, a constant coming
and going and a few minutes
spent in a comfortable arm-
chair, listening to the buzz of
conversation, would convince
any writer that the clients are
charmed and the creators de-
lighted.

This same journalist con-
tinuing her campaign is ask-
ing that a reprieve be granted
to the dying fashion! She is
thus displaying a rather faulty
psychology both as a woman

and . . . what is worse . . .
as a professional style ex-
pert.

The President of la
Grande Couture, conscious of
his duty, has justly and highly
protested against the spirit of
the article in question, and
thanks to his intervention
order has been restored. The
lady who started the contro-
versy must now be repenting
bitterly but it will be some
time before she is granted
complete forgiveness.

Having advised you of this
wordy duel which has afford-
ed us quite a thrill, 1 will now
put the matter before you.
Will present day fashion last
or not? There can be no
doubt that it is very much
alive and going strong. Will
it keep up its present pace? |
hope and believe so. In any
case we are being offered a
curious and logical fashion
for which | have found no
analogy in the History of
Fashion. In fact, for morning,
street and sports wear, short
dresses are still the thing, al-
though they are not so ex-
treme. For the afternoon
women half conceal their legs
and the other half disappears
entirely as soon as the lights
are turned on. This tripartite
combination can but charm
women by its diversity, and
knowing women as | do, |

forecast a normal life to the cJoe
present fashion trends.
Narrow busts, sunken
No. 6028. A becoming short bolero is suggested by a No. 6043. Typical of the new.season's “ picture” frocks
wide band on the bodice. The long circular shirt has a is an evening gown with a petal shirt, and a short pep-
fitted yoke and a scalloped hemline. Size 36 requires 6% lum joined on"at the normal waistline. Size 36 requires
yards ‘of 39-inch material or 31} yards of 72-inch net. 9 yards of 35-inch material or 8¥& yards of 39-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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cJPiicile 3>ar*v

No. 6034. Contrasting fabric forms the tops of the
sleeves and the shaped yoke of a French afternoon
frock. A narrow sash ties in a bow in the back. Size 36,
4Vi yards 39-inch; contrasting, % yard 35- or 39-inch.

shoulders, slender waists are
not common property, and al-
though we shall shortly wit-
ness an alteration of this out-
line it does not imply that all
the present tendencies will
disappear. The looser bodices
shall be maintained by still
narrower belts. The waist shall
remain high but without strict
rules, so that the dressmaker
shall alter its position accord-
ing to the model, and espe-
cially, the wearer. It must be
admitted, since there is al-
ways ground for criticism,
that present day fashion is
difficult to carry off well. The
models who are always fault-
lessly built, are nearly always
successful, but you will no-
tice that | have said “nearly.”
The designers have sensed
this, which means that their
efforts will tend towards a
more perfect silhouette. As to
the long skirts, they have won
the fight and they are here to
stay. Women consider the
long and supple line much
more becoming and easier to
wear than the straight short
skirt which they found to have
many drawbacks.

The present tendencies for
each time of the day will be-
come more marked. For in-
stance, the necks of blouses
are becoming quite high,
while for afternoon frocks
they creep lower and show a
touch of lingerie or ecru lace
and evening allows the most
daring decolletes both front
and back. Straight sleeves are
enlivened by elbow trim-
mings, arm bands, frillings,
insertions.

| firmly believe in the vic-
tory of fabrics from which
excessive fancy has been ban-
ished. We are headed for
beauty, reserve, a stately dis-
tinction of manners which will
be noticeable both in fashion
and general demeanor. Since
it is claimed that dress is an
expression of personality, it is
but logical to assume that
short dresses and short hair
have led women to a freedom
of speech and manners some-
times overdone and that in-
versely with a return of fem-
inine fashions we shall again
become . . . charming ladies.

This rapid survey which
has enabled me to lift, for a
brief moment, the veil con-
cealing the future, shows
that in all directions Fashion
is stressing our femininity.
Give free play to your rea-
son, your sense of logic and
your womanly tastes and
since it is within your reach
to become more adorable
still, can |1 doubt for a mo-
ment that the newborn Fash-
ion will win your approval.
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No. 6037. A circular flounce is joined on in a modernis-
tic. line. Slashes at the side, decorated with bows and
pipings, reveal a contrasting inset. Size 36, 3% yards

39-inch;

inset and binding require \j yard 39-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail., postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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HE ensemble intended strictly for sports use is usually
represented in the Paris collections as a one-piece frock
suitable for tennis, accompanied by a short jacket cut on
simple cardigan lines, generally of different color and fabric. For
all day wear, the sports ensemble consists of a suit carried out
in sports materials. There are usually three pieces, a short jacket,
a skirt to match and a contrasting blouse that may be made with
or without sleeves, depending on individual taste. The detail of
closing the jacket with ends that tie in bows is a new note.

6036

No. 6036. The skirt of a three-
piece ensemble is cut slightly cir-
cular and pleated in the front. The
sleeveless bodice is loosely belted.
Size 36, 4% vyards 33-inch, 4%
yards 35-inch or 4 yards 39-inch.

6038

No. 6038. The sleeveless frock of a
sports ensemble has a pleated
skirt, and shaped panels at the
front and the back of the bodice.
Size 36 requires 4% yards 33-inch
material or 41) yards 35-inch.

No. 6038. The frock of this en-
semble is accomﬁanied by a short
jacket cut on the popular cardi-
gan lines, with two patch pockets.
ize 36, sleeveless dress, 4y> yards
35-inch; jacket, 3Vi yards 39-incli.

No. 6036. The short jacket of the
ensemble fastens by means of sash
ends attached at each side of the
front and te/ing in bows. Size 36,
sleeveless blouse, 3 yards 39-inch;
jacket, skirt, 37s yards 54-incli.

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.

6040

No. 6040. Princess lines are su?-
ested in the frock of an ensemble
y means of shaped panels insert-

ed in the skirt. A belt marks the

waist.-Size 36, dress, 8% yards 39-
inch; vest, % vyard of 39-inch.

No. 6040. The .jacket of the ensem-
ble is sleeveless and slightly fitted.
Decorative fpatch pockets” repeat
the shape of the skirt panels. Size
36, dress with jacket, 52 yards 35-
inch; vest, % vyard of 39-inch.

No. 6035. A loose three-quarter
length jacket with a notched collar
and shaped patch pockets gives a
becoming silhouette to an ensem-
ble. Size 36, blouse, 8% yards 39-
inch; coat,»skirt, 3 yard 54-inch.

Srencli (Dnsembles C/Jteseni Qlew cfilLloueiles

ryoW O silhouettes typical of the coming season are illustrated

in these two French ensembles. In one, princess lines are

accented, the frock achieving pripcess lines by shaped
sections in the skirt, the jacket echoing the same lines by being
slightly fitted. In the other ensemble, the style interest is cen-
tered at the hipline. In the two-piece frock, the blouse is length-
ened to the hipline and finished with a frill, and a frill trims the
skirt yoke in peplum effect. The coat is cut loose, and long
enough to allow widening the silhouette to just below the hipline.

6035

No. 6035. The skirt of the en-

semble has a deep yoke trimmed
with a frill in peplum effect. The
blouse is lengthened and edged
with a frill. Sise 36, dress, 4y2
yards 35-inch or 4\4 yards 89-inch.



little jackets that Paris uses to

transform a frock into an ensemble

are following the trend of the waist-

line upwards and becoming shorter. In after-
noon ensembles, the jackets are often really
short, like boleros. In sports ensembles, the
jackets are likely to be designed on cardigan
lines, and a few inches longer. And in en-
sembles for various uses, both lengths are
combined in jackets that are bolero length
in front and cardigan length in the back.

No. 6030. A tuck-in blouse,
a pleated skirt, and a
jacket cut slightly longer
In the back form a new
French ensemble. Size 36,
blouse, ards 39-inch;
jacket and skirt, 4% yards
9-inch; skirt requires 2%
yards of 39-inch material.

No. 6032. An inverted
pleat in the back gives
added fulness to the cir-
cular cape worn with a
pleated one-piece frock.
Size 36, with cape, 5%
yards 54-incli material;
dress requires 3% yards of
39-inch; contrasting, %
yard of 35- or 39-inch.

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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No. 6041. The short jacket
of an ensemble is cut
slightly longer in the back.
The dress is trimmed with
bows and seamings. Size
36 with jacket, dress, /&
yards 39-inch; jacket, | 7s
yards 39-inch; “dress with
sleeves, 5™ yards 39-inch.

No. 6033. A becominig en-
semble consists of a sleeve-
less frock with rounded
tabs overlapping the waist-
line and a circular cape.
Size 36, with cape, 5%
yards 39-inch; caﬁ)e lining,
sleeve facing, 1% yards
39-inch; dress without
sleeves, 5% yards 32-inch.

ANY of us who thought we could
\f fl not wear capes listened with mis-

givings when there was so much
talk about cape ensembles as soon as the
models for the coming season were shown
in Paris. But the arrival of the models
proves that they are capes anyone can
wear. They are not like the old capes,
dignified and difficult to adjust, but they
are like the youthful flattering bertha col-
lar made larger and separate from the frock.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street. Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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( lie CITilled !'_J(if>Inic is cIJmporlat

/-poH E fact that waistlines arc defined by a slight curve in

many of the new formal frocks does not mean that hip-

[incs are becoming less slender. In most frocks, the hip-
line is still fitted, but the fitted line is carried much higher, al-
most to the natural waistline. One frock on this page fits the
hips by means of a shaped yoke, another has a girdle tying in a
bow in front. The third frock has a very wide slashed girdle
tying in two knots; the fourth has a skirt designed to fit the hip-
line. and a jacket lends a high waistline suggestion to the bodice.

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

6022

No. 6031. Aii afternoon
%own has a slightly
loused bodice, and a
sleirt with two _ flaring
sections dipping in points
at the hem. Size 36 re-
quires 5*4 yards 35-inch
or 4% yards of 39-inch.

No. 6024. The newest
peplum silhouette appears
In a frock ivith a pcplum
flaring below the hip-
line, and aflaring flounce
at the hem. Size 36, 3%
yards 39-inch; contrast-
ing, % vyard 39inch.

No. 6022. A wide girdle
slashed and knotted _at
the side forms a striking
hipline treatment. A one-
sided drapery trims the
bodice. Size 36 requires
5% vyards 35-inch mate-
rial or 4% yards 39-inch.

No. 6027. The new short
Eton jacket is empha-
sized by means of con-
trasting materials. The
skirt is cut to flare front
and back. Size 36, 2%
yards 54-inch; contrast-
ing, 1 yard of 39-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.



No. 6023. The circular skirt
of an afternoon frock is
joined to the top in a
pointed line, accented by
trimming bands and bows.
Size 36 requires 5% yards
35-inch material or 4%
yards of 39-incli material.

No. 6029. Puff sleeves are
a quaint feature of a frock
for afternoon or informal
evening. Circular sections
widen the skirt hem. Size
36 requires 5Vi yards 32-
or 35-incli material; vest,
Vi yard 32-inch material.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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No. 6008. A slender frock
is_fitted at the waistline
with tucks. A flounce
dips in points at the hem-
line and a flounce trims
the sleeves. Size 36 re-
quires 3% yards of 35
inch or 3% yards 39-inch.

No. 6025. A spiral sug-
gestion is lent by slanting
seamings at the hipline ac-
cented by circular frills.
Frills also trim the sleeves.
Size 36 requires 4% yards
35-inch material or 4V
yards of 39-inch material.

Qjoulli anJd ffeemininiiy m c J leei'es

VJOTHING could be younger in effect than the short puff
\f [ sleeves that Paris adds to afternoon or evening frocks, but
every type of sleeve has its own way of expressing the new
youthfulness and femininity of fashions. Some sleeves are seamed
at the cuff in pointed effect to match the pointed seaming of the
frocks. Others are cut off just above the elbow and finished with
a feminine frill that matches a flounce at the hemline. Another
type of sleeve that is very popular has two frills at the
elbow, to accent the frills that trim the collar and the hipline.
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Qleur &r

LOVELY
LUSTROUS

ahiw/A/

Does your hair ever seem
dull to you—drab, lifeless?
Have you not wished for
something that would
keep it looking prettier—

The secret lies in proper shampooing! Not just
soap-and-water “washings”, but regular use of a sham-
poo that really beautifies—one that was created especi-
ally to improve dull hair and add that little something
extraso often lacking.

If you really wish to make your hair bewitchingly
lovely—just one Golden Glint Shampoo will show
you theway! No other shampoo, anywhere, like it!
Does more than merely cleanse. It gives your hair a
“tiny-tint” —a wee little bit—not much—hardly percep-
tible. But what a difference it makes in one’s appear-
ance. Millions use regularly! There'sayouth-impart-
ing touch—a beauty specialist’s secret in its formula.
25c at your dealers’, or send for free sample.
---------------- FREE

J.W. KOBI CO., 606 Rainier Ave., Dept. C

Seattle, Wash., ****  Pleasesenda freesample.

City, State-
Color of my hair:

Thelargestand mostcomplete selec-
. tion of articles stamped for embroid-
eryisshown.Color Chartincluded witheveryorder.
Ready to wear for Infants and Children, stylish
Wash Dressesfor Women. Silk Hosiery. Lingerie,
Household Linens, Curtains and Draperies,
Purses, Novelties, etc.
Write for Free Catalog Today. 76 pages of
latest, attractive, practical merchandise. 1llus-
trated in color and roto-gravure. Excellent values.
Satisfaction Guaranteed or your money refunded.
We Have Paid A ItPostage for over 30 Years
Books Sent Within the U. S. A. Only

Frederick Herrschner use.
6672 So.Ashland Axfe.,, CHCAQO

~ Wax
Keeps SkinYoung

Absorb_blemishes and discolorations by regu-
larly using Mercolized Wax. Get an ounce, and
use as directed. Invisible particles of aged skin
peel off, until all defects, such as pimples, liver
spots, tan, freckles and large pores, have dis-
appeared. Skin is beautifully clear, soft and
velvety, and face looks years c?/ounger. Mer-
colized Wax brings out the hidden beauty. To
reduce wrinkles and other age signs, use
this face lotion: 1 ounce powdered saxolite and
one-half pint witch hazel. At all Drug Stores.

ILiquid Silmer
I Sets hair—and holds it—in soft
| formed waves. Removes dandruff,
[Gives hair a neat well-groomed

oo, i

AT _ Nothin,
HOME prawer 1

(L a, loreel C=J\~oc(s
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reoJdlioblly Chilledio {he CzJlpure

No. 6018. The bodice of a tailored frock
closes in a surplice line. A skirt yoke cut
in points in front lends a slightly fitted
hipline. Size 36 requires 3ys yards 39-
inch; contrasting, y> yard of 39-inch.

No. 6016. A one-sided suggestion is ef-
fected by a group of pleats at one side,
and a one-sided neckline. A narrow belt
marks the waist. Size 36, 3y+ yards 35-inch
material or 3% vyards 39-inch material.

No. 6015. Decorative seamings trim the
bodice and suggest a skirt yoke. The cir-
cular skirt is cut slightly longer in the
back. Size 36, 3% yards 35-inch or 3%
yards 39-inch; collar, % vyard 39-incli.

No. 6017. Tucks give a nipfled-in waistline
to a frock with a diagonal closing, and a
group of pleats in front headed by slant-
ing scallops. Size 36, yards ‘54-inch
material; contrasting, % yard of 39-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co.,

McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co,,
McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 154.

my Mother always uses
WRKHT'S
BIAS FOLD TAPE

The assortment of colors, fabrics
and widths are adaptable for every
purpose.  Silks, lawns, percales,
ginghams all guaranteed fast color.
Every pieceiscut on atrue biasand
made so as to retain full elasticity
It turns corners without a pucker
and makes perfect miters.

Send 10c for our illustrated
Sewing Bookand a Free.three-
yard sample of our fast
color tape.

Address Dept. 10

WM. E. WRIGHT
&. SONS CO.
Orange, N.J.

EXPECTINGA
BABY?
Get this book
FREE

R EAD how future shape of baby’s

face, set of chin, spacing of teeth,
can depend on work of baby’s mouth
while nursing. See how flabby rubber nipples
can keep bones and muscles from developing
as nature intended ... The Hygeia Breast
Nipple is firmedto cause same facial develop-
ment as the natural breast. Doctors recom-
mend it.  Send coupon today for “Nursing
Habits” in plain wrapper. Address, Hygeia
Nursing Bottle Co., Dept M-4 Lancaster, N. Y.

- State. .
Sales Rep., Harold F. Ritchie A Co., Inc., N. Y. C.

68-page
Dressmaking
Lesson

FREE

Right at home, in spare time,
you can learn to make ail your
own clothes for a half or a third
of what you pay in the sho|>s. The

you the secrets of designing, cut.
ting, fitting and finishing' that

ake the professional modiste
50 successful.

So that you may see with
gyes how easily you can lea
this fascinating s ep-by-stegp i
will gladly send you a 68-pi
lesson free

In words anil pictures, it describes the
details of cutting and finishing sleeves,
collars, shoulders and other difficult parts
of a dress, livery page is full of helpful
instructions, il so simple and complete
that you can quickly master them.

Just mail the coupon and we will. send
o this 68-PAGE SAMPLE LESSON
ree, as well as our booklet, "Making
Beautiful Clothes.’

WOMAN'  INSTITUTE, Dept. 3-C, Scranton, Pa.

| Please Making |

Beautiful Clothes." a 68-PAGE SAMPLE .

LESSON described” ahoi a most interested in— |
n Millinpru

(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss)



TheyUsed toCall
Me

M
The Personal

Story of
Emma Courtney

“1 will never forget the
unhapp}{ Idays when as

W
all my friends’ jokes. They
referred to me’ as heavy-
weight,” ‘Fat Emma’_and
other odious names. They
never knew how deep these
]Bokes cut into my feelings.
t as | look back, | am
certain that my friends were
right, 1 was fat. Almost
every dress | puton soon
burst at the seams. Car-
rying so much weight
tired my legs and weal
ened my ankles so | had
no energy left at the end
of the day. Although young and pretty, 1 found
out that “young men
“1 was anxious to reduce, but everyone warned
me against the ill effects that follow from the use
of ‘anti-fat’ nostrums and violent exercising ma-
chines. | was desperate and didn’t know what to do.
"Then a kind friend told me of Miss Annette
Kellermann and her wonderful reducing methods.
Interested at once | wrote her and soon received

her fascinating book. ‘The Body Beautiful,” and a

lovely personal letter, explalnlng her course in_de-

tail and how | could easily reduce six to eight

ounds a month—safely. 1 followed her instruc-

ions. In a few months | regained my youthful
figure and have kept it ever since. Life is once
more worth living."”

Simply write to_Miss Kellermann for her new_ book
“The Body Beautiful.” and you will be told, Witheok
obligation, all about her methods of reduction  in

) ss Cou
ney's. Send the coupon today. ‘Address Annette Keller-
man, Suite 85, 223 West Sbth Street, New York City.

Annette Kellermann, Suite 8
NG SO SRR RS BT city
Dear Miss Kellermann:

Kindly send me entirely, without cost. your new book
“The Body Beautiful,” | am particularly interested
in Weight ‘Reducing

Name

Addre:

City State

Variety is
HEALTHFUL

WINTER menus are apt to become
dull—particularly breakfasts. But
you can add variety that will
tempt the laziest appetite by serv-
ing a crisp, delicious cereal.

Put pep into breakfast with Kel-
logg’s Pep Bran Flakes and milk or
cream—then top each bowl with
canned or preserved fruit. Wonder-
ful flavor. Refreshing crispness.
You’ll delight in these better bran
flakes that have the full flavor of
PEP with just enough bran to be
mildly laxative. Made by Kellogg
in Battle Creek.

KM iyps

Corn Flakes, Rice Krispies, ALL-
BRAN, Pep Bran Flakes, Kellogg's
Shredded Whole Wheat Biscuit,
Whole Wheat Krumbles, KaBee Hag
CoBee—the caBeine-itee coBee.

CJdrench Celtic for the

~NJirl and J(er

No. 6007. A smart costume
consists of a tuck-in blouse,
and a suspender skirt clever-
Ig/ cut to mold the waistline.

ize 16, blouse, 1% yards
39-inch; skirt requires 1%
yards of 54-inch material.

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

-~Joung

oanoer CjJinter

did not care for ‘fatties.’

6011
No. 6011. Contrasting bands
accent the smart lines of a
frock with short kimono
sleeves. Matching panties
form a practical” addition.
Size 8, 3% yards of 33-
inch; contrasting requires %
yard of 33-inch material.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or or by mail,

5934 6012 6014
6013. A simple frock  No.

No. 5934. Sash ends sug%est No.
the waistline. The sli

circular skirt is joined on
in a diagonal line. Size 13,

waist, I\i yards 33-inch;
contrasting, 1% yards 1_53-
inch; col ar cuffs require

% yard of 33-inch material.

tly with a circular skirt has a
smart separate bolero, at-
tractively trimmed with con-  and
trasting "bands at the edges.
Size 10 requires 3 yards 39-
inch material. Eton requires
% yard of 39-inch material.

No. 5933. The short cape is
an _important feature of
spring fashions. In this case
it accompanies a simple
frock belted at the waist-
line. Size 16 requires 3%
ards  54-inch . material;
inding requires 10%> yards

B

inch material;

postage prepaid, from The McCall Co.,

MccCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.

6014. The contrastin
yoke of a small girl's froc
Is cut in a point in front
closes with buttons.
Size 3 requires | 7s yards 37-
contrasting
yoke and collar require %
yard of 37-inch material.
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No. 6020. A vyouthful
frock presents successful
French style features in
cap sleeves, a shirred
waistline and panels dip-
ping at the sides. Size 16,

4% yards 39-incli;

con-

trasting, Vi yard 39-inch.

6020 6019

No. 6010. The skirt of a
small frock is joined to the
top in a scalloped line, and
the collar is edged with
scallops to match. Size 4 re-
quires 2% yards 35- or 39-
inch; contrasting requires
% vyard 39-inch material.

6009 6010

No. 6013. A shaped band
gives an individual _neckline
fo a simple frock. The skirt
is cut slightly circular and
finished ‘with an uneven
flounce. Size 10 requires 2Vi
yards of 35-inch mate-
rial or 2% yards of 39-inch.

cfhtrrings and cfcallofis CmaL

ddjoulhful

CC™ochs decorative

No. 6019. Pleated collar and
cuff's form an attractive fin-
ish for a frock designed on
princess lines with a_flared
and pleated skirt. Size 16,

4% vyards of 39-inch; con-
trasting, % yard of 39-incli.

6013 5938
No. 5938. Seamings suggest
a short bolero in a straight
line frock bloused by a belt
attached at each side of the
front. Pockets head two
groups of pleats. Size 12,

Vi yards 32-inch_material;
binding requires 5% yards.

6009

No. 6009. A contrasting frill
accents the diagonal line of
the bodice of a frock with
a flaring skirt and short
flaring_sleeves. Size 10, 2
yards 35-inch or 1% yards
39-inch; jabot requires %
yard of 39-inch material.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co,
McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio, at prices listed on page 184.
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A Matter of Minutes
To Erase the Years

Simply combing clear, colorless liquid
through the hair works the magic. Color
comes to every graying strand. No expe-
rience required. Results defy detection
Any shade successfully matched — black,
brown, auburn, blonde, etc

For more than 30 years this has been the
one most famous, dependable and en-
tirely SAFE way to bring youthful color
to graying hair. No danger of harm to
hair or scalp. Hair stays soft—curls or
waves easily. Color will not wash off or
stain garments,.

More than 3,000.000 women have learned
the secret of ever-youthful hair from
Mary T. Goldman. one of these
women has ever been asked to take the
slightest risk in trying it on her own
hair. Nor do we ask you to risk a thing
or go to any expense.

Single Lock Test Package FREE

We send FREE the famous
Single Lock Package, or you
can get full-sized bottle from
your druggist on money-back
guarantee. Snip a lock from
your hair an
on this. No guessing this way.
Isn’t this both safe and fair?
Please use coupon.

MARY T. GOLDMAN!

4>SO Goldman Bldg. St. Paul, Minn r

Name J
Street. ‘
City tate 1

*«- CHECK COLOR OF HAIR J
O BLACK O DARK BROWN J
0O MEDIUM BROWN O LIGHT BROWN |
0O DARK RED 0O LIGHT RED 0 BLONDE m

HILLCRSE*T NOVELTY FABR-ICS

SAMPLE™*

J ...towomenwhosew.

HARASHA ... a new rough weave sports
fabric of natural silk and rayon in the
loveliestspring colors.

CREPE FIESTA ... anallrayonsuper-qual-
ity flat crepe in gay fast-color prints.

RAHNEE. .. asmart new sports fabric of
rayon in plain colors ana sports prints.

EVERGLOW... aFuresikailledfabricfor
thenewprincessslipsandmanyotheruses.

CREPE KUVA ... a rich crepe of rayon
and cotton with the woven-in lustre of
silk flat crepe.

You'll love to sew with HILLCREST

Novelty Fabrics... and there’s one for

your every use. Write for samples today,

and give your dealer's name.

Ingrown Nail

Turns Outward
- NO PAIN

A few drops of “Outgro” in the crevice of the toe
nail stops the pain instantly and so toughens the
sensitive skin underneath the nail that it resists the
ingrowing nail and forces it to grow naturally out-
ward. Drug stores sell “Oulﬁjﬂ"_ in small bottles.
Wyeth Chemical Co., Inc!, 578 Madison Ave. N. Y. C.



184

The time comes when you can't

A A red hair, showing
how nature distributes
the color throughout the
inner fibers of the hair

O

8 . Agray hair, colorless
and drab becauise nature
no longer implants pig-
mentin the fibers within
the hair covering.

.
C. Agray hair dyed with
a "coating” dye. Notice
the crust of dye which
plates the gray hair with
color— how different
from nature's method.

D.. Agray hair recolored
with Notox. Notice that
the Notox coloring is im-
planted_throughout the
inner fibers of the hair,
with no thickening of
the hair's supple cover-
ing — exactly as in the
natural hair (marked A)

the gray hairs ont

W hatare you to do then? Letthem
gray all your hair, and settle down
into Heartbreak Age? You needn't.

NOTOXw it

such

recolor your hair with

amazing naturalness that no

one need ever know you use it un-

less you wish to tell them .
The nicest
“dyed”

women,iscaused by dyesw hich plate

women use

NOTOX.

That look, odious to nice

the hair with color on the outside
Suchdyesmakethehairdull,coarse,

contrast, NOTOX is

undetectable because itdepositsthe

and brittle In

color inside the hair shaft, leaving
the hair as lustrous, fine and supple
asever. Youcanwash,wave and sun
NOTOXED hair without affecting its
permanence and naturalness... The
best hairdressers and beauty shops
use Inecto Rapid NOTOX. You can
buy it at beauty shops, department
and drug stores, for use at home...
Atthe leftisaseriesofcross-sections
of hairs (as seen

through a micro-

scope) which demonstrate
NOTOX principle, a

achievement

the
scientific
has

w hich banished

all prejudice against hair coloring

NOTO

an extra

for you

Y

OU may often have wondered if there wasn’t some way

in which you could use some of your spare time in an
endeavour which would be sure to bring you extra
money. We will be glad to tell you of a profitable and pleasant
way to make money at your own convenience. Send for the in-
formation at least—you do not obligate yourself in any way —
just mail the coupon and decide for yourself.
SEND COUPON TODAY

Dept. 3L McCALL’S Magazine, McCall St., Dayton, Ohio
Please tell me how I, too, can easily have $5or
more extra money each month.

Your
Name

Street
and No.

Post Office
and State..

SERMON OF

McCALL’S MAGAZINE MARCH 1930

THE MONTH

[Continued from page 7]

conscience, as love, and who is self-
revealed supremely in the creative
Person of Jesus of Nazareth, and oper-
ative in all Jesus-like movements in
the world today. In the vast and un-
ceasing outflow of life and energy |
see God in whirling electrons, in up-
surging life, in universally present order
and beauty. Poets, artists, and musi-
cians are to me interpreters of God,
through their perception of the wonder
and bloom of the world.

“In man, whose life has developed
through myriads of forms during
millions of years, | see God as thought
and conscience and affection; God re-
vealing Himself as Truth to be known,
as Right to be obeyed, as Love to be
trusted. From his most primitive days
until now, man has been aware of a
Presence in the world, whom he has
variously conceived and called by many
names; but amid all these kaleidiscop-
ically changing conceptions there abides
a sense of the Unseen akin to man. Of
all the seekers after God, Jesus seemed
most perfectly to realize His Presence,
and to communicate His spirit, His
purpose, His character.

GOD is to me the Spirit who unveils
Himself in Jesus. It is this Christ-
like God to whom I pray, on whom |
depend for reinforcement and guidance,
of whom | think as forgiving my sins
and prompting every high impulse and
holy resolve in me. | see His character

.in Jesus, and believe it is His purpose

that the forces of nature and the wills
of men should be made to accord with
the aims for which Jesus lived and
died. But while my thought of God is
defined by Jesus, it is not confined to
what | see in Jesus. There is more in
God than can be incarnated in any
human life. Every religion has its mes-
sage of God, and can contribute ele-
ments to the fellowship of men with
Him. Science, art, ethics, philosophy,
all bring us discoveries of God as the
True, the Beautiful and the Good. God
to me is Christ-like and more—the
Spirit that fills and rules all things.
“ls God a person? | prefer to put
it that He has personal relations with
us. Personality is the loftiest thing we
know, and we dare not think of God
as less than the highest; it would be

Price List of New McCall

degrading to think of Him in sub-
personal terms. Yet personality sug-
gests limitation—we cannot think of a
Person who is everywhere—so God
means more to me than the word per-
son can convey; more, not less. The
finest religious experience of the race,
and supremely the faith of Jesus, dis-
closes a God who has fellowship with
men which can only be described as
personal. So | think of God as having
personal relations with us and we with
Him, which is the heart of religion and
the glory of life.

TS JESUS God, or was He a man to
4 whom God was fully disclosed? To
me He is both, though it is difficult to
combine the two conceptions. Yet
physicists are now facing a similar
difficulty in defining light. They have
thought of light as waves of energy
which move through ether; but recent-
ly they have discovered that light ex-
erts pressure and can be weighed.
They are working with both the undu-
latory and emission theories of life,
but without successfully combining
them. Just so in my thought of Jesus;
it is a paradox but not a contradiction.

“If 1 have stressed the full self-
disclosure of God in Jesus, | do not
think of Him as having nothing more
to impart to men. In all the finer im-
pulses and enterprises of our genera-
tion, in the trend toward cooperative
fellowship in industry, toward a com-
monwealth of free nations, toward a
comradeship of mutual reverence and
mutual help among races and religions
—in every advance of science and art
and commerce and education, | think
of God as imparting more of Himself
to the sons of men. He is to me the
Living God, the eternal Contemporary,
unveiling Himself in the life of each
generation, and recognizable as the
present Spirit of Christ.”

After this manner a beloved teacher
of religion tells us with delicate spirit-
ual intimacy, of the faith that rules his
thought and life; urging us to think of
God in the light of the highest truth
our minds can know and the purest
ideal our hearts can dream; but to
learn to find Him everywhere, in our
souls, and in all the shapes which life
and love and duty take.

Patterns

Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that you can't

secure them, write to The McCall Company,

McCall St. Dayton, Ohio, or to the nearest

Branch Office, stating number and size desired and enclosing the price stated below in

stamps or money-order. Branch Offices,

208-12 So.

Jefferson St., Chicago, 111, 609

Mission St., San Francisco, Cal., Spring & Baker Sts. Atlanta, Ga. 819 Broadway,
Kansas City, Mo., 70 Bond St., Toronto, Can., 204 Gt. Portland St. London, England.

No.  Sizes Price No.  Sizes Price No.  Sizes Price No.  Sizes Price

>2:20 ... 6007 12-20 .35 6020 12-20 ........45 6033 14- 8, 36-42..
5934 6-14 .. 6008 14-18, -45 6021 14-16, 36-42..35 6034 4. 8,

6-14 . 5 6009 6-14 6022 14-18, 36-42..65 6035 14- 6,

14-18, 6010 2-8 . 6023 14-18, 36-42.-45 6036 14- 8,

14-18, 6011 2-8 . 5 6024 14-18, 36-42..50 6037 14- 8,

14-18, 6012 6-14 35 6025 14-18, 36-42..65.6038 14- 8,
5999 14-20 .65 6013 §.14 35 6026 14-18, 36-46..45 6039 14- 8,
6000 14-18, 36-42..65 6014 '-6 . .35 6027 14-1S, 36-42.-45 6040 14- 8,
6001 14-18, 36-42.-65 6015 14-18, 36-42. .45 6028 14-18, . .65 6041 14- g,
6002 14-18, 36-46..45 6016 14-18, 36-46..35 6029 14-18, . -45 6042 14- g,
6003 14-18, 36-42..65 6017 14-18, 36-46.-45 6030 14-18, 65 6043 14- 8,
6004 14-18, 36-42.-35 6018 14-18, 36-46. .45 6031 14-18, .-45 6044 14- 8,
6005 14-18, 36-42.-65 6019 12-20 .........45 6032 14-18, . .50 6045 14- 8,
6006 8-16 ..o 25

Embroidery and Novelty Patterns
No. Price No. Price; No. PriceNo. Price
1738 5 1759 5 1763 2.25 1767 E 275
.50 1760 i-75 1764 30 1768 75
1769
175 1766 i-75
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N eedless Pain

The next time a headache makes
you stay at home—

Or other ache or pain prevents
your keeping an engagement—

Remember Bayer Aspirin! For
there is scarcely any pain it cannot
relieve, and relieve promptly.

These tablets give real relief, or
millions would not continue to
take them. They are harmless, or
the medical profession would not
constantly prescribe them.

Don’t bea martyr to unnecessary
pain. To colds that might so easily
be checked; to neuritis, neuralgia;
to the pains peculiar to women;
or any suffering for which Bayer
Aspirin is so effective an antidote.

For your own protection, buy
the genuine. Bayerissafe. Always
the same. It never depresses the Bayer Aspirin is obtainable at all dru

heart, so use it as often as needed; ey Tt aections are enclosel
but the cause of any pain can be will identify the genuine. Aspirin’ is

the trade mark of Bayer manufacture
treated only by a doctor. of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid.

BAYER ASPIRIN



186

men, besides raisin' them children—
looks like it would a killed her.”

“It has,” said Kendall.

“How’ that?” Mr. Givens cupped
his hand behind his ear.

“How long has Mrs. Brownlie's husband been dead?”
asked Kendall, in a louder tone.

"Goin’ on three months now," the old man answered,
with the calm satisfaction he always displayed when
dispensing news. “Lung trouble he had. Was in pore
health for years. Used to work for the Bar Vs till they
fired him. But she stuck by him. They got that place
they’re at now by her managin’. Mebbe you wouldn’t
believe it, but Miz Brownlie used to be a good-lookin’
woman. Yessir, about the purtiest in these parts. They
don't stay that way long out here. It's a hard old coun-
try—‘hard on women an” horses’, as the sayin' goes.”

Mr. Givens let his chair tilt back; his feet on the
railing, spare old body humped into a bow, he gazed
from under beetling brows. The nondescript small-town
street, which held his keen gaze became, at a point not
far away, a gleaming prairie road. He was reviewing.
Kendall fancied, the perfidies of this land which lured
men into settling on its plains, only to make sport of
them.

Suddenly he realized that it rested him, body and
soul—the sun-soaked monotony of this baffling treeless
earth; the desultory noises of the tiny town; the bare
directness of this high land, that lifted itself strangely
in pictures against this sky. Too bad nothing ever hap-
pened here! Givens had told him that nothing ever hap-
pened, except the vicissitudes of those who wrestled
with nature. Color in the lives of its people was what
it lacked: They had no enthusiasm, no imagination—

Then Kendall realized he was judging them all by
that one pathetic creature—the Brownlie woman. No,
not pathetic; pathos was usually associated with pas-
sionate suffering, and she was devoid of feeling.

The slamming of the screen door startled him. Look-
ing up, he caught the round-eyed gaze of Miss Irene,
one of the few steady boarders at the Tulia house. She
sauntered by him and sank heavily into a rocker at the
other end of the porch. To the masculine population of
Tulia, she was an arresting figure. The thin purple
sweater which she wore was cut low and showed a
thick, white neck, her short, white skirt revealed thick,
silk-stockinged legs as she rocked slowly. A be-spurred
young man with pulled-down hat brim and an air of
moroseness, appeared, almost instantly, from around
the corner of the house, and sat near her on the
porch.

“Old Man” Givens rose and gave Kendall an elabor-
ate wink. “Most train time,” he said, stretching him-
self stiffly. “Better be gettin’ the old bus out, I reckon.”

He went down the steps and across the street to the
combination garage and livery stable. Presently, from
a rattling flivver, he waved his hand to Kendall. And
the long whistle of the Santa Fe East-bound stirred the
town from its afternoon slumbers.

WHEN Mr. Givens returned and stopped his car be-
fore his hostelry, he lifted out several heavy
“grips,” but no passenger followed.

“Feller 'lowed he'd walk," he announced to Kendall
and Miss Irene. “Lookin’ ‘round at things int'rested
like. Hes come a fur piece—tag on this here grip says
South Fork, Oregon. Name's Andrew Rogers . . . Here
he comes now.”

A tall man wearing a long, and tenderly cared for,
moustache, crossed the dusty glare of the street. He
looked a ranchman, with his big felt hat and the negli-
gent hang of his best clothes; but his cheeks had a
mountain-air clearness instead of the brickish tan of
the men of that calling. He was, too, without their dry
gauntness, and his walk was quicker than that of the
plainsman. Taking off his hat he mopped a damp brow
and gave a general, stiff bow to the group on the
porch.

“Come right in,” said Mr. Givens.

Through the door, Kendall saw him remove his coat
before hunching his tall figure to the laborious busi-
ness of registering. Half an hour later he saw him again
as he descended the stairs, bathed and shining, wearing
a fresh, soft-collared shirt. His eyes were very blue and
keen, for all their ingenuousness.

The guests of the Tulia House conformed, for the
most part, to the etiquette of the plains, which rules
that a serious businesslike eating should be accomplished
with little conversation. The stranger disposed of his
supper at the general table in a state of bland abstrac-
tion.

Miss Irene's overtures, such as, “You’re from Ore-
gon, aint you, Mr. Rogers?” Or—“Did you come
through Kansas City?”—were finally discouraged by
his polite but absent and repeated: “Yes mam.”

Kendall saw that with the mysterious clairvoyance
of her kind, Miss Irene had picked the newcomer as
worth while.
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After the meal the two men went out on the porch
and sat near each other. “By the way, who is she, any-
way?” Rogers asked with the casual free-masonry of
one plainsman to another, jerking his thumb toward
the door.

Kendall laughed, feeling himself an old and well-in-
formed inhabitant. “Why, she’s a manicurist. Didnt
you know Tulia House had one?”

“A manicurist? Well. | swear! What does she do
here? Ain’t no one in Tulia has their nails filed, is
there?”

LIGHTED DOORS
By GRACE NOLL CROWELL

He who opens wide a door
Where lamp light shows,
Does a bigger thing for me
Than he knows.

He who places golden lamps
Behind clear glass.

Warms the cold, dark road for me
As | pass;

Shares with me a precious thing:
His own home light,

Lets me carry it away

Through the night;

Gives to me—yet his lamp burns
Undimmed as before;

Light is beautiful that shines
Through a door.

“No,” laughed Kendall. “Mr. Givens tells me it was
the joke of the town two months ago. She said a cat-
tleman she had met in Kansas City told her there was
a fine opening here for a first-class manicurist; cow-
boys being very particular about their nails.”

“And she believed him?” chuckled the man from
Oregon. “Shame!”

“I guess she didnt exactly,” said Kendall. “She gets
on pretty well, a fellow named Hastings told me.”

“Oh! So she’s that kind, is she? I never like to judge
a lady by appearances.”

A phonograph in the parlor began screaming and
gritting a last season's fox trot. Kendall’s companion
settled into pleased relaxation. “I sure do love music,”
he said.

After the fox trot, a tinny soprano frankly proclaimed:

“Darling, | am growing o-old,
Silver threads among the gold
Shine upon my brow toda-ay,
Life is fading fastaway . ...

And received from a muffled bass the ever-touching
reassurance:

“Yet, my darling, you will be-ee
Always young and fair to me . . .

The eyes of the man from Oregon, gazing into Tulia’s
gathering dusk, became glassy and rapt. “That’s sure
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a good song,” he muttered at its
close. Then he surprised Kendall by
rising abruptly.

“Reckon I'll go for a little walk.”
And he bolted down the steps.

Kendall smiled as he watched his big figure merge
into the evening shadows. He interested him strangely.
His freshness and vigor set him apart from these slow,
tired people. He was simpler than they were; and in
his eyes was a spark of something they had lost, or never
had—a child's belief in romance. That was it: To him
all sorts of impossible things existed—the extravagant
constancy set forth in that song, for example. Kendall
felt refreshed in his presence and waited with a kind
of excitement for him to appear out of the quiet night.
He waited an hour. Mr; Givens was the only other oc-
cupant of the porch.

Rogers came and sat between the two men, but his
manner was without repose.

“Do you reckon,” he said, “l can get a car early
tomorrow to go out in the country a piece?”

“Well, about a car now, | don’t know,” said the
landlord. “You see the fair's on at Amariller, an’ most
of the ottomobiles is taken. But | could let you have
a buggy an’ team. Where was you aimin’ to go?”

“About thirty mile west—Brownlie's, | believe the
name is.”

“Oh, the Widder Brownlie’s! Well, in that case, this
feller here, Mr. Kendall’s, got the Widder’s team in
town now.”

“He has!” Rogers seemed startled.

“Why, yes,” said Kendall, “I'm going back tomorrow.
| can take you out if you'd like.”

“He boards out thar,” explained Givens as Rogers
did not answer.

“Oh, | see.” Rogers spoke abruptly. “Yeah, sure Id
like to go with you.”

“Glad of that!"” Kendall's voice was boyishly eager.

“Reckon it's cattle you’re intrested in out there,”
said Mr. Givens.

“Yes,” the man answered absently.

“Well, you don’t want to overlook the Hastings steers
while you’re out that way. The Widder Brownlie’s is a
runty lot, | hear.”

“Yeah, yeah, sure!” Rogers grew silent; a motion-
less, dark bulk, staring into the spangled night.

Givens yawned and went off to bed. Kendall, about
to go too, heard the man beside him softly humming a
tune—it was “Silver Threads among the Gold."

ND so this feller aims to come back to the Pan-

handle some day to get his girl.” Rogers,' driving,

clucked to the horses. “It's quite awhile back since that
chap lived in these parts.”

Ten miles of the journey were accomplished. The
two men were alone in a sun-swamped world. A light
wind flapped the curtains of Mrs. Brownlie's rattling
hack.

“It must be an interesting story,” said Kendall. “The
little you've told me shows that romance once lived
might go on living—even here."

“Yeah,” said Rogers, a bit hazily. “Them was great
days.” He lapsed into a silent reverie; then, suddenly,
went on: “Sort of a decent fellow he is, a neighbor of
mine now, in Oregon. Nothing out of the ordinary, you
understand, though he was good at his job in the old
days when we both lived out here. We done broncho
breaking mostly. Was with the Bar V’s. Reckon you've
heard of the Bar V's. The fellow worked for that outfit
ten years; from the time he was seventeen and ran
away from home in South Texas when his Maw died.
He might be workin’ for them yet if all this I'm tellin’
you hadn happened. You see, he fell in love with a
woman out here—a married woman; and she made him
go clear away when she found out how things was. It
seems she cared for him.

“She and her man had come up from Wichita. None
of the boys ever could figure out how the Bar V’ come
to hire this husband of hers for the job at Turkey Creek
—he was no cowman. Reckon he claimed to be, though.
Well, he wasnt much good on the job from the start;
and didnt take long to lie down on it flat and say he had
to have another man to he’p him at the camp. Not but
two pastures to ride, mind you!

“Them Bar V’s was a white bunch—never fired H—
till they had to and that was five year later—and they
sent this friend of mine to Turkey Creek that summer.
That’s when he first saw her.

“Hed heard she was a looker—not a man in the
outfit but would a rode ten miles any day for a
sight of her—but he hadn’t no idy she was like she
was—sorter delicate and different. Big gray eyes with
long, black lashes, and shy. Not a woman for this
country.

“And looks wasnt all with her, like they are with a
heap that’s uncommon pretty—she had sense and a kind
heart. Was always mighty nice to the boys when they
come round, cookin’ ’em fancy [Turn to Page ./££]
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PUT YOURSELF ACROSS

“For that subtle ‘added ounce’ of energy

| follow the simple advice

“How you feel has a lot to do with how people
feel aotyou,” says Rudy Vallee.

“Lots of folks handicap themselves by getting
run-down—sluggish and out of order physically.
Naturally they can't ‘put themselves across.’
They are healf sick

“When | was rehearsing for the Fleischmann
Radio Hour | heard so much about yeast that
| decided to try it. | was under a terrific strain
—playing, singing, rehearsing, planning my
talking, singing picture ‘The Vagabond Lover.*

Well, what the famous physicians say about yeast
certainly worked out in my case. It gave me just
that ‘added ounce’ of energy | needed to keep
fresh and ‘on my toes.””

A remarkable food, Fleischmann’s Yeast brings
you quick new energy by purifying and stimu-
lating your whole digestive tract. Elimination be-
comes regular, andete  Appetite and digestion
improve. Complexion troubles disappear.

Start today! You can get Fleischmann’s Yeast
at grocers, restaurants, soda fountains.

America has lost her
heart to him — this charm-
ing youth who thrills mil-
lions with his crooning
voice sofu Il of magnetism,
pathos, life. What has he
that others envy? Is it
merely added energy,
added physical “drive ”’?

of great physicians”

EAT THREE CAKES
of Fleischmann ’s fresh
Yeast daily, onebefore each
mealorbetween meals, just
plain ordissolvedin water.
Every cake now contains
tw o vitaminsindispensable
to health—vitamin B and
the “sunshine "’ vitamin D.
© 1930, Standard Brands, Inc.
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dishes an' mendin” up their clothes.
She liked this country fine, bein' new
to it. Turkey Creek's in the canyon,
you know, where there's right pretty
scenery about—she always made a
heap of that. Used to say she wisht she lived on the
caprock where she could see it all spread out. But she
wasn’t the sort to moon 'round when there was work
to do—had hustle enough for him and her both.

“This fellow—the one I'm tellin’ you about—soon
got on to the fact that her husband was a lunger. He
never seemed to care for nothin’ but smokin an readin
paper-backs. Didn’t have no git-up—could a got well
if he had. She used to try everything, even to he'pin’
this friend of mine with the broncs; and oncet scared
him most to death ridin’ a bad smoke-horse. Husband
didn't give a darn what she done—never took no proper
care of her.

“Well, the fellow knowed how he felt about her from
the first day he seen her, but wouldn't a let on if he'd
died for it—aimed to hang around and sorter make
things easy for her. Then one day after he'd been there
two months, he got throwed by Lightnin' Bolt . . .
When he come to. his head was in her lap an' she was
cryin’ like her heart would break. They was off from
the house a ways—she'd gone along on her little In-
dian pony to herd his bronc from the wire. He begged
her to leave her husband, but she wouldn't do it—
she'd been brought up old-fashioned and strict. Said
as long as he wasn't mean to her, and bein’ he was
sort of sick she'd have to stan' by him. She promised
him if ever she was free she'd marry him. So that's
why he aims to come back here for her.

“You'd ought to see his place in Oregon, a neat little
ranch at the foot of a mountain. They'd laugh at you
if you called it a ranch down here, but up there a fel-
low doesn't need all outdoors to make a livin' on. Up
there it’s nothin' like these parched plains that never
will be plumb saddle-broke for civilization. Mountains
and trees—plenty of green. Everything grows—crops
and flowers—you ought to see the flowers!

"A charming story," Kendall exclaimed. “Unswerv-
ing devotion to one woman!”

OGERS was as sentimental over it, Kendall saw. as

- he had been over that song last night; as senti-
mental as if it were his own story. His voice had been
husky as he ended the story. His face was turned away
and Kendall suspected that his eyes were moist.

“He's been hearing from her all these years, | sup-
pose,” said Kendall.

His companion started. “Not a line. That was how
she wanted it—she was a married woman. But he's took
the county paper an’ kep' up some that way. He seen
when they left Turkey Creek, and when—when .her
other children come.”

“Was it really tuberculosis her husband had? How
does he know she’ll ever be free?"

“Yeah, it was t.b. all right. And he knows, don t you
forget it; he knows!”

Kendall could have sworn there was exultation in
the tone. Strange for Rogers to feel his friend's story
so intensely—it must be his own story, of course! The
disguise was extremely thin. Just such a man as Rogers
would be capable of holding to his dream like that. Here
was real drama. Kendall felt thrilled at his discovery.
He wanted to make sure this idyll of the plains was

real_l[y his. . .

“This friend of yours, didn't he get homesick? Of
course he liked it out thfcre where everything was so
much better, but didn't the very fact of its being so
different from the plains make him blue at first?”

“It sure did!”

He must, Kendall mused, have read in that county
paper of the death of the woman's husband. He had
said: “He knows, don't you forget it—he knows.”

Mrs. Brownlie's husband had died of tuberculosis,
“lung trouble,” Old man Givens had called it. And he.
too. had worked for the Bar V's, “till they fired him.”
What a coincidence! “Mebby you wouldn't believe it.”
Givens had said, "but Miz Brownlie used to be a good-
lookin” woman ...”

Kendall's heart stood still with this shock. Everything
in the story fitted hideously. “His name's Andrew Rog-
ers—” Kendall suddenly remembered, and almost cried
it aloud. Mrs. Brownlie’s youngest boy was Andy . ...

“Does your friend realize that by the time he comes
back to get his sweetheart, she may have changed, so
that he’ll hardly recognize her?”

“Sure! He knows she’ll be changed—some. He ex-
pects that.” .

Kendall thought of the phonograph wailing— Dar-
ling. I am growing o-old”; and it was all he could do to
restrain a mirthless, hysterical laugh. Of course it
would be by some such esthetic alteration that Rogers
would picture her as changing in the years since he had
left. Never would it occur to him, the romantic, that
the cruel life of the country that was “hard on women
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and horses" could destroy her utterly; and leave in her
place that melancholy travesty of womanhood. He
passed his hand across his eyes as he tried to brush
away a vision of this man when he should come face to
face with reality.

And the woman! He understood her now; understood
her mania for shielding Lily. The child was a symbol
to her mother of her own lost beauty. No merciful
stolidity had protected the woman: she had been aware
of what was happening to her. With what unspeakable
bitterness she must have watched that gradual, terrible
change in her beauty!

They could see the house, still a good two miles away,
and a narrow strip of the Paloduro. Rogers asked with
elaborate casualness, “Isn’t that the Brownlie place?"
Then began to whistle a swinging, cowboy lay about

“Dave’s a square shooter—
you’'re a-a-crook!”

MARY RUTLEDGE, gloriously vi-
vacious, lovable, lovely, faced the
fact that the man she had promised to
marry had robbed her of her jewels—
and her faith. Could the strength of
her love make him go straight? This
question came to Mary, the heroine of

CONFIDENCE

and a series of brilliant short stories of

the upper underworld written espe-

cially for McCall's Magazine by
OCTAVUS

ROY COHEN

Confidence will appear in the April
issue.

being “home, home, home on the plains, where the deer
and the buffalo roam."”

“This old plains air sure feels good to me," he said,
turning to Kendall with warm eyes. "I feel like gettin'
out an' runnin’ a spell 'stead of settin' in this buggy.
Wisht | was a-horseback!" Kendall knew he would be
galloping if he were, galloping and waving his hat and
shouting.

Something like a physical nausea gripped Kendall.
There was nothing he could do for this man. It would
be the sheerest impertinence to tell him that he had
pierced the flimsy screen of his story, and then to warn
him of its climax.

HE THOUGHT hopefully that the woman might not
recognize Rogers; he was probably clean-shaven
when he left. There would be that possible chance for him
to keep his identity secret if he wanted to. And, natur-
ally he would want to when he saw her. He could go
back then to Tulia. where Miss Irene thrived placidly.
Yes, certainly Miss Irene! Kendall felt a weary cyni-
cism. Her kind were the age-old solace for lost illu-
sions; the sordid priestesses of Reality. And life always
stood ready to punish those who set up other gods than
Reality. It was about to punish Rogers mercilessly for
his faithfulness to an ideal. Even more mercilessly had
it punished Mrs. Brownlie for her sacrifice to duty; for
not seizing and holding love while she had it. For love
faded with the color and contours of human flesh—so
little spiritual and enduring was this best thing that
man had.

Lily, in a little pink sunbonnet, was clinging to the
gate at the horse pasture when they drove up. Her face
was a rose-shaded flower. She turned away shyly from
Rogers’ devouring stare.

“Hello, sister,” he said, his lips twitching in a smile;
“want to open the gate for us?"

The child climbed down and swung it open—the big
chain rattling as she let it drop.

“Now you get in and ride to the house with us.” She
came to the side of the buggy and Kendall lifted her to
his lap. He tried not to see how the reins shook in
Rogers’ hands.

“So your name’s Lily, is it?” Again that transparent
effort at casualness. “Named after your maw, hey?"

“Yes, how'd you know?”
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“Oh, just guessed. Who's that man
down there in the field?" Rogers bent
his head, trying to see the child's face
beneath her sunbonnet.

She gave the smallest laugh. “That
aint a ‘man—it’s my brother. His name's Emmet.”

“Emmet!” Kendall saw the first shock in Rogers’
face. He felt a quick impatience with this man who
seemed oblivious to what twelve years could do to the
child. Emmet, he had known. He must, he felt, nurse
this impatience; it was all that stood between him and
some outbreak before the unbearable poignancy of what
he knew was to follow.

“Where’s your other brothers?"

“They’s gone for the cows.”

They drew up at the hitching post by the front gate
and Kendall got down from the buggy. “Is your mother
in the house, Lily?" he asked, knowing that Rogers
could not voice the question.

“Yes. She’s a-ironin'.”

“Well, you tell her I've come back. I'm going for a
little walk.” He opened the gate without looking at
Rogers. His only thought was to get away while this
horrible thing was happening.

He walked rapidly toward the windmill. He wanted
water; his mouth was very dry. He saw the woman
coming toward him, carrying a bucket. She wore a blue-
checked apron over her brown denim dress. She was
bent with the weight of her burden, and as she came
nearer she raised her arm in that familiar gesture of
brushing the straying hair from her face. “So you’re
back,” she said colorlessly.

"Yes,” said Kendall, "and—"

Within four feet of the back steps she stood, still as
a stone, staring past him. He turned and saw Rogers
coming around the corner of the house. He came slowly,
uncertainly, looking fixedly at the woman. In her mask-
like face, only the eyes were alive; alive with recogni-
tion and despair.

The creaking of the windmill sounded to Kendall like
cracked, sardonic laughter. The man, too. was standing
motionless.

“I've brought this gentleman, he wants to see you
about your cattle.” A detached part of Kendall's mind
marvelled at his own glibness. Then all of him was
suspended in amazement at Mrs. Brownlie.

“Howdy." she said, nodding casually to the stranger
as she turned toward the kitchen door. "Reckon we can
talk business after supper. Make yourself at home. Mr.
Kendall'll show you where to wash up." She stumbled
a little as she climbed the steps to the porch, and some
of the water from the bucket slopped her skirt.

“Lily!" cried a hoarse voice; and she set down the
bucket and turned. Her hand fumbled with the screen
door; her knees trembled.

ENDALL felt her action at that moment to have
been the noblest he had ever seen. She had given
the man his chance to get away.

And he was coming toward her falteringly, one hand
holding his hat. the other shading his eyes from the
sun which shone straight in his face.

“It's you, Lily! Don't you know me. Lily?—It's
Andrew.”

“Yes. | know you—I knowed you right away." The
words were emotionless.

“I've come back." He was quite near her. his eyes
level with her own as she tood on the steps. “I've come
for you. Lily—dont you remember?" The man’s eyes
lifted to hers.

But she answered him with the some passionless
harshness with which she addressed her sons: “Yes. |
remember all right, but that don't go now. You couldn’t
want me—like | am."

At that moment the little girl came slowly toward
them. She pushed back her sunbonnet and stood re-
garding the motionless group with a child's intent ab-
sorption. The mother looked at her. "Go put on a clean
dress,” she said with the old guarding fierceness, “and
brush your hair.”

As the child turned to obey, a terrifying change came
over the woman's face. She threw her apron over her
head and sank on the steps, torn with sobbing.

Rogers was beside her, his arms around her small,
bowed figure, his lips pressed to that straggling knot
of hair. "Don't, Lily, dont! Your hard times is over.
I'm goin' to take you and little Lily and the boys—
I've made a home for you. Don't cry, Lily, don't!"

Out on the edge of the canyon where he had fled
from the two who were as unconscious of his going as
they had been of his presence, Kendall stood wiping
his eyes and swallowing at the lump in his throat. The
evening haze was on the Paloduro: The vast, cedar-
scragged expanse of red cliffs and hills lay remote, al-
luring. But from infinite distance, to the dreams’ very
edge, encroached the dun. level plains—as vast, as
strong and beautiful in their simplicity as the meas-
ureless strength and beauty of the human heart.
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for nice hands

- mine cost me next to nothincj !

I don’t have $780 a year to spend on a maid—like my nice
next-door neighbor, Alice G----- , who has two cars and never
even washes out a handkerchiefl My hands are my maids,
and with a baby and husband to care for, you can imagine
how busy they are..

Perhaps you’re like me . . . you enjoy tending babies and
home. But at a bridge or tea, you don’t want your hands to
look useful and stodgy. You want them to be ornamental!
Don’t | know? For the first year after I was married my
hands looked like two neglected orphans. And how | sighed
over them!

Strangely enough when my baby came | realized what was
the trouble. Every day | put her little clothes through Ivory
suds. And my hands always felt soothed afterward. (They
usually were like graters after my Monday washing with
ordinary “kitchen soap.”)

So | decided to try Ivory for all my work. And at the-end

of a week, | felt as if | had a new pair of hands. Don’t say
hands can’t speak! For they were thanking me for chang-
ing my dishwashing and cleaning and clothes-washing into
gentle Ivory baths!

If you try my plan, as | hope you will, you’ll find Ivory is
thrifty because it keeps things like new. It doesn’t fade
colors ... or rob paint of its gloss ... or discolor linoleum
as strong soaps do.

But | have my best reward when my neighbor drops in for
a chatand a cup of fragranttea. For I can’t help noticing then
(I’'m only human!) that my hands look as carefree as hers!

CATHERINE CAER LEWIS

Free: A little book on charm. What kind of care for differ-
ent complexions? For hands? For hair? Write for “On the
Art of Being Charming.” Address Catherine Carr Lewis,
Dept. VM-30, Box 1801, Cincinnati, Ohio.
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#is-10 minute Beauty Shampoo

Quickly, Easily, at a few cents cost—you can have a

U CAN SAVETIME, expense and incon-
venience by adopting this simple method of
beauty shampooing which gives truly profes

sional results at home.

Thebeautyofyourhair,its sparkle . its gloss and
lustre .... depends, almost entirely, upon the way you
shampoo it

A thin, oily film, or coating, is constantly forming on
the hair. If allowed to remain, it catches the dust and
dirt—hides the life and lustre—and the hair then be-
comes dull and unattractive.

Only thorough shampooing will . . . remove this film

Sets Hair Quickly— Makes Finger Waving Easy

To set your hair, or put in afinger wave,
use a few drops ofGlostora. Apply withyour

fingers, or hair brush.

Real Beauty Shampoo that will give Your Hair alluring
Loveliness, quite unobtainable by Ordinary Washing.

and let the sparkle, and rich, natural colortones of

the hair show.

Why Ordinary Washing Fails

Ordinary washing' fails to satisfactorily remove this
film, because— it does not clean the hair properly..

Besides—the hair cannot stand the harsh effect of
ordinary soaps. The free alkali, in ordi-
nary soaps, soon dries the scalp, makes
the hair brittle and ruins it-

That is whv women, by the thou-
sands,who value beautiful hair, are us-
ing Mulsified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo.

Then, by justmoisteningthe hair with water
you can press the waves in easily and they will
set Quickly and stay.

Waving your hair in this truly professional
way, does not leave it stiff, sticky, or artificial
looking, as ordinary wavingfluids do.

FOR DRY HAIR—afew dropsofGlostora,
brushed through your hair after shampooing,
restores the natural oil, leaves your hair easy
to manageandgives thataddedgloss and lustre
which is always so charming.

It cleanses so thoroughly, is so mild
and so pure, that it cannot possibly
injure, no matter how often you use it

You will notice the difference in the
appearance of your hair the very first
time you use Mulsified, for it will feel
so delightfully clean, and be so soft,
silky, and fresh-looking.

Try a Mulsified “Beauty Shampoo™”

and justsee how quickly itis done. See how easy
yourhairisto manageand how lovelyitwill look.
See it sparkle— with new life, gloss and lustre

You can get Mulsified CocoanutOilShampoo
atany drug store, or toilet goods counter ... anywhere
in the world.

Two or three teaspoonfuls of Mulsified in a glass or pitcher
with a little warm water added, makes an abundance of ..
soft, rich, creamy lather . .. which cleanses thoroughly and
rinses out easily, removing with it every particle of dust, dirt
and dandruff.



