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UNEEDA BISCUIT
World famous for over 32
years.

RAISIN
FRUIT BISCUIT

Wholesome and just chock
Sfull of raisins.

ARROWROOT BISCUIT
Baked especially for the baby’s
Jfirst.sweet tooth.

COCOANUT
TAFFY BARS

Crisp cocoanut cookies—old
favorites, as popular as ever.

UNEEDA BAKERS
BUTTER WAFERS

Thinner, crisper, flakier

crackers— irresistibly good.

KETTLE COOKIES

Sugar and spice and every-
thing nice — including nuts!

CHOCOLATE NUT TOPS

A pecan caps the climax of

their chocolate, marshmallow
goodness.

CHEESE TID BITS
You'll eat them by the
Sfistful.

ﬂB know are made by the UNEEDA BAKERS—identified by the Red Uneeda Seal.
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A YOUNG MOTHER .

HAS

WORDS WITH HERSELF ABOUT

..“pink tooth brush!’

i ER two tiny teeth are so white that they fairly

H sparkle! I suppose mine looked like that
when I lay in a bassinet. Even two years ago they
_certainly were brighter than they are today. Why,
at this rate, I'm afraid that by the time she’s
old enough to be eritical of her mother’s looks,
she’ll never know that once upon a time people

did have rather nice things to say about my smile!

“I wonder . . . that ‘pink” upon my tooth brush!
What does it have to do with my teeth looking
cloudy and dim? Why, they’re as dull as a blue
Monday. And my gums are so soft that they can’t
be of much help to my teeth! I'm going to try
massage. I'm going to get Ipana and I'm going to

write it now upon the telephone pad — we’re going

to see about this ‘pink tooth brush’ business.”

IPANA tooth paste

DEFEATS “PINK TOOTH BRUSH* - BRINGS BEAUTY TO THE TEETH

“T wonder . .
that ‘pink’ on my tooth brush,

e . ap s o ]
marmug ({ff{! mrrnung ..

A glance over the luncheon table, the dinner table,
and you’ll notice at once that most of our modern
foods are soft foods. And soft foods certainly give

our gums no \\'Ol'k to d().

Lacking exercise and stimulation, the gums grow
more lazy, more touchy with every day. In time
they become so tender that “pink tooth brush”
makes its appearance.

And, while that first tinge of “pink” on your brush
isn’t a national calamity, don’t ignore its warning.
For it often opens the way to many gum troubles
—gingivitis, Vincent’s disease and the dread, though
happily much rarer, pyorrhea.

Neglected too long, “pink tooth brush” may
threaten some of your soundest and whitest teeth
through infection at their roots.

Don’t tolerate ¢

‘pink tooth brush”. There’s a
simple, inexpensive way to defeat it. You have only
to get a tube of Ipana Tooth Paste. Clean your
teeth with it regularly —it is a marvelous cleanser
—and then, each time you use it, put some fresh
Ipana on your brush or finger-tip and massage it into
these touchy gums of yours. Twice each day.

Within a few days your teeth will regain a sparkle
they haven’t had for years. And within a month,
your gums will be less lazy and far firmer. For the
ziratol in Ipana— plus massage — strengthens the
gum walls and stimulates them back to healthy hard-
ness. Keep on using Ipana with massage —and

you'll see mighty little of “pink tooth brush™.

BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. B-71
73 West Street, New York, N. Y.

3 Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH PASTE. Enclosed
15 a two-cent stamp to cover partly the cost of packing and mailing,
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N EWS O F N E X-F M ONTMH
DOROTHY CANFIELD rcturns to DELiNeaTor next month with another of her

fascinating stories of the Basque country. This new one i'~ called “Like All True Love.” And
in bcr we will pu HH> still another Bas; ue story: “Ancestral Home.” How intensely
W =mrd , simple and wise are these people whose native land lies between France

who are neither ] rench nor Spanish. And with what sturdy simplicity
(anhl Id portray the quiet drama of their lives. Many eritics
Ca'l“r Id’s Bas que stories in DELINEATOR are proving to be her finest work.

S M

HOW TO DE c O R AT E ? Every so often we feel the need to improve the rooms
of our home. Our iu someho specially neglected. Then, suddenly, the decision:
“Let’s do ours oy But how?”  Delineator Institute of Interiors next

month shows a be

n two ways: the graceful French manner, so popular
now; and the stur

ive Cf:Iunia!. From them, you will get ideas a-plenty.
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what Is THE CRITICAL AGE

OF A WOMAN'’S SKIN?

4 defects that age skin corrected by new beauty method

—789 skin examinations by New York Doctor prove it.

STUDY THE CUT-OUT photographs on this page.
They show clearly the 4 imperfections that rob
you of youth. When these imperfections ap-
pear your skin is at a critical age.

Read carefully the comments under each pic-
ture. They tell in doctor's own words how new
beauty method corrects critical-age imperfec-
tions, renewing radiant freshness of youth.
Proved by 789 skin examinations recently made
at New York beauty clinic.

Why old-style treatments fail

Old-style beauty treatments may be summarized
as follows:

1. Apply greasy cleanser. Removes some dirt,
but may push greasy dirt into skin.

2. Rub off-with towel. Removes more, but may
force some greasy dirt deeper.

3. Use astringent. Removes more, but may close
pores over clogging deposit.

Case records show these tendencies: (a) pores
may become larger (b) blackheads may form (c)
sallowness may result (d) skin may grow flabby.

How pore-deep method acts
Here is the new pore-deep method:

1. Apply Ambrosia... pore-deep liquid cleanser.
Washes away dirt. Acts as antiseptic tonic.

2. Use Ambrosia Cream as softener. Clean
pores absorb this colloidal cream that is essen-
tially the same as natural oil. With oil replenished,
dry skin becomes smooth as baby's cheek.

3. For large pores, blemishes, oiliness, finish
with Tightener. Case records show these results:
(a) pores noticeably finer (b) blackheads
checked and prevented (c) skin color and tone
improved (d) skin healthier, firmer.

Begin today to see radiant renewed youth in
your skin. Secure Ambrosia products from any
drug or deoartment store. Use as directed.

DOCTORS USE ONLY LIQUID SOLVENTS FOR SURGICAL CLEANLINESS

]
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BLEMISHES. Ambrosiaisonanti- LARGE PORES. Ambrosia _ DRY SKIN. Ambrosia Creamisa  OILY SKIN. Ambrosia Tightener

septic and prevents formation cleonsesthoroughly and deeply.
of blemishes and surface infec- Ambrosia Tightener is astrin-
tions. Is healing and tonic, help- gent in action and constricts
ing to prevent blackheads. % large pores and tones skin. % come lack of natural oil.

e
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FACTS ABOUT AMBROSIA PRODUCTS

AMBROSIA, the pore-deep liquid
cleanser. First made only to
private order. Long recom-
mended by doctors for cleans-
ing delicate skins, Ambrosia
is quicker and easier to use
than either soap or cleans-
ing cream. Contains no clog-
ging wax, no drying alkali. Is a
gentle antiseptic. Leaves skin
zestfully clean and refreshed.

AMBROSIA CREAM. This smooth
colloidal fluid combines for the
first time a blend essentially
the same as natural skin oil. Qil
particles in Ambrosia Cream
are 5 times finer than cream
particles in milk (fine natural

colloid). Thus tissues absorb it.
Skin oil is replenished and dry
skin becomes fine as baby's
cheek. Because of its oil replen-
ishing quality, Ambrosia Cream
soothes sunburned skin as
nothing has done before...
instantly takes out soreness,
ends redness 12 to 24 hours
sooner. Apply at once after
exposure.

AMBROSIA TIGHTENER. Perfected
at doctor's directions, this aro-
matic purple astringent closes
large pores, makes oily skins
normal, clears muddy complex-
ions, ends skin fatigue. See
doctor’s comments above.

valuable softening agent,agree- is especially useful about nose
able and benéficial for all dry and chin to lessen oiliness.
and sensitive skins. Helps over- Improves muddy complexions.

% Refreshes and stimulates. %

ORDINARY CLEANSING. Note PORE-DEEP CLEANSING. All
dirtuntouched by greasycleans- dirt removed. Pores small, skin
ing. Causes blockheads, blem- smooth. Result: clear, fine-tex-
ishes, open pores, old skin. tured youthful complexion.

Y All statements quoted verbatim from report made

by New York skin specialist after studying week-by-

week use of Ambrosia products on all skin-types
. a total of 789 skin diagnoses.

SEND 10¢ FOR BOOK, "“NEW FACES FOR OLD*"

Now you can have for 10¢ a 100 page beauty book
that sold thousands of copies in bookstores at $1.00.
Written by Dorothy Cocks, famed beauty editor,
Read and approved by leading New York skin
‘specialist. Tells doctor's directions for care of each
skin type. Correct treatments for leading skin prob-
lems. Answers such questions as: What exposure
disease do sailors and farmers have that women
now must guard against? How do psychologists say
beauty treatments increase personality? What per
cent of women's skins need doctor’s care? Address
Hinze Ambrosia, Dept. D-7, 114 Fifth Avenue, New
York, N. Y.; 69 York Street, Toronto, Canada.

Copyright, 1931. Hinza Ambrosia, Ine.

AMBROSIA ... $1.00.. $1.75...$3.00
AMBROSIA CREAM ... $1.00 ... $2.00
AMBROSIA TIGHTENER...$1.00... $1.50
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Shipboard: Coningsby Dawson, his son,
Mac, and F. Scott Fitzgerald's daughter

UMBER me not among those industrious souls
who would rather be at work than at play when
summer with its golden wings sweeps down
upon us. On languorous days such as these my

idea of well-being is not sitting at a desk in an office but
rather lying lazily beneath a tree with a book which I
don’t even have to read if I don’t want to. And if action
be required to stir a sluggish liver, let it be a plunge into
the surf or some swift intensity upon a tennis court, rath-
er than minor gymnastics with pencil, pen or typewriter.
In fact, I may as well confess that the older I grow, the
lazier I become. This despite the fact that, from my
earliest youth, prophets and seers have dinned into these
reluctant ears the blessings of work, the rewards of un-
ceasing endeavor . . . Yet admitting all these weak-
nesses, these desires for soft ease and for escape, here I
am working at my desk while almost all the authors and
artists who have contributed to this Midsummer Num-
ber of ours have joyously fled to distant places.

Europe has claimed many of them. Grace Hegger
Lewis, we understand, is motoring through France with
her son, Wells, named after the great H. G. Wells, who
was the literary idol of the youthful Sinclair Lewis . . .
Coningsby Dawson and his family have gone again to St.
Jean de Luz, that ancient seaport of the Basque country
of which he writes often in his DELINEATOR short stories

Frances Parkinson Keyes, too, is in Europe with
the youngest of her three sons . . . Sarah Addington is
in her country home in Connecticut but I hope she’s not
loafing but at work on a new story for DELINEATOR . . .
and William Lyon Phelps has left New Haven, Connecti-
cut, to go back to his beloved home in the backwoods of
Michigan where, they tell me, the people for miles around
call him “Billy” and come to him with their troubles,
seeking his friendly, fatherly advice.

FRUITS OF A TROPIC ISLE

But to return to Frances Parkinson Keves: At the in-
vitation of Governor Theodore Roosevelt of Porto Rico,
Mrs. Keyes went down to that beautiful, unhappv island
to write for DELINEATOR a very necessary and lmportaflt
article about conditions there. (This will be published in
our September issue.) Just before Mrs. Keyes’ return,
Governor Roosevelt sent me a letter that pleased me
tremendously for, after saying how ably Mrs. Keyes had
grasped the problems of Porto Rico, and how glad he was
that DELINEATOR was going to publish the article about
these problems, he continued with: “Incidentally, there is,
insofar as we are concerned, a certain amount of senti-
ment in all this, for as you know, DELINEATOR represents

not only a life-long companion in our family but is also
the publication for which my wife has written.”

Still further, and most appealing to the greedy heart of
your editor, Mrs. Roosevelt sent me a large box of Porto
Rican products—the products of a tropical paradise
which should make Porto Rico opulent instead of as
wretchedly poor as she is. There were cans of grapefruit,
grapefruit juice and white peel orange marmalade, cheese,
coffee, sugar, syrup, cigars, coconut candy and fruit
pastes of various kinds, including, best of all, guava paste.
Have you ever tried guava paste with cream cheese and
crackers? If you haven’t, by all means do so. It’s a
delectable experience.

LEGEND OF AN OLD MILL

Here’s another incident we found most interesting. In
our ignorance we'd never heard of a tide-water mill. Have
you? It was Gertrude Ryder Bennett, author of “Ballad
of the Dutch Mill” which opens this issue, who enlight-
ened us. She came in to see us and told us, among other
things, that the mill around which she had woven the
legend is an actual old mill that is still standing.

Gerritsen's Mill was built somewhere around 1665 in
Flatlands Village, one of the first white settlements on Long
Island. And it is a fine example of a tide-water mill. The
escaping flood of the tide turns the wheel which grinds
the grain. Isn’t it pleasant to think of the stout old
Dutchmen with their long pipes standing there beside
that mill in those far-away days? How much the land-
scape with its flat marshes and spreading arms of the sea
must have reminded them of their native Holland.

Around the c!d mill which has braved the storms of two
hundred and fifty years a different sort of storm has burst
recently. The Acting Mayor of Greater New York said it
looked like a chicken coop and didn’t deserve the repairs
needed for its preservation. But all the historical so-
cieties of Brooklyn indignantly rushed to its defense;
and it’s still standing—weather-beaten but unafraid, and
equipped and ready to this day to grind grain in its primi-
tive, methodical, Dutch manner.

SALADS, SANDWICHES AND PARTIES

Just across the hall from my office is the office of Dor-
othy Higgins, head of the Delineator Institute Booklet
Service. Dorothy was once my secretary, then an edito-
rial assistant, and finally was promoted to chief of her own
department. Every little while she dashes irito my office
and says, “Why not say something about my booklets

Seaside: The historic inspiration
of the ballad of the Dutch mill

GRAVE OR

Countryside: Margaret Sangster and
her husband, George lllian, the artist

in yvour editorial page? You talk about everything else
under the sun but never mention my little books.”

“ 1 did once,” said L.

“Yes, but only once,” she said.

“All right! I will,” T agreed.

And so I am. Every month we sell thousands of these
little books so useful to our readers. They really supple-
ment our own editorial pages, for they go into more
elaborate detail about cooking, entertainment, etiquette
and other subjects than editorial space permits in any one
number. And they preserve in permanent form a great
deal of the material that has appeared in the editorial
pages.

Dorothy Higgins tells me that her best sellers just now
are “Salads for All Occasions,” “How to Give a Bridge
Party,” “Party Sandwiches,” “Five Ways to Tell For-
tunes,” and “Good Table Manners.” Also she’s very
proud of two new booklets fresh from the press, “How to
Entertain Six and Eight” and “Thirty-seven Ways to
Serve Chicken.”

You'll always find Dorothy Higgins’ own announce-
ment of her beloved booklets on the last page of
DeLiNEaTOR. Glance over her ever-increasing list.

A LETTER THAT MADE A DAY

Letters! Lots of nice letters this month as well as a few
caustic ones. Best of all T like A. H. of Nova Scotia who
says, ‘I get all kinds of things from your magazine: hope
and health and faith and laughter.” That phrase sent a
glow all over me. What more could one ask from life
than to be able to help a fellow being to find those blessed
qualities—hope and health, faith and laughter!

From J. W. Faust who contributes the article on recre-
ation for children to this issue we received the following
amusing comment which every husband (and his wife)
will appreciate: ‘It has been suggested that you might
want a biography of the writer: I am on the staff of the
National Recreation Association; National Chairman,
Committee on Recreation of the National Congress of
Parents and Teachers; and, of equal importance, I am
chairman of the Board of Directors of a family of eight—
six children. Note that I do not say president and gen-
eral manager. My wife holds that job.”

Well, here I am at the end with not a whisper of next
month—but you’ll find notes to give you the news and
also some prophecies on the Contents Page.

With best wishes for your health and your hope, your
faith and your laughter, I'll sign off as usual with

OSCAR GRAEVE, Editor
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The Author of the “Million Dollar

Cook Book” il how sh prepares
delightful dishes from INEXPENSIVE CULS

ceN1us for flavor. . .an abiding
belief in cooking as a fine art—
these have enabled her to create rec-
ipes that built up a million dollar
business.

Mrs. William Vaughan Moody,
wife of the poet-playwright, is fa-
mous today as one of America’s out-
standing blue ribbon cooks, founder
of one of Chicago’s most epicurean
tea rooms.

Whatever the dish may be that Mrs.
Moody prepares, it seems to reach
undreamed-of heights of goodness.
You taste something new . . . deli-
cious . . . irresistible.

The inexpensive cuts of lamb, for
instance —those less-known cuts
that can make such a pleasant saving
in the meat bills—just taste them
cooked Mrs. Moody’s way!

Send for Swift’s recipe cards

Clip and mail in the coupon below at
right. Swift's new set of recipe cards,
with Mrs. Moody's delightful rec-
ipes for the inexpensive cuts of lamb,
will be sent you, Free. With them
comes a meat-buying chart to help
you market.

As you try Mrs. Moody's recipes,
you'll find that the inexpensive cuts
of lamb offer an excellent solution
for many of your menu problems.
Variety . . . economy . . . seductive
flavor—here you have them all.

More than a million women have
sent for the recipe cards offered by

of lamb

Mrs. William Vaughan Moody, founder of

Chicago’s famed “Home Delicacies” Asso-

ciation and fashionable “Petit Gourmet,”

has created six recipes for Swift's new set of
lamb recipe cards.

Dining al fresco in the beart of Chicago!
The sunny courtyard of Le Petit Gourmet,
the Michigan Avenue tea room founded by
Mrs. Moody, is a gathering place for many
of Chicaga's notables.

Two of the less-used cuts of lamb, prepared
by the author of Mrs. William Vaughan
Moody’s Cook Book—a collection of recipes
which built up a million dollar business.
At right above, Potatoes Stuffed with Lamb
Hash. Az left, Lamb Loaf. To get these and
other unusual recipes, just clip the coupon.

Swift & Company in the past. They
have recognized the great possibil-
itiesof the less-knownmeatcuts, how
savory theyare,and how inexpensive.

And they have known that if they
asked for Swirr's meats, they were
certain of fine flavor and tenderness.
Wherever you may live, one of
Swift & Company's many branch
houses or car routes brings your
dealer the finest of fresh meat.
Insist on Swirt’s meats. And clip
and mail the coupon below for
Mrs. Moody's recipes.

Swift & Company

Purveyors of Fine Foods

FREE—the new Swift lamb recipe cards, six
unusual recipes by Mrs. William Vaughan
Moody, with a chart showing the various
cuts of lamb. Mail the coupon today!

File your recipe cards!
Every recipe alphabetically arranged so you
canfind itinajiffy. Here's your chance to get
a sturdy, attractiverecipe file box. It already
contains 251 delightful meat recipes, 209
complete menus! Just mail soc in stamps.

Home Economics Department

Swift & Company, 4185 Packers Ave., Chicago
Please send me as checked below:

O The new set of lamb recipe cards, together with
the shopping chart for lamb.

[ The recipe file box, for which I enclose soc.
This includes a complete set of meat recipes and
menus, with shopping chart.

Name

Streer

City.. State
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WHAT MEN
L QS R ..F-O R

A RISING YOUNG ARCHITECT selected this lovely painting as typifying
most nearly his ideal girl. “The girl I'll want to marry,” he told me, “will be
more of a companion than anything else . . . She’ll toss me a little unearned
flattery now and then because she’ll know I need it. She’ll be trim and smart.
She’ll have really lovely skin—laughing eyes—nice hands...Men and women

will like her because she’s genuine and natural and good company.”

CAMAY

For the ﬁwkmﬁ&@éﬁ% men admire

DELINEATOR

i the Girly
7%% M aw/%

IMAGINE what a fascinating time I've had! I've been inter-
viewing fifty eligible bachelors—discovering at first hand what
young men look for in the girls they marry.

All of them were charming. All of them—after a little pre-
liminary laughter—were serious as could be about it.

They wanted—oh, such possible things, it seemed to me.
Everyday traits. Good, honest qualities . . . And 48 out of the
50 agreed that they want a girl whose charm is natural!

Isn’t that nice to know? Because so many of us already
possess the first requisite of natural beauty—a healthy skin;

and so many others can have it, with just a little more care.

73 dermatologists approve Camay

I consulted 73 dermatologists on this very matter of complex-
ions. (Dermatologists, you know, are physicians who special-
ize in the care of the skin.) How, I asked, can we keep complex-
ions fresh and natural under trying modern conditions?

Every one of these famous specialists advised daily soap-
and-water cleansing—with a gentle soap. Every one of them
agreed that Camay is an ideally gentle soap, so mild that they
themselves prescribe it.

No soap but Camay has ever received such medical approval!

So, on the best professional authority in America (and on
my own very feminine personal advice) do use Camay if you
want to keep your complexion naturally lovely. It’s a fas-
cinating soap—cameo-white, deliciously fragrant, frothing in-
stantly to creamy velvet lather. Try Camay cleansing twice
daily for a week. Watch your skin glow with the fresh, clean,

ldeton. Clges

natural beauty that men demand!

© 1981, P. & G. Co.
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by GERTRUDE RYDER BENNETT

HE miller rapped on the farmhouse door
In the light of the harvest moon:
““Wilhelmus, friend, there is work to do
Or the day will break too soon.

"Tomorrow the Hessians will bring me bags
Of grain at an early hour;
But I’ll hang before my mill will grind
An ounce of Hessian flour.”’

At the edge of the pond on a willow bough
An owl peered through the night,

Disturbed by sounds from the water-mill,
And the glow of a lantern’s light,

By figures who staggered beneath a weight
Out of the yawning door,

By the sound of a spade as it crunched the sand
In the silence of the shore.

In the morning the Hessian wagons came,

The captain drew his rein:
“In the name of the King,”” commanded he,
““Your mill will grind our grain.”’

The lusty miller puffed his pipe,
The water-wheel was still.
I cannot grind your grain.”’
In the door of his idle mill.

He lounged

The captain’s face was pale with wrath.
"“Then you shall die,”’ he said.

The miller shrugged, ‘I cannot give

The Dutch or the Hessians bread—

“’For | must have an enemy
Who hates me through to the bones.
Hessian or Dutch, does it matter much
When he stole my grinding-stones2’’

All of that year the rockweed clung

To the wheel, and the door was barred.
The thieving mice grew sleek and bold
Though the winter was long and hard.

The miller rapped on the farmhouse door:
““Wilhelmus, the war is won!

Both Hessian and British troops are gone.
Today the mill will run!’’

Rejoicing, the stones were carried back,

The heavy lock set free—

And the sound of the wheel as it ground the meal
Was the song of liberty.

Illustrations by

LESLIE SAALBURG
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by MARGARET SANGSTER

Up from nothing rose Nellie Clancy who in this story fights her

own battles so valiantly. Yet she was inspired by a war hero

who didn’t happen to be a hero—but that, Nellie did not know

STORIES and plays run in cycles. Plots and counter-
plots go about in an unending circle. One year western
vamns, one vear sophisticated society stuff, one vear
high romance. )
And this year war fiction, with its every sad and
humorous and disagreeable feature, is in high favor.
Twelve years ago—oh, then war was too close! People
who had lived its horrors didn’t want to read about them!
But now that it is veiled in the mist of a decade, reading
about it can no longer make us actually ill. Men can
now talk with steady voices about the woods at Rouge
Bouquet, and they can grow very tender over memories
of the black-eyed barmaid who served vin ordinaire in a
certain little shop on the Rue St. Honoré. Men who once
learned to wear a row of wound stripes on their souls.as
well as on their sleeves, would rather, this day, see a battle
picture than the latest Hollywood revue. Even the women
who still cherish tarnished gold stars no longer strive
to forget the poppies in the wheat fields of France.

The reawakening of war interest is, perhaps, my reason
for telling you this story. One of the reasons! It is a
war story that happened some time after the war’s action
had ceased, and when the Armistice was a thing of the
past, but it is a war story, nevertheless. I will tell it with
Bill Clancy’s rat face watching furtively from the
shadows, and with the untidiness of the Clancy cottage
before me. And I will tell it with the eyes of Nellie
Clancv—wide and wistful and just a shade blank—fol-
lowing my pen.. . .

“D UT,” the ex-sergeant’s voice held a note of violent
protest, “but he was such a measly little skunk! It
don’t seem right, somehow, to name an honest-to-Gawd
post, like ours, after him.”
From around the table rose grunts of assent.
Buck Williams was firm.
“Well,” he said aggressively, “well, what of it? He’s
dead, ain’t he? An’ he’s the only one of us that is dead!

(5

Only
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"You don't understand, ma,"
Nellie said. "They're namin'
the Legion Post after our Billl"

ol RS
/: S

He gave his life, didn’t he? Gave it for his country!”
A voice rose, gently, from a corner of the room.
“Apple-sauce!” said the voice, and subsided.

The ex-sergeant laughed, and there was not too much
mirth in his laughter.

“Can it, Buck,” he said. “He didn’t set out to give his
life. We'd a taken our chances, anyone of us, any time.
Bill Clancy never took a chance. He was out where he'd
no business to be when the sniper got him. If he wasn’t
drunk when he went beyond the lines—and I think, my-
self, that he was—he’d a had some explainin’ to do if he’d
come back!”

Buck Williams was talking again.

“Anybody with sense,” he said slowly, and painstak-
ingly, as one who has covered the same ground many
times, “anybody with sense would see that it’s plumb
necessary to have a hero. We were all willin'—beaucoo
willin’—to be heroes. But we didn’t any of us get a
chance at the hero stuff. A-course Bill Clancy wasn’t
worth th’ gun powder it took t’ blow him off. We all
know what he done, and what he didn’t do! But he’s
dead, and if we've a mind to, we all can do some forget-
tin’, an’ keep our mouths shut. Th’ fellers over at Fair-
view, they've named their post for a lil’ runt that cap-
tured a machine gun an’ got his ticket doin’ it. Boyers-
town has called their outfit for a guy that carried a dis-
patch to the comp’ny commander, an’ died of wounds,
later. Boyerstown has got pretty fresh since they licked
our baseball team. And the Fairview Weekly has made
mention of th’ number of decorations we didn’t get.
They’re sayin’ we'll hafter be namin’ our post for Wash-
in’ton or Lincoln—or Wilson. They’re sayin’ that we
ain't got no dead ones belongin’ direct to us; dead ones
that’s been buried.”

He paused, significantly.

For a moment no one spoke. Every member of the
post knew that Buck had been speaking sincerely and



truthfully. It was no matter of pride to any of
them that the town'’s service flag held only one gold star.
They refused to laugh when some outsider referred to the
action that their company had seen. Loading supplies,
unloading trains, and sleeping in the mud had not been
any more humorous than it had been heroic. Not one of
them had seen a battle, or Paris. They had stayed put,
until they were ordered home. Only Bill Clancy, in an
unexplained fit of recklessness, had ventured far enough
away from camp to be shot by a stray sniper; a stray
sniper who must have been lost himself, he was so many
miles away from his own line . . .

It was a pleasant voice, with a pleasant touch of a brogue
in it, that broke at last through the short period of
silence.

“Shure, it sounds all right, to me,” said the voice. “Th’
William Clancy Post o’ th’ American Legion. After all,
nobody but us knows that he didn’t die game.”

There was another pause; shorter, more expressive. It
was the ex-sergeant who finally spoke.

“Aw,” he said briefly, “let’s make it a sportin’ proposi-
tion. We'll flip a coin. If it comes heads we’ll name the
post after him—an’ like it! If it comes tails, we'll go on
bein’ known by a number, which’ll be fairer and squarer,
to my way of thinkin’! Is the idea agreeable to the rest
of you gents?”

From around the table the grunts of assent rose again.
The ex-sergeant handed a coin to Buck Williams.

“It’s my pocket-piece,” he explained. “Th’ first franc
that I ever won shootin’ crap wit’ a Frog. You flip it!"”

Buck Williams took the coin gingerly in his hand.

“It’s agreeable to th’ rest?” he echoed.

For the third time came the chorus of grunts, punctu-
ated here and there with a “Go to it, ol’ kid!” With a
sheepish grin, Buck Williams flipped the coin.

The ex-sergeant bent eagerly over the table. The
others crowded close. And then, all at once, the ex-
sergeant laughed.

“T reckon,” he said slowly, “that the joke’s on me, on
us. Headsit is, an’ we’re named for somebody that never
did anything but die.” He paused, and then, “But he is
dead,” he said almost fiercely, “‘he is dead! An’ why he’s
dead an’ how he kicked off is between us. See?”

So it was that the William Clancy Post of the American
Legion got its name.

ELLIE CLANCY met the postman as she was start-

ing off to the button factory where she worked. She

opened the letter that he handed her, quite unhesitat-

ingly, although it was addressed to her mother. And

her wide gray eyes grew suddenly wider as she started to
read it,

“Hey, ma,” she called, “Hey, ma. Come quick!”

Ma Clancy came, as quickly as her huge, slovenly bulk
would permit. She rubbed her soapy hands on her soiled
apron, as she drew near.

“What's all th’ fuss about, Nellie?”” she asked wearily.

Nellie's voice held more of excitement, more of thrill
and expression, than it usually did.

“It’s from the American Legion, ma,” she said. “It’s
a letter. Guess what?”

“How,” questioned Mrs. Clancy, still more wearily,
“could I be guessin’? I don’t know nothin’ about Ameri-
can Legions. I don’t know nothin’ about any of ’em!
An’ I don’t care nothin’, neither.”

Nellie Clancy was not listening. The thrill grew in her
voice as she read from the letter.

“Resolved,” she read, “that this Post be hereafter
named the William Clancy Post, in honor of our gallant
comrade who died bravely on the field of honor. And
resolved that, in a letter to our comrade’s family . . .”

Nellie Clancy’s voice had ceased. But her lips were
still parted in sheer amazement,

“Bill!” she said slowly. “What d’ ya know 'bout it? Bill!”

Mirs. Clancy was still rubbing her hands on her apron.

“What'’s it all mean?” she questioned, dully. “What’s
this resolved stuff stand ferr Do we owe sumpin’ to
somebody?”

Nellie met her mother’s eves with a look of veiled con-
tempt.

“Gosh,” she snorted, “gosh!” And then, “You don’t
never understand, ma! It’s Bill—owr Bill. Th’ post,
they’re namin’ it after him. Because he died bravely, on
the field of honor!”

A quiver seemed to pass through the huge bulk of Mrs.
Clancy. All at once her fat hands were clasped—clasped
tight—together.

“I always knew,”” she half sobbed, ““that he had good in
him. Ialways knew that he wasn’t so bad as people said.
He was so pretty, when he was a baby, th’ prettiest o’ th’
children on th’ block! He used t’ put his little arms
around my neck an’ smile at me. An’ now—now he's
dead!”

Nellie Clancy’s face was expressionless. (Turn to page 38)

1
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Illustrations by "I'm Nellie Clancy," she announced, "and I've come to find out the truth

I g

"Why," he asked, "do you want this position
so badly?" She blinked to keep back tears

of eagerness.

el g about my brother." Buck Williams, at a loss, saw the ex-sergeant's

eyes fill with something that might have been called admiration-plus

"It's m' chance,” she said

(9)
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The snickers of those bad
boys had something to
do with papa. But what?
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ONNIE was coming home from school. She was
so happy she couldn’t just walk, she had to skip
every step or two.

She was thinking about the teacher. The
teacher was so nice to her now. All year, ever
since last September when Bonnie had first started to
school, she had sat at her desk thinking how beautiful,
how wonderful, Miss Adams was, and trying to make
Miss Adams notice her. Then last week it had happened
suddenly. It was the day after all the men had come to
the house; policemen, and men with big cameras, the
doctor—for mama suddenly got sick, and was shut up in
her room. Aunt Nellie had come too, from New York;
she took care of mama-and did the cooking and put
Bomnie to bed that night.

Well, it was the next day that Miss Adams had begun
being so perfectly lovely to Bonnie. She kept coming
back to Bonnie’s desk and putting a hand on her shoulder
and smiling at her, and when Bonnie read from the primer
and made some awful mistakes, Miss Adams only said,
“That’s fine, Bonnie.”

And that afternoon, and ever since, it had been the
same. Bonnie couldn’t understand it but she was warm
with happiness every minute she was in school.

At home things had changed. Mama was still sick,
Aunt Nellie was still there, strange men kept coming to
the house, the telephone rang all the time, men and wo-
men and boys and girls hung around just looking at the
windows of the house and nudging each other, until Mr.
O’Connell, the policeman, came and shooed them away.
And papa hadn’t been home for days and days. But that
wasn't strange, lots of times he was away. “My papa
is a traveling man,” Bonnie always said proudly when
the children at school were boasting about parents.
But this time he hadn’t sent postal cards and mama
wasn't talking about his coming home, as she always had
before. Bonnie missed the postal cards.

“I like papa,” thought Bonnie now.
hurry up, the old rascal.”

Then she laughed, because papa always laughed when
she called him that.

She came to the gray-painted house that was home,
hesitated a moment, then went up the steps. She hoped
mama wouldn’t be shut up in her room still. She opened
the door.

The house was deadly quiet. Aunt Nellie’s big, round

(10)

“I wish he'd

faceappeared at the head of the stairs.*That you, Bonnie?”

(‘YeSlm-)?

“Well, I'll be down in a minute. Hang your hat up,
dear, and wash the little paddies. And there are some
cookies in the kitchen.”

ilYes'm.,l

Oo-00, they were good cookies. She munched appre-
ciatively, walking around the kitchen. She wondered if
Tony, the next-door cat, were out and went to the win-
dow. There he was, prowling around the new little May
tulips at Mrs. Anable’s back door. “I wish I had a kitty,
a little fuzzy one.” If she had a kitten, she could hold it
hard and love it and talk to it.

Suddenly she drew back from the window. There was
that sharp face again, its eyes all squeezed up, looking
hungry and mean and, ves, pleased too—MTrs. Anable
at her kitchen window. Lately, Bonnie had become more
and more conscious that people looked at her like that, as
if there were something about her, Bonnie Kirk
Then she would forget it.

She forgot it now. A cookie in hand, she wandered
into the living-room. It was so still and orderly. She felt
dimly that life had gone out of this room. Before last
week, before that day, mama had always been here sew-
ing or reading or listening to the radio, and sometimes
papa was here, too, and the room had been so alive then.
She wasn't allowed to play the radio any more. Aunt
Nellie said it disturbed mama.

“Oh, what,” she thought now, “is the matter with
mama?”’

THE telephone rang. Aunt Nellie came bustling down.

“Hello, dearie,” she said and went to the telephone.

Bonnie listened intently. Aunt Nellie sometimes said
the strangest things over the telephone.

“Hello . . . Yes . . . No, I'm sorry . . . No, Mrs. Kirk
can’t see any reporters whatever . . . No . . . I say #o!”

Very red and angry-looking, Aunt Nellie slammed up
the receiver.

“Aunt Nellie, can I-——may I go out and play?”

“I wouldn’t, dearie.” Aunt Nellie looked at her kindly,
and Bonnie thought, sadly, too.

“Why? I always used to.”

“I know. But mama doesn’t want you to, Bonnie.
She wants us all just to stay quietly in the house now.
Later, sometime, we'’re going away. But you—you'll be



Bright sunlight, clicking

cameras, and Bonnie's

mother shielding her face

dear and good, won't you? You've been the best little
girl in the whole world and mama and I are so glad be-
cause—well, because things are a little hard for mama
now.”

“Aunt Nellie!” Bonnie ran over, seized her aunt’s hand.
“Aunt Nellie, when is mama going to get well?”

“Soon, 1 hope, dearie,” said Aunt Nellie soberly, and
took her heavy body up the stairs.  The living-room was
silent again.

Bonnie rambled aimlessly around. Then she had a
great inspiration: she would dust. Papa used to pre-
tend she was going to dust kim out of the house, which
was a great joke. She loved to dust. She couldn’t find
the cloth at first, but she finally hunted it out and very
painstakingly she set to dusting the living-room.

It was in the bookcase that she found the newspaper.
It was stuffed behind the books, almost hidden. A small
newspaper it was, not big like the one that used to come
to the door every morning, and this one, she discovered,
was just like a picture-book, it was all pictures.

>, A G, AR R

HE settled down on the floor . . . Why, there was a
picture of papa! She looked more closely, spelled out
the name underneath, H-a-r-l-a-n K-i-r-k. It delighted
her to see papa’s picture. Lovingly she studied every bit
of the photograph, the curly hair, the horn-rimmed eyes,
the dimple in the chin, all so familiar. But papa looked
unhappy, she thought. Perhaps he was lonesome for her
and mama. Poor papa.

And there was a picture of their house. It was, it was!
Oh, she would have to take this paper to school tomorrow
and show Miss Adams and the children—#er father and
her house here in this picture-paper.

She tried to read what the words said under the photo-
graphs: Harlan Kirk, L-o-v-e-C-r-a-z-e-d K-i-l-l-e-r
W-h-o C-o-n-f-e-s-s-e-d Y-e-s-t-e-r-d-a-y—— No, the
words were too hard, they were not like the words in the
primer at all,

She wondered who the woman was whose picture was
next to papa’s. She had such bee-yootiful light curly
hair. K-a-t-e S-m-y-t-h-e, Kirk’s F-l-a-m-e-W-o-m-a-n
and V-i-c-t-i-m—— Oh, well. She turned the page.
Oh, there was a lovely dog . . . and a kitten beside him .. .
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She jumped as Aunt Nellie suddenly appeared above her.

“Bonnie!”

“Aunt Nellie, look!”
picture!”

“Yes, Bonnie,” said Aunt Nellie, not looking at the
paper at all. ““Give it to me and go up and see mama.”
But why did Aunt Nellie’s face look so scared?

Mama was sitting in a big armchair by the window,
wrapped in a blanket. Bonnie ran to her.

“Sit down, darling. There’s your little stool.”

Bonnie dragged over the stool and squatted down on

She scrambled up. ‘“Papa’s

it.

“Mama, I saw papa’s picture in the paper! Isn’t he an
old rascal—" she turned up a laughing face—not to
come home?”

Mama'’s face screwed up suddenly. She sat very still
trying to make her face smooth again and then finally
she said, “Bonnie, I want to tell you something.”

“Yes'm.” But she didn’t want to hear.

“Bonnie, papa isn’t coming home for a long time. He's
away and he won’t come back to us for years, maybe
never. I don’t want you to talk about it, or about him,
to anybody outside of this house. You hear me, Bonnie?
Not to anybody.”

“Yes'm,” said Bonnie very low. She felt ashamed of
something. “Where—where is he, mama?”

“He’s in New York and he can’t come back. He would
if he could but he’s in trouble. But if he doesn’t come
back, you must always remember how much he loved
you—oh, he did, he did!” She cried out now. “He loved
us both but that wom——" She pulled herself up and
went on. “You must remember how good he was to
you. You mustn’t ever be bitter. You must feel sorry
that he got in trouble.” She stopped. “That’sall. And
don’t think about this again. When you're grown up
there’s time enough. Just go ahead and be happy . . .”

Aunt Nellie came to the door.

“Mr. Jason is on the telephone, Rina. He wants to
come out this evening. I told him all right.”

Mama nodded. “All right.”

“Who'’s Mr. Jason, mama?”’

“He’s a lawyer, dearie. He’s helping me—and you.”

“Is he the one with the funny whiskers?”

(‘Yes'7F

“I like him,” said Bonnie. “He’s like an old dog.”

Mama smiled. “Now run downstairs and help Aunt

(11)

Nellie get supper. She says you're a fine little helper.”

“Can I—may I bring up the tray, if it's the little one
and I'm ver-ry careful?”

“Yeg,”

“Oh, goody!” Bonnie jumped up from the stool and
went tumbling down the stairs. ‘““Aunt Nellie! Mama
says I can bring up the tray all by myself!”

AMA got up the next morning and came down to
breakfast. Bonnie jumped up and down when she
saw her slowly making her way down the stairs.

“Oh, it’s nice for everybody to come to breakfast!”
she cried.

Mama smiled and hurried a little, very little, though.
She walked as if she were very old, Bonnie thought.

Mrs. Diffendorfer came in at the back door with a
covered plate. Mrs. Diffendorfer lived across the street.

“Ach!” cried she, beaming, when she saw mama.
“Dot’s de vay. Dot’s gude.”

“T had to begin sometime,” said mama.

“Ya,” said Mrs. Diffendorfer, “and you got to go on.
You got a leedle girl.”

“Yes,” said mama, looking at Bonnie.

“Mrs. Diffendorfer,” spoke up Bonnie, “are they crul-
lers?”

“Ach!” said Mrs. Diffendorfer, with a start. Laughing,
she uncovered the plate. It was stacked with white
sugary crullers, warm and fragrant.

“Mama, can’t I have one?” begged Bonnie.

“Yes,” said mama. “Eat it very slowly.”

“Dot’s right,” said Mrs. Diffendorfer. ‘““Eat and keep
on eating, all of you, dot helps.” She paused, her cheeks
getting red. “Could I do anyt’ing, Meesis Kirk? Gus or
me? We—" her eyes looked gently at mama— “we veel
so sorry, Meesis Kirk.”

Mama'’s eyes were full of tears, Bonnie noticed, but she
replied to Mrs. Diffendorfer, “You've done so much al-
ready, Mrs. Diffendorfer. You've been such a good
neighbor——" Then suddenly she ran from the room.

“Ach,” clucked Mrs. Diffendorfer miserably. “I done
the wrong t'ing. You go to her, Miss Nellie. Goo' bye,”
and she lumbered into the kitchen and away.

Bonnie got up from the table. She didn’t know why,
but she was sick, and she wondered what to do. Mama
was sick and Aunt Nellie had to be with mama and there
was nobody else to help her. Why had papa gone and
gotten into trouble? She was angry with papa now.
He should be here when she was sick.

But she wasn’t sick, after all. In a few minutes she
was off to school, all comfortable again.

At the school corner, the queerest thing happened. A
group of older children seemed to be waiting for her and
when she came up to them, they all looked at each other
and laughed. The cold feeling came over her again, and
she passed them with her eyes down. She knew that
their laughter had something to do with papa, but her
brow was scowling when she went into her classroom, be-
cause she was trying to think why. Then Miss Adams
came in, called out, “Good morning, Bonnie dear,” and
Bonnie was happy again. (Turn to page 78)

“Love Killer Gets Chair!” shrieked the
headlines of the tabloid newspapers.
But this is the story behind the head-
lines—the story of the little daughter
who could not understand what it was
Here is one of the most

all about.

powerful stories we have ever published
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structures which honor them?

by

LYON

Challenging the lofty dome of the Capitol in Washington rise

memorials to her great men: the Washington Monument, the

PHELPS

But, in these days of debunking

© Thos. D. McAvoy

reputations, does the fame of these men survive as solidly as the

Read Dr. Phelps's vigorous reply

E——

T

SUPPOSE in all human history there never was a
nation so fortunate at its founding as the United
States of America: fortunate in having at its cradle so
first-class statesmen. It is often said that a
t crisis produces a great man; such a remark would
not be true, even if a great man appeared. A crisis never
produces a hero; sometimes it reveals a hero.
"~ Among American leaders from 1776 to 1788, were
George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, Benjamin
in, Alexander Hamilton, John Jay, John Adams,
on, and other men who would today be
if they were members of the United States

amin Franklin signed four important historical
documents; the Declaration of Independence, the French
Treaty of Alliance, the Treaty of Peace, and the United
States Constitution. I believe he is the only American
1 1 all four of these state papers.

1 no spirit of belittling the present and praising

the past that l' compare our times with those. The years
1911-1920 needed more than they needed anything else,
statesmen of genius; it is probable that the three greatest
who emerged from the war-time were Nikolai Lenin,
1ito Mussolini, and Woodrow Wilson. They changed
story. Lenin, single-handed, controlled an
heterogeneous country when it was in a con-
sorder and despair. Had he shared the views
i, Russia would not now be a Soviet republic.
r words, he shaped it to his will.

Had Mussolini been an anarchist or a communist,
Italy today would be a Soviet republic, instead of being
exactly the opposite. Mussolini shaped the ancient
country of Italy at a time when it was at the mercy of
any man strong enough to take it, to his own will; even
as Napoleon put an end to the French Revolution and to
the republic that followed it

It is difficult to imagine any future time when the
writers of history will not give a large place to Lenin and
Mussolini, two men whose views were so contrary that
they resembled each other only in energy and resolution.

As for Woodrow Wilson, his position in the future is not

so clear and not so sure as that of his Russian and Italian
contemporaries. But if the world goes his way, that is, if
the League of Nations is joined by the United States of
America and becomes an efficient method of preventing
war, if secret treaties should be abolished and the old idea
of ‘ balance of power” relegated to the scrap-heap, then
the name of Woodrow Wilson will be brighter than it is
now.

But does any one believe that during the years 1g11-
1920 there was any American of the calibre of Benjamin
Franklin or of the philosophical grasp of Thomas Jeffer-
son, or of the pure unselfishness and patient ability of
George Washington, or of the creative power in public
finance of Alexander Hamilton?

The late Professor William Graham Sumner, in con-
sidering the history of the United States, our growth from
thirteen colonies along a strip of seacoast, through the
acquisition of the Louisiana purchase, through Florida,
through Texas, through the California coast, into a sol-
idly secure position between two oceans, with a friendly
power on the north and a weaker power on the south, said
it seemed incredible that any nation should have had
such good luck and such an opportunity; and he believed
that with a national folly as great as our national good

fortune, we threw them away by taking Hawaii, the
Philippines, and Porto Rico. But that is another story.

I agree with him that our history is almost incredibly
lucky; but I would add to our good fortune in the acquisi-
tion of land an equal good fortune in having at our birth
a half dozen men of genius, actuated by a common
purpose.

How great in mind and character was Washington?
Any famous man of the past who can survive the fourth
decade of this twentieth century must have had the root
of the matter in him. These present days are bad for
heroes. The heroic figures of history are now being
submitted to a scrutiny both searching and ironical.
Many of our clever writers of novelized history believe
that standards of morality have changed: sometimes the
wish is father to the thought. Be that as it may, the
attitude toward Washington is similar to that of the
Athenian citizen who voted against Aristides because he
was tired of hearing him called “the Just.” Thus the
process of “debunking’’ goes merrily on; for the surest
way to attract attention to oneself is not to exalt Wash-
ington and other heroes, but to befoul them.

The new chroniclers of times that are past come not
to praise a hero, but to bury him. (Twrn to page 59)
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The author of that unforgettable story
“The Unknown Soldier—one of our
greatest successes—as well as many
popular novels and stories, here reveals
his talent in a new light in an appeal-

ing tale of a good and faithful servant
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Everything seemed unreal.

But even so the master had
called her his dear friend!

£ Sl i VR

O 3]

" ND to my dear friend and faithful servant,
little Annie, the sum of one hundred thousand
dollars.”

There was a turning of heads such as one

witnesses at church when worshipers are dis-

turbed by a late arrival. Only they didn’t turn to
rebuke her; on the contrary, they were nodding con-
gratulation. Mr. Ralph, who was no respecter of occa-
sions, leaned across his wife and daughter to whisper,

“You can buy a new hat now, little Annie.” The lawyer

looked up, scandalized at the breach of decorum. Little

Annie met his challenge by thrusting her toil-worn hands

beneath her apron. When quiet had been restored, he

resumed his role of lugubrious Father Christmas distrib-
uting unmerited presents.

To little Annie the money meant nothing; that her old
master should have called her his dear friend was the gift
that counted.

“And ’im in his coffin,” she ruminated, “underground,
where I can’t thank 'im!”

Her thoughts were all confused; everything seemed
unreal. It was a spring afternoon, perfumed by hyacinths
and gilded with sunshine; yet she felt there ought to be
snow on the ground. Her Christmas feeling must be due
to the reading of the will and the family party it had
assembled. Outside the house was a festal array of auto-
mobiles, representing all degrees of affluence, from
Miss Jane’s shabby flivver to Mr. Ralph’s Rolls Royce
with its liveried chauffeur. Miss Jane had married for
love—a Presbyterian minister; whatever chariots awaited
her in heaven, on earth a flivver was her portion.

Miss Dollie had had three husbands. From the first
two she had been divorced; from the third, as her widow’s
weeds betokened, she had parted more amicably. If one
were to judge by her mustard-colored Fiat, she had found
matrimony a profitable venture. Miss Grace, who had
never been anything but good and reliable, had arrived
ina Buick. Of Miss Ruby perhaps the less said the better;
she had cultivated a career and had driven up in a taxi.
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This kitchen was her life.

How could they turn her

out

into an alien world?

There remained Mr. Ralph, the pride of the Nesbits,
the possessor of the Rolls Royce. He was a promoter by
profession, humorous and boyish. His gestures seemed to
say, “Eat, drink and be merry”; but if there were two
in a bed, one might be certain that his companion would
be taken and he would be left. He had chosen his wife
for love, but had been sufficiently far-sighted to have a
canning-factory included.

When legal formalities had been completed the tension
was relaxed and refreshments were served. Refreshments
had been little Annie's idea. She had risen at dawn to
cut sandwiches and mix salads, just as she had always
done when her master and mistress had been expecting
company.

She was so much a creature of habit that, though she
knew they had traveled beyond the delights of her cook-
ing, she continually looked up in the hope that they would
enter. In her white cap and apron she flitted hither and
thither, ignoring the time-worn jokes to which she was
subjected. She was Nesbit property to be borrowed in
times of crisis, when babies threatened, or domestics
departed without warning: “Oh, mother, can you lend
me little Annie?” Even the grandchildren monopolized
and disrespected her. Not that she minded. All she had
ever asked was to be wanted.

Everyone had something pleasant to say to her.

“I'm so glad for your sake, little Annie. It was cer-
tainly very handsome of father. Not thatany of usgrudge
you the money. I suppose you'll be going home to
England now?” That was Miss Jane.

“Handsome, be damned. Where would we be, if she
hadn’t done everything for us?” That was Mr. Ralph.

“She’ll be marrying, no doubt.” That was Miss Dollie.
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“Never forget you're worth ten

thousand a year, little Annie.

You must learn to look like it"

Everybody making plans for her, when her only
thought was that old Mr. Nesbit had recorded his true
opinion of her. It was the first time she had known that
she was anybody’s friend. A faithful servant—yes. She
supposed she had been faithful. But his dear friend!
That was a surprise to her.

Yearnings for romance, which years ago she had
stifled, were stirring. She wanted to be alone; wanted
them all to go; these children whom only the other day
she had tucked safely in their beds. While they were
present, she was too conscious of the change that had
befallen her.

Miss Dollie was the one who gave the signal for depar-
ture by retouching her complexion.

“Got a date with a John,” Mr. Ralph chaffed her.
“There’s a new husband round every corner, isn’t there,
Dollie?”

From behind a curtained window little Annie watched
them. The flivver was the last to start. Then the street
pale with evening and empty, save for spring and a young
girl walking.

A young girl! Little Annie would never be that.
Locking doors and lowering blinds, she retired to her
kitchen.

How long ago it seemed since she was young! Forty
years since she had left England. If she went back, as
Miss Jane had suggested, her relatives wouldn’t recognize
her. To them she wouldn’t be little Annie; she would be
cnly ‘an under-sized, rather ridiculous old woman. To

associate with them she would have to live in a colliery
district fouled with coal-dust. She had only nieces and
nephews remaining; their interest in her would be
limited to their avarice.

The only life that now was real to her had begun when
Mrs. Nesbit, searching for a maid-of-all-work, had
chosen her from a group of newly arrived immigrants in
an employment agency at Judah, New Jersey. At the
time when that had happened she had been fifteen; Mrs.
Nesbit and her husband had been thirty. From that day
till the day of their death, she had never had another
situation and they, from force of habit, when economy
had ceased to argue, had never engaged a second servant
for the kitchen.

HE had shared and more than shared, the shifts and
shams of their early poverty, the grinding poverty of
the respectable. She had postponed her wages for months,
when it had been inconvenient to pay her. There had
been no sacrifice which had been too exacting to demand
from her. Her reward had been to watch the financial
rise of her employers and finally their achievement of
fabulous prosperity. She had been so busy over the
family’s advancement that she had never had leisure to
fall in love herself.

The family, as it had grown, had almost forgotten her
surname. From the start she had been known as little
Annie. The title suited her. She had been littleand faith-
ful as a girl; she was little and faithful as an ageing
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woman. Every triumph of the Nesbits had seemed to be
her personal triumph.

Old Mr. Nesbit she had trusted much more than most
wives trust their husbands. To serve him had been her
religion. At his command she had handed over her wages
and Christmas gifts for him to invest. She had never
known how much she possessed and had never inquired.

After the Nesbits had become so rich that they had
kept a garage full of cars and had made almost yearly
trips to Europe, little Annie had still refused to come
out of her kitchen. The kitchen was her environment.
She knew the place for which she was best fitted. There
was no position in the house which she could grace as
well and she had been unambitious to be promoted.

From time to time old Mr. Nesbit had called her into
his library and given her papers to sign. He had men-
tioned figures which had astonished her. It had all had
something to do with monies he was manipulating;
she hadn’t been interested. What good was money if
she had people who needed her and whom, in return, she
respected?

HEN old Mr. Nesbit had died and old Mrs. Nesbit a

week later. Shehad attended both their funerals, trying
to believe that when those neat boxes had been lowered,
she would return home to find their tenants still waiting
for her to serve them.

She was still waiting, serving them in spirit, keeping
their house dusted, their floors polished. Everything that
she did was from habit.

The morning after the reading of the will young Mr.
Nesbit called. He wasn’t so young at that; but he would
always be young to her.

“You're keeping the house beautifully,” he compli-
mented her.

“I try to give satisfaction, Mr. Ralph.”

He slipped his arm through hers.

“I've come to discuss your future. Where can we talk
best?”

There was a sinking at her heart as she led the way to
her kitchen. She seated herself in her chair against the
white deal table, as she had always done when Mrs.
Nesbit had visited her to give her orders. Her entire life
had been spent in receiving orders.

Mr. Ralph perched himself unconventionally on the
edge of the table.

“It’s my duty”—he attempted jocularity—*“to explain
to you your worldly standing.”

She listened. At the start it was pleasant hearing.
She was much more secure against calamity than she
had fancied. Besides the hundred thousand bequeathed
to her there were her savings, which old Mr. Nesbit had
caused to breed and multiply.

“You're quite an heiress,” Mr. Ralph jollied her.
“TI guess, you're worth at this moment not less than
another hundred and fifty thousand. If you care to, you
can ride in your carriage like Queen Victoria.”

The purpose of his errand was to escort her to his
lawyers and afterwards to a bank, that she might make a
trust of her belongings and live at peace forever, protected
against penury. His car was in the diiveway. He bade
her scurry into her outdoor clothes that they might
accomplish as much as possible before lunch-time. True
to her instinct for obedience, she mounted the many
stairs to her attic and soon rejoined him clad in decent
mourning. Her only hesitancy was at leaving the house
unguarded.

“It’s insured,” Mr. Ralph eased her conscience.
“Besides, if you stopped, what could you do against
burglars?”

At the lawyers she signed papers, following instructions
blindly just as she had been wont to do when old Mr.
Nesbit had commanded her. At the bank she did the
same, seated at a mahogany desk in the president’s office.

“Now that’s settled.” Mr. Ralph heaved a sigh. “It’s
a load off my chest. From now on these gentlemen will
look after you. They’ll send you your interest monthly.
When the hundred thousand my father left you has been
paid into the estate, you'll have approximately ten
thousand to live on. Never takeany step involving money
without first consulting them.”

She nodded, as a child does when it is too shy to confess
that it hasn’t understood its lessons. The conundrum
that puzzled her was why she should have to seek advice
from strangers, when she could learn all she required from
Mr. Ralph himself. Of one thing she was certain: that no
one, except old Mr. Nesbit, had ever been cleverer or
wiser.

“How about a bite of lunch?” Mr. Ralph suggested.

She wanted to tell him that the honor was too flatter-
ing. But before she could gather her wits to refuse him,
he had hustled her back into the car and then ina moment
was piloting her through the revolving doors of the Presi-
dent Grant, Judah’s most impressive hotel. (Turn to page 70)
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"Has Pat got here yet?" he asked
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A story of the love between a boy and
his dog. “He can follow me anywhere!”

boasted Binks, but the day came— -

T WAS hot, so hot that a bird protested irritably from
the branches of the maple overhead. The smell of the
blistered paint of Binks’ red coaster made your nose
burn, and Binks’ bad leg tingled under its brace. Every

once in a while a gust of burning wind rushed down the
valley, slamming doors and flattening newspapers against
neat hedges. There was something desperate about the
wind, as if God had started a fire, fierce beyond anything
he had intended, and was doing his best to blow it out;
but Binks knew that Mrs. Bassett, his father’s house-
keeper, would say he shouldn’t think in that familiar
way of God.

After the gust had passed, everything was oppressively
still and sultry. When you lay on your stomach on the
bank and squinted off down the rolling highway, you
could see layers of heat waves shimmering above the
asphalt. Upon this phenomenon Binks commented to
Lilian Anne Olmsted, who had come down the road to
play with him. But Lilian Anne would not look.

“You can see it if you move just a little,” urged Binks.

“Well, I won’t,” yawned Lilian Anne. “I wouldn’t
move to see——"" then she did move. She sat bolt up-
right.

“Binkshop Vaille Tennant,” she commanded, “you
make your stupid old dog stop chasing that poor cat.”

Binks, also, sat bolt upright, as abruptly as if Lilian
Anne had slapped him.

“Pat O'Reilly is not a stupid dog,” he said very dis-
tinctly, “and he doesn’t have to stop unless he chooses.”

But at that moment Pat O’Reilly did choose. He came
caracoling back, every wire hair jauntily erect. He
threw himself down at Binks’ feet, sighed prodigiously.

Binks flung himself upon him, crooning endearments,
with a reproachful eye upon Lilian Anne. Pat O'Reilly
gulped and lowered his eyes to hide an overwhelming
emotion, as is the way of a small boy and his dog the
world over.

“There, you see?” Binks continued to stare accusingly
at Lilian Anne. “He understands every word I say.
He’s the smartest dog in town. He's the smartest dog
in the country. He's—" Binks grew quite pale and
swallowed—‘‘he’s the smartest dog in the whole world.”

“If he’s so smart—"" Lilian Anne disdainfully angled
a sandal upon a slim brown toe—‘“why doesn’t he go to
school with you?”

“He does.” Binks’ eyes were wide with triumph. “And
he waits outside all morning for me. He'd foller me
anywhere.”

“Well, I know one place he can'’t follow you.”
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“Where?”” Binks’ challenge crackled, but his gray
eyes were a bit anxious.

“To Heaven.”

“Huh! I guess he can, too.” But Binks looked startled,
and his arm tightened around Pat O’Reilly.

“Well, I guess he can’t. You don’t suppose God wants
Heaven all messed up with mangy Irish terriers, do you?”

Binks considered this hideous possibility for a moment.

“Then he’s not,”” he announced at length, ‘“‘the kind of
God I would choose.”

He caught his breath as he spoke, but his eyes were
very dark and steady in his white face.

“Oh, Binks, what you said!” Lilian Anne was rigid
with horror. “You don’t choose God; He chooses you,
if you love Him, and keep your heart pure, and 'bey
His laws.” Lilian Anne was quite carried away by her
evangelical fervor. “God is love. You ought to——"

“Not if he doesn’t love Pat O’Reilly, He isn't,”
enunciated Binks with grim finality.

“You wicked boy! God will punish you just the way
He punished that Jones boy for going swimming on
Sunday.”

“He did not! I don’t believe God ever let Eddie Jones
drown just because he went swimming on Sunday. I
don’t believe God’s like that.”

“Well, 7 know He i4s.” Lilian Anne spoke with a
little superior smile that Binks found vaguely reminis-
cent. Lilian Anne was always ‘“‘dressing up” in the tones
and manners of her elders. “If you want to be saved,
you must repent your sins and be —"

¥ ELL, Pat O'Reilly always repents. Why, just

yesterday—you know how he hates to be bathed
—well, just yesterday, after he ate up Mrs. Bassett’s
knitting, he went down and sat in his tub and barked
and barked for someone to come and bathe him.”

Lilian Anne waved this aside.

“Mark my words,” she pursued didactically—ah, now
Binks knew who it was Lilian Anne was ‘“‘dressing up” in
today. It was Mrs. Bassett. Mrs. Bassett said, “Mark
my words” in just that tone, and she always spoke with
that air of authority when she mentioned God.

There were sucking noises in the hot asphalt behind
them, and a car drew up at the curb. A lady leaned out
of the driver’s seat. She was all in white and looked
deliciously cool and, as always, deliciously lovely. She
was Lilian Anne’s mother. Binks had often thought
that she was exactly what you would choose in a mother
if you were lucky enough to have one.

“Lilian Anne,” she said—and her voice, too, was
deliciously cool and soft—“run right home. Mary
shouldn’t have let you come out here in this heat. I de-
clare, she gets more irresponsible every day. And, Binks,
Mrs. Bassett has been looking everywhere for you. It's
time for your glass of milk and your nap.”

She smiled her lovely smile at Binks, and he scrambled
to his feet and beamed, in spite of the loathsome words
“milk” and “nap.” Then he stood on his good leg and
wriggled his elbows as he always (Twrn to page 52)



They stood close. "Oh, Timmy, | shall be so lonely"
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" OD’S OWN COUNTRY"” was the title of
Timothy Hale's novel that plunged him to
the front rank of American authors. Praise,
speeches, adoring women'’s clubs . . . un-

til he and Susan, his loyal and lovely wife, wearied of all

the excitement, all the limelight.

“Let’s go to Europe for a while,” they said to each
other.

So with their small son Roger they set forth. Behind
them lay the happy vears of their life together, gypsying
up and down America, observing people and places close-
ly, making few lasting friends, and Tim at least not
minding. And now, before them, the glamour of the Old
World!

Their stay in England was a joy to them. Tim’s suc-
cess as a writer made it possible for the Hales to meet and
revel in.such good company as Bernard Shaw, John Gals-
worthy, Arnold Bennett and H. G. Wells. Everything
was new to them, exciting. But suddenly, one morning,
they tired of their English sojourn.

“Quo vadis?” Susan said to Timothy. And Timothy
answered, “Paris!”

Here the story continues:

USAN was in one of her blind rages, standing in a Paris
hotel bedroom in the middle of a slovenly pile of lug-
gage, dating from that first wardrobe trunk with which
they had started their wanderings, to Timothy’s new
London leather hat-box to hold his hated and rarely used
top hat.

She and the luggage were in a room so low she could
touch the ceiling with the palm of her hand. The furni-
ture was heavy Empire at its gilded worst. Outside
motor buses roared, taxi horns squawked, venders cried,
French people talked French, so that the low room be-
came a nightmare of gilt and noises.

Susan had been in an ecstasy of reminiscence all the
way from the Gare du Nord to the hotel door. “It’s
changed and yet it's not changed. It smells the same
except for the petrol fumes. Did I ever tell you I rode in
my first automobile in Paris, in a yellow taxi? . . . Tim,
sniff! 1 miss the cabmen with the patent leather hats,
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and their wine-purple voices and faces . . . I hope my
French will come back quickly. Tim, do you think my
French sounds authentic or has it become twangy? . . .
You're a darling, thanks for lying . . . Now there’s a
beard for you, and the Café de la Paix . . . Oh, talk
about the vitality of New York, it’s only the machinery
which is alive there, here it’s the people!”” Susan bounced
in her cab seat. “Tim, Tim, I'm so happy to be here—
and with you!”

Tim smiled wanly at her. He was tired. France was
all he had expected and more, perhaps too much more. In
none of his imaginings of his entry into Paris, the gay, the
naughty, had he ever included an English governess, a
baby with very dirty hands, seventeen pieces of luggage,
and even so nice a wife as Susan. If she would just stop
exclaiming and explaining for a moment, and let him see
for himself! Of course she was excited to be back, but
she had been so darn proprietary about the country ever
since she had leaned over the side of the boat and snatched
two porters from the crowd with a shrill song of “Porteu-
eur, porteu-eur!” She had answered the questions of the
custom’s house official, she had rather piggishly, he
thought, made them group themselves at their compart-
ment door so as to discourage others from entering (later
he admitted he was glad of the privacy). She had or-
dered the train lunch, told him what to pay the steward
with absurd black gloves, and finally had got their moun-
tainous luggage on the tops of two frail cabs. Miss
Ainley, the new English governess, was in one cab, he,
Roger and Susan in the other, and she was still exclaim-
ing: “See, Tim, the signs of the great dressmakers I used
to write about in my wage-slave days! May I have just
one dress from Jeanne Lanvin?”

OGER was doing his best to hold on to the little let-
down seat as they rocketed around corners. He was
tired but he was not crying. “Most kids would be
whining after this long journey,” thought Timothy and
he picked the child up and held him against him. Tim-
othy could feel the weight of the small body as it con-
fidingly relaxed. His own little son, his little nipper. He
ought to see more of Roger; if he only knew how to play
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discussion as this.
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games in words that Roger would understand. But later
surely, when the boy became more articulate, they'd

.own a dog, a boy’s dog, and go for long walks and be

friends.

“Wake up, Roger darling, we're at the hotel now, and
in five seconds you'll be in a nice white bed with—what
would you specially like for supper tonight?” Susan was
kissing him and straightening his clothes.

“Ice cream!”

NCE more Susan took charge of the caravan, though
she was relieved to find that Miss Ainley was
proving a most competent lieutenant.

“Two large rooms with twin beds, and bath in between,
and on a court,” Susan announced.

“For how much time will madame remain here?” asked
the manager, polite though not effusive.

“I haven’t an idea. But is that of importance? You
can’t be full at this season?” Susan was snippish.

The manager was more so. “We are always very full,
madame, but I think these two rooms you will find agree-
able.”” He led the way to the lift.

And thus it transpired that Susan was in one of her
blind rages, standing in a Paris hotel bedroom, sur-
rounded by a slovenly pile of luggage, a disapproving
governess, an ashamed husband, and a whimpering
child.

“Miss Ainley,” said Timothy quietly, “will you take
Roger into the bathroom and wash his hands and face,
and sit down peacefully for a little while? We are all ex-
hausted, but I am sure a change can be made. Susan,
I'm going downstairs to see what I can do.”

“What can you do? You don’t speak French!” Susan’s
voice was harsh with angry sobs.

“Susan, behave yourself. It is you who are spoiling ow
arrival in Paris, not these rooms. I have four years of
Harvard French, but I have also a quaint fancy that that
cold-eyed manager, not clerk, speaks English as well as
you do. Now snap out of this and let me find you smiling
when I come back.”

She continued to look out of the low-balconied win-
dow, and did not answer him. Her ego had been swelling
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There arose in Susan the fury of a woman scorned

all day with each successive proof of her superiority over
him.

Now it had burst, but she was not ready to apolo-
gize. Tim did not always leave her alone at this point as
he should, but would argue with her. Today, however,
the presence of Miss Ainley and Roger and his own fa-
tigue counciled absence, and with the closing of the door,
not too softly, Susan was at once remorseful. She
yanked off hat and gloves, and went into the other room.

“Say, you don't think your husband has written a good book, do you?" ... Tim was rising, his fists clenched

“Mr. Hale will fix everything, I know, Miss Ainley, but
vou can't imagine what a phobia I have about low ceil-
ings . . . You didn’t give Roger a drink from the
faucet, did you?”’

“I am afraid I did, Mrs. Hale. He was so thirsty.”

“Oh, but you mustn’t, ever! Public water in Europe
may be better than it used to be, but we mustn’t risk it.
Always order bottled water.”

“I'm still thirsty, mother.”

“Have you seen a telephone, Miss Ainley?
have tea.”

“And ice cream, mother!”

Let’s all

HE Paris the Hales were to see in the next two weeks

was the obvious tourist Paris, humanized by the pres-
ence of several English and Americans who knew what
they called “the ropes” but who were as much strange:s
to the French as were the Hales.

Two chapters of “God’s Own Country” had been
translated in “Le Revue des Deux Mondes’—it bore the
same relation to its original as a dark twin to its fair half
—but literary Paris was not yet aware of the new author.
So the Hales had the leisure, unbroken by telephone calls,
to visit “historical spots” which were no less historical or
thrilling because the glazed eves of a billion tourists had
passed wearily over them. With no housekeeping to do,
with the efficient Miss Ainley taking Roger to the Bois or
the Champs Elysées or the Tuileries Gardens, Susan made
a business of sightseeing, for though she had seen it all
before in her childhood she saw it now afresh with the
eyes of Timothy’s wife. Tim was willing enough if she
let him off at the twilight hour to join his latest cronies at
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the café, and as that was the hour she liked best to be
with Roger, both were content.

It was part of the sightseeing that they should spend
several evenings at the Dome and the Rotonde, those
Greenwich Village tea rooms on the Left Bank. In the
days of “Trilby” there was doubtless the same playing at
being artists as there was in 1921, with the difference that
they were not all Americans playing at being French
artists.

On their first visit ithere the Hales had sat quietly on
the sidewalk, cool though the night was, drinking their
little drinks and feeling rather lonely at a party where
every one called the other by his first name. At last they
were noticed by a young man, equally spotty of face and
lapels, who swayed over their table and accusingly
asked, “You’re Timothy Hale, aren’t you? . .. You
don’t remember me, but vou turned down a novel of
mine once, said I didn’t know what I was talking about.
Neither did you. But you've put it over, haven't you,
with a commercial best-seller? Why don’t you come and
live on the Rive Gauche and write a good book, now
that you can afford to?”

The man was drunk; should they take offense?

“CAY, would you like to meet some real writers?”’ and
before Tim could reply the young man began to
beckonin half a dozen directions. “Come on, boysand girls,
‘God’s Own Country’ has condescended to call on us.”
“Tim, this is preposterous, gratuitous insulting. Let’s
go at once.”
“No, sit down! It's going to be interesting, though
I hope to sock my pimply friend in (Turn to page 43)
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E CALL them health rooms!
bathrooms of the future!
Imagine the luxury of having every single
thing you need to keep you healthy, beauti-
ful,and clean, all in one beautifully arranged room! Think
of the joy of a morning bath in a room where sunlight
sparkles and shines, where windows glazed with vita glass
admit the sun’s health-giving rays. Look! there’s a
chaise longue where you can stretch out and take your
sun bath in the utmost comfort (and listen to a radio, too,
while you bask). And there’s a sun lamp, for winter days,
dark days when the sun refuses to come out. One of our
bathrooms even has a dental laboratory, with its own
basin and a medicine chest completely stocked with
pastes, powders, floss, and all the preparations necessary
for the proper care of your mouth and teeth. Away with
our barbarous custom of caring for our teeth at the wash
basin!

Isn’t it logical to predict that our present cubicles of
metal and enamel will have to be made a great deal
larger?

They'll have a larger function—they’ll help us keep
wholly healthy as well as clean!

All beauty specialists agree that good health is the
basis of real beauty. All the creams and powders and
rouges in the world are unavailing, if 2 woman does not
radiate good health from within.

And medical science has convinced us that it is a wise
and happy practice to devote our efforts toward keeping
well, rather than spending money on a cure when we are
really taken ill.

Science has brought forth marvelous inventions to help
us maintain healthy, beautiful bodies in spite of the
strains that ordinary business life imposes on them.
Bathing facilities were the first step, but these have be-
come so universal that we seldom realize that their luxury
exceeds anyvthing ever known in the world before. Now
we have exercisers, vibrators, rowing machines, sun
lamps, vita glass—all sorts of preparations for the skin,
the hair, the teeth—to supply us, artificially, with the

They are the

things we would get naturally, if we were living natural,
active, outdoor lives.

The bathroom is the logical place for these instruments
of health and beauty. A sun lamp looks out of place ina
Directoire bedroom, and certainly the living-room is no
place for a vibrator. So our bathrooms will have to be
made larger to contain them.

This is a brand new idea! Delineator Institute of In-
teriors is sure that it is inevitable. Some of you may be
so convinced that we are right that you'll rush right out
to find a man who will convert that extra spare room into
a health room. Others of you will keep it in mind for the
house you are going to remodel or for the one you plan to
build. Skeptics are earnestly advised to clip out this
article and paste it in their scrap-books; that will save us
the trouble of saying, in a few years, “We told you so.”

The bathrooms shown on these pages were carefully
and thoughtfully planned. They not only provide space
for these instruments of body culture, but they give the
occupants the benefit of the greatest of all panaceas—
fresh air and sunlight. And they satisfy the @®sthetic
sense as well. Don’t you think that a day begun in one of
these sparkling rooms would have a good chance of ending
there at night in a happy mood?

N(lT all of you will find it possible to reproduce these
baths entirely. But each room is full of suggestions
that vou will do well to keep in mind when you are building
or remodeling. Study the floor plans carefully and you
will find many ideas that you can incorporate in the bath-
rooms that you have, or plan to have. Notice that the
tubs are placed in alcoves, and that the space left over is,
in each case, employed to good advantage. Notice that
separate small rooms have been built for the toilets, and
that, when possible, these rooms have two doors, one
leading from the bath, and one directly from the hall.
Notice the number of windows; in one room they take up
two entire walls. All of these windows have panes of
vita glass, which admits the sun’s health-giving actinic
rays, so that you can take a sun bath in the utmost com-

This, the ultimate in health
rooms, has biscuit colored
fixtures of neo-classic de-
sign. The floor is green and
black linoleum. The walls
are green formica banded

with chromium. A green

ceiling has channels of
light behind frosted glass,
and each alcove has its

convenient overhead light

fort, even in the dead of winter when the mercury’s low!

You've noticed, no doubt, that these bathrooms have
been decorated in the modern taste. You may or may
not like the modern style of decoration, but we are sure
you will agree that it is appropriate in a bathroom. After
all, vour plumbing fixtures are undeniably modern. In-
deed, there are many who consider the new models to be
among the best expressions of contemporary design. In
Europe, among people who know, they are held in high
respect on account of their simplicity and functional
rightness.

HE tubs, the wash basins, and the like that have been
used in these bathrooms are particularly fine examples
of the neo-classic. Their usefulness is apparent, their pro-
portions are excellent, and their decoration nicely re-
strained. Naturally, a modern scheme makes a perfect
background for them, but the essential purity of their
design would make them harmonious in almost any set-
ting you might choose. You've probably remarked al-
ready how naturally the Louis XVI chair in one of the
rooms takes its place beside the modern hand basin.
We can't help feeling grateful to the manufacturer who
put these excellent fixtures on the market, and made
them easily available to people in moderate circumstances
—a group which, goodness knows, includes most of us.
The ultimate in health rooms is achieved in the room
that heads this article. Look at the floor plan and you
will see how the tub alcove is balanced by a sun-drenched
bay window which contains a chaise longue, and a sun
lamp for good measure. The rowing machine is just
visible in the foreground, and back against the wall are
scales equipped with a chromium measuring rod. A
shower compartment and a toilet room are on either side
of the tub alcove. The dental laboratory with its own
wash basin balances the regular hand basin. And across
from these is the most efficient dressing table! The doors
of the linen closets at either side of it are great long sheets
of mirror, hinged on the sides nearest the table; these
swing out, enclosing you when you (Turn to page 43)
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DELINEATOR Institute of Interiors predicts

B F X _I— H R O O M S that rooms devoted to health, beauty, and

hygiene are the bathrooms of the future

We gratefully acknowledge the courteous cooperation of the
STANDARD SaniTARY MANUFACTURING COMPANY in permitting
the use of architectural plans awarded prizes in its competition for

better bathrooms as the basis for the illustrations of this article.
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the new. Brown linoleum striped in green covers the floor;
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BATHROOM BOTTLES

BATHROOM TUMBLERS

of bathroom
the name of each size
1 size? Do vou know what
1 size of a bath towel is?
representative sizes, taking as our
on towels shown above
of three are bath bath
great lengths to be luxurious.
its border blue striped,
by 76 inches. The second
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The next group of three are bath towels of varying
sizes. Especially popular with men are the two larger
sizes: one, 24 by 48 inches (shown here in “Chevrons”
lesign); and the other, 24 by 46 inches (shown in “Back-
gammon’ design). The last of this group (“Statistical
Columns” design) is of the standard size for a bath towel

2 by 44 inches

In the last group of three, the first towel is the face
towel, 20 by 4o inches. The next two towels, the smallest
in our photcgraph 18 by 32 inches and 16 by 28
inches . . . have traditionally been referred to by manu-
facturers as “guest towels,” but, more appropriately,
are usually referred to in a home as “hand towels.”

In the linen towels (“Old Bleach”), the first one is the
new and very convenient “fipger-tip”’ towel, 10 by 18 in
ches. The center group of three are the conventional sizes

ae

Bath sheet . 44 by 76 inches
Bath sheet, beach cape. 38 by 72 inches
Bath sheet 35 by 60 inches
Bath towel, large size 24 by 48 inches

. 24 by 46 inches
. 22 by 44 inches
. 20 by 40 inches
18 by 32 inches
16 by 28 inches
10 by 18 inches
15 by 24 inches
18 by 32 inches
20 by 36 inches
27 by 43 inches

Bath towel, large size
Bath towel, standard size.

Face towel

0o N O UL b ON -

Hand towel, guest towel.
9 Hand towel, guest towel. .

10 Finger-tip towel

11 Guest towel

12 Hand towel

13 Face towel

14 Face towel -generous size.

14

for a guest towel (15 by 24 inches); a hand towel (18 by
32 inches); and a face towel (20 by 36 inches). The
last is the face towel of aristocratic size, 27 by 43 inches.

Smartly tailored, and glistening in their immaculate
frostiness are the Owens-Illinois bathroom bottles be-

low. The forthright lettering of the silver waterproof
labels is easy to read.
The Beetleware tumblers . at the top of the page
. made of a new composition, are unbreakable. Gay
they are, in pastel shades to give a bright accent in any
bathroom color scheme.

HELEN UFFORD, Hostess
The bath towels on this page were graciously loaned us by
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Fantastic shapes, nightmare heads, swept by to the tom-tom beat of the music. Nanette had a wild desire to escape
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T was the smallest bird Nanette had ever seen upon a
dish. A bonne bouche pathetic to contemplate. It had
been grilled to a beautiful cinnamon tint, pinned to-
gether with a little silver skewer, laid upon a square of

toast, sprinkled with cognac and set on fire. With the
spectral flames of the burning brandy darting over bird
and toast, the fat waiter tramped pompously across the
sitting room of the Trask suite and laid the morsel before
Nanette.

The blue eyes of the girl examined the tidbit.
waiter hovered near her chair.

“What is it?"" asked the girl.

“Un petit oiseau, mademoiselle,” answered the waiter.
“A leetle bird called grive, miss.”

Nanette Trask regarded her offering. A vague feeling
of uneasiness had clutched her. Something about the
serving of the diminutive bird upset her. What painful
care had been exercised to pluck the trifle, grill it, bed it
on toast and serve it with blue flames darting over the
little skewered body!

“It is a dish for the gourmets,” began the waiter.

“I—I don’t think I like it,” interrupted Nanette. “No,
nothing more, thank you. I am finished.”

She slipped from the table, crossed the room and dis-
appeared through a door leading to the bedroom of her
mother.

The fat waiter, much surprised, carried the small
bird away.

Nanette’s mother, Mrs. Mannington Trask, was in
bed, propped up by many pillows. Straddling her couch,
was a huge invalid’s tray. A glance at it told Nanette that
her mother had led her by a full course. The fragments
of a bird, obviously a near relative to the little grive that
Nanette had refused, had just been pushed aside by the
clder woman.

“Why, my dear child!”’ cried Mrs. Trask. “You surely
have not finished your lunch?”

“Yes, mother,” answered the girl. “I have finished.”

The

by JAMES

Nanette Trask walked to the window and looked out.
Directly below was the Promenade des Anglais, a curving
bow that ran from Pont Magnan to the Quai des Etats-
Unis. Upon it moved droves of kivernants; time-killers
who found their task a tiresome one.

She listened to her mother crunching a small bone.
Mrs. Trask had evidently retrieved a morsel from the
thrust-aside plate. Nanette wondered if the fat waiter
would bring her grive to Mrs. Trask. She hoped he would
not. She was a little sad about the bird. She felt that it
had some strange connection with herself. That was
ridiculous of course.

To take her mind from unpleasant thoughts she
hummed a little verse that she had used many times as a
poetic broom to sweep morbid imaginings from her mind:

“In the harbor, in the island, in the Spanish Seas,
Are the tiny white houses and the oranges trees,
And day-long, night-long, the cool and pleasant

breeze
Of the steady Trade Winds blowing.”

“Please don’t, child!” cried Mrs. Trask. ‘“You know
very well that I am always depressed by Masefield.
Didn’t you eat your lunch?”

“T ate the hors d’euvres.”

“Not the little bird?”’

“No, mother,”

“Why, dearest?”

“Tt—it seemed—
too much like me.”

Oh, I don’t know! It—it seemed

“1IKE you?” The voice of Mrs. Trask leaped upon the
assertion. “You silly girl! What do you mean?”
Nanette turned from the window. “I—I don’t know,”
she said helplessly. “It seemed so small and pitiful. With
all—all the fuss about serving it up. Sort of trousseau of
chopped chives, silver skewer, flaming cognac, and that
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The love story of an American girl
abroad, facing an unhappy marriage

while the Riviera held gay carnival

great ogre of a waiter. It—it was like me! There!”

The “ogre” tapped discreetly at the door and thrust
himself into the room with a new dish for Mrs. Trask.
He looked rather apprehensively at Nanette. Mrs.
Trask was a little afraid that “dear Frangois™ had heard
the name applied to him by her daughter. She thought
that Nanette at times was a little unbalanced. She, Mrs.
Trask, would be very pleased when the wedding cere-
mony was over.

Nanette had turned again to the window. While the
fat Frangois whispered about the cételeties de veau & la
provengale the girl chanted softly:

“And o’ nights there’s fireflies and the yellow moon,

And in the ghostly palm trees the sleepy tune
Of the quiet voice calling me, the long low croon
Of the steady Trade Winds blowing.”

Oh, fine was that little broom of poesy! It chased
away black thoughts and brought little pictures. More
than pictures. Much more than pictures. At times the
things mentioned in the poem—the things for which
Nanette longed—appeared before her. Now,as shestared
across the purplish-blue plain of water that ran away to
Africa, she saw them. On little legs they came towards
the Promenade. The tiny white houses; the orange
trees, the yellow moon, and the ghostly palms! They
ran inshore and beckoned to her. (Turn to page 60)



“Lal—oh, it's you," she said. "| was so frightened"

OW would you like to go on a summer house-
party where the blue Mediterranean sparkles
along the rocky shores of the French Riviera?
And in the midst of all the fun discover that one

of vour party has been murdered!

That was what happened to the young people in a villa
called Aloés. They were a group of Englishmen and
charming English girls resting from a too strenuous Lon-
don season. Sophia Framlingham was their hostess. To
be sure, they let her know too plainly that they wished
she hadn’t invited Fred Poole, a conceited and rather
vulgar musical comedy actor. But to find him dead in
his bed—and poisoned! That was a proof of his un-
popularity that no one had dreamed could happen. Yet
they awoke one day to face this hideous fact.

Who committed the crime? Well, here are the people
whose lives were interwoven with the life of Fred Poole.
Mrs. Framlingham, the hostess, older than the others, a
woman with money, and a flair for writing on psychology.
And Nancy Rhodes, her fair little secretary. Prunella
and Joe Quentin, brother and sister—she an artist, he a
playwright and in love with a girl back home. Paul
Slade, quieter than the others, quietly in love with Pru-
nella. And the irrepressible ‘“Rumples”—Mrs. Ruth
Jackson, who was at work on a murder mystery when
murder itself walked into Aloés.

It was Rumples’ quaint custom each night to serve
herb tea to the house-party. And beside Fred Poole’s
dead body had been found a cup of herb tea. He had re-
turned late that fatal night, from a mysterious visit to
Marseilles (which was merely to see his sister-in-law,
Rosalind Poole, before she sailed for Ceylon to join Nigel
Poole, his brother). No one had heard him come in, or
seen him.

Turmoil followed the hideous discovery. A French
police commissioner took possession of Aloés. Two gen-
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A group of charming young people in a house-party

on the Riviera and then in the midst of their gaiety, a

murder!
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darmes were stationed on the grounds. Clues, suspicions,
flew wildly about. Another house-party, near by, was
drawn into the investigation. These were friends of Mrs.
Framlingham’s: Lady Humber, a pompous old noble-
woman who had leased a villa called Balmoral where she
was entertaining Prince Louis of Lemburg-Boissy; Heriot
Bannister, a member of parliament; Juniper Gregg, a
millionaire speed boat king; and her nephew, Lal Clifford.

Bit by bit it came to be realized that there was quar-
reling in the Balmoral ranks—and that its cause had to
do with Fred Poole’s death. Lady Humber sent Lal over
to stay at Aloés (much to Nancy's secret delight, for she
loved him—even if his heart was wrapped up in the
thought of Rosalind Poole, the beautiful woman who was
Fred Poole’s sister-in-law). Juniper Gregg, after quarrel-
ing with Heriot, was turned out—and Sophia quickly
invited him to stay at her house; for a motor-boat had
come to her shore the night of the murder and, suspecting
Juniper, she wished to observe him closely. Fred had last
been seen alive at Balmoral.

And the pocketbook—that was a clue Joe Quentin had
found. With the initial ““P”’ and buried under a stone in
the sea. Who had put it there? Whose was it? It was
Joe who suspected, too, that Léonie, the cook (whose
crying baby had enraged Fred Poole) might not be as
innocent as she seemed.

But all these and other suspicions faded in importance
before the following astounding fact, brought out at the
coroner’s inquest:

The cup of herb tea, found beside Fred Poole that
morning, had contained no trace of poison whatsoever!

Here the story continues:

HE INQUEST was over; adjourned pending further
inquiry.

Juniper Gregg rushed up to Heriot: “Come away!

Here is a very different sort of mystery story

G.

B. STERN

Come down the garden!
once, alone!”

Heriot was about to say that he could not wait. He
had to drive Aunt Lucinda (Lady Humber) home, and get
back himself in time to escort Sophia to the funeral at
three o’clock. Besides, he had no great desire for private
conversation with Juniper. They were hardly on speak-
ing terms since their quarrel on the motor-boat the day
before, which had resulted in Juniper leaving Balmoral.
But Juniper's face decided him to alter his mind.

Juniper was looking mentally disheveled, face wooden,
eyes startled and distressed as a baby whose pet rock-
ing-horse has suddenly loomed up, alive and enormous,
with snapping, fiery jaws. The Russian in him was
frightened—and the Scotsman was not there at all!

“What is it?” said Heriot, briefly. “Hurry up. Aunt
Lucinda wants to go back. She’s all in. Inquests don’t
agree with her.”

“Nor with me! Look here, Heriot . . .”

I've got to speak to you at

i ANCY, tell Léonie to hold back déjeuner, and not
come rushing in with it while Lucinda’s still here.”
Sophia spoke in an undertone of warning. They were
standing at the salon window, looking impatiently out at
Juniper and Heriot walking round and round the garden.
“Why can’t Heriot take her home? Anyhow, I thought
he and Juniper were cutting each other . . . Oh, Nancy,
I can’t cope with any more trouble today!”
“Yes, I know. It’s been horrid,” Nancy agreed. “And
I suppose it’s going to go on being horrid. Aunt Lucinda’s
chafing, up at the gate. Paul’s with her.”
“Is he? That’s better than nothing. But I couldn’t
ask her to lunch, with the staff in this state of nerves.”
“Well, Léonie says the ice hasn’t come.”
“Of course it hasn’t. Does the ice ever come between
an inquest and a funeral on a boiling hot summer day?”’

Rosalind Poole watched closely. So the servants were holding revelry! But she saw a gendarme lurking. The implication was sinister




“lT’S devil-craft, I teli you.”
‘ “Nonsense, Gregg. Don’t be a damned fool.”

“How can you account for it?”

“If they found nothing, it’s because nothing was
there.”

“I tell you I put it in, myself. I wasn’t mad then,
though I may be now. It—it’s preposterous. It’s devil-
craft, Bannister.” Juniper mopped his forehead. “I
wish I'd left it all alone,” he muttered, “I meant to help
. .. butIdon’tlikeit . . . I don’t like it!”

“T wish you had. It was your business to have taken
the original instructions, not embark on any grotesque
fancy that came into your mind. But as for the stuff you
put in—"" He suddenly switched off on to another track,
to Juniper’s relief. “Of course! Don’t you see what this
implies?”

But his companion was more bewildered than ever.
Heriot, impatient both of Juniper’s ideas of helpfulness,
and his present slow-witted stare, rushed on: “Oh, well,
if you don’t, leave it at that. I'll go straight to Cannes,
after the funeral,and see the Minister myself, if I can, and
tell him this new development. Or if he’s not there, the
Prefect at Nice will have to do instead.”

J LY e

Rumples had slipped on a record, trying to cheer up
their depression and interrupt their bickering. A storm
was brewing. Sophia, Heriot and Paul had gone to Fred's
funeral. Juniper was sitting in a corner of the salon,
moping. H rcule (Léonie’s baby) was crying in the kitch-
en. And Rumples, with an irony that was too blatant to
be deliberate, had chosen: “Happy Days Are Here Again.”

“I suggest,” said Joe, controlling himself, “that you re-
move that record.” Rumples answered: “It was the
only one I could find in the dark.” For, with the vague
idea that convention demanded lowered blinds that
afternoon, Nancy had closed the somber green shutters
all over the villa, so that the rooms were stuffier than
ever.

The door opened sharply. And they all sprang up,
dreading some fresh sensation. But it was only the bath-
ing gendarme, who had missed them from the beach, and
thought it his duty, speaking no English, to stand sentinel
at the open door for a few moments in case they were
plotting mischief. They stared wanly at the gendarme,
and he glared back, concentrating on Lal, who had
toppled him that morning into the seaweed. Lal was ly-
ing on the sofa farthest from the others, pretending to be

by
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best not to sound as heavy in spirit as she really felt.

“Well?” said Joe and Nancy and Prunella, and—less
drearily—Rumples.

It did not seem necessary to Sophia that she should
give them an account of the funeral, so she just remarked
“It’s so gray and stuffy, I believe there’s going to be a
storm. Nancy, come and help me to get out of these
things. I feel too black for words.”

Paul had already disappeared to change out of the
somber clothes which enhanced his natural tendency to
look like the Prince of Denmark. He flashed Prunella a
quick smile before he went, which helped her to feel bet-
ter.

Presently he and she might perhaps go down to the
pool, alone together, for a quiet bathe, if Sophia did not
think it outrageous of them, and if they could give the
gendarme the slip.

“r™OT your notebook, Nancy?”

Nancy wondered if all her life long she would
inwardly wince at mention of her notebook. But she
replied in her most dutiful manner: “Yes, Sophia,” and
made sure the door of Sophia’s bedroom was closed.

WarracE MORGAN

Midnight and moonlight of the shortest night in the year. Little did these gay picnickers dream that more trouble, more mystery, were imminent

“T’ll come with you,” suggested Juniper, who seemed to
find comfort in Heriot’s decisive sanity, and to cling to it.

“No, you won’t. You'll stay here and not say a word
about this to anyone.”

“Why not?”

“No need to make a fool of the prince, after all he’s
done for us. I imagine it can be avoided. Do you hear,
Gregg? You've got to hold your tongue. It’s the least
you can do now. You've made enough trouble already,
with your Russian sense of humor.”

“I meant to help,” repeated Juniper. His terror had
subsided. Heriot’s authority had done this for him, and
Juniper was strangely amenable. “I still think it’s
devil-craft,” but he hoped to be contradicted.

“Devil-cratt my hat!” And with this reassuring re-
sponse, Heriot left him.

“THERE’S going to be a storm,” said Prunella.
“Has the ice-man come?”’ said Joe.
“Let’s bathe,” said Rumples.
“We can’t, with a funeral going on,” said Nancy.
“Léonie’s crying,” said Rumples.
“That’s because of the ice-man,” said Prunella.
“No, it isn’t,” said Joe.
“What do you mean: ‘No, it isn’t’?”
“Well, it isn’t. I know.”
“What do you know?”
“I don’t know!”
“, . . Jupiter! What’s that?”
“That” was the first screech from the gramophone.

asleep, so that they should not talk to him; yet not wish-
ing to be alone in his room.

“I’m dripping!” burst out Juniper suddenly, and Pru-
nella said: “There’s going to be a storm, and the aloe
tree will break. It’s bending farther every day. It can’t
bend much more without crashing. It’s sure to be to-
day . . . Isn’t it hateful being watched?”

Rumples, after her snub over the gramophone, had
produced a pad and a stub of pencil, and was busily com-
posing a “Shining Heartbeat.” Now she looked up and
asked for a rhyme to “nosegay.” Nobody could think of
a rhyme to “nosegay,” except Prunella, who suggested
“post-chaise.” Rumples brightly thanked her for trying,
but said that would be of no use. But could anyone
think of a rhyme to ‘“‘harmony’’?

The gendarme, getting bored, opened the door and
strode down the hall. He thought he heard a car arriving
at the gate; and his collégue—bah! he was mad, that one,
and of no use whatever, sitting all day in the kitchen with
Léonie.

It was Heriot’s car, which had brought home Sophia
and Paul. “Won’t you come in?”’ asked Sophia.

“No, my dear, I must get-back to my own hostess.
Don’t forget that the prince and I are the last of the Bal-
morals, and the inquest has upset the old lady quite
badly.”

But Sophia noticed, turning back from the porch, that
Heriot had driven off in the direction of Cannes, instead
of toward St. Raphael and Aunt Lucinda.

“Well?”” said Sophia, entering the salon, and trying her
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“If this thing hangs round much longer, we shall all
be seriously ill. It’s oppressive and horrible. We must
bring it to a head as soon as we possibly can, and have
done with it. Now, at the inquest today—" Sophia
came to an abrupt halt. “Have I got some quiet-looking
pajamas, I wonder? Not mourning, exactly, but—no,
the black-and-white won’'t do. This is not the time to
dress up like a seaside pierrot. The beige, ves, with the
lilac spray down one trouser. Mauve, you know. Don’t
let’s shock the Commissaire more than we can help . . .
There, that’s better. What with the heat, and that awful
lunch, and Léonie erupting grievances all the time, and
that gendarme padding about, watching us . .. Is
there only one, by the way, Nancy? I thought there
were originally two.”

“The other one never leaves the kitchen. He’s in love
with Léonie.”

“As though the villa weren’t overloaded with atmos-
phere already!”” Then she fired off a question in her best
take-her-off-her-guard style, full into Nancy's face:
“What struck you as the most important point which
came out at the inquest?”

But Nancy was not going to be hurried.

“It struck me that a man who is found in bed with
poison in his body, and beside him a cup of herb tea
which he doesn’t like, and without any poison in it o

Sophia interrupted: “Yes. Well, that was obvious.
What we're looking for is the unobvious. Didn’t it
strike vou as odd that the police were unable to find the
taxi at St. Raphael which brought (Twrn to page 80)
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WHITE WITH A COLOR
3949 This is the kind of half-and-half
scheme that gives you the chance to play
your pet colors against each other, Linen
is suitable and, incidentally, much favored
this summer. Yoked and pleated skirt.
For 36 (size 18), 13§ yards 39-inch linen
and 214 yards 39-inch contrast. Frock
designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.

WHITE WITH DOTTED SCARF
3979 We're enslaved by dots again and
this is the newest way to use them-—as
accents to a plain fabric. The searf gives
the final dash to this sports frock, recom-
mended for first place—spectator class,
Pleats in front, one piece back. For 36
(size 18), 27% yards 39-inch linen. De-
signed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.

BE SPORTING IN WHITE

3993 This frock of white shantung
derives part of its chic from the skirt
seaming and part from the twisted yoke
which gives it a very different and very
new look. It is the perfect frock either
for playing or spectating. For 36 (size
18), 43 yards 82-inch shantung. De-
signed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44,

MORE WHITE
3999 White is the outstanding fashion
of the summer. And there is this about
it which is not true of colors—a lot of it
won't bore you. This frock is sleeveless.
It’s slender-looking. And its utility is
enormous. Six-gore skirt. For 36 (size
18), 3 yards 39-inch silk crépe. Frock de-
signed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44,

BUTTERICK PATTERNS with: the DELTOR PICTURE INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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WHITE SPORTS COAT
3964 The polo coat—coachman style. Tt's
double breasted, has raglan sleeves and but-
tons right up to the neck. For resort life,

- traveling, or just knocking about town, a

gem of practicality. Chiec also in natural
color, very pale beige, or pastels. For 36

(size 18), 314 yards 54-inch camel's hair
twill, Designed for sizes 14 to 18; 32 to 44.
SPORTS ET AL
3956 This is a grand dress for any sport-

ing event—for action or the sidelines. Its
all-whiteness fairly cries for the addition of
the boldly bright accessories that will ring
changes in the simplest little outfit this year.
Flared yoked skirt—but not too flared, just
right. For 386, 2% yards 39-inch heavy
crépe de chine. It is designed for 32 to 44,

F ALY
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3954 3973

THEN
WHITE WITH COLOR

GREATER SLENDERNESS
3995 For anyone aspiring to slimness, this
frock has merits. The diagonal closing—
merit number one. V-shaped vestee, a sec-
ond. And the absence of a belt at the front,
with a hint of blousing behind—a third. One-
piece front and back, flared at the sides.
For 36 (size 18), 314 yards 39-inch silk erépe.
Designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.

CROSS BARS
3954 Fine cross-bars are a hangever from
our recent passion for plaids. They are less
conspicuous and equally smart. This faint
design serves well for a frock like this—with
a graceful neck treatment consistent with
the delicate charm of the print. For 36 (size
18), 3% yards 35-inch novelty silk. It
is designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.

3981 3981

DOT AND DASH
3973 Make an effective print that makes
an effective sports dress. The collar and
little tie are the only trimming relief, guite
enough for the utility frock that keeps itself
plain for easy sewing and depends on a
diverting fabric for its chic, For 36 (size
18), 3% yards 32-inch printed shantung.
Designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 48.

BRILLIANT STRIPES
3981 In the way of gaily striped scarfs
and b(‘]Fs you can satisfy that longing for
smashing color effect with perfect discretion.
This smart set gives real distinction to this
simple sleeveless frock of linen. Four deep
pleats in the skirt which is eut in two pieces.
For 36 (size 18), 3% yards 39-inch linen.
Designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.

BUTTERICK PATTERNS with the DELTOR PICTURE INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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‘“SET OFF BY WHITE”
3962 If your town frock is a “white print”
and it's made like this one, it's sure to be
smart. Note that the flare is emphasized at
the point of the seaming both in front and
back. The fine white linen collar and the
cuffs are flared to give a ripple effect. For
36 (size 18), 3% yards 39-inch print. De-
signed for sizes 14 to 18 and for 32 to 44.

PLAIN PLUS PRINT
3958 A new formula for ¢hic. This very
smart frock has a bodice and trick sleeves
of a vivid print and a scarf neckline and
lower part of monotone crépe. The angle
in the bodice, reversed in the skirt yoke, is a
pnice detail. For 36 (size 18), 114 yards 39-
inch print, 3% yards 39-inch plain. Frock
designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.
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“PRINTS”

3969 For they are one of the things that
makes a summer wardrobe summery.
leaf motif that
Notice the interesting new
fastening by a
the lining of the
For 36 (size 18), 4% yards 39-inch
Designed for sizes 14 to 18; 32 to 44.

tremely smart.
draped waistline

DELETNEATOR

ALL THIS DRAPING AND TYING
IS VERY CHIC

BALANCING CHIC

3960 You have to balance it in a season
like this, when one side of a frock does one
thing and the other side another, The right
side of this one has a flare in the skirt. The
left side has a draped neckline and another
touch of draping where the waistline ties.
Very short sleeves. For 36, 3% yards 39-
inch silk crépe. Designed for 32 to 44.

FAGOTING'S IN FASHION
3951 Very much the fashion this summer,
and being taken up by smart women every-
where because it gives their frocks that “ex
pensive” air that only handwork can, Used
here in a zigzag course, on bodice and
voke, it gives that much desired light touch
White bow and scarf. For 36, 415 yards 39
inch crépe de chine. Designed for 32 to 44

CLOSED BY A SURPLICE
3989 Softened by draping. Made full by
a low flare. Conceived in a sheer printed
crépe. And worn with imagination if you
choose, for instance, a shade like the new
mint leaf green, with the figure of white and
if you put the white accessories with it that
you see assembled here. For 36, 3% yards
39-inch silk. Frock designed for 32 to 44.

BUTTERICK PATTERNS with the DELTOR PICTURE INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased ot leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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THE FORMAL EVENING SILHOUETTE FOLLOWS NATURAL LINES

B

4001

BRIGHT EMERALD CREPE

4001 Easy to wear—trite as it is to say
80, it’s so true of this frock that it must
be said. A draped neckline, the sugges-
tion of blousing, and a gracefully full
ankle-length skirt are universally becom-
ing. And the color, bright emerald, is
high evening fashion. For 36, 414 yards
39-inch crépe. Designed for 32 to 44.

JULY, 1931

T g
A L

T
e S
]

T~

PP |
77y ¥l ol
4 U8 YRE
[k ~ i i &
{ { ;’-;s ,1 3

oI

J ik

}f J 1

3990

SMART WHITE LACE

3990 Fashion is not a bit arbitrary
about this matter of skirt lengths for eve-
ning. Yours can just escape the floor or
swish the ankles as this one does. Either
is correct. Both are smart. This frock
has an off-center décolleté with the scarf,
a chic note, floating behind. For 36, 434

yvards 35-inch lace. Designed for 32 to 44. .

3985

GLEAMING BLACK SATIN
3985 Having seen the twin to this
uplift frock in black satin, we can’'t see
it in anything else now. Its long, slim,
beltless, figure-fitting lines are marvelous
in satin. With brilliant bracelets and a
crystal clasp where the bust is defined, the
effect is superb. For 36, 553 yards 35
to 39-inch satin. Designed for 32 to 40.

FASHIONS CONTINUED ON PAGES 72—75

UTTERICK PATTERNS with the DELTOR PICTURE INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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See what we have done to give aid
and comfort, so you can carry on

through the hot days that are here

HERE is music and moonlight to be had in the
Cote d’Azur. Most of us would like to be dropping
in at some tiny inn among the villages of Provence,
or motoring in the twilight and listening to music
along the Corniche Road. But some of us are stay-at-
homes this summer. The best we can do is cook and eat
our own iced trout and crusty roll amid the familiar
setting of home or country house It’s nice to know that
the said trout and the roll are just as good as any to be had
at Nice or Antibes, isn’t it? And I know of few musical
notes more entrancing than those made by simple ice
cubes in a crystal goblet. For the matter of that, I, and
I don’t doubt you, have often counted as sweet music
the rumbling of the ice cart up the street on a July day in
the country village
Of course—now we're talking about ice for a moment—
if you possess the one-time luxury that has grown into a
necessity, an automatic refrigerator, you won’t be tied
to an ice cart. And you will have the coldest of cold
food and the iciest of iced drinks to comfort you through
this riotous hot season. Quite an advance since the days

when our forebears hung the food in the well to cool it
(the food, not the well!), and the milk cans ranged along
the brook! We've come a long way. And a good one.

But why do I think of wells and brooks? You guess
the answer to that, while I tell you about some things to
make and serve in July, August, too, that will make your
summer happier and your family gladder and your guests,
actual and potential, come and come again! If they are
lucky enough to be asked!

Right on the leaves from my calendar desk-pad I have
jotted down a handful of the hot weather dishes I had
in mind. I propose to tell you how to do each and every
one, too. And when you see how simple and delicious
each one is, you'll stop wishing for cold weather. That’s
the worst of summer. Everyone is wishing for snow.
“Always wanting what is not.”

There’s green salad with pepper eggs. I should have
called this garden salad. For it’s just that. A few leaves
of romaine, well washed and crisp, a bunch of young
scallions, with part of their jade, spear-like tops left on,
lettuce—and don’t you like the old-fashioned way of
calling it lettuces? That gives each ivory and tourmaline
leaf its separate significance. I put these all in a big
brown Mexican bowl, well rubbed with crushed garlic,
and dress them with French dressing. Then I stuff
hard-boiled eggs with egg volk riced and mixed with a
relish-spread and chopped peppers. And garnish my
salad with these, topped with a dab of mayonnaise. Eat
your crusty roll with this. But have vour salad as cold
as an icy blast. And have vour roll as hot as het.

(28)

I told you I'd make a strawberry shortcake someday.
If I can remember them, I'm good at keeping promises.
So take, then, in a round deep bowl, two cups of flour
and three teaspoons of baking powder. Add a bit of salt.
Cut in one-fourth cup of shortening and add milk, a
little at a time, to make a dough you can roll out. Roll
it about one half inch thick and cut out. Brush with
melted fat. Put another layer of dough on top and bake
inan oven at 375° F. for ten to twelve minutes. Separate
and butter liberally.

Have the berries cut and set aside, well sugared, in the
refrigerator. Add a little Kirsch flavoring to the berries.
Put between and on top of your cakes and serve with
plain or whipped cream. Have the shortcake hot and the
berries icy cold. What a dish! No wonder its fame has
traveled all over the world. And we are the only nation
in the world who can or does know how to make a straw-
berry shortcake. Let the histories record that!

Maybe you have looked at the sporty, not to say chic,
array of glasses in the picture, and wondered. They are
new, smart, different and just the thing for the tea or
bridge table. The tall one is a mixer with its long spoon.
The small ones are for such beverages as tomato juice
cocktails, or, as I am going to show you, for iced orange
punch.

Squeeze six oranges and to the juice add one cup
orange syrup. This is made by boiling two cups of sugar
with one cup orange juice and the rind of two oranges to
a good heavy syrup. Add to the juices the grated rind of a
lemon and a can of pineapple juice. Mix well and sweeten
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to taste with honey. Add four bottles of charged water.
Ice. Serve in small glasses with crisp crackers.

Shrimps in lemon jelly make a delicious appetizer, or,
served in lettuce cups, they give a colorful and dainty
salad. In fact, this combination is a beautiful color
scheme. The pale yellow of the jelly, the pink delicacy
of the shrimp, the deeper yellow tone of the mayonnaise,
and the lettuce, colored like seaweed seen through water
—what can you find that suggests coolness and refresh-
ment more ideally than that?

Make the lemon jelly quite tart. Arrange the shrimp
in a shallow dish and cover with the jelly. Congeal and
cut in squares. It is very delicious when served with
squares of tomato jelly alternating in the glass or on the
lettuce leaves. And by itself is quite too good to forget.

Cold cuts au gourmet for a party luncheon or for the
main Sunday meal is worth a second look. I used thinly
sliced ham and chicken in this one, making first a well
seasoned chicken aspic from canned chicken broth.
When it was cool but not set, I lined an oblong mold
with it, and let it partly congeal. Then I laid in slices of
ham, very thin, cold cooked chicken (and the cooked
ham and chicken which are so beautifully put up in tins
do the trick to perfection). Then I put between the
slices of meat layers of aspic, slices of artichoke bot-
toms (out of a glass jar), sliced tomato, and more meat.
I decorated the bottom layer of aspic with little patterns
cut from truffles and when the whole thing was unmolded,
the platter was dressed with artichoke hearts in oil,
slices of green pepper and sliced tomato. A plume of
cress was added and the dish served with mayonnaise.
It’s easy to do, and the only thing I must admit is that
it takes a little more time than boiling an egg. But who
wants to boil an egg?

If yvou are interested in having little bites to go with
salad or serve at tea, here’s a plate that will help. Just
baking powder biscuit dough and an inventive minl are
all you need, aided and abetted by grated cheese, tomato
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jam or any other jam, caviar and paté de foie gras or
some snappy sandwich filling—and make ’em small.
The rolled ones are made from an oblong strip of dough
spread with cheese, sprinkled with paprika and rolled up.
Then they are chilled and slices cut off and baked. Tiny
biscuit are filled and small strips are decorated with
fretwork patterns cut out with a vegetable cutter. Bake
them quickly in a hot oven. The cheese bites have the
cheese added before baking. The filled ones are filled
after baking.

Apricots royale make life more worth living, expecially
to those who feel, as I do, that apricots are one of the
gods’ greatest gifts to man. What a fruit it is. Com-
pounded of sunshine and melting moonlight, flavored with
Syrian honey and colored by the sun on a brown wall in
California. There you have it.

I take the canned apricots and add a touch of brandy
flavor to the juice, and put in a little fine sugar. Then I
break up the fruit and cook all together in a very new
saucepan until thick. Then in goes the grated rind of a
lemon. The whole is put through a colander and be-
comes a purée. I whip a cup of cream or evaporated
milk stiff, add two tablespoons of sugar, the beaten white
of an egg and flavor with grenadine. Then, when the
apricot purée is cool, the purée and cream are whisked
together, put into a glass bowl and well chilled. Serve in
glasses lined with lady fingers.

And that leads me to speak of cherry rice. Which is
done in this way. To a cup of cold boiled rice add a cup
of whipped cream or evaporated milk. Flavor the cream
with vanilla and sweeten it a little. Chill. Mix with
this one cup of chopped red cherries drained from their
juice, and serve in glasses, adding some of the cherry
syrup at the last moment and garnishing with a bit of
green. Crystallized mint or a tiny green grape in syrup
is good. Serve very cold.

I don’t know what you think of pears, but I, for one,
admire them. To be sure pears are retiring by nature;
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they refrain from sel f-aggrandizement very commend

ably. But you might open a can, just for fun, and who
knows what magic might be at work to make that modest
fruit into a most rare and delicate dessert or salad? I
like them stuffed. Sometimes with cheese and nuts,
adroitly combined. Sometimes filled with tart jam or
jelly. Sometimes stuffed with poached raisins and
ginger and served with a currant jelly sauce. And pears,
hollowed out a little and filled with raspberries, served in
a nest of rice and covered with Melba sauce are worthy
of interested attention. Or, with, raspberry ice or ice

cream. Sprinkled over with ground pistachio nuts, too.
Oh, I almost forgot. Flavor the rice with a few drops of
almond.

Lamb chops may sound prosaic but most people like
them. Do them stuffed sometimes. Split them and
spread with a paste made of chicken livers, well seasoned,
and with a few drops of lemon juice added. Broil and
serve with green peas. If you must be extremely dressy,
you can use the canned purée de foie gras for the filling.
In either case the chops so done are very good eating and
a fine change. I like to garnish them with marrons and
broiled pineapple slices. A real nice combination.

You always want something different for bridge lunch-
eons or for suppers or to serve on the porch, where the
morning glories weave fairy patterns in the moonlight.
And after the burden and heat of the day, nothing is
more refreshing than frozen fruit soup. Not soup at all,

really. Just frozen fruit in purée or juice. And, oh, so
good!
Freeze to a good mush—don’t over-freeze. And serve

ice cold in glasses. I might add that if you are going
on a picnic, Fourth of July, this fruit soup will carry
well in a thermos jug or even a crock. Set the crock
in the brook. Hope you have the brook. And may the
speeches be short, this Fourth. Shorter than they
used to be.
Spangled Banner.

I hear the bands are rehearsing the Star
Do yvou all know the second verse?
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Good cooking is an art and a craft
There's more to it than putting together
good ingredients to get a good result.
There are the tools, the palette and

brushes, to be considered. To us who

love to cook, these are the bowls and
skillets, the spoons and spatulas and
stew pans that should be, each to its
purpose, skilfully used. And here we

share some of our secrets. All by

way of using the tools of our trade

HO remembers the old tin peddlers’ wagons?

Do they still go rambling on dusty roads and

up the village streets, in country places far

away? I remember how bright and red and
brave they looked, when spring came round. And how
gallantly they swung along on creaking wheels, their
newly painted sides adorned with pails and pots and pans,
all shining like a coat of delightful armor in the bright
sunshine.

And inside! While the patient old horse ate the shrub-
bery by the gate, we would rally around the let-down
door in the end of the wagon and feast our eyes on glit-
tering patty pans and muffin tins and cookie cutters aad

such! Why was the horse that drew these wagons always
white? And will someone tell me why the wagons were
always painted red? A pretty problem in psychology
for vou here.

Well, that was a long time ago, wasn't it? And these
are newer days. But in our modern shops and spotless
kitchens the tools of our trade have lost none of their
fascination. Just as I can’t help thinking back to the red
wagon days, so I choose now to pay a tribute to the inef-
fable charm that lurks in what some people think are the
homely virtues of kitchen things. These are the tools of
the trade of those who brew and bake and fry and fashion
beauty and satisfaction out of food.

Very necessary to have these tools
right, too. And it’s well to have the best
utensil for each operation. Not so much
need for improvising, then. Frying pans,
for instance, that rest firmly and forth-
rightly on the stove, and don’t wabble
around as to handle. Kettles whose
covers sit uncompromisingly in their ap-
pointed place. With what joy one reaches
for a lipped ladle of shining metal that
dips and pours without spilling. And
what a satisfying thing it is to whirl an
egg-beater that really beats something
besides a tattoo on an egg white.

Paring knives that cut infinitesimal
fragments and carving knives that cut
wafer-like slices, and bread knives that
cut but cannot crumble the loaf—there
is real pleasure in these. And have you
thought of the spoon in its several ways?
I like a good heavy one for mixing, one
with a generous bowl. And for beating,
a longer handled, lighter spoon. And
then for working sauces and stirring, say,
in a double boiler, the generous kitchen
tablespoon is the one that suits me best.

OF PROVED MERIT
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Take the subject of deep fat frying. I want a heavy,
straight-sided, heat-holding and firm-seated kettle for
that. Maybe you've heard me say it's one of my favor-
ite cooking processes—this deep fat frying. And the kettle
should never, by any chance, be used for anything else,

Bowls, of course; all sizes. One cannot have too many,
I suppose bowls are the great emergency utensil. They
can be pressed into service in a pinch to carry on proc-
esses they never dreamed of. But I believe every
kitchen should be equipped with a tool for every oper-
ation. After all, cooking is pretty important. An art and
a craft and a talent, that's what it is. Worthy of the
best and completest lay-out of kitchen things.

Have you a set of the little vegetable cutters? And a
few fancy molds? How about a decorating set, which
can be used ina hundred ways besides dotting roses over a
cake? Mine has to pipe and play for salads and pastries
and all sorts of dressings. And the little tin or glass
molds not only make pastries and puffs, but jellied salads
and small patties and timbales and individual desserts.

ALWAYS make sauces in the double boiler. And of

course I shouldn’t dream of doing custards and creams
and delicate “watchful” things in any other utensil. So I
have several double boilers. The French call them Bain
Marie. A much nicer name, I think. Anyway, have a
little one and a half grown up one and a lordly deep im-
portant one, and you’ll find uses for them all.

When I make pan cakes—and I want to pause here to
inquire why ’most everyone calls them ‘“pan cakes.”
They are baked on a griddle and always used to be re-
ferred to as “griddle cakes”. But I imagine some of you
will be writing to tell me about pan versus griddle, so I'll
let that pass. But for—griddle cakes—I will say it—I
use a broad spatula. A thin bladed spatula. Then
there’s the narrow flexible spatula that insinuates itself
under and around a fractious cup-cake and persuades it
to “come clean” as nothing else can. Others there are
that fulfill their expected functions. (Turn to page 76)
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Look for the
Red-and-White
Label

Right through the summer continues the
amazing popularity of Campbell’s Tomato
Soup. The tempting cold cuts, the cool, invit-
ing salads, the iced beverages and creams—all
theseare delightful and irresistible. But remem-
ber,nowmore than ever, your digestion requires
a hot, tonic, invigorating food to offset the
cold foods. And Campbell’s Tomato Soup is
ideal for it. The appetite never tires of its racy,
sparkling, sunny flavor. It revives a mood that
has been “let down” by trying summer days.
It gives that flash of fresh life and vigor to
the meal and thus awakens even a drooping
appetite. You find yourself cravingitand serving

it on many and many a summer day. Start now.

11c a can (reduced from 12c)

Your choice . ..
gspsngus Mock Turtle

ean Mulligatawny
Beef Mutton
Bouillon Ox Tail
Celery Pea
Chicken Pepper Pot
Chicken-Gumbo Printanier
Clam Chowder Tomato
Consomme’ Vegetable
Julienne Vegetable-Beef

Vermicelli-Tomato

With thundering gallop
And appetite keen,

I dash for my Campbell’s
Wherever it's seen !

MEAL-PLANNING IS EASIER WITH DAILY CHOICES FROM CAMPBBRUIL S 21 S.QUPS
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“Such suds! Not a chance for a speck of grease in that
luxuriant foam.”—Mrs. George Snell, Haverhill, Mass.

By the time this magazine is in your hands,
the Chipso contest will be closed. All theletters
from Chipso users will have been mailed by
June 30th and then the 250 prize-winning
letters will be chosen just as soon as they can
all be read. (There are so many good letters
for the judges to read!)

But as [ write this the letters are still coming
in! I read them eagerly to find out which form
of Chipso women prefer —Chipso Flakes or
Chipso Granules. And here is my surprise!
Thousands of women prefer the flakes and
just about as many women prefer the granules
and another group says, “We use both.”

But the really important thing to all these
women is suds! It’s the Chipso suds that are
really winning the Chipso contest!

Richer sudsier suds with Chipso

Practically all my letters say in effect —“The
form isn’t so very important—it's the suds
that make the difference between Chipso
and other soaps.” And they’re right! Trust
women to know real soap value.

“Such suds!” writes Mrs. George B. Snell of
Haverhill, Mass. “Not only on the surface

but through to the bottom of the dishpan.
Not a chance for a speck of grease in that
luxuriant foam! And clothes! Dainty hand-
kerchiefs and delicate cottons need no
scrubbing wear-and-tear if soaked in ‘sudsy’
Chipso.” (Mrs. Snell uses Chipso Flakes.)

Deep, lasting suds save time and hands

And from across the continent in Okanogan,
Washington, Mrs. Winifred B. Williams
writes: “I’ve always known it took honest-to-
goodness suds, deep and lasting, to get snow-
white clothes. But my greatest trouble until
I began using Chipso Granules was to get
such a suds in our hard water. Now I get rich
and instant suds even in lukewarm water and
save not only precious time but my hands
too.”

Yes—those rich, lasting suds do the real
work for you, surely and swiftly. And, like the
perfect servant, they disappear instantly when
the work is done. Chipso suds work hard,
cleanse gently, and rinse instantly.

Millions of women all over the country
have discovered the Chipso secret—rich,
lasting Chipso suds! RuTH TURNER

— e same rich soap 7 Q /ér;m—Fla](es and (Granules
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Is the Coffee Pot
Ever to Blame?

by
GRACE L. PENNOCK

HIS Institute is a busy place. Things are doing in

every corner all day long. Today it seems espe-

cially active and interesting. Automatic counters,

recording the operation of some piece of electrical
equipment buzz every so often in one corner of the en-
gineering laboratory; the steady rumble of a washing
machine on an endurance test greets the ear from another,
and the engineer himself, working on a new device for
measuring the pressure of ironing machines, is almost
surrounded by his instruments, by wires, and the ironer
he is working with. From the laundry comes the swish
of another washing machine doing the regular family
wash, and every now and then the sound of the exhaust
from a new device for pressing water from clothes.

There is activity in the foods kitchen. The big white
bowl covered with a crisp cloth is standing on the table
near the stove. This means hot rolls for lunch, and such
rolls! ' There are none better anywhere. And presently
odors from this kitchen cause envious comments from the
staff, and questions as to who is having lunch today. For
funch at the Institute, while it happens frequently, isn't
an everyday affair in any sense of the word. It isalways
a special occasion with special guests—and the most deli-
cious foods imagination can devise, served in our peaceful
dining-room where, and where only in this busy place,
there is the calm, unhurried dignity that makes a meal
such a satisfaction.

But we must be off and back to the engineering labora-
tory and the equipment kitchen again, for I want to tell
you more about what is going on there. The whole story
would be a long one, for activities here are many and
varied. You may find the humble potato and its baking
temperature a center of interest, or the temperature chart
from a refrigerator test a subject of study. Perhaps the
internal workings of a washing machine and an electric
mixer are the cause of comment and examination, or a
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A Cleaning Closet
Five Inches Deep!

special range test may be in progress, ana you'll soon get
the odor of angel food cake, fresh biscuits, or of chops or
steak. Ironing tests are sometimes in progress here with
a real ironing going on while a record is made of sole plate
temperatures of the iron. These and various other ac-
tivities are likely to be discovered in a visit to this part ot
the Institute. For the whole range of housekeeping ac-
tivities comes in for study at one time or another, and the
appliances used in these tests are varied. Questions
of all sorts come up in their use as to why one appliance
does this and another something different. We try to
solve some of these problems and then give vou the bene-
fit of our experiences in the pages of DELINEATOR. Itisa
live and interesting place here—there’s no doubt about
that.

At the present time the click of the recording instru-
ments attracts attention. Over in one corner of the en-
gineering laboratory a row of appliances, this time a
percolator, an iron and an automatic waffle baker, are
doing time—Tliterally “doing time.” For we are studying
the durability of their heating units and automatic tem-
perature controls. These automatic temperature controls
are appearing on more and more new appliances, and as
the story of just what they will do is important to you, we
are getting the facts. Already some of these appliances
have operated at regular intervals day and night for a
month with hardly a sign of wear. Think what this
means in terms of your own use. How many years would
you use a waffle iron before it had operated seven hundred
hours? It means a good deal to have one that is going to
work well that long, and a whole lot longer besides.

Some months you will see a story in these pages about
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HowManyHoursWear
from Your Toaster?
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what we have Jearned in working with some or these smalil
appliances.

A step from the engineering laboratory brings us to the
equipment kitchen. This is a compiete kitchen 1n every
way—ust like a home kitchen—but its chief purpose in
life is to furnish a place for actual use, under heme con-
ditions, of the appliances on test. This means that hers
food is cooked, meals are served, cans are opened, knives
are sharpened, dishes are washed—in fact all the thou-
sand and cne household duties that go on in the kitchen of
any home go on here, and much else besides. Today the
aroma of coffee comes from this room, and we find several
people gathered around a table with severai cups in front
of them. Coffee percolators are at hand, and the critical
attitude of the folks at the table indicates that judgment
is to be passed on something. It isn’t the coffee that is
of interest, but the coffee pot—a percolator in this case,
Exactly the same coffee and the same proportion have
been used in making coffee in several percolators. If
there is any difference in the taste of the product it is due
to a difference in the percolators themselves. Percolators
differ in capacity, in construction, in heat retention, and in
general convenience, and we want to know what these
differences mean in the flavor of the coffee and in the use
of the percolator. Not only coffee percolators but drip
coffee makers and others have come in for this sort of
test. Very soon we shall have the whole story about
them ready to tell you in the magazine.

JUST yesterday another new electric mixing machine
arrived. These kitchen mixing machines have been
appearing in varied forms recently. At first only the fully
equipped, large and rather expensive machines were
available. Now mixing machines of varied capacities,
capabilities and prices are to be had—to suit the needs of
the varied types and sizes of homes  (Twrn to page 70)
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CELIA

CAROLINE COLE

T IS easy enough, said Emerson, to be yvourself when

vou are all alone; the difficult thing is to keep your

poise and clarity, your gay, understanding outlook

when vou are in the midst of a crowd. All the external
noises clanging against the silence which lies always deep
within you—that blessed, high silence that keeps you
sane; all the impressions that fly against you until you
feel like an over-exposed plate—all these things confuse
vou and trip you until you are not yourself at all but an
uncontrollable person that they have created. And that’s
no fun. You need yourself if you're going to wangle life
properly.

And in the same way, it is quite a simple matter on a
summer’s day when the sun is not too hot and there’s a
flirtatious, cool little breeze, and you are rolling along in
vour car, or sitting by a rill and a rhododendron on the
top of a mountain, or lying with your toes teasing the
edge of the sea, or, in a frill of a frock and a wide, devas-
tatingly becoming hat, trailing through your garden
like an enchanted peacock—it’s easy enough to be as
lovely as a lady whom a poet has made with words.

But it’s something else again when you're sitting in a
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Here is an article that solves all your summer beauty problems.

And it's

immensely important—this business of caring for your skin in town or country.

Learn the value and the danger of sunlight, and the newest summer make-up

stifling office all on a July day, or trudging along the hot
street, or playing tennis under a blistering sun, or sunning
on the beach with no knowledge of how to keep your nose
pure and undefiled in spite of violet rays on their home
ground.

There is a definite technique in the keeping of a mid-
summer lady. If she is at the seashore, she will need
preparations that she won’t need at all in town; if she
is at the mountains and her skin is inclined to be dry,
she will need more nourishing cream than at the seashore
or in town; and if she is in town, the care of her skin
and hair are still another matter. So here we go.

At the sea, one has soft air, mists and fogs, very little
dirt and smoke—you get back to Nature and she pats you
on the back and coddles you and is as pleased as Punch
with you. This is the kind of air she meant you to func-
tion in when she built you. At once your skin and hair
begin to behave better—unless you expose them to a
brutal sun. Skin will adapt itself to almost anything—
just as you will—but you have to give it time. Think
how long Nature took to bring us up out of being huge,
unthinking forms that swam the sea into these dapper,
mental creatures we are now!

So, when you first come from town to the sea, don’t
spread yourself out in the sun and feel all the world is
your friend. The sun isn’t. Nor the wind. Spread your
soul out without a thing over it—that’s enough at the
start. On arrival, use lots of soap and water or a good,
strong liquid cleanser to get out all the dirt that city
streets and trains and open motor-roads have been sifting
in on you. And then use oils and nourishing creams
lavishly until your skin has grown more used to sun and
wind. Until the adjustment period is over and you see
your skin taking on that lovely alive look of well-being,
use a protective cream whenever you are out—especially
on the beach, or the golf course, or sailing and long motor
trips. Every night a nourishing cream or oil should be
patted lightly in before you go to bed, if you want to
look fresh and soft and flexible during the day., Let it
stay on for a half hour or fifteen minutes until most of
it is absorbed, then wipe off lightly with a cleansing
tissue, so that when you drift off into the deep, beautiful
sleep that sea air ought to give you, your skin is exposed
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to this beneficial air and can breathe it in, all night long.
Think of the leathery skins of sailors and ponder on
what sea and wind and sun can do to the skin if nobody
comes to its rescue—old and wrinkled and leathery and
forever fough! Don’t make any mistake—all this fun of
tanning and no fussing with skin in summer ages your
skin and coarsens it and thickens it like everything!

F()R daytime protection, use a protective cream or
lotion. Cleanse first—and for ladies at the seashore
who have naturally dry skins, use the least drying liquid
cleanser. Liquid cleansers are so exactly right for
summer—sea, mountains, and city streets—so light and
gay, easy to use, and stimulating both to the skin and to
one’s feelings. Or, if you prefer cream, use your cream,
then your tonic—by all means the tonic so that no soiled
cream is left in the pores—and then your protective
cream; or if the skin is really quite dry, a ten-minute
oil application before putting on the protective cream.
Normal and oily skins have their beloved soap and
water—lukewarm water and a mild soap, then lots and
lots of cold water for its tonic effect.

There is a cream that will keep (Turn to page 50)
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IN EVERY POUND OF COFFEE_

In this delicate oil, when fresh, are the matchless flavor, the marvelous aroma, that make coffee the delightful, reviving drink we love.

fresh_it Aids digestion

THIS STARTLING FACT has now develops regardless of the type of con-

been established: Fresk coffee acts as
a beneficial tonic to the digestive or-
gans and nerves of all normal persons.
Fresh, it aids digestion!

The reputation of coffee nas suffered
because it is so often stale when pur-

tainer used. For this reason Chase &
Sanborn’s Coffee is dated. From the
roasters it is rushed to grocers by the
nation-wide Fleischmann delivery sys-
tem that brings you fresh yeast. You
can’t get a can of dated Chase & San-

born’s that has been in your grocer’s
store more than ten days. Buy Chase
& Sanborn’s today and enjoy its match-
less flavor — famous among lovers of
good coffee for 65 years!

3§ Fresh coffee is coffee in which the oil is sweet and
wholesome. In stale coffee the oil has turned rancid.

chased. Stale coffee is bad, for this
reason:

In each pound of coffee there is
approximately half a cup of oil. This oil,
like cream or butter, is perishable. Fresh,
it is a health-promoting food. Fresh, it
carries the marvelous flavor and aroma
which you crave in coffee. Stale, it is
rancid and toxic. Stale, it frequently
causes indigestion, nervousness, head-
ache, sleeplessness.

Chase & Sanborn’s Coffee

Guaranteed fresh ... Every can
of Chase & Sanborn’s Coffee is
plainly marked with the date your
grocer receives it. No can is ever
allowed to stay in his store more
than ten days. Its matchless flavor
is never marred by staleness.

After it is roasted, the development of
rancidity in coffee is a matter not of
months, but days. And this rancidity

Copyright 1931, by Standard Brands Inc.
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Children need not be a problem when

school ends. This article tells how some

parents and towns fill the long vacation
with constructive work and play. For
any further advice write Mrs. Marion M.

Miller. And enclose a stamped envelop

HEN school closes, will you be as glad as the
children for the long weeks of vacation?
You will have more opportunity for good
times with them. But many hours of their
lay vou cannot share. Will the strain of won-
g where they are then and what they are doing out-
balance the fun and freedom of vacation comradeship?
The responsibility of parents and of the community
increases n the school’s ceases. For summer days
are as vital in the child’s development as the school term.
In this complex modern age there is a growing problem
of keeping boys and girls safely and happily occupied
during their free time. With smaller children this is

Part of a community volley ball team. A smiling

tribute to the fun of contest in organized play

W. FAUST

A handicraft class.

Photographs from

Wheeling,

comparatively easy.
activities at home.

But the question—" ‘How shall they play?”—really
arrives for parents when sons and daughters reach the
ages of about eleven tosixteen. This is a time of transi-
tion from the play of childhood to the recreation that will
last through the college age and into adulthood. It isa
critical period in the formation of habits for the use of
leisure. Also it is the age of adventuring, of “know it all.”
Parents realize that to give the impression of bossing
these young adolescents—especially to tell them what to
do and what not to do with their precious free time—
might be fatal. What we can do is to provide opportuni-
ties for the right sort of activity, first at home, then in the
neighborhood or community.

Your boy or girl most truly learns to live in vacation
and free time. It is more than a period for rebuilding
physical forces and acquiring a healthy tan and stronger
muscles. It isa time for musing, for discovery, for testing
one’s powers against the world of nature and against one’s
fellows, for acquiring skills and finding one’s place in the
social scheme. Free of many of the usual restrictions,
boys and girls build personality and character. But in
order to build them, they must keep busy with work and
play that test their ingenuity and offer an outlet for their
restless energies. It is just as true of Johnny at fourteen
as at four that “the busy child is the happy child”’—and
even truer that he requires absorbing play interests which
arise from within himself.

More and more, parents have been sending children to
camp during vacation. This is a splendid experience, one
every boy and girl should have. But the term at camp,
or the vacation away from home with the family, gener-
ally does not fill all of the time that school is closed.
Many boys and girls will spend their entire summer, as
they express it, “just hanging 'round town.”

They are satisfied with simple

AST summer just before school closed, a California city
took a survey among five hundred and thirty-one high
school boys and girls to determine their probable use of
vacation time. The picture this revealed proved a chal-
lenge to community groups to outline an immediate pro-
gram for more opportunities for wholesome recreation.
The time the students expected to give to theater-going
and dancing at commercial halls proved out of proportion
to the time they expected to spend at swimming and ten-
nis. Enlightening also was the confession by one-third of
the group that they expected to have an average of four
and a half hours of idle time every day, six days a week.
More swimming pools, more ténnis courts, and lights for
courts the city already had, were planned at once.

DEPARTMENT o f
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In the modern playground boys and girls gain hobbies that will last a lifetime

and Dallas,

Texars

Recreation begins at home. Though we often hear
that the modern home is just an ‘“American plan hotel”
—useful for eating and sleeping—the present widespread
interest in home games and backyard playgrounds gives
striking evidence to the contrary. Eighty-two cities are
carryving on home play promotion programs. In Los
Angeles alone during a recent three-month period, six
thousand families sought information on recreation for
all members of the home.

T TAKES time and effort and the right spirit to work

out a successful home recreation program. But when

this spirit of play has been captured, what buoyancy it
gives to family life!

Are you using the home grounds to full advantage for
recreation? Our family, with six youngsters, spent one
of our happiest summers the vear we couldn’t go to the
seashore, but turned our yard into a summer resort.
Even a small backyard has surprising possibilities. En-
list the help of the older boys and girls in building appara-
tus for their little brothers and sisters, and in planning
and beautifying the grounds. The sandbox, slide, and
swing are for the younger members of the family, but vou
will find that the trapeze, the flying rings and the hori-
zontal bars are patronized by boys and girls up to sixteen
vears of age.

These are facilities that will interest both the older chil-
dren and the grown-ups: A croquet ground, tennis court,
tether-ball pole, horseshoe pitching court, and a minia-
ture golf course with tin cans sunk in the ground as holes.
An outdoor fireplace, built of stones set in concrete, will
prove the rallying place for many a family picnic. Make
the garage do its bit by hanging a basketball goal or golf
driving net from its side, or using the wall as a backstop
for a handball court.

Some families have torn down the fences between their
backyards to make one large playground, each family
sharing in the cost of equipping the ground. A gay rivalry
between the various clans makes the games more fun.
Home playgrounds can enrich neighborhood life as well
as strengthen family ties.

The frequent presence of the parents is vital in creating
the spirit of comradeship in home play activities. Though
dad and mother only watch the fun from the yard bench
or the porch, a unity of interest is felt.

Summer is the time to foster a mutual interest in nature
study. Observing trees, flowers, birds, and rock formations
may be the objective of family hikes or motor trips. Set
up a home museum for collecting a few choice specimens.
Start a wild flower garden in a corner of the yard. Build
a bird house or a bird bath. A small (Turn to page 68)

CHILD TRAINING
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NORMAN OGDEN WHITEHOUSE

PULY,

At Bailey’s Beach, at the Casino, on the famous Cliff Drive at Newport,
Mgs. WHITEHOUSE is a charming figure. She dislikes sun-tan and always
uses Pond’s Vanishing Cream to protect her lovely clear ivory skin.

EWPORT for the brilliant summer

season . ..a whirl of early autumn
festivities in New York, then on to
Melton Mowbray, England, for the fox-
hunting. .. winter in Italy or Egypt..,
spring in Paris.. .. such is the gay round
of this charming cosmopolitan, Mrs,
Norman Ogden Whitehouse.

To the education of a princess Mrs.
Whitehouse owes subtle secrets of
charm and chic, for before her marriage
she was the Princess Tamara Bragation
Moukrahnsky, of an ancient and illus-
trious family of Georgia, in Russia.
Petite and piquante, she is dark and
very lovely, always smartly dressed and
exquisitely groomed.

Her clear pale ivory complexion be-
speaks unfailing care. “After all, what
is so important as a beautiful skin?”
she asks. “A fresh, fair complexion
gives chic to one’s simplest frock.
Smooth white arms and shoulders are
more precious than pearls and dia-
monds when one is in evening dress.”

Ponn's four delightful beauty aids to keep
your skin smooth and finc, fresh and fair

Like many other society beauties, Mrs.
Whitehouse is devoted to Pond’s. “No
wonder fastidious women prize the four
delightful preparations, and follow
Pond’s Method every day,” she says.

“The four steps make it so easy to
keep one’s skin lovely! First, the pure
light Cold Cream for immaculate cleans-
ing...then the exceptionally absorbent
Tissues to remove the cream...then
the fragrant Skin Freshener to tone
and firm and keep a lovely color glow-
ing in one’s cheeks and the delicious
Vanishing Cream to give a smooth,
opalescent finish.”

i? 0U, too, know Pond’s delightful
beauty aids, no doubt. The Pond’s
Method is the sure, simple way to use
them to keep your skin always fresh
and glowing with youth:
1—For immaculate cleansing, apply Pond’s
Cold Cream generously several times daily,
always after exposure. Pat in with upward,
outward strokes, letting the fine, light oils
sink deep into the pores and float the dirt to
the surface.
2—With Pond’s Cleansing Tissues wipe away
all the cream, dirt, make-up and powder. These
softer Tissues are 52% more absorbent than
ordinary tissues, by laboratory test. White
or Parisian peach color.
3—With Pond’s Skin Freshener, briskly pat
your skin until it glows—to banish oiliness,
close and reduce pores, tone and firm, and
promote lovely, natural color.
4—Now a delicate film of Pond’s Vanishing
Cream for powder base, protection, exquisite
finish. Use it on neck, shoulders and arms—
wherever you powder. Marvelous, too, to
keep hands smooth and white.

At bedtime: always cleanse face and neck
with Cold Cream and remove with Tissues.

L J
Tune in on Pond’s Program Friday evening at

9:30 P. M. D.S. T. Reisman’s Orchestra, of Cen-
tral Park Casino. WEAF and N.B.C. Network

Senp 10¢ For Ponp’s Four PREPARATIONS

POND’S EXTRACT COMPANY, Dept. U
115 Hudson Street 2 New York City

Name

Street

State.
Copyright, 1931, Pond's Extract Company

Ciry.
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“(Cut it out, ma,” she advised almost heart-
lessly. “Bill’s been dead for three years, an’
va never took on so before! You got yer in-
surance, ain’t yer? An’ it’s more’n yer ever
had when Bill was alive. He was yeller, all
through. Took th’ money yer made, wash-
in’. Took my bar-pin an’ hocked it. Bill
cheated at cards, an’ drunk everythin’ he
could lay hand to. Even if he was my only
brother, we’re better off—"

For the first time in many years, there was
a belligerent expression on Mrs. Clancy’s
face. lu surprised Nellie. And the tone of
her mother’s voice when she spoke was quite
as surprising as her expression.

“Ifie’s all that yer say he is,” her mother
rasped, “why are they namin’ anythin’ after
him? Why—I ask yer?”

Almost hopelessly Nellie Clancy shrugged.
The set of her mouth showed bewilderment.

“I don’t know,” she answered, “why
they’re doin’ it. I don’t know!”

ALL day long, as she worked at her table in

the button factory, Nellie Clancy asked
herself the same question that her mother
had asked.

“Why’d they do it?”’ she wondered. “He
was such a—a nut.”

But at the noon hour, when she had her
coffee and sandwich at a nearby lunch-room,
there was no question in her triumphant
voice.

“Did yer hear th’ news,” she asked each
newcomer, ‘“‘about Bill, my brother? How
they’ve named th’ Legion Post fer him?
Some feller, he was. Died fer his country!”

There were, of course, some dissenting
voices. Some of the girls at the button fac-
tory had known Bill Clancy. Known him all
too well! But, as proof, Nellie had the letter.
And she did not hesitate to show it.

“Q’ course,” she told the scoffers, grandilo-
quently, “o’ course Bill made his mistakes.
But—well, pa died when Bill was a lil’ tyke.
An’ with no father ter help in th’ raisin’ of
him, it isn’t so queer that he didn’t turn out
to be perfect!”

“Who,” it was a gruff voice at her elbow,
“who is this guy that’s perfect?”

Nellie Clancy flushed at the sound of the
voice.

“Qh, it’s you, Barry,” she faltered. And
then, “I was talkin’ about Bill, my brother
that’s dead in France. He’s—they’ve named
th’ American Legion Post fer him. Ain’t it
grand that they have?”

The group in the lunch-room was silent,
even the ones who had questioned were si-
lent. For Barry Carson was the foreman of
a certain department in the button factory,
and he held many a job in his hand. And folk
had said, among themselves, that he was in-
terested in Nellie Clancy who worked at one
of the long tables over which he presided.
Folk said that he might even have considered
marrying her if she hadn’t been one cf the no
’count Clancys!

For a moment Barry stood frowning. And
then suddenly he laughed.

“Th’ Post,” he said, “must have been
hard up for a name.”

Nellie Clancy was afraid of Barry Carson,
for more than one reason. Not afraid
physically, not exactly. Rather mentally.
But something like a spark awoke suddenly in
her rather dull eyes. To the amazement of
the luncheon eaters, she rose leisuredly to her
feet and brushed the sandwich crumbs from
the shiny serge of her skirt.

“Well,” she said slowly, as she moved
toward the door, “well, maybe he changed
after he got away from here. You wasn’t in
France, yerself, Barry, so you can’t be sure
what he was, or what he done. Th’ letter
says he died—bravely!” The door swung
shut upon her rigid back.

Behind her, in the lunch-room, there was
silence for a moment. No one had ever before
heard Nellie Clancy talk back to Barry Car-
son, or to anyone. Valor was not a Clancy
characteristic.

And then, suddenly, low voices began to
whisper, in corners.

Nellie Clancy went home that night with
warm cheeks, and assurance in the tilt of her
‘head. She had not done so much work as
usual, that day, but she had spoken up, for
once in her life, to a boss! To a man who
was, almost, more than a boss! She had not
done much work, but she had been able to
brag, and truthfully, about her family. Al-
. _most, she forgot how Bill had been wont to
- slump, snarling for food, into his chair at the
“untidy kitchen table. Almost she forgot that
she was one of the Clancys...

One of the Clancys . . . It had never

much troubled her, before, to be one of them!
Every town has its hopeless family—its

FIELD VOF HONOR

Continued from page 9

family of failures. That Nellie was working
steadily in the button factory did not blot
out the fact that her mother was a wash-
woman, that her father had died in a saloon
fight, r~d that her brother had been the
town’s most reprehensible character. When
Bill was drafted into the army, both Nellie
and her mother had shared, with the town, a
certain relief, but the relief had been dulled
by the thought of his return. For his return
meant renewed apprehension, stolen wages,
harder work and curses for payment. The
news of Bill'’s death had come as something
of a release. There would, perhaps, be a
sense of security. A Clancy could not hope
for more.

Hopelessness! That was the keynote of
Nellie Clancy’s whole life. The town’s scorn
had not hardened her; had not made her, as
scorn sometimes does, into an aggressive per-
sonality. Rather, circumstances had beaten
her; had dulled both her sensibility and her
pride. Long before Bill's going she had
ceased to care that the home was dirty and
ill-kept; she was used, from childhood, to
slovenliness. She didn’t care—much—that
nicer girls did not include her in their friend-
ships, their parties, their joyous plans. Why
should they, after all? Shke was a Clancy.

Nothing mattered very much, really, to
Nellie Clancy. Her first really definite emo-
tion had come into being on that evening
when she found Barry Carson, the foreman,
waiting at the gate when she left the factory.
He had walked home with her, and his bold
eyes had appraised her as they walked. She
had left him abruptly at the doorway of the
Clancy cottage. Vaguely she had hated the
thought of having him see the interior of that
cottage, of meeting her mother.

She had wondered even more vaguely—
when the walks home grew to be a daily oc-
currence—how it would all end.

Guessing was scarcely worth while. There
isn’t much hope for real romance when a girl
can’t invite a man
into her home. Real,
lasting romance.
And Nellie Clancy
knew—for your fac-
tory worker is so-
phisticated—how
long synthetic ro-
mance will endure.

“If he don’t make
me,” she told herself
drearily, “T'll lose
my job. And
where'll there be an-
other? If he does,
maybe I'll lose my
job, anyway. And
yet, he’'s—" Nellie’s
eyes softened here—
“he’s a swell looker.
An’ I've never had another feller so much as
look at me."”

Oh, it was a losing battle!

But, somehow, with a certain primitive,
virginal instinct, she had fought against the
town’s opinion, and Barry’s insistence, and
her own impulse. With a strange finesse she
had managed to hold off the inevitable.

And then had come the letter.

Nellie Clancy went home with the letter in
her pocket, that first night. With a mouth
oddly more firm; with a prouder, freer step.
She walked alone. Barry Carson had not
been waiting for her at the factory gate as
usual. She really hadn’t expected him to be
there. It was strange that, though she
walked alone, there was something springy in
her usually dragging step, something alert
in her thrown back shoulders. She swung
down the disordered path to the cottage,
threw open the door with a cheery little call,
and stepped inside. And, once inside, stopped
short with amazement.

For the Clancy home had been swept and
dusted! Almost incredibly neat, it was, for
the Clancy home. Nellie ran an experi-
mental forefinger along the top of a chair;
looked at that finger with something like
alarm in her eyes.

“Ma,” she called sharply, “ma! Is every-
thing all right?”

The kitchen door swung open and Mrs.
Clancy swayed, bulkily, into the room.
Nellie fell back, a step, before her. For the
woman'’s hair had been neatly combed, and
she wore a starched white apron over her
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clean print dress.

“Didja call me, Nellie?” she quavered, and
her daughter noticed that the bleary old eyes
were red.

“You been cryin’, ma?” she questioned,
incredulously.

For a moment Mrs. Clancy’s fat face
seemed to waver, like gelatin, And then it
dissolved into a mist of tears.

“Shure, I’ve been cryin’,”” she sobbed, “fer
my boy. Dead—and away from home. Aw,
God rest his soul!”

The incongruity of it all did not strike
Nellie so forcibly as it had in the morning.
She did not again mention the fact that Bill
had been equally dead for three years. She
herself had begun to know the glory of a per-
fect tribute; the blinding wonder of fearless-
ness. And now, in the transformed Clancy
home, she felt a sudden sense of sorrow.

“There, ma,” she said, kindly, “don’t you
take on so. It’s hard, sure it’s hard. But
Bill died doing his duty, and that’s more’n
a lot ever did!”

Mrs. Clancy looked at her daughter, and
her gaze was blurred.

“Yes, yer right,” she sniffled, at last.

To change the subject, perhaps, Nellie
spoke.

“You’ve got th’ house real pretty, ma,” she
said. “Real pretty. How'd you happen to
redd it up so swell?”

Mrs. Clancy’s fat body seemed to stand
more erect. All at once her eyes were proud,
even through the tears.

“A hero’s fambly,” she told her daughter
simply, “can’t live in a dump!”

A HEROQ’S family can’t live in a dump!

And there are other things that a hero’s
family cannot do. Certain things so intan-
gible that they cannot be explained or even
understood. In the days that followed, Nellie
Clancy, touched and softened and made
brave by a new sense of importance, dis-
covered this to be
the case. She real-
ized that there were
certain things that
she couldn’t do.
And, oddly enough,
certain other things
that she could!

She discovered
that she couldn’t ac-
cept a mean sub-
stitute for love.

And she also dis-
covered that she
could give up a job
for the sake of her
convictions, and her

decency.
She discovered the
two things, simul-

taneously, when Barry Carson caught her
roughly in his arms, behind a pile of packing
cases, in the stock-room. Caught her roughly
and kissed her with an equal roughness.

Before the coming of a certain letter,
Nellie Clancy would have accepted that kiss
and its roughness with a sense of resignation.
But the letter had changed matters. And so
Nellie’s hand, palm ominously flattened,
came crashing against Barry’s face. It was
no coquettish little slap, that. Five red welts
showed against the brown of Barry’s skin,
and blood ran from his surprised upper lip.

‘“You ! said Barry, and he used a curt,
old Anglo-Saxon word. So curt that Nellie’s
hand shot out again. Only the blow did not
arrive, this time, for Barry caught her wrist.

They stood there, staring at each other,
through a red mist. Behind the pile of pack-
ing cases in the stock-room of a button fac-
tory. Field of honor? Well, there are all
sorts of fields! It was Nellie who spoke first.

“] suppose,” she said, “that I'm fired,
huh? Well, try and believe I care!”

“Try and get another job,” Barry Carson
told her. “There ain’'t so many jobs in town
outside o’ the fact’ry. For the likes of you!”

It was then, reversing the precedent of the
lean years, that Nellie made answer.

“There’ll always,” she said, and turned
abruptly on her heel, “be a job for a fighter.
For a Clancy!”

THIS is a war story. Written of a time when
the Armistice was well in the background.
It is the story of a girl’s battle through the
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no man’s land of prejudice, across a barren
plain of doubt. And of the enemy trench
that she, at last, captured.

For when Nellie Clancy went home to the
regenerated cottage—the night when her
factory job, and its security, was a thing of
the past—she went home with resolution
burning high. And told her mother the
whole story. She couldn’t have told her
mother the story, before. There had been a
mask of reticence between them. But now,
with utter vehemence and frankness, she
told it all. And her mother listened. And,
when the recital was over, spoke.

“If your brother was alive,” said her
mother, “he’d show that Carson feller!”

Nellie was, at last, seeing quite clearly.
She knew just how her brother would have
showed Barry Carson. There would have
been a mutual drink from a flask. Perhaps a
bill, from Barry’s pocket, would have found
its way into Bill’s grimy palm. And then
Bill, furtively, would have sneaked home.
To tell his sister that she’d better be nice
to her boss! Nellie Clancy knew. But it
didn’t lower her proud head, that knowledge.

“My brother ain’t alive,” she said, “but
we’ll show Barry Carson ourselves.”

It was that night that the girl took out the
little store of dollars, which she had been
saving for an outfit of spring clothes, and en-
rolled in business school.

It wasn’t intelligence—for Nellie was not in
any way clever—it was an intentness of pur-
pose that made her learn so quickly!

The first job, as a stenographer in a dingy
office, might have been hard to get. For
Nellie was still in business school, and her
dress was shabby and her shoes were scuffed.
The other applicants possessed more knowl-
edge, and each one of them carried references.
And yet Nellie got the job.

“You kin pay me less than- any of th’
others,” she told the dim old lawyer who had
advertised. “And, gosh, but I'll work. I
won’t care if th’ hours aren’t regular. I'll
sweep out th’ office, too. You'll see!”

The lawyer surveyed her over his spec-
tacles.

“Why,” he questioned, “do you want this
position so badly?”

Nellie Clancy did not have the right words.
Her vocabulary was limited to the most
common usage. She couldn’t tell the man
that an office job was to her a symbol, a step
up, an almost sacred trust. Instead, she
blinked to keep back tears of eagerness (and
through fear and privation and hatred and
condescension, Ne{lie had never cried). In-
stead, she spoke a short sentence, only.

“Tt’s m’ chance!” said Nellie Clancy.

The lawyer stood suddenly on his feet.

““This office isn’t a training school,” he said
gruffly. »

And then he rang for his office boy. “Tell
the others that I've hired Miss Clancy!”

THE office job—it paid little. The lawyer’s

secretary had, indeed, to sweep the shabby
rooms and dust the ponderous law books, as
well as take the dull dictation of an elderly
man.

But the office job transformed Nellie
Clancy into Miss Clancy. And, after she had
held it for six months, it brought her, through
the medium of a small law suit, into touch
with the town’s charity board.

It was a very small suit, which the lawyer
had taken, without fee, in the name of com-
munity spirit. But Nellie was the messenger
who carried the papers between her employer
and the chairwoman of the board. And the
chairwoman of the board was a lady of position
in the town. Nellie, more than once, in a not
too dim past, had delivered a basket of
laundry at the lady’s back door. It was
strange to be delivering legal papers, instead,
at a front one.

It was a queer case, this one that the lawyer
was handling free. Queer to the lawyer and
to the head of the charity board. It had to
do with the business of dispossessing a cer-
tain family whose child was dying. It was
squalid and unreal to the ones who fought it.
But to Nellie Clancy it was a cross section of
life; life as she herself had lived it. As she
sat on the extreme edge of a petit point sofa,
waiting for the chairwoman to read through
the briefs, answering questions that the lady
asked, she met the situation in a casual way.
A way so casual, and so clear headec, that
the lady looked at her sharply.

“How does it happen,” asked the lady,
“that you know so much about the ins and
outs of this business? It’s all Greek to me.”

Nellie Clancy was walking straight ahead,
in her advance across no man’s land. She
did not give an inch.

“I know, Mrs. Bowman,” (Turn lo page40)
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YOUTH, glamour, the
charm that attracts! How
much they depend upon true
cleanliness with a mild but
effective soap. No wonder
experts insist that there’s
nathing like Palmolive.

World- Famous

beauty experts

tell why they recommend
Palmolive Soap

OOD looks may be yours to
begin with. You may have
had to acquire beauty. In either
case, you know that one can't just
take natural loveliness for granted.
Beauty must be cared for, regu-
larly and thoroughly, if one wants
to hold it through the years.

Olive and palm oil beauty students of chemistry, students
of beauty. It is a pure soap ...a

vegetable oil soap. Into Palmolive
than 20,000 specialists as the go the oils of olive and palm—
no other fats whatever. No arti-
A ficial coloring matter. Here is an
complexion undeniably wholesome soap to
use on your face!

cleansing is advised by more

way to keep that schoolgirl

Thousands of the world’s professional beauty cul- . Your Particular Problem

turists realize that fact. They have adopted a definite Six of the world’s more prominent specialists are
practice which helps clients to keep that schoolgirl quoted on this page. Thousands of others have told
complexion. More than 20,000 of them advise, to-  ys why they advise Palmolive. Their reasons will
gether with their own products and their own salon  jncerest you, whatever your special problem.

treatments, the regular use of Palmolive Soap,

What Palmolive is

Read the advice of Carsten, Sciler, Jacobson
and their colleagues. Take it seriously, for this is
a serious matter. The soap which touches your face

There are excellent reasons why beauty specialists  can do so much to make or mar your loveliness. It
recommend Palmolive Soap. Into its blending, into  should be pure. It should be made of vegetable oils.
its making, have gone the efforts of great scientists, In other words, it should be Palmolive!

PALMOLIVE RADIO HOUR — Broadcast every Wednesday night—from 8:30 to 9:30 p. m., Eastern Standard
time; 7:30 to 8:30 p. m., Central Standard time; 6:30to 7:30 p. m., Mountain Standard time; 5:30 to 6:30 p.m.,
Pacific Coast Standard time—over WEAF and 39 Stations associated with The National Broadcasting Co.
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CARSTEN, of Berlin
(the famous “Figaro’’)
“Is your skin uninvit-
ing? The fault is prob-
ably in the soap you
use. Modern beauty
specialists advise a
soap made of vegetable
oils ... oils_of olive
and palm. Palmolive
Soap is safe for the
most sensitive com-
plexion.”

SEILER, of Geneva
“0ily, unattractive com=
plexions—the fault may
be in the soap you use.
Begin to use Palmolive
Soap regularly, night
and nwrm'wg. Vou will
notice the difference at

ence.”

PESSL, of Vienna
and Budapest

“I warn my clients against
the irritation produced by
ordinary soaps. Palmolive
is made of pure vegetable
oils. That is why I recom-
mend only this one soap.”

Retail

Price

39

NIRAUS, of Madrid
“Don’t use ‘just any soap®
. - . particularly if your
shin happens to be rough.
Use Palmolive. It is made
of cosmetic oils of olive
and palm. Substitutes may
be harmful. Don’t experi-
ment with them.”

SCHAANNING
of Copenhagen
“Pimples and other
similar outbreaks on
the surface of the skin
too often are emcour-
aged because care 1is
not taken to wuse the
right kind of soap.
That is why I lay so
much stress on the use
of Palmolive.”

JACOBSON, of London

“Some soaps may cause
coarse pores and an un-
pleasant feeling of rough-
ness. Palmolive, on the other
hand, leaves the skin de-
Hghtfully smooth. It is re-
freshing, pure, safe. Your
skin needs its gentle lather,
for true cleanliness, twice
daily.”
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Caution or Accident?

Permanent!”

which call for relief

1. Automobiles 5. Railroads

The grim warning “Drive Slowly, Death is so
has been heeded by thousands of

drivers over dangerous roads.

In this country accidents are now the largest single
cause of the Crippling, Dependency and Destitution

Here are listed the twelve most frequent means of acci-
dental injuries in the order.of their fatality:

2. Falls 6. Poisonous Gases 10. Fires
3. Drownings *. Firearms 11. Poisons
4. Burmns 8. Machines 12. Suffocations

9. Mines and Quarries

CCIDENTS took 100,000

lives, caused approxi-
mately 10,000,000 more or less
serious injuries and cost more
than $1,000,000,000 last year
in the United States.

Among those killed by accident
were 18,000 children under
fifteen years of age.

No one knows how many acci-
dental injuries and deaths are
due to uncontrollable
circumstances. Never-
theless, how many of the
accidents which hap-
pened to members of your
family or your friends—
accidents which you
know all about — could
have been avoided?

Lastyeartherewereabout
46,000 fatal accidents in
homes and in industry.
Elsewhere there were
about 54,000 accidental
deaths. Among the latter
group 32,500—motorists
and pedestrians — were
killed by automobiles.

But while the tide of
accidents is steadily ris-
ing, there are some

© 1 M. L 1.co.

bright spots in the dark record.

Better trafic regulations in a
1arge number of cities are
reducing the percentage of
street accidents and the toll
of killed and maimed children.

Police officers and school teach-
ers are training children to be
careful.

Safety appliances and methods
installed by the foremost in-
dustries are saving many
lives.

But systematic accident
prevention in homes has
hardly begun.

Falls in homes caused
8,000 deaths last year;
burns, scalds and explo-
sions §,400; asphyxia-
tions 3,600; and fatal
poisonings 2,000. Much
remains to be done to
check home accidents
caused by recklessness
and thoughtlessness.

The Metropolitan Life
Insurance Company
urges you to send for its
free booklets on accident
prevention. Ask for

Booklets 731-D.

MEeTrOPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE CoMpPANY

FrReDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT _~» ONE MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y.
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Continued from page 38

she replied, “because my family’s been dis-
possessed. More than once. That’s how.”

The chairwoman of the charity board
raised her eyes from the legal papers. She
surveyed the girl through white-gold rimmed
glasses.

“What is your name, my dear?” she ques-
tioned, at last.

Nellie Clancy told her. She did more.

“My mother used to do vour washing,”

she said. “You let her go because she wasn’t
satisfactory.”

Mrs. Bowman considered.

“I remember,” she said. “The laundry

work was all right. Until we began to notice
that my husband’s shirts and socks were
being worn by someone.”

Nellie Clancy met the white-gold rimmed
stare of the charity board’s chairwoman.

“That was my brother Bill,” she said,
“who wore 'em. Ma lost a lot o’ work,
through him. He was killed in France. They
named the Legion Post, in this town, for
him. Less'n a year ago.”

The chairwoman of the charity board laid
down the papers. The girl was all at once
more important than the case at hand. She
leaned forward.

“Suppose,” she said, and her voice was
very kind, “That you tell me all about it.”

WHEN Nellie Clancy became Mrs. Bow-

man’s private secretary. her mother
bought a black taffeta dress and gave up the
last of her laundry work

Two months later, a To Let sign appeared
on the front of the Clancy cottage, and the
neighborhood began to talk. To talk about
the two-room flat, with a gas range and a
bathroom, into which the Clancys had movea.

“What’'s come ovel
them,” wondered the
neighborhood and the
town.

But Nellie Clancv
sitting at a mahogany
desk., with a ftrilled
white collar and mam-

SHOUTS OF
DELIGHT

Just a year ago next

HE ex-sergeant and Buck Williams were in

the club-room together, when a knock
came at the door. It was a slightly hesitant
knock, and yet it had, behind its hesitation
a certain vigor of purpose. The two men
stared at each other. The knock, you see
had been so completely feminine.

“Come in!” called Buck Williams.

Nellie Clancy pushed open the door. She
stood, a slim, quietly dressed figure, on the
threshold. Her shoes were not scuffed. Her
hat of dark felt fitted closely over her darker
hair. Her eyes were eager. It was the ex-
pression in those eyes that brought the two
men to their feet. But Nellie was the first to
speak

“This is th’ American Legion Club-Room,
isn’t it?” she szud (Not long ago she would
have said, “ain’t it.”) “Well, I want to see
whoever’s in—in charge, here. 1 want to ask
a question.”

Buck Williams spoke.
deference in his voice.

“We two,” he said, “can answer questions
as good as anybody in th’ outfit. Perhaps
better.”

Nellie Clancy advanced a step into the
room. Her face was ever so slightly flushed
now.

“My name,” she said, “is Clancy. I'm—
I'm Bill Clancy’s sister. And I want to ask
why vou all named yourselves after him? I
want to know what he did to make you do
what you did. It's—"" the words came with a
rush—"it’s more than just plain curiosity.”

Rather helplesslyv Buck Williams looked
at the ex-sergeant. At a time like this execu-
tive ability was needed, and Buck Williams
had never been more than a private. But the
ex-sergeant was seldom at a loss.

‘Legion posts are
named,” he said “fer
heroes. Mostly ones thac
died in action. Your
brother, he died. 1In ac-
tion.” (He didn‘t go in-
to details about the
particular brand of ac-

There was a certain

cured fingers, under- tion.)

Slmri\ what had pecom=> month we published an Nellie Clancy pursued
of them. Understood her point.

that the last trench was vnusval short story that “Sure,” she said, “my
in sight was greefed with shouts brother died. We knew

“You know,” she
said to her mother, their
first night in the new

home, “you know. it's
funny. What's hap-
pened to us.”

Ma Clancy had come
up in the world. Her
hands and arms were no
longer red and chapped
from a constant immer-
sion in hot water and
soap suds. But she was
still uncertain.

“What's happened to
us?”’ she questioned.

Nellie Clancy ex-

brate the

plained.

“l mean Bill,” she
said. “His dyin’. Overseas. What it’s done
for us.”

Mrs. Clancy recognized her cue.

“My boy,” she snified. “Dead—in a
furrin country!”

Nellie once, would have cut into griet
sharply. She now ignored it.

“It wasn’t th’ dying,” she said. “Not that.
He’d been dead three years, before I got th’
backbone to be—"" there was nothing incon-
gruous in her use of the word—*“a lady.”

Her mother repeated the word. With
unction.

“A lady!"” she said.

“It wasn’t th’ dying,” Nellie repeated.
Seldom had she ever been introspective,
before. “It was what they, th’ Legion, did.
It was puttin’ him up, sort of. Bill, T mean,
Makin’ him regular. It made us regular. I
wonder " she hesitated. Hesitated so
long that Mrs. Clancy asked one of her in-
frequent questions.

“What d’ yer wonder?”’ asked Mrs. Clancy.

“] wonder,” her daughter answered, “why
they named th’ Post for him. We know, ma
—you and me—that there couldn’t have
been any good reason. We knew Bill—you
and me—no, ma, don’t start cryin’! And
why they ever did it . . .”

of delight from a great
many of our readers. I
was an lrish fairy story
called “The Wee Men of was it that he did?
Ballywooden,” its author,
Arthur Mason.
anniversary
we’ll have another story
by him in August—"From
the Horn of the Moon”

ma and I, about that
He died in France. But
we never knew, not till
your letter came, abouc
him being a hero. What

Really.”

Again Buck Williams
shot an appealing iook
at the ex-sergeant. Buc
he needn’t have worried
Fortheex-sergeant’seves
were filled with some-
thing that might have
been called admiration-
plus. Buck Williams
sighed. No use worry-
ing, either, about the
ex-sergeant saying the
right thing. He was saying it, at that very
moment

“There are some matters,” he said, grandil-
oqucnllx “that girls can’t understand about.
War’s not fer women. But don’t you worry,
Miss Clancy, your brother was a hero, all
right!”

Nellie Clancy was staring at him.

“I—"" she began, “I don’t want to—I don’t
quite " she hesitated, and then, “Oh,”
she cried, “I’'m glad—" the tears stood now,
upon her’ cheeks—*“glad/”

Her voice died away. She was remember-
ing, you see, her brother’s furtive, rat face.
His snarling tone. His curses. The ugly
scene when he had read his own name in the
draft. She was remembering the stolen bar-
pin. And she was forgetting, also . . .

But the two men! They were not forget-
ting. They were remembering when they
had tossed a franc to dec1dc a certain matter.

“Perhaps,” he said, “perhaps it wasn’t
only on account o’ Bill that we done it. Per-
haps it was because we knew that, sometime,
his sister’d come here. To ask us why i

His admmm., eyes were fixed upon Nellie
Clancy’s face. Under his gaze the color in
her cheeks crept up, in a glorious wave, unti!
her whole face was like the dawn . . .

To cele-
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Crz'sper now by far than ever before!

The new “twice crisped” Puffed Wheat

ASTE . .. just taste. . . the fresh crispness . . . the melt- and Puffed Rice . . . made by a special
in-your-mouth goodness of the new Puffed Wheat .
and Puffed Rice. Then allow the family to taste. Let process that br 1ngs them to your break-
them pass their cereal bowls again and again. They will. fast table extra Cl.‘iSP . .. extra ﬂ‘clVOl'y.

For, according to a recent survey in 42 states, children
everywhere like Puffed Grains above all other cereals.

New way brings double crispness

That fresh crispness . . . that right-from-the-oven flavor
of the new Puffed Grains . . . is due to a wonderful
new heat-sealing process. No other cereal has it. It
captures and seals in that fresh flavor—that first delec-
table crispness. And brings Quaker Puffed Wheat and
Quaker Puffed Rice to your breakfast table as fresh as
the instant they were made.

And here’s important news for mothers. There’s
substantial cereal nourishment in every dish of Puffed
Grains. That's because, when the wheat and rice grains
are shot from guns, their rich grain nourishment is made
as completely, as quickly digestible as though they
had been cooked for hours and hours. Thus you have
energy food, nourishment, in a tempting, wholesome
form that children love to eat.

A perfect hot-weather cereal _
Quaker Puffed Wheat and Quaker ; e
Puffed Rice are an ideal, hot- = e RiaT 2l
weather food. They’re so cool.
Socrisp. So tempting to summer
appetites. Serve them for break-
fast, lunch and supper. Combine
them with your favorite fresh
fruit or berries. Your grocer has
the new Quaker Puffed Wheat
and Quaker Puffed Rice.

Try Pettijobn’s. .. a delicious, old-fashioned rolled wheat cereal

that cooks in 3 to 5 minutes. Makes dry bran eating unnecessary.

(Quaker Puffed Rice and Puffed Wheat

Listen in to the Quaker Qats Radio programs of fun ., . mornings at 8 a. m.; evenings at 6:30 p. m. Central Time. Consult the radio program in your newspaper.
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ANY THINGS we thought couldn’t be done
M yesterday are easily done today. A little
while ago you wouldn’t have believed that you
couldhave something betferthan whipped cream
— more tasteful and more wholesome — for a
fourth the cost. But here it is. You can now
whip Pet Milk, readily and easily —whip it so
it will stay whipped as cream does.

Better Texture and Flavor
This whipped Pet Milk can be used in all the
ways and places where you’d use whipped cream.
In frozen desserts — frozen without stirring
in your mechanical refrigerator, or packed in
ice—the fine texture and the rich flavor will
delight you. Used in gelatin desserts, it’s most
delicious. And used as a topping— just as you’d
use whipped cream—flavored to suit your taste,
even tinted any color you desire well, you
just haven’t known how distinguished and
how delicious a topping or garnish can be till

you’ve used Pet Milk, whipped.

And Better Food

Thirty to forty per cent of whipped cream is
pure fat. It ss fat. It makes fat. But whipped
Pet Milk is rich in all the health-building
substances of whole milk. It makes vigor
and fitness rather than fatness. You can give
your children all they want of whipped Pet
-.\]iik. It’s \'nlndvrfl.l”} :_,_mmi for them—good
for every member of the family, all of whom

need to have more milk in their diet.

CoLp WATER § minutes. Stir until dissolved.
Pour into a bowl and chill until icy cold. Do
not remove the film that forms on top of the
milk for it will whip up just like the rest.

While the milk is chilling, boil 1 Cup Sucar
and '3 Cur WarTkR together to the thread
stage,then pour slowly into 1 STIFFLY-BEATEN
Ecc WHrTE, stirring constantly. Add 1 Cup
ORANGE Juice to 1 Cup MasHeEp PEACHES
(either canned or fresh) and combine with egg-
white mixture, stirring occasionally until
cool. Whip the cold milk that you’ve prepared
with the gelatin with a rotary beater. Be sure
to have the bowl and beater ice cold, too.
(4 bowl found most satisfactory in numerous
whipping tests measures from 3V/y to 4 inches
acrass the bottom.) Then fold the whipped milk
into the peach and egg mixture. Freeze in a
mold packed in a mixture of one part salt to
six parts finely chopped ice. (Of course you can

freeze it in the tray of your mechanical refrigera-

tor.) When the Parfait is frozen, un-
mold and garnish with slices of fresh

or canned peaches. Serve with

WHirPED SAUCE
({llustrated) —Whip
I Coe PerMrix
according to di-
rections given
for Peach

Parfait
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| 0 those who say it can't be done

2 TABLEsSPoONS CONFECTIONER’S SUGAR and
2 TEeaspoons VaniLra ExTracT.

Tint with yellow liquid or paste vegetable
coloring. Fold liquid coloring, a few drops at
a time, into the whipped milk until the desired
shade is reached. Or if paste coloring is used,
mix a tiny bit of it with a few drops of Pet
Milk and add gradually to the whipped milk.

Just Let Us Prove It

We'll send you, free of charge, a variety of

tested and proved recipes using WHiPPED
Per Mick. If you don’t get from the recipes
results that delight you, please write us about it.
Something will have gone wrong. We’ll help
you make it right. We 4now it can be done.
PET MILK COMPANY

1436-G Arcade Bldg.

St. ]A!lli._\,

Mo.

—then
At a Fourth the Cost fold
Whipped Pet Milk costs only about a fourth 1n ’S‘.“;“ Y
¥ g o, &
as much as whipped cream. There’s no guess PG o
5 5 o o 0
about that. Five cents will buy a cup of Pet "c'uf-"‘
Milk anywhere. A cup of whipping cream
costs from four to five times as much. And 4 g
Pet Milk whips to bigger volume than the \."\\\wé\‘ s
i A i : \ NN e
same amount of cream. T his better—more e

tasteful and more wholesome—food at

¥ >
only a fourth the cost think of that in injtwf‘:;_ 1
these times when economy ceunts. £ o
\\i\'.
PeacH Parvaitr (Tlustrated) b ‘. it
Here's the way to make it: Pour 1\":;“;‘;:\"‘? ;
1 Cup Per MiLK into top part \.\‘
of a double boiler or saucepan. ,\!’\\‘YU
Heat with the lid off over boil- "
ing water until hot. Add to i\l"“‘
the hot milk \Ah T EAspPoON
Knox GRANULATED i;""
GEeraTin, which has been 1 _\:‘&"‘
soaked in 2 TEAsPOONS \ i
. o
,\\ .DL}L
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“"HEALTH ROOMS’" INSTEAD OF BATHROOMS

Continued from page 18

are sitting at the table, so that you are sur-
rounded on five sides by mirrors.

The floor is green linoleum, inlaid with
adaptations of the Greek key in black lino-
leum. The walls are green formica, a com-
position that looks like colored glass but
which is unbreakable. The sections are de-
fined by horizontal strips of chromium plated
metal. This idea might be carried out with
green fabrikoid which can be applied to the
walls like paper. And if you don’t want
metal bands, you might use bands of plain
wood enameled biscuit color to match the
tub and wash stands.

THE room is lighted indirectly by bulbs

placed in the ceiling behind panels of frosted
lass, etched in a Greek key design. The tub
has a channel of light in the ceiling. And the
dressing table, the hand basin and the dental
laboratory have concentrated light from shal-
low boxes of frosted glass placed directly
above them.

When you looked at the health room shown
at the top of page 19, didn’t you want to fall
right into that inviting chaise longue and bask
in the sunshine streaming through all those
windows? You can see on the plan that the
windows take up nearly two whole walls!

We think that the rest of the space is dis-
posed of with the greatest possible efficiency.
The tub alcove is balanced by the toilet room
which has one door opening directly into the
hall, and another into the health room. Be-
tween these compartments there was just
room enough for a built-in radio, and a closet
for towels.

The colors in this room are symbolic of sun

and sky. The tub is a lovely glowing yellow.
A bright blue linoleum floor has cross stripes
of bright yellow joined by little squares of
light blue. Below the windows, the walls are
made of bright blue formica. Above, they are
plaster, painted a rather light blue to match
the ceiling and woodwork. The window cur-
tains are sheerest yellow gauze hung on bright
chromium rings from chromium rods. The
shower curtains, also hung from a chromium
rod, are made of gay rubberized taffeta. Of
course the chaise longue is chromium, and its
covering of fabrikoid is yellow and blue.

The lower bathroom shows how happily the
old and the new can be combined, if the ele-
ments employed share the distinction of good
design. The floor of this room is brown
linoleum inlaid with broad strips of green
that form a diamond inside a square. The
walls are painted lime green. Above a dado
they are plain, and below they are patterned
to suggest marble. A coat of varnish gives
them a high luster and protects them from
moisture. Venetian blinds are green, and they
are varnished, too. The wash basin and tub
in this room are made of shining pink porce-
lain,so we upholstered the little side chairwith
a rose colored fabric that is moisture proof.

The floor plan shows you how the toilet
room and linen closet are arranged. These
are painted light green and have brown
linoleum floors.

Delineator Institute of Interiors very
much hopes you will be intrigued by this
article. Though novel, we feel it is sound
and practical. It is full of ideas that can be
adapted and developed in your home and
that will add to the health and joy of living.

HALF A LOATF

Continued from page 17

the jaw before we get out of this place.”

Like chickens—answering the farmyard
call of ““Heeeere, cutcutcutcutcutcut!”—men
and women to the number of a dozen came
running and began shoving tables together
and grouping themselves around the Hales.
Ragged introductions were made, and some
one insisted that they drink to Hale’s success.
That was as good an excuse as another.

One consumptive male in a broad black
hat, and throat swathed in black satin, asked
Timothy if he would contribute to the first
number of a magazine conceived but not
born. “We can’t decide on the name. I wanted
‘Tllusion’ for that's what life is after all.”

“My choice is ‘Strabism’—I've never
heard it used before, and it’s so suggestive—
the eyes turned inward!”’ This from a grey-
haired female in a blue béret.

“Why not ‘Cock-Eyed’?” suggested Tim-
othy. “The meaning is the same but the
words are colloquial.”

No one smiled, except Susan. She turned
ind looked squarely at the man who had sat
himself at her right. He wore the starched
linen collar and conservative tie of the suc-
cessful American business man, but he had
dandruff on his expensively tailored coat, and
1 transfixing yellow-and-green handkerchief
drooped from his pocket.

“Mrs. Hale, how about another lil round of
Irinks?”

Susan did not know she had become hostess
to this uninvited gathering.

“How about it yourself, Mr. Uh?”

“Say, you look like an intelligent wench,
tell me honestly, you don’t think your hus-
vand has written a good book, do you?”

“Oddly enough, I do.” Her voice was cold
ind final.

Susan’s chair was joggled. Timothy was
ising, his fists clenched. The spotty young
nan had also risen, but his fists were not

lenched. Said Tim: “You and your friends
wre self-invited guests. Most of you are
drunk. I permitted you to remain because T
hought you might be amusing. You are not
imusing. Go, or I shall knock you down.”

“Citoyens, ciloyennes, we are not wanted by
the bourgeoisie. Let us go and seek a more
amiable best-seller,” and with a grandilo-
quent wave of the arm he started across the

boulevard to the café on the opposite corner
The others followed.

The Hales sat facing the empty chairs and
piles of empty saucers. Timothy’s voice
trembled as he said:

“This makes me want to go back to Ban-
nerman on the next boat. God, what lice!

. . And vet, and yet, they’re pathetic,
whistling down the wind because they are
poor, poor in talent, poor in pocket, poor in
generosity. They actually seem to hate me,
little Timmy Hale.” He sighed. “Gargon,
Paddition.” b

TIM'S failure to work on the new novel in a

Paris hotel elicited:

“Sue, I can’t work in this town. Too
noisy. Also I'm drinking too much. Be-
tween the normal wine consumption of the
dear French and the normal gin consumption
of the dear Americans I am in a hazy con-
dition most of the time. Let’s beat it!”

“Where?r”

“Most anywhere. Isn’t Europe marvelous,
all the exciting places within a few hours
distance? What about Rome for the winter?”

“Tim, I’d adore it, but i

“Don’t tell me you have grown attached to
this hotel?”

“No, silly, but T have ordered some clothes
—a knock-your-eye-out hooped frock from
Lanvin and a rose-and-purple effect from
Poiret, and I have fittings on both next week.
So—why don’t you go to Rome ahead of us.
Find us a flat for the winter, ask about fresh
milk, and wire me when you are ready. Yes?”

“Charming suile at Hotel Russie meet you
fifteen ten train Thursday eager to see you love
VET i

“Tim darling! Is Rome fun? Couldn’t
you find an apartment? Won't living in
a hotel all winter be awfully expensive?
What about fresh milk for Roger?”

All the way from Paris, delayed five chilly
hours by a band of rising young men called
Fascisti who, armed to the teeth, suspiciously
examined her tickets at every station, Susan
had been glorifying her arrival at the “charm-
ing suite” of Tim’s telegram. At the station
he was nervous and evasive, and his usual
enthusiasm at seeing (Turn. to page 44)
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A glance tells you that these tiny Ivory Snow pearls
were specially made to wash fine silks. They’'re so
white. And between your fingers, they have the
“chiffon-feel”” of fine face powder.

Lukewarm water transforms them into a fluff of
velvety suds. Instantly! No waiting for hot water.
No reddened hands from “beating up” hot suds. No
undissolved soap particles left to spot your fabrics.
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© 1931, P. & G. Co.

994100 % Pure -



44

HALF A LOAF

Continued from page 413

her was forced, she thought. Alas, journeys
may end in lovers’ meetings, but not when
one of the lovers was hung about with a
governess, a baby and three porters.

“I’ve got a party for you tonight, Sue, at
the studio of an American family I've met
here, two of the secretaries from the em-
bassy, the embassy’s pet newspaperman,
clever fellow, an Italian archeologist, they
said, and some others.”

“But, Tim, won't it be too late after we've
had dinner?”

“That’s all right, I telephoned them and
they said we could wander in any time. By
the way, we won’t be able to get that suite I
telegraphed about for two days, but we have
rooms for the night."”

O THAT was why he was nervous and eva-

sive! Was he afraid of her, her stormy
anger when disappointed? Yes, there was
actually fear in his eyes as he waited for her
answer, Steady now, Susan.

“I’'m sorry. Have you been doing much
work?” Her voice was too polite. His eyes
closed in pain. Kiss him or something, and
say, never mind, dear. But she didn’t want
to. She was tired and shivery and slightly
sick from hunger, and it had been exhausting,
entertaining Roger on that long journey, and
she had that same feeling—after a separation
—of seeing him again for the first time, of re-
weighing him, and over-emphasizing an
awkward gesture, a soiled pocket handker-
chief. Who was she to be passing everlasting
judgment? But she was made like that.

It was dark as they drove in unfriendly
silence through the streets, but the hotel was
gay with music and a dazzle of brocaded
throne chairs and low black marble tables
dotted with coffee cups and liqueur glasses.
Up two steps, down two steps, twisty corri-
dors, glimpses of gardens, more steps, what
a jolly place—not a bit like a hotel. Susan
revived. “I shall adore living here.” She
smiled ingratiatingly at Tim.

And then, three narrow slices of rooms
facing a stone wall, like cells. She sank on
the bed, a Christian martyr.

“Say it!” snarled Timothy.

“Qur hotel arrivals are not what I would
call a succés furieux. Not room even for the
door-mat marked ‘Welcome.” And the scent
of flowers overwhelms me.” (There were of
course no flowers.) “I had hoped we might
dine quietly up here, but you couldn’t
squeeze a tray in here, much less a table.
What have you been doing all these weeks? 1
don’t suppose you've had time to find out
about the f-esh milk either.”

“] can’t, and won’t, put up with your
badgering!” and Timothy was gone. Susan
continued to sit on the edge of the bed en-
gulfed by a despair more bitter because it was
partly of her own making. Oh, I'm so tired!
A quiet knock. Had he come back so soon?
Smile sweetly now. Miss Ainley was asking:

“What do you wish us to do?”

Smile, smile . . . How dreadful this ever-
lasting trying to keep the respect of the

le whom you paid to respect you!

“Try the button marked cameriere—I
think it means waiter. Mr. Hale has planned
a party for me later this evening, so let’s just
have something on a tray. These are only
temporary rooms, our apartment for the
winter will be ready in a few days, I hope it
overlooks the garden, don’t you? It seemsa
gay hotel, I think it will be fun, don’t you?”

An hour later, in the new purple and rose
frock from Poiret which she had put in her
bag to surprise Tim with at once, she was
waiting in torturing suspense for his prob-
lematical return. Suppose he should punish
her by not coming back all night? What
would Miss Ainley think? What had she
thought of his absence from dinner? What
would the party think, except that he would
not hesitate to go and enjoy himself and ex-
plain she was too exhausted to come? And
then there was a knock at the door. Her
body was all waiting. The maid to turn
down the beds. Susan laid on the fresh tri-
angle of sheet the silk pajamas she had
bought Tim at Charvet’s, a clear apple green
that would mellow with washing . . . A
striding down the hall, a blowing of the nose,
a rat-tat-tat-tat— “Ready for the party,
Susie? I think I've blasted that manager
with the two gold bracelets into some kind of
activity, and it is quite possible that we

may get into the apartment by tomorrow.”

Susan slipped her arms beneath Tim's coat
and rubbed her hands up and down his waist-
coat and lifted her face up to him. “Old
Satin-back, I'm so humble.” )

He did not kiss her but placed a hand over
her mouth. ““Not one word from you. The
studio’s just around the corner. Jolly
people, you'll like ’em. At least I think so.”

“Please, Tim, not one word from you
either.”

Not a via but an alley was the passage
where the studio hid. It was almost light-
less and the entrance, like stable doors,
was emphatically closed and unwelcoming.
But the Hales patiently waited for the con-
cierge to finish his newspaper or rise from bed
and let them in.

A studio only in so far as the room was
enormous. A grand piano in one corner with
a static blonde playing soft syncopation, and
three dark Italians wriggling their bodies in
what they thought was jazz. A vivacious
blonde showing sketches to a well-bathed
American in an English dinner jacket. A
woman hauntingly suggestive of the two
blondes approaching Tim and Sue.

“So this is Susie! I've heard so much about
vou in the past two weeks from Tim. Did
you have trouble with the Fascisti coming
down? Are you quite comfortable at the
Russie? Nicest hotel in Rome, I think.
Most personality. Be sure to get rooms on
the garden.”

“Mrs. Oliver, may I snatch you off in a
corner for five minutes and get your sage
advice about my interview tomorrow morn-
ing with the manager with two bracelets?
Tim says you have lived in 1taly for years
and that you will be a mother, or rather, a
charming young aunt, to me."”

Mrs. Oliver approved of Susan’s voice, her
frock, and her tact. Not what she had ex-
pected somehow. Humph, not bad people to
cultivate. Authors’ wives were either too
mouse-like and dull, or too loquacious an~
well-dressed and eager to prove they were
quite as important as their husbands.

With the exception of the embassy secre-

taries, all the gentlemen bowed from the*

waist and kissed her hand. The only man
who focussed on Susan’s retina was the arche-
ologist, who was older than the others and
slightly resentful of his frivolous surround-
ings. He snapped at the back of her right
hand and turned away sharply.

In a little foyver off the studio Timothy was
standing beside the vivacious blonde sister of
the family. Over the black head of the
juvenile talking to her, Susan watched. Tim-
othy was about to, yes, he had kissed the
blonde. How casually she took it. Used to
kisses, Tim’s kisses? Susan looked about the
room and met the calm gaze of the archeolo-
gist. He also had seen and he gave her a soft
protective smile, with no teeth showing.
What a nice man, he seemed to know that
she was suffering. She must get away from
here quickly.

Timothy strolled back into the room.

“Tim, I'm dying on my feet. If you want
to stay on, stay, but I'll disgrace you by
curling up on the floor and snoring.”

“Right you are. Mrs. Oliver, I'm taking
my comatose wife to bed. Jolly evening—
’bye, Clare.”

“TIM dear, I am about to do a very silly

thing. I am going to tell you that I saw
you kiss the young Oliver girl.” Susan faced
Timothy in the dark alley.

“What of it?”" Tim was on the defensive.

“Exactly. There is a what of it. To kiss
her in front of a wife you have brought
around to her apartment for the first time is
fairly insulting, don’t you think? You have
doubtless seen a lot of her while I was in
Paris, and now in spite of my arrival you
want to go on seeing a lot more of her?”

Tim nodded. There was no shame in his
face.

“And yet in your telegram to me you said
‘Eager lo see you. Love” Didn’t you mean
that?”

IINO-”

No . . . The syllable fell on her heart and
stopped its beating. He had lied to her about
his love for her. From now on she would
suspect his every “no” and “yes.” She
could never again trust to that love which she
had been sure had been there, unshaken by

quarrels or intervening miles. This was a
crisis. She recognized it. She felt struck to
the earth, then a realization of pain. Like a
cripple she gathered her broken limbs, and
asked slowly, “What shall we do now?”’

“Nothing, of course.”

Then suddenly there arose in Susan a great
wave, a tidal wave, a bigger thing than either
of them and this trivial blonde called Clare, a
wave of fury, the oldest fury in the world,
that of the woman scorned. She lifted her
breast, stiffened her broad shoulders, and
with the flat of her right hand struck a man
for the first time in her life. Timothy recoiled
sharply, his hand to his reddened cheek.

“With your cold complacent ‘no’ you have
just committed murder. You have killed in
me the trust in you which I have been build-
ing up since I first met you. At the present
moment I never want to see you again. I
could tear your face with my nails. This may
be jealousy or it may be only wounded vanity.
I must give myself time to find out. I must
be alone.”

Timothy was maddeningly calm. “Clare
kissed me only because she happens to be in
love with me.”

“With you? How too funny!” Susan’s
laughter was shrill, slightly insane. “Admire
you, yes, as an author, but love you as a man
—what woman could possibly——"

“Stop it! You are working yourself into
a state of hysteria and you will say a lot of
things you will regret. Go upstairs and go to
bed, and I'll be up in an hour. We’ll have no
more scenes tonight.”

INOT until five o’clock next day did Tim-

othy allow Susan a chance to speak to
him about that which filled both their minds.
After breakfast Madame Dombre, the
manager, appeared and suggested an ar-
rangement of four communicating rooms,
each with its balcony on the garden which

DELINEATOR

climbs the Pincian Hill. The corner room for
Susan, the next, the drawing-room, then a
room for Miss Ainley and the fourth for
Roger. Timothy had decided to have a room
by himself in the opposite wing, so that he
might work in more seclusion, he said.

Madame Dombre, in a modest black frock,
bustled around the drawing-room, evicting
certain pieces of furniture and ordering others
to be brought.

Ordinarily Susan’s domesticity would have
vibrated to this opportunity of making a
winter home in a Roman hotel, of choosing
such stately furniture as yellow brocaded
sofa, rose embossed velvet chairs, marble-
topped tea-tables and consoles, gold mirrors,
and a maple desk.

But all the time she was thinking, “What
profit to make a home when the hearth fire is
dead?”

At five Timothy turned up and remarked,
“You’ve worked enough for today. Let’s go
over to the Caffé Greco.”

“I’ll meet you downstairs, in that room
facing the entrance.” She wanted to dress
herself in seclusion, and approach him as a
stranger, a pretty one, she hoped. Uncon-
sciously she was beginning to compete with
Clare Oliver and all the other women with
whom from now on it was possible for Tim-
othy to fall in love.

The Caffé Greco on the via Condotti has
seen a century and a half of artists come and
go. It was natural that Timothy should feel
at home in that low quiet room full of smoke
and the considering faces of chess players.

They had just received their order when
the archeologist entered and asked permis-
sion to join them.

“I live near here. Are you settling your-
self at the Russie?” He turned to Susan with
the same soft protective smile of the night
before. “Some day soon it would give me
great pleasure to take you (Turn to page 46)
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to the ruins of Ostia Mare. I have been doing
some work there and it might be more inter-
esting if I gave you of my little knowledge.”

“Let us do it very soon,” answered Susan.
“Mare means sea, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Rome was once a sea port and Ostia
full of ships . . . Mr. Hale, I think we have
met before, at the English Speaking Union
dinner in London, when you gave a fine
brave speech, I thought, about the differences
between England and America. 1 have
never been to your country, but I have read
this great book of yours, and I have also
lived in England, and I grow weary of the
polite lies the two countries tell each other
at public dinners. Your speech was most
refreshing.”

TIMOTHY was pleased. “Mr. Uh—I'm
afraid I did not get your name last night?"”
“Andrea Palladio Venzo, named, you see,

after the great Renaissance architect by my

hopeful mother. But unfortunately I have
always been more interested in fallen old
stones than in erecting new ones.”

He spoke so gently, looking from one to
the other with such kindness, that Susan for-
got that she and Timothy were enemies, and
they all three exchanged easy phrases until
Professor Venzo arose to go.

“How about next Sunday for our excursion
to Ostia? The ruins will be closed to the
public, but I can use my permit, and we shall
be undisturbed. Then we can lunch at a
little trattoria overlooking the sea. I am
unfortunately a poor man, and 1 have no
motor car, but to go in the omnibus is not
bad and perhaps its foreignness will amuse
you. It is not at all like the Russie,” and he
smiled slyly at both of them and was gone.

“What a sweet, sweet man,” said Susan.

“And yet not at all effeminate,” agreed
Timothy. “Did you notice the ribbon in
his buttonhole? Probably a war hero—I
thought he limped a little. I hope we meet
some more Italians like him. We might take
Clare Oliver along with us on Sunday.”

Crash!

They were back in the dark alley of the
night before.

“Timothy, all day long we have carefully
ignored last night’s affair. I think the time
has come to discuss it, don't you?” She
made an effort to keep her voice casual.

“I suppose so, though I was hoping you'd
have the sense to continue to ignore it.”

“Ignore your flat-footed statement that
you were not glad to see me, and you ignore
my blow?"”

“The main issue seems to be that you saw
me kiss the girl.. 1 have been kissing girls
off and on ever since we have been married—
as presumably you have been kissing men.”

“But, Timmy, Timmy, 1 haven't been! I
haven’t kissed a man since that rainy after-
noon when I publicly promised to love you for
better or worse.”

“More fool you.”

“But Timmy, we have always told each
other everything, seemed to tell each other
everything, you have been father and mother
and God to me, and now—oh, it is impossible
you have been lying to me all these years!”
Susan shaded her eyes with her hand so that
the chess players might not see her tears.

“No, I have not been lying to you all these
years. I have loved you to the limit of my
capacity but you have shown me repeatedly
that that capacity was not enough. Not
always in words, but with that polite smile
of yours which disapproved of my friends,
my ties, and my table manners. Do you

| remember that first picnic of ours when I

met you in the Grand Central Station,
dressed in an old suit and a cap because 1
didn’t dare risk spoiling my only decent
other one, and you looked at me asif I werea
filthy beggar clawing for alms at royalty’s
cloak?— Remember?— At that moment
something warned me you were not the mate
for me and then your cold eyes softened—in
pity, I suppose—and I was glad to forget . . .
Sometimes I think the only thing of mine
which has found favor in your patrician eyes
has been my books—oh, and of course
Roger! Are you, by the way, teaching him
to dislike me?”

“Tim! you are talking to me like a stranger.
I don’t know how to answer you.” She
clasped and unclasped her hands.

“Unique occasion! You're pretty good at

making answers, rapier ones that wound
every time.”

Susan stared past him at the evening crowd
passing the café window. “I amin Romeina
café. Tim is saying things to me he must
have been thinking for some time. He thinks
he is in love with the Oliver girl, perhaps he
really is. . . . At this moment he hates me,
partly because he loves her. I must not cry.
Quiet, quiet.”

Aloud she said:

“Timothy, you yourself have admitted
that you have a small-town complex which
has colored everything you have done all
your life, except perhaps your writing.—VYes,
that too.— Your lack of physical coordina-
tion which you have never tried by exercise
to improve has plunged you into all manner of
social complications out of which I have had
to haul you from time to time. Quite human-
ly you resent this. Perhaps I have not done
the hauling with sufficient tact and tender-
ness, but you are wrong, dead wrong, if you
believe I think less of you for them. I never
feel superior to you, in fact I'm quite a
humble lil feller 2

Tim snorted.

“Yes, I am. Tt’s just that I am incurably
immature. I am still the little girl pinning
up her curls and wearing mother’s long dress,
and playing lady. Unfortunately I like to
play great lady, instead of Mrs. Jones calling
on Mrs. Smith, or Red Riding Hood, or the
cindery part of Cinderella . . . I've seen
you often enough regarding with a sardonic
eye my posturings, my silly boastings, and
I have felt despairing of my inability to grow
up, but I have always been on to myself, and
I have never hated you for seeing through
me—as you are hating me now.”

“N-no, I don’t hate you, just bored.”

She flinched, and then smiled bravely.
“Touché!”

Impulsively Timothy put his hand over
hers. “I didn’t mean that. I said it to hurt.
I've never been bored by you, often as I've
wanted to slay you . . . But what I mean is
that you are not proud of me, only of my
successes. And I've been so proud of you,
talking about you to people before you arrive
so that they always say, ‘So this is Susie!’
Mrs. Oliver said it only last night.”

“But,” she cried eagerly, “I talk about you
all the time, because I think you are so ex-
citing to talk about—you’re the most excit-
ing person in the world! Oh dear, I’'m going
to cry. We’d better get out in the street.”

“No, let's have something more. Thisis a
nice cozy place to talk, no family around.”

“Tim, I’ve just thought of something. 1
know you always talk about me to others,
especially when we have been separated for a
while, but when I meet these people I have a
sense of their resisting me, being wary of me,
and T have to overcome that before they
really like me—that is, if I have the chance to
meet them several times. But if it is only
one encounter they carry away with them
the bad impression you have created of me.
Yes, bad. For what you say is this: ‘Susie
is a regular feller but she has a high-hat
English way of saying howdyuhduh which
may put you off, but don’t let it because I
want you both to be friends.’

Timothy listened to her exposition gravely.
“You are quite right. I am sure I prejudice
my friends against you with my explana-
tions &

“.l,fun't you see you insult me by explaining
me?

“YES, I see now that I do.” He sounded for-

lorn. Susan’s hand instinctively tucked
into his arm, then she withdrew it quickly,
remembering. ‘““‘But just the same, Sue, that
howdyuhduh of yours does conceal a better-
than -you-are-until-you-prove-it air, and
people sense that.”

“Oh, I know it though I hate it, but people
don’t like the way you bust in and call them
by their first names after fifteen minutes.
Neither of us is perfect, but I thought we
loved each other enough to accept each other
as we are.”

“But you don’t accept meas]I are!”

“You think 1 don’t accept you as you
are! . . . Oh, this is getting us nowhere.”
Susan was in despair. “There are just two
things to discuss—one, that you have ap-
parently been licking your wounds for some
time, and the other (Twrn to page 49)
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that you are in love with some one else.”

“I'm not in-love with some one else. As
I sit alone with you in this dusky place with
our lil ginks in front of us, I know you are the
only woman in the world for me. Yes, I kissed
Clare, several times, and I should like to
kiss her again. But she seems very far away
now, and you very near, my Susie, my small
pussy,” and he held her hand against his
cheek and ‘they saw each other through tear-
veiled eyes. -

FOR two weeks the life of the Hales swung

between parties with an American Colony
flavor and extemporaneous excursions to the
Campagna, the Lago di Nemi, Palestrina,
and the many magic names within easy mot-
oring distance of Rome. These excursions
often included Clare Oliver and Andrea Ven-
zo, and the four would quite naturally dine
together afterward. ‘Venzo remained aloof
to their American tomfoolery but it was the
aloofness of a father watching his children.
Susan wondered about this, for he was still
young, his eyes and forehead -beautiful, his
hair thick and blue black, his teeth superb
when he very occasionally laughed, and his
figure supple.

It was at the end of these two weeks that
the trip to the ruins of Ostia was accomplished.
Clare, Susan, Andrea and Timothy. The
day was illumined by the glitter of the Medi-
terranean, Andrea’s re-creation of an old
civilization, and the excellent lunch. After
lunch, Tim suggested that they all paddle.

““The water is very cold at this time of the
year,” cautioned the temperate Andrea.

“I don’t care,” sang Clare and dashed down
to the water’s edge.

Her shoes and stockings were off in an
instant and she was testing a little wave with
a pointed toe. Timothy the next moment
was after her.

“Please, Suzie”—the “s” in her name
became a sweetly blurred “z” on Andrea’s
lips, “please do not go in.  After that heavy
lunch the cold will give you a stomach pain.
Let us sit on this log and observe that
beautiful line where the sky and sea meet.”

Susan’s eyes were not on
the horizon but on the two
people splashing hand in
hand,down the beachaway
from them.

Her fingers touched An-
drea’s lightly. “Do not
withdraw too far. I think
I am going to need you.”

The omnibus back to
town was crowded with
peasants bearing children,
bird cages, vegetables, on
their aproned laps. Susan
and Andrea found seats
at the other end of the
bus from Clare and Tim-
othy. The lumbering ve-
hicle was dimly lit by oil
lamps. In the welcome warmth Susan felt
drowsy. She swayed with the motion, lean-
ing on Andrea’s shoulder from time to time.
Half awake she felt a hand close over hers,
tightly. It was Andrea’s hand. Fluttering
her eyelids she looked straight into his eyes.
They were not the paternal eves to which
she had grown accustomed, but eyes with
fire behind them and a will which kept her
from turning away. His face came closer to
hers, he was kissing her, and yes, she was
kissing him! Why had he done this? Be
cause he was sorry for her? It had not
seemed like a kiss of pity. There was noth-
ing to say. She must wait. He was taking
off her glove and kissing the palm of her
hand, but all so quietly, so simply, that no
one in the bus was staring, least of all Clare
and Timothy. Indeed Tim was nodding—
Susan knew how easily he slept—and Clare
was hunched by the window, probably re-
senting hisnap. Susansmiled. But no word
passed between her and Andrea until they
reached the terminus.

“PRETTY crowded for four in one veftura.
I'll take Clare home, and, Andrea, you
take Sue.””

Andrea chose a carriage with the top up.
“It is cold,” he remarked. Then he spoke
rapidly in Italian to the coachman.

‘“He is going to kiss me again,” thought
Susan. “And I should forbid him, this is

disloyal to Tim. Yet I want him to kiss me
again.”

He crushed her in his arms, murmuring
liquid Ttalian endearments. “That this
should happen to me again! I swore I would
never love another woman. T was so hurt
the last time. And now I love you, I can not
help myself. But you will not hurt me?
Though loving is always hurting. Do you
love me a little? Say it!”

“I do not know. A half hour ago I would
have said no. Now I am breathless, and a
little crazy!”

“A little crazy vou say? How wonderful!
That is as love should be. It seems perhaps
you are loving, really loving, for the first
time.” And he was helping her out of the
carriage at the hotel door and kissing her
hand in goodbye.

As Susan bathed and dressed hurriedly for
dinner, she was glad Timothy was in the
other wing. She wanted to be alone.

TIMOTHY was sitting at Susan’s bedside
while she ate rolls and butter and apricot
preserve, and he was complaining:

“Damn these flappers! They’re thrilled
when they meet a famooser, and then when
they discover that you are merely human
and as vulnerable as any silly college kid,
they despise you. Sue, if you catch me play-
ing the capering goat again, stop me.”

“Would it do the slightest good? Wouldn’t
you turn on me, call me a jealous wife, and
rush out and telephone her to take lunch
with you?”

“Yes, I suppose so. Aren’t people hell!
. . . And incidentally I haven’t done a lick
of work worth counting since I've been here.
What with sight-seeing and parties and Clare
and this infernal blue sky which beckons me
every minute as I sit at my window, I don’t
seem to be able to concentrate. You know

that road on the Pincian Hill that overlooks
my balcony? Yesterday as I was trying to
remember the indicative of the verb ‘to be’ in
English, a shower of pebbles fell on me and
my typewriter.
Clare and

And there above me were
that puppy, Bernardini, and
Clare’s sister, all shouting
to me to come to the Ex-
celsior for a tea dance . . .
Yes, of course I went.
And had a rotten time.
Bernardini dances like one
inspired, and as I am—
well, less inspired—TI could
see the girls just tolerated
me as a useless fourth—"

““And as a chancellor of
the exchequer?”’

“Yip, my pearl of Asia.
Ignominious, rather, isn't
itp”

“And you writing the
most important fiction in
America today! Why do
vousufferfools so gladly?”

“Because you do not praise me enough.”

“But, darling, I can’t be singing hosannahs
every hour of the waking day! . .. Close
your eyes and open your mouth.” and she
pushed in the crispyend of acroissant crowned
with apricot jam.

With half full mouth, he mumbled, “What
about going back to London for the winter?
Hellish climate, but I can work there.”

“Oh, Tim, must I leave this blue sky and
my golden salon and the possibility of Roger
and me learning Italian?” Susan said this,
but she was thinking “Never to be kissed by
Andrea again!”

Timothy walked over to the window.
“I could go alone—take a service flat—finish
the book—and we all go back to America for
the summer. You could join me in England
in the spring, perhaps a short walking trip in
Devonshire. How about it?” There was
no joy in his voice—he might have been a
Cook’s agent laying out an itinerary.

“It’s a grand plan. London’s a man’s
town, and they like you there. We may be
taking a risk to separate now, but I think we
are in a rut about each other, distrusting
every word. But if we come to each other
in May, with a fresh accumulation of experi-
ences on both sides, we’ll be renewed and
more excited than ever about being together.
How we’ll talk!”

There was a knock at the door. Timothy
handed her a small package. (Turn to page 50)
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You've read about the nation-wide
Beauty Clinic. How 15 of America’s fore-
most dermatologists gave 612 women
the thrilling “half-face” test, to discover
which skin care method was really best.

How Woodbury’s Facial Soap corrected
skin faults where other skin cleansers
failed . . . How even normally smooth
and fresh skins were made still lovelier
with Woodbury’s soothing lather.

Today Woodbury’s has a new surprise for
you! Today, at all drug stores and toilet
goods counters, Woodbury’s Facial Soap
awaits you in a delightful new wrapper,
created by a famous Parisien artist, And
there’s a smart new 3-cake box to match
. . . for those thousands of Woodbury
users who enjoy the convenience of pur-
chasing a family supply at one time.
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You'll be enchanted with the lovely new
Woodbury wrapper and box. But the
real Woodbury thrill remains, as always
. . . in what this daily beauty treatment
does to make and keep complexions
clear and lovely.

It’s the same Woodbury’s that 15 dis-
tinguished dermatologists conclusively
proved as the most effective skin cleanser
for correcting blemishes, blackheads, en-
larged pores, oily skin and countless
other annoying skin defects.

The national Beauty Clinic demon-
strated what millions of women already
know . . . that Woodbury’s is more than
just an ordinary toilet soap . . . that it
is an incomparable daily beauty treat-
ment, in soap form.

For your complexion’s sake, won’t you
try Woodbury’s? Buy the delightful and
economical new 3-cake box. Or, if you
want to make a convincing 10-day test,
just mail the coupon for a trial cake. ..
and free beauty counsel.

USE THIS COUFON FOR PERSONAL
BEAUTY ADVICE

JOHN H. WOODBURY, INC.
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to a ritual of beauty with your lotions
and your creams. They do give smoothness
to your check, softness to your skin. But
don’t cheat them of their power by neglect-
ing the most important beauty secret in
the world!

For there is no radiant matural beauty
except that which comes from within, and
Sal Hepatica is the saline way to complete
internal cleanliness.

Inclearing thesystem of toxinsand wastes,
it banishes bodily poisons and brings new
clarity, new radiance to the complexion.

Each year thousands of fashionable
Europeans follow the saline treatment. To
Vichy, to Wiesbaden, to Aix these lovely
continentals regularly go, to “‘take the

c.” And as they drink of the saline

waters of the famous springs, health re-
turns to their bodies, and their skin be-
comes once again clear and young.

Sal Hepatica is the American equivalent
of the famous European spas. It gets at the
source of complexion troubles by eliminat-
ing poisons and acidity from the system.
For the same reasons it frees you from other
ills—from headache and colds,
toxication and rheumatism.

auto-in-

Sal Hepatica, taken before breakfast, is
prompt in its action. Rarely does it fail to
act within thirty minutes. Taken once a
week, it is a guard against many of human-
ity’s most common ailments, and keeps the
skin always fresh and young.

Get a bottle today. And merely for the
asking, by mailing in the coupon below,
you may have the free booklet, **To Clarice
in quest of her youth,” which describes
in detail what Sal Hepatica will do for you.

(al Hepatica

At your druggist’s

30¢, 60¢ and $1.20

"ALINES are the mode the
world over because they are
wonderful antacids as well aslax-
atives. And they never bave the
tendency to make their takers stout!

BRISTOL-MYERS CO.. Devt. D-71
71 West St., New York, N

Kindly send me the Free BOOH!! “To Clarice
in quest of her your.h which explains the
many benefits of Sal Heparica.
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She turned it over, poked a hole in the paper,
peered in, sniffed at it. He smiled at her
indulgently.

“Oh how charming! From Andrea. ‘dn
old guide book to Rome from an old Roman
guide.” Specially bound, feel the leather.”

“Thoughtful of him . . . I suppose you'll
see a lot of him if I go to London.” There
was suspicion in Timothy's voice.

“I hope so. He's the nicest person I have
met so farin Rome. Gentle, intelligent, don’t
you think? You like him, don’t you?” For
the first time in her life with Timothy she
was deceiving him about something that
mattered, and she did not like the sensa-
tion.

“Ye-e-es, but he might fall in love with
you. Had that occurred to you? Or you
with him? There’s something about this
city— Oh, damn, damn, damn, damn human
relations! Up to now I have felt that you and
I controlled our lives pretty completely, but
suddenly I sense the control of others, or One
Other? . . . I’m still in love with you, but is
it the real you or my ideal of you? I wonder
if love doesn’t make for misunderstanding
rather than understanding—if I loved you
less I'd be more tolerant . . . Don’t you
think you'd better come to London with
me?” He moved restlessly about the bed-
room and swished off the bureau a protrud-
ing hand-mirror which smashed to the floor.

“Oh Tim, the one thing I am superstitious
about! Look out, you'll cut yourself!”

He threw the fragments of glass into the
wastepaper-basket, and the door closed with
a bang. How abrupt he was. Ah well, she
sighed, he'd gone off to think it out.

Before she had finished dressing he was

back with a doll’s mirror in his hand which he
presented with hanging head.

“My Tiny Tim,” and-she threw herself
into his arms and they sat close together on
the golden yellow sofa.

“T have seen the concierge and I am leaving
tomorrow for London—alone. You and
Roger get all you can out of Rome, use An-
drea shamelessly as a guide, and I'll work like
fury in the fog. Then spring and Pevonshire
lanes—and cream! But, oh, my dolly,” and
he took her head in his hands and kissed her
eyes and temples very softly, “I shall miss
my playmate.”

THEY were standing outside his compart-
ment, his bags piled in a corner window
seat.

“Wire me several times en route, Timmy
dearest. Don’t hang out of the window
while the train is moving, don’t pinch de-
fenseless children, don’t play rummy with
mysterious black-gloved strangers, and be
sure to pick up your little dresses when you
cross the streets. Oh, Timmy, I shall be so
lonely, with an ocean and all these customs
houses between us. It is much farther away
than from New York to San Francisco.”

Then they both began to cry, and stood
close, holding each other’s hands, and saying
nothing, just looking.

“Tim, the train is moving! Quick!"” and
they snatched at each other’s faces, and the
door was closed. As the train moved out she
turned away, wiping her eyes.

But he continued to hang out the window
and was able to discern, coming down the
platform toward Susan, the slightly limping
figure of Andrea Venzo.

In the next instalment: Susan's winter in ltaly—and Andrea's;
her return to Timothy; America again—and a further amazing
analysis of married life, its conflicts and its inescapable loyalties
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SEA AND CITY STREETS
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you from either tanning or burning; a cream
that will let you tan but protect you from
burning; and an oil that will protect you
from burning but will let you tan as deep as
a copper Indian or a golden African maid.

The first is best for oily skins—it’s a bit
drying; the second is for any skin—a thin
cream that rubs in and is not oily. It can
be used under a finishing lotion which gives
further protection and added effect. These
finishing lotions come in lovely tones, and
each may be used with powder that blends
in tone and gives a velvety, finished look.

Between twelve and three the sun’s rays
are hottest. Please don't expose your skin
without any care and think that you are
young enough, or strong enough, to have it
not matter very much. It does matter. At
least put on oil and save your texture a little.
And if you are one of those who dip and sun
and dip again and then more sun and so on,
keep your bottle of oil with you and apply it
each time after the dip. The protective
creams will stay on pretty well but they
come off a bit—so if you don’t want to tan,
you’d better take one of them with you,
too, or else sun and dip and go straight up.

The cream that protects against both burn
and tan is difficult to get off; after using it, be
sure to cleanse with plenty of soap and water
or slathers of cleansing cream and tonic—
don’t take any of it to bed with you!

And never—whether to mountains or the
sea—go away without one of those magical
tubes of ointment that take the burn out of
burning. They should be in every house,
winter or summer, because their integrity is
as the integrity of honor itself. I know a
woman who avoided a very bad scar on her
throat because she applied this healing oint-
ment instantly after a frightful scald. There
is also a cool cucumber preparation that
greatly lightens the pain of a burn.

So for the sea, protective creams and lo-
tions, nourishing creams and oils, cleansing
liquids or creams, and the ointment for burns.

All in your little kit. I’ll tell you about make-
up later.

For the mountains, pretty much the same
kit—only possibly less need of strong pro-
tection, more need to guard against dryness.

And for campers out, there is something
about bathing in a pool with mountains
standing up all around it like patient, mys-
terious gods—something that takes you
back to the beginning of things. You feel like
Lilith or Eve—slipping into the clear depths
to lave yourself clean, bending over its edge
to stare at your pretty self, combing your
hair with a reed and staining your lips with
a berry. Only you have the edge on Lilith
and Eve a bit—you don’t have to scrub clean
with sand, but can take a floating bar of soap
to bathe you softly clean and play tag with
you in the rosy dawn.

And now for the girl who stays in town and
instead of a soft wind laving her brow feels
that any moment the buildings will tumble
down on her and the pavements rise and
smite her with their hot wrath. She’s the
girl who tugs at one’s heart. And yet there
are compensations; while the rest of us are
off playing, she’s earning her way through
life—and that’s a fine thing to do; besides,
she’ll have more in the exchequer in October
than we—and that’s not so bad either! And,
too, a city in summer has a romance all its
own—gay, chiffony clothes fluttering through
the grim, hard-headed streets; tinkle of ice
and laughter on the roofs of restaurants;
charming little gardens in courts and back-
yards and beach umbrellas and deck chairs
and wicker tea-tables on the roofs and in
the gardens; a sort of camaraderie that isn’t
there—in cities—in winter. Romance walks
her way in the midst of the heat and the
steammg pavements and the tall office build-
ings—romance hasn't left for the summer—
she’s still in town!

And so the girl who stays in town prepares
to live up to her. Use rivers of lotions and
not so many creams. And (Turn fo page 52)



RO 123 ]

31

Growing children need the morning

energy Quaker Oats breakfasts provide

And busy mothers find this break-
fast is prepared so quickly.
Just whisk Quick Quaker into
boiling water—cook 2'2 minutes

—and it’s ready!

Storing up energy for a busy morning with a good hot
Quaker Oats breakfast. “Lorraine is a little human
dynamo,” writes her mother. “She just has to have a
good energy breakfast every morning.”

VERY new discovery in child feeding points
to the importance of better breakfasts.
Gains in weight—better health—higher marks
in school—follow when children are given the
right kind of breakfast.
To mothers who ask,“What is the right break-
fast for children?” nutritionists answer, “One
that gives energy that lasts the morning through.”

Such a breakfast is Quaker Qats

Oatmeal is one of the greatest of energy cereals.
Its 16% protein for repair, its wholegrain vita-
mins and minerals for body building, its “slow-

Try Quaker Milk Macaroni. Delicious flavor. Cooks in 5 to 8 minutes.

QUAKER OATS... and... QUICK

burning” sustaining energy—make it the supreme
vigor breakfast for children and grown-ups, too.

Added to this—Quaker has a rich, nut-like
savoriness no other oatmeal has ever been able
to imitate. A flavor that comes from the special
Quaker process of roasting the choice whole
oats through 14 different ovens... till they're
fairly bursting with rich flavor!

The supreme fast-cooking oat

You need only cook these tender
flakes 24 minutes. And they’re
deliciously done. And so one of

T

the most wholesome breakfasts you could give
your family, is also the quickest to prepare!

A breakfast for five for 3 cents

Tomorrow morning, every morning, start the
whole family off with that lasting
glow of energy that Quaker Oats
breakfasts give. Remember a
Quaker Oats breakfast for a family
of fiveactually costsbut 3 cents! The
Quaker Oats Company, Chicago,
Illinois.

Listen in to the Quaker Oats radio programs of
fun...over N. B.C. and affiliated stations. Consult
the radio program in your newspaper.

QUAKER OATS
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very sight of milk

Now I give it to her a new way
. « « and she loves it!

“ Y LITTLE GIRL was under-
M weight and I had the hardest
time getting her totake proper nourish-
ment. She hated milk, and I had to
threaten to send her to bed before
she’d touch it.

“My husband’s sister suggested that
I mix Cocomalt with her milk. I took
her advice—and how glad I am! Helen
loves it—drinks all she can get. The
extranourishmenthas puteight pounds
on her already. She’s filling out like a

little kewpie!
What every child needs
for sturdy development

Thousands of mothers have the same
thrilling story to tell of Cocomalt—
for there never was a food drink like ir.

Cocomalr provides extra proteins,
carbohydrates and minerals so essen-
tial to theactive, growing young bod)'.
Every glass a child drinks is equal to
almost two glasses of plain milk. For
Cocomalt adds 709 more nourishment to
milk. And it transforms milk into such

Iamenc
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apps 70%

adelicious chocolate flavor food drink,
that all youngsters love it!

Give them as much as they want—
it's easily digested. In fact, Cocomalt
contains malt enzymes which Aelp to
digest the starches in other foods.

Contains Vitamin D

Any physician will tell you that
strong, sound bodies in children are
impossible without Vitamin D. This
vitamin, produced by summer sun-
shine, is present in Cocomalt. It helps
substantially to prevent rickets and to
build strong bones and teeth.

Special trial offer—

send coupon

Cocomalt comes in powder form,
readyto mix with milk. ¥; 1b.,11b. and
5 Ib. family size. High in food value,
low in cost. At grocers and drug stores.

Or mail this coupon and 10¢ for
generous trial can—enough for the
whole family to judge what a
wonderful food drink Cocomalt is!

& ci, M. 1.
R. B. Davis Co., Derr. W-7, HOBOKEN,
losing 10c. Please send mea trial-sizc can of Cocomalt.
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MORE NOURISHMENT TO MILK

SUN,

DELINEATOR

SEA -AND:CITY 2STREETS

Continued from page 50

keep themallin the ice-box—cool as gingerale.

For really oily skins that just will not look
fresh and clean as dawn with not one trace of
perspiration—here’s a treatment. Cleanse
with liquid cleanser or soap and water.
Apply a pore lotion and let it dry; then an
astringent lotion—a powder base with astrin-
gent quality—Ilet that dry. Rub off what-
ever powdery residue is left on the skin.
Then your rouge, then your powder. This
is a severe treatment and is not to be used
all the year round— just summer and now
and then in winter when you go kind of low
and your oil glands won’t behave. It’s dry-
ing but it leaves the skin without harshness.

THE summer make-up differs from the rest

of the year because it must be lighter in tex-
ture or you will look smeary and all those
other disagreeable ‘words that mean messi-
ness, pastiness (heavens!) This goes for all
women—town or country.

When the skin has become tanned, a light
rouge is more becoming than a dark shade.
There are some that look orange in the box,
but change on the skin; delightful with a
sun-tan make-up. For this type of make-up
—sun, wind and sea make-up—a powder
should be used that is'dark as the skin and
blends with the skin tones, and a lipstick that
is clear red or has an orange cast. Where the
cheek rouge is orange and the powder tawny
never use a lipstick with a bluish cast—
there will be dissonance—a clash like the
blare of horns a little out of tune.

In this season of elbows, use a depilatory
wax to take off the grubby, hard look. Bend
the arm and apply it warm. As soon as the
edge is firm enough to take hold of, roll it off
—it doesn’t hurt. Be sure the skin is dry be-
fore you apply the wax—dust powder over
it and then wipe it off—the wax won’t hold
if the skin is damp.

Freckles, bless their old hearts, can be
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made less freckly by using a sun tan lotion
and powder over them. I know they are
generally unpopular. Too bad! Titian and
coppery-haired ladies can seldom avoid
them entirely, but protective foundations
will keep them from becoming too conspicu-
ous. Never try to hide them with a light
make-up—the freckles will be sure to pop
right through. I think they’re sweet!

Depilatories and deodorants are as nec-
essary to the midsummer lady as glamour
is to love (romantic love—the other kind
wags right along—when it’s the real thing—
glamour or no glamour; though it’s more
grateful than one could believe if a little
glamour is thrown in!). Well, anyway, depila-
tories—wax, cream, powder, paste; deodor-
ants— liquid, powder. All necessary and
perfectly harmless if you buy the reputable
ones. I told you last month all about those
and how to use them. Since then, however,
a new liquid deodorant and non-perspirant
has arrived on the scene. It has a sanitary
sponge applicator which makes it very easy
to use and it is also quick-drying, so that you
can use it at a moment’s notice.

And in summer, light perfumes—nothing
heavy and upsetting to one’s sense of light,
gay, cool well-being. And the lovely toilet
waters that are so chic these days.

On and on I could wander in and out of the
ways to keep cool and sparkling, light and
fresh, serene and dreamy, in these our July
days, only it seems that there are other peo-
ple who think it important that they should
write something in this magazine.

Anyway, keep thy mind secure with faith
that there is Purpose behind all the ways of
life—even in dog days; thy heart open as
the pores of thy skin and light as a non-
resisting petal blowing in the wind; thy spirit
still as a waiting god.

And then thou wilt be secure and happy
wherever thou art—sun, sea, or city streets.

ALLOWED

Continued from page 15

did in moments of great emotional stress.

“Yes, what is it, Binks?"” asked the cool
blonde lady.

“Do you—you don’t believe that Eddie
Jones got drowned because he went swim-
ming on Sunday, do you?”

“Who told you that, Binks?”

“Lilian Anne did.”

“Oh, did she, indeed?”’ said Mrs. Olmsted,
eyeing her daughter with a smile and a little
frown of perplexity.

“Well, I heard Mrs. Bassett tell our Mary
so,” asserted Lilian Anne with dignity, “and
Mrs. Bassett’s a pillow in her church, isn’t
she? I guess she ought to know, oughtn’t
she?”

“And Lilian Anne said,” Binks hastened
on, “that mark-her-words God is like that.
She said——"

“Binks,"” said Mrs. Olmsted, speaking very
slowly as if feeling for words, “whatever any-
one tells vou, when you are wondering what
God is like, think of the kindest, bravest,
finest, wisest gentleman you know, and—try
to remember that he is made in His image.”

She stepped on the accelerator and drove
away, still with that little frown of perplexity
between her brows.

“Well, anyhow,” Lilian Anne returned to
the original issue, “there aren’t any dogs in
Heaven. God doesn’t—"

But at this point Pat O'Reilly, who had
been lying with his nose on his paws, and his
bright, wise little eyes turning anxiously from
one of the disputants to the other, gave a
protesting yelp. It was as if he said, “Oh,
for Pete’s sake, snap out of it! These theo-
logical wrangles never get you anywhere.”

Binks cackled in delighted pride at this new
evidence of his buddy’s intelligence. Lilian
Anne turned an offended shoulder upon the
ribald pair and feigned sleep, whereupon Pat
O’Reilly, sensing that what he had meant as
a mild pleasantry had proved offensive, stood
up before her, head on one side, whining and
flapping his forepaws in an apology so abject

and so altogether ridiculous that even that
stern doctrinarian, Lilian Anne, relented and
laughed. Binks fell upon Pat O’Reilly with
passiopate caresses. No, the idea of
Heaven without him wasn’t to be borne.

Yet after all, though Mrs. Olmsted’s words
had been immensely cheering, had anything
definite been established about Pat O’Reilly’s
status in eternity? Of course, Binks felt that
he really knew much more about Heaven
than Lilian Anne. He'd had much better
opportunities. Lilian Anne went only to Saint
Philip’s in Bedford, while he also went some-
times with Mrs. Bassett to the chapel she
attended, and sometimes to the cathedral
with Jenny, the downstairs maid, who was a
Catholic. He had even studied with great
interest an old book of prints he had found
in his father's library, full of pictures of
Heaven and—and—the other place, besides
numerous portraits of saints, On second
thought, however, he couldn’t recall any
pictures of dog saints. Well, if Pat O’Reilly
couldn’t go to Heaven, neither would Bink-
shop Vaille Tennant, Third. But of course
there were dogs in Heaven. Why, there was
the dog star!

BINKS was just about to put this conclusive

bit of evidence before Lilian Anne, who was
assembling her various possessions in leisurely
preparation for starting home, when Pat
O’Reilly, excited by these symptoms of
action, began racing around, barking furi-
ously and pulling at his master’s coveralls.

“Aw, c¢’mon,” Binks knew he meant.
“There’s time for one more coast. C’'mon,
old top! Be a sport!”

A little guiltily Binks decided to be a sport
to the extent of one more coast.

The promontory of grassy bank on which
the children had been sitting cut off all view
of the highway from the side road until, after
the mad dash down the hill, you came ab-
ruptly upon the intersection itself. It was
Pat O'Reilly’s responsibility (Twurnto page34)



11950 ]

JULY,

At such

times take care

Your safety requires the strict purity of Kotex

Because sanitary protection is so closely related to health,
don’t risk substitutes of doubtful hygienic value

ANITARY protection is too closely related to your
health . . . your personal ideals of cleanliness . . . to
risk methods of whose hygienic safety you are uncertain.
Consider for a moment the infinite care with which
Kotex is made. Hospital standards of cleanliness pre-
vail, in every step of manufacture. Wonderful, modern
machinery makes Kotex from start to finish.

Hospitals use Kotex

And so Kotex comes to you immaculate, pure, almost
surgically clean. It is the kind of sanitary protection you
use with confidence and ease of mind. The widespread
use of Kotex by hospirals is your assurance of its safety.
Last year, more than 10,000,000 pads were used by
hospitals alone. Kotex fully meets their requirements.
No sanitary protection of lower standards should ever
be used. True, substitutes sometimes cost a few cents
less. You might be willing to sacrifice a little in comfort,

for this saving. But remember that the matter of health,
too, is involved. And your own standards of personal
immaculacy.

Before accepting a substitute for Kotex, consider these
questions: “What do I know of this sanitary protection?
What assurance have I that it’s fit for such intimate,
personal use? Who guarantees its cleanliness, through
and through?”

Every refinement

In addition to health protection, Kotex offers every re-
finement of comfort. Skilful shaping. Softness that
lasts, because layers of Cellucotton (not cotton) absor-
bent wadding distribute moisture scientifically. Kotex is
treated to deodorize. It is adjustable.

Buy Kotex at any drug, dry goods or department
store, or singly in vending cabinets through West Dis-
infecting Co. Kotex Company, Chicago.

IN HOSPITALS ...

1 The Kotex absorbent is the identical
material used by surgeons in 85%
of the country’s leading hospitals.

2 The Kotex filler is far lighter and

cooler than cotton, yet absorbs 5 times
as much.

3 Kotexis soft... Not merely an ap-
parent softness, that soon packs into
chafing hardness. But a delicate, last-
ing softness.

4 Can be worn on either side with
equal comfort. No embarrassment.

5 Disposable, instantly, completely.

Regular Kotex—45¢ for 12
Kotex-Super-Size—65¢ for 12

< Lhe new kotex LBell; 50¢

Brings new ideals of sanitary comfort! Wovzn

to fit by an entirely new patented process.

Firm yet light; will not curl; perfect-fitting.
(U. S. Patent No. 1770741)

KOT &€:X

SANITARY NAPKINS
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SERFNITY

No doubt you have met her at tea
or dinner . . . marveled at her charm,
her true serenity. You may have won-
dered wherein lay the secret to
such tranquil poise...and never
thought to connect it in any way with
financial security. ® Not every wo-
man is born to financial security—the
great majority are not. But the modern
woman seeks to build it for herself or
to help her husband attain it for the
family. She knows that the future can-
not be cloudless without it. ® One
of the surest ways to attain financial
security is to recognize that the fun-
damental aim of investment is well-
szcured income and that sound bonds
are ideal for that purpose. Women,
being naturally conservative, are
quick to recognize this truth. @ One-
fifth of the customers of Halsey, Stuart
& Co. are women—some of them mak-
ing their own way in the business or
professional world. . . others capable
managers of the family finances. . . still
others competently investing their
estates. Each receives a service
adapted to her particular needs...
the problems of each are studied in
accordance with the policy of “bonds
to fit the investor.” @ We shall be
pleased to send you a copy of our
booklet, Problems of the Woman in-
vestor |t discusses in clear, straight-
forward language the investment
problems of women variously situ-

ated. Ask for booklet DL-71.

MODERN WOMAN KNOWS BONDS

HALSEY, STUART & CO.

PORATED

CHICAGO, 2015. LA SALLE STREET
NEW YORK, 35 WALL STREET
AND OTHER PRINCIPAL CITIES

® THE PROGRAM THAT DOES MORE
THAN ENTERTAIN. Every Wednesday
evening you may increase your knowledge of
sound investment by listening to the Oid
Counselior on the Halsey, Stuart & Co. pro-
gram. Broadcast over a nation-wide N. B. C.
network Music by symphony orchestra
8 P M. Eastern Time 7 P M. Central Time
6 P. M. Mountain Time - 5 P. M. Pacific Time.
Daylight saving time — one hour later.

BONDS TO FIT THE INVESTOR

to police the top of the mound, on the outlook
for approaching vehicles, dashing importantly
back and forth between the converging roads
to warn his master if danger threatened.

NOW, as Binks trundled his coaster up the
short, steep hill of the side road, Pat
O’Reilly proudly took his post.

Binks poised, waiting for the word. Pat
O'Reilly dashed across the bank, barking
raucously, “Coast’s clear. Come ahead.”
Then he trotted back to await future develop-
ments. A car had just come into view well
up the main highway. Pat O’Reilly cocked a
judicious head, and seemed to measure the
distance. The car was a long way off. “Step
on it, old timer,” he signaled. “You’ll make
it all right.” He quivered with the thrill of
the race. But that car was gathering speed.
Pat O'Reilly stared, hesitated, then galloped
across the mound. Sharply he barked, “Wait!
Car! He's too fast for you! Put on the brakes!
Run into the bank ! Do anything—only stop!”

Perhaps Binks could not hear for the rush
of wind in his ears; perhaps his mind was still
busy with conjectures about a Heaven where
there were no Pat O’Reillys.

“Stop!” shrieked Pat O’Reilly. “Can’t
you hear? Stop!”

Down the hill, head erect, hair streaming,
came a flying little figure. Down the main
highway came a blue coupé, gaining speed
with every turn of the wheel. Pat O'Reilly’s
voice grew strained and hoarse with terror.
When Binks was some forty yards from the
fork, Pat O’Reilly went suddenly into
reverse. He dashed along the bank paralleling
the course of the oncoming car, frantically
hurling entreaties, threats, invective.

Perhaps if the driver of the coupé had not
been filled with wonder at the vindictiveness
of the small brown dog who hurled himself
savagely against the mud-guards of his car
just an instant before it reached the inter-
section, he might have seen the little red
coaster that whirled in from the side road,
directly across his path.

Lilian Anne shrieked once, then flung her-
self sobbing, face downward on the bank.
Other cars appeared, apparently from no-
where. People got out and bent over some-
thing in the road; then straightened and
talked in hushed tones. Some one picked up
a limp little body, placed it in a sedan, and
drove off down the highway. Someone else
set the little red coaster gently to one side
of the road. No one saw a small brown dog,

| lying in the ditch behind some shrubbery.

THE monster that had been tormenting
Binks seemed to have gone away. Every-
thing was very still and peaceful now. With-
out opening his eyes, Binks knew that he was
lying on a soft couch. Sometime in the vague
past, he dimly remembered, something had
happened to him, abrupt and horrible.

But now, instead of a twisted mass of pain,
heavy and sore and sickeningly weak, his
body felt light and buoyant, like—why, a
bird must feel this way! Tentatively Binks
extended his arms, raised them, and lowered
them. He was not at all surprised to feel that
his body lifted ever so slightly, and floated
above the couch, free as air, light as a feather,
but much more alive and buoyant. Funny!
He was floating on the air just as his father
had taught him to float on the water at the
beach last summer!

He couldn’t remember just when he had
opened his eyes; but now he realized that he
was in the big, cool library on the first floor
of his father’s house. At the desk over by the
French doors that opened upon the sloping
lawn, a woman was sitting. She wore a stiff
little white cap, and her back showed broad
and white. A delightful plan occurred to
Binks. He would float up to the very top of
the tall mahogany book shelves, and call
out to her from there.

“*She will be s’prised,” Binks thought as he
glided upward, “’cause she proberly thinks
I'm still in bed.”

He glanced with tolerant superiority
toward the couch he had so cleverly escaped;
then ke was surprised—so much so that he
turned a somersault in the air and sat down
abruptly on the wide marble mantelpiece.

“Why, who's that in my bed?” he shouted.

The white-capped nurse must be deaf, for
she did not even glance in his direction. In-
stead, she rose hastily, and crossing to the
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Continued from page 52

couch, bent over the figure that lay there.
Binks, too, bent over to peer at the figure.
Then he almost fell off the mantelpiece. It
couldn’t be! How could he be lying down
there, so straight and still and white, when
quite obviously, he was sitting up here?
But he was.

The nurse uttered an exclamation, and
crossing quickly to the bell button by the
hall door, touched it several times. It was
Jenny who opened the door. Jenny'’s eyes
were red and swollen.

“Get the doctor quickly,” directed the
nurse.

Almost immediately Dr. Emshaw came
in, Mrs. Bassett hurrying behind. Mrs. Bas-
sett’s eyes, too, were red.

The doctor bent over the figure on the bed;
then he shook his head at the nurse.

“This is what I was afraid of,” he said.
He turned to Mrs. Bassett. “You've wired
his father?”

“Doctor,” Mrs. Bassett sounded choked
and queer, “he’s not—he’s not—gone?’’ The
figure on the bed was so very, very still. “It’s
all my fault,” she burst out. “I knew he
wasn’t allowed to coast in the highway, but
he was so—so little, the poor motherless
lamb, I—I—*

All of a sudden it came back to Binks:
Pat O’Reilly, barking furiously on the bank
above him, a huge blue shape rushing down
upon him, pain, hideous, twisting pain . ..

“I should have watched him more care-
fully. It's all my fault!” Mrs. Bassett was
crying with funny, whooping little noises.

Binks forgot all those detested afternoon
naps, forgot all those loathsome quarts of
certified milk that he had gulped down under
the compulsion of Mrs. Bassett's stern eye;
he remembered only the times Mrs. Bassett
had gathered him up in her comfortable arms
and held him there very gently, when his
bad leg hurt him or he
was lonesome during one
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from his lips, and making him feel sick and
giddy and helpless. He couldn’t hear any-
thing but the rushing of the wind. He only
knew that he was being carried irresistibly out
and up and up through measureless sweeps
of dim, formless space. Then, quite as sud-
denly as it had come, the wind went away,
and everything cleared up about him. He
found himself standing alone on the top of a
rosy cloud, outside lofty, pearly-white gates,
through which he could see vast expanses of
gold and azure.

Of course Binks knew at once where he was,
and he began to look about for Pat O’Reilly.

The gates had been opened by a white-
robed old gentleman with a long snowy
beard and a very kind, if rather harassed
expression. He had a great open book bal-
anced on one arm, and a pen with beautiful
long white feathers for a handle in the other
hand. He looked so much like his pictures in
the book at home that Binks beamed.

“I s'pose you're Saint Peter, aren’t you?”
he said politely. “I’'m Binkshop Vaille Ten-
nant, Third. And has—has Pat O'Reilly got
here yet?”

AINT Peter looked startled, and Binks’

heart fell.

“Pat O'Reilly is my dog,” he explained
eagerly. “It’s funny. I—I thought he’d be
waiting for me at the gate.”

Saint Peter looked still more startled.

“I'm very sorry,” he said, “but there
aren’t any dogs around here.”

For a moment Binks stared speechlessly.
Could Lilian Anne be right about God—
and dogs? He had to swallow twice before he
managed to smile and say, with a carelessness
assumed to bolster up his own confidence,
“Oh, well, I guess proberly he’ll be along
pretty soon. He—he follers me everywhere.”

“Hm!"” said Saint Peter; and again Binks’
heart dropped.

Saint Peter was looking

of his father’s absences.
“It’sall right, Mrs. Bas-
sett,” he called. “I'mnot
goneatall, I’'mright here.”
But they all continued
to present unresponsive
backs to him, the nurse
and Dr. Ernshaw busy,
murmuring together, over
the still figure on the bed,
Mrs. Bassett weeping
noisily on the shoulder of

to
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about him a little impa-
tiently.

“Now what,” he mur-
mured, “can have become
of that guardian angel of
yours? I declare she’s
getting more irresponsible
every day! Well, what
would you like to do to
amuse yourself until she
gets back?”

Binks brightened. “Oh,

Jenny, who had stolen in

again. A great wave of
loneliness swept over
Binks. It was as if there

were a solid wall between
him and them. He might
as well not be here at all.

“You must control
yourself, Mrs. Bassett,”
the doctor said sternly
over his shoulder. “We
have not entirely given up
hope, and we are doing
everything we can. I sug-
gest you go upstairs and
rest until we call you.”

“Come on, dearie,” said
Jenny.

The whole I'd like to stay and talk to
you till Pat O’Reilly gets
family likes chicken — here.”

wouldn't you like to know
new ways to serve it?

Send for our new booklet

No. 59 . . 25c.
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“Well,” hesitated Saint
Peter, “I'm really very
busy just now.”’” He
tapped his nose with the
plumy pen, frowning
thoughtfully. “Now, 1’1l
tell you—"" he indicated a
park across the street
where a group of rosy-
limbed boy and girl angels
about Binks’ age were
flying in and out of a
fleecy cloud bank and
shouting with laughter—
“how would you like to go

Mrs. Bassett allowed
Jenny to lead her from the
room, but she continued
to sob bitterly, “It’s all
my fault.”

Coupon on page 88

and play with those chil-
dren over there? They
seem to be having a gor-

Binks’ heart ached for
her. Of course it wasn't
really her fault. And Pat O'Reilly would
proberly be thinking it was his fault, too.
Why—why, where was Pat O’Reilly?

Binks had never so much as had a tooth-
ache before that Pat O'Reilly had not
managed to poke his whiskered nose into the
room, either taking the door by storm be-
tween the very feet of an outraged nurse, or
managing an entrance by cunning.

WHY, something terrible must have hap-
pened to Pat O’Reilly, too, or he would
surely be here. Pat O'Reilly must be—
Binks forgot all about Mrs. Bassett. He
must find Pat O’Reilly. He shot down from
the mantel and hurtled, headlong, through
the open French doors.
Just outside the door a blast of fierce hot
wind caught him up, snatching the breath

geous time. I'll call one
of them.”
“Oh, please,” said

Binks quickly. Somehow
he didn’t feel like flying any more just now,
not till Pat O'Reilly came, anyhow. “I
b’lieve, if you don’t mind, I'd like just to
walk around alone for a little.”

“Oh, all right,” said Saint Peter absently—
already he was busy with his book and pen—
“but stay in the shade like a good boy, won’t
you?”

So Binks wandered a little disconsolately
up and down wide golden streets. As he
walked, he looked everywhere for Pat
O'Reilly. It had occurred to him that of
course Heaven must have back entrances
and open windows. Smart old Pat O'Reilly
had proberly decided that it would be safer
to try one of these.

There were a great many people about, all
in white, with little gold crowns and flufiy
white wings. They were all (Turn to page 56)
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New discovery! Pepsodent Antiseptic Mouth Wash

3 to11 times more powerful in killing germs than other
leading mouth antiseptics!! Checks bad breath longer!!!

GAIN science discoverssomething
new. This time a recent and sen-
sational advance is made in the field
of deadly bacteria. A revolutionary
mouth wash has been developed that
is 3 to 11* times more powerful in
killing germs than many other leading
mouth antiseptics.

This is the unqualified and official
opinion of great bacteriological labora-
tories, and of individual scientists who
have made extensive tests with its
new discovery.

From Pepsodent laboratories

This remarkable discovery is a new
and powerful weapon in fighting
germs. It combats, immediately, the
social evil of bad breath.

The formula comes from the Pep-
sodent tooth paste laboratories,whose
contribution to dental hygiene has
won high recognition. Under the label

of Pepsodent Antiseptic Mouth Wash
it is being widely distributed in the
public interest,

Cleanses—purifies the mouth

The active agent used in Pepsodent
Mouth Wash,as determined by stand-
ard tests, is many times more potent
than pure carbolic acid, for all time
the standard germicide. Pepsodent
Mouth Wash is non-poisonous, safe
and soothing.

Immediately after you use it, 95%
of the germs in the mouth are de-
stroyed. Their number is still reduced
70% at the end of two hours’ time—
that is far longer acting than many
other leading mouth washes.

“We find,” states one laboratory,
“Pepsodent Mouth Wash kills the
stubborn pus-producing germs (M.
Aureus) in the fastest time it is pos-
sible for science to record —we believe

faster than has previously been the
standard for other mouth washes.”

Checks bad breath

With this revolutionary discovery
comes a social safeguard: remarkable
protection against offensive breath. A
laboratory director states: “Tests
prove conclusively that Pep-
sodent Mouth Wash over-
comes bad breath 1 to 2 hours
longer than many other lead-
ing antiseptic mouth washes.”

At your druggist’s —today

Your druggist has just re-
ceived this new discovery. Go
today and get a bottle. Secure
this added protection to your
family’s health plus the
greater assurance of a pure,
sweet breath.

Consult Your
Dentist, Physician

In the opinion of some au-
thorities, most breath odors
come from such minor causes
as neglected, unclean mouth;
tooth decay; slight infections
of nose and throat; excessive
smoking. If after using
Pepsodent Mouth Wash bad
breath persists in returning,
seek medical and dental ad-
vice to remove the cause.

*Pepsodent Mouth Wash is
highly antiseptic diluted
with several parts of water.
Hence it goes many times
as far as many mouth
washes which must be used
FULL STRENGTH to be
effective.

COSTS MUCH LESS

Pepsodent Antiseptic Mouth Wash

A revolutionary mouth wash just discovered by the Pepsodent tooth paste laboratories
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Let me tell you
of this better way
to remove hair

Removing ugly superfluous hair—
swiftly — easily — from the under-
arms*, fore-arms and legs is a prob-
lem many women find hard to solve
. .. I, myself, had just about given up

hope when I discovered DEL-A-
TONE Cream.

You can imagine my delight in
finding, at last, a cream that removes
hair more quickly and more thorough-
ly than anything I had ever used.

Creamv white—DEL-A-TONE re-
moves hair in 3 minutes or less.
Faintly fragrant—it is just as easy to
use as cold cream and leaves your
skin clean, smooth and white.

DEI-A-TONIE

The Whire Cream Hair-remover
—now comes in two sizes

o0¢ New ........ Larger %1
Soon as you try DEL-A-TONE

you'll understand why, after using,
women say,
“Nows. . . I can stand
the public gaze”

Del-a-tone has attained wide pop-
ularity on real merit alone. No ex-
travagant, exaggerated advertising
claims have ever been made. Superior
quality is the reason for asking you to
try it and to guarantee that your

NO DOGS

very nice to Binks when he stopped them to
inquire, but no one had seen Pat O'Reilly,
and they were all very busy about their own
affairs, except one bustling, stout lady angel,
who put down a huge harp to straigliten his
tie and smooth back his hair.

“It’s funny,” he hazarded a little breath-
lessly, “but I don’t see any dogs around here.”

“Well, T wouldn’t worry my head about
that if I were you, dearie,” said the stout
| lady angel. She felt his forehead and changed
the subject with suspicious abruptness.
“Dear me, you must have been playing too

ture if you aren’t careful. Now wouldn’t you
like to come with me and have a nice glass of
milk and a nap?”’

“Oh, no, thank you,” he said, and went
along very quickly, looking for Pat O'Reilly
and asking more questions.

QUDDENLY he stood still. If he could
only find God, of course He would know
all about Pat O’Reilly.

Binks hurried back to the pearly gates.

“QOh, it's you, is it?” murmured Saint
Peter. I began to think you were lost.”

“I b’lieve,” observed Binks, “if you’ll tell
me where God’s house is, I'll go talk to Him.
I bet He knows where Pat O'Reilly is.”

Saint Peter looked up again in a dazed
way, as'if he had already forgotten Binks’
existence. Then he put his pen behind his
ear and looked at Binks over his glasses.

“God,” he said very gravely, “is every-
where.”

“Oh,” said Binks, and looked hopefully
about him.

“But,” went on Saint Peter, “no one of us
has ever seen Him. His radiance would
be too much even for our eyes. We know
that He is here, and that is enough.”

Never had God seemed quite so mysteri-
ous and inaccessible and Binks, himself, so
very small and unimportant. He glanced at
Saint Peter’s bowed head and cleared his
throat.

“J don’t proberly s’'pose,” he began, ‘“‘that
you have any idea why Pat O’Reilly hasn’t
come yet?”’

“Well, no. I haven’t,”” said Saint Peter.

“T've been wondering,” Binks began again
after a long silence, during which he was busy
with many thoughts, “how you get your
robes off over your wings.”” A little general
conversation might help to engage Saint
Peter’s attention.

But Saint Peter seemed not to hear this
at all, and again Binks was thrown back upon
his own thoughts.

“T was just wondering,” said Binks in a
small, small voice, “it isn’t—it isn’t true,
is it—that God doesn’t want dogs in
Heaven?”

“Upon my word,” said Saint Peter, “you
ask more questions than any little boy I ever
knew. As you ought to see, I am very busy,
and there are more souls coming now. You—"

“Oh, all right,” said Binks hastily, “but
can [ stay here and see if Pat O’Reilly comes?”

”

money will be cheerfully refunded if
you are not satisfied.
L ——

7-arm hair lessens perepiration odor

Here's the triple-proof of
Del-a-tone’s superiority:
Your eves will tell you—

s¢ you can see how
v-white it is

skin  will tell
after you have
d off the Dela-
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Money back

POt
Yelatone Co., (Est. 1908)

7, 233 East Ontario Street, |

“You may stay,” answered Saint Peter
Very, very patiently, “if you won’t ask any
| more questions for ten minutes.”

“Oh, all right,” said Binks again. There
was a bank of flowers just inside the gates;
he sat down on it and clasped his hands about
his knees. Presently he coughed deprecat-
ingly. “There’s—there’s just one more

| thing,” he almost whispered. “How am I
going to know when it’s ten minutes?”

Saint Peter sighed and passed a hand
wearily over his brow.

“T will tell you,” he said.

It was a very long ten minutes. Binks must
have drowsed. Awakening to a murmur of
voices, he lay listening sleepily with his eves
shut.

“THERE'S that noise outside again,”
breathed one voice. It was a very soft
| voice. You knew at once that it belonged
| to a golden-haired lady angel with a lovely
| smile. “What can it be?”
|  “It sounds—why, it really sounds like a
dog, doesn’t it?"’ said another voice, a brisk,
i business-like voice.
|
|

“T believe in my soul it is!” That sounded
like the stout lady angel who had talked
about milk and naps. “Why, it can't be—oh,
poor creature! He must have crawled all
the way up here on those broken hind legs.”

hard. Mark my words, you'll have a tempera- *

ALLOWED

Continued from page 54

“Oh, I hadn’t heard. Was the dog struck,
too?"" asked the soft voice pitifully.

“They found him in a ditch, hours after
the—the accident.” The stout lady angel
choked and blew her nose. “We did what we
could for him; then we put him in the shelter
down by the side entrance. It doesn’t seem
possible—"

“Well, he’ll have to go right back there, if
I'm to be responsible for this child.” That
crisp voice, Binks decided, must belong to
his truant guardian angel.

“But that would be a little cruel, wouldn’t
it?”’ objected the soft-voiced angel. “After
he’s dragged himself all the way here?”

“And this poor lamb crying out for him
every few minutes for the past three hours,”
protested the stout lady angel.

Binks could hear the sounds now, outside
somewhere; a feeble scratching and a series of
faint whines, mounting to a shrill crescendo
of yelps. It was Pat O’Reilly. It was Pat
O’Reilly! It was Pat O'Reilly!

“Well, it does seem hard,” agreed the
guardian angel. “But you see my position?
I shouldn’t dare let him stay. There! You
see——"" Binks was struggling to speak and
open his eyes, but all his members were held
in nightmare bonds—*‘you see? He's stirring
now, and he should have perfect rest for
hours.”

The yelps outside grew more insistent.

“Will you call someone to take that dog
away, or must I do it myself?”” demanded the
guardian angel.

“What is all this noise? We can’t have this,
you know.” That was Saint Peter coming up
in a great hurry. “Bless my soul! It must be
that dog he’s been talking about all after-
noon.”

“I've been trying to tell them that he must
be sent away or we can't be responsible for
the consequences,” said Binks' guardian
angel hastily.

“Well, mark my words, you send that dog
away now, and the poor creature’ll die of a
broken heart. And I—"" the stout lady angel
seemed to be breathing hard—“1 wouldn’t
like to be responsible for the consequences
of that when this poor lamb misses him.”

The frantic scratching and barking con-
tinued.

“Well, I must confess,” said Saint Peter,
“in all my experience this is one emergency
I've never been called upon to deal with. I
must insist ” But another voice broke
in. It was not a loud voice, yet it seemed to
Binks to fill all Heaven with its authority,
with its ring of understanding and compas-
sion.

“Of course Pat O'Reilly must come in,”
said the voice.

Binks got his eyes half open, only to have
to shut them against the blinding radiance all
about him. He stopped struggling to open his
eves and listened. Now Saint Peter was
talking again.

“] didn’t tell you before,” he said, “but
this child is with us only by a miracle. There
was a time this afternoon when I was sure we
had lost him. Now the least excitement . . .”

"WE'LL lose him if anything happens to

Pat O'Reilly. You don’t understand.
Nothing in Heaven or earth matters quite
so much to the boy as this dog. Bring Pat
O'Reilly in at once.”

Something warm was by Binks’ side, some-
thing whimpering and quivering with eager-
ness. A cool nose and a wet tongue touched
his arm. Then again everything was still.

“You see,” said the compassionate voice,
“he knows he must be quiet, don’t you,
Pat, old man?”

When Binks finally was able to open his
eves, the blinding radiance had subsided.
Why—God must have gone! Saint Peter
was gone, too. Heaven was gone. But beside
him lay Pat O'Reilly, his wise, bright little
eyes never leaving his master’s face. Binks
was back on the couch in his father’s library
as if he had never been away. Over by the
window his father was talking to a uniformed
nurse, and by his side Mrs. Olmsted’s golden
head gleamed above a white gown.

“That’s funny,” said Binks drowsily. He
considered, frowning. “Well, anyhow, you
can tell Lilian Anne she’s all wrong—about
God I mean. He's noi—like that.”

“Of course He’s not,” said Lilian Anne's
mother.
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This summer,
keep the family
together by
telephone!

“Now lift Betsy up to the tele-
phone, dear. . . . Hello, honey.
Dad’s sort of lonely for you. ...
Well, just keep on splashing and
you'll learn to swiml!”

r 4 T

SumMER often scatters the fam-
ily far and wide. Junior's away
at a boy’s camp. Mother and the
twins are at seashore or lakeside.
Dad holds the fort at home and
slips away week-ends.

But all of the family are likely
to miss each other sometimes.
Then there’s nothing so satisfying
as a telephone call. Today, you
can talk as easily and clearly across
the country as across the street.
It’s inexpensive too.

To most places 25 miles away,
the station-to-station day rate is
about 25 cents; 40 miles away,
35 cents; 75 miles, 50 cents; 150
miles, 80 cents. Many rates are
even lower during evening and
night periods.
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“Tve ShIPPCd on a South Sea Trélmp

—says Chesterfield

)/et you'll find me just around the cerner

It’s a small matter where you meet up with Chesterfield. The point is
—get acquainted! You'll find the change to Chesterfield a real chainge. ..one
which your palate will thank you for! Chesterfield uses choicer and milder
tobaccos—nothing else; and so blends and * cross-blends” them tl}at you get

just what you want in a smoke . . . greater mildness and better taste,

i They satisfy
©1931, LicGETT & MyERs Tosacco Co. —that’s why!
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e Beautiful Finish of the Ford
® Made to last

Many coats are used to give a
mirror-like sheen to Ford bod-
ies. Rustless Steel is another

reason for eanduring beauty

WHEN you buy the Ford you buy enduring
beauty.

As you drive it from the showrooms for the
first time you will have a feeling of pride in the
glistening sheen of its body finish and the bright
silvery luster of its exposed metal parts. With
reasonable care you can maintain that good
appearance for a long period.

Months of constant service will put many
thousands of miles on the speedometer, yet you
will not think of it as an old car, nor will your
And when the time comes to trade it
in, you will find that the lasting beauty of its
finish is a factor in re-sale value.

friends.

There are definite reasons why time and
weather are kind to the Ford car. First is the
body finish, with its primer coat, two surfacer
coats, two double coats of pyroxylin lacquer,
finish solvent coat, polishing and buffing.
Through long experience, the Ford Motor Com-
pany has found the way to make a body finish
that will stand up under varying weather con-
ditions in every part of the world—through the
heat of summer and the cold of winter.

Another important reason for the enduring
beauty of the Ford is the use of Rustless Steel
for the radiator shell, head lamps, hub caps,
cowl finish strip, gasoline tank cap, radiator cap,
door handles and rear lamp.

This remarkable metal will not rust, corrode
or tarnish under the severest weather conditions.
It never needs polishing. All it requires is wip-
ing with a damp cloth as= you wipe the wind-
shield. Its gleaming luster is never lost. There
i= no plate to scale or chip off because it is the
same bright metal all the way through. And it
is exceptionally difficult to dent because
it has twice the strength of ordinary
steel.

A Beautiful New Ford Body

From all over the country come enthusiastic comments
about the new Ford Town Sedan introduced but a few
weeks ago. Motorists everywhere have been quick to
note and appreciate the richness of its appointments and
new features of comfort and convenience.

The body of the new Ford Town Sedan is longer and
wider. Seats are newly designed, more luxurious and
restful. Front or rear—wherever you ride—you travel in
real comfort in this beautiful, roomy car.

See it—sit in it—ride in it—and you will know that it
is an outstanding example of high quality at low cost.
A choice of upholstery and body colors is offered.

Before Rustless Steel was adopted by the Ford
Motor Company it was put through many severe
tests. In one test, samples were subjected to a
salt spray for four hundred hours, or the equiv-
alent of forty years’ service. There was not the

slightest suggestion of tarnish, rust or
corrosion. Seventy-gix acids, alkalis, etc.,
likewise failed to dim its brilliance.

In a further effort to prevent rust, the Ford
Motor Company is now treating the wheels,
fenders, running boards, running board shields
and front splash pans with Bonderite before
they are enameled. If the enamel is scratched
sufficiently to expose the raw steel, this new
treatment will help to stop rust from spreading
and causing the enamel to peel.

The careful finish of the Ford, the Rustless
Steel, and the Bonderizing process add a con-
siderable amount to the cost of manufacturing,
vet the cost of the car itself remains low. These
outstanding features, like so many others, are
made possible by the Ford low-profit policy.
Every purchaser shares the benefits of large
production and the efficiency and economy of
Ford methods. The first cost of the Ford is low
and you can purchase on convenient, economical
terms through the Authorized Ford Finance
Plans of the Universal Credit Company.
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MEN WHO MADE AMERICA

Continued from page 12

Washington’s name, despite many attacks,
has not been dimmed. One of our greatest
American historians, a man whose critical
judgment was based on historical research,
Richard Hildreth, flourishing eighty years
ago, was himself weary of seeing our national
heroes plastered with indiscriminate adula-
tion. He therefore set out in his “History of
the United States” to tell the unvarnished
truth. He had in his temperament the right
combination for a historian; the love of truth
with the ability to tell it. He said that Wash-
ington, at times enraged beyond endurance
by misrepresentation and abuse, would rise
from his chair and pour out a torrent of pro-
fanity that seemed to give him temporary
relief. He admits plainly that the mind of
Washington was neither profound nor subtle;
he was not a scholar like Jefferson, an author-
ity on public finance like Hamilton, or a
philosopher and man of science like Franklin.
The flame of some other men’s reputation
burns in history with a larger flare, but none
burns so steady and serene.

Despite his intellectual limitations, Wash-
ington was the right man to be in control of
the Colonial armies, and the right man to
be the first President of what was then an
experimental republic. Why? Because he
possessed his mind in patience; because he
had unlimited courage; because his natural
sagacity was strength-
ened by experience;
above all, because he was

with his portrait as Emperor, we see what
supreme power did to him. His youthful
face is that of an idealist; his face in full
maturity is almost degenerate.

The differences between Washington and
Lincoln were striking. Washington had little
humor, Lincoln was a humorist. Washington
was a Virginia aristocrat, Lincoln a man of
the soil. But they were alike in being trust-
worthy; the United States of America was
safer in their keeping than in any other hands.

NE American whose greatness was fully
recognized even in his own day and who

has never suffered from depreciation, is
Benjamin Franklin. Matthew Arnold said
he was the greatest of Americans; I suspect he
had more natural genius than any other per-
son in our history. He was a truly civilized
man; far ahead of most men of today. He
was the incarnation of the wisdom of this
world; and he had the tolerance, charity,
and broad outlook of the true humorist, No
man ever combined to so high a degree the
severity of logic with the charm of persua-
siveness. He did not pretend to be an orator;
but as a diplomat and a committee-man, his
supremacy was so obvious that no one who
met him had any doubt about it; and he met
the best minds in England, France, and
America. Whataman! If he had been living
in 1911-1920, the history

of the world would have

unselfish.

It was more difficult
for Washington to be
patient and unselfish
than it was for Lincoln;
for Washington was by
nature, training, and
environment, an aristo-
crat. Inwardly he must
have felt superior to
many of his associates;
but he had a genius for
cooperation, one of the
most important quali-
ties of statesmanship.
During the Revolution-
ary War, he had not
only to face and outwit
and conquer the British;
he had as brother gen-

been different.

In the twentieth cen-
tury, we have had two
Presidents who may ac-
curately be called both
great men and heroes,
Theodore Roosevelt and
Woodrow Wilson.

They hated each other
as only such men can
hate; this was no family
quarrel, like that be-
tween Taft and Roose-
velt, which was fully
made up before Roose-
velt’s death; even dur-
ing their hostility, they
really loved each other,
though perhaps they did
not know it.

Roosevelt and Wilson

erals, Gates, a man of
inordinate conceit and
puffy importance,
Charles Lee, who was a
near-traitor, and Bene-
dict Arnold, who was a
complete traitor.

He had, as many a
good general has had, a
difficult Congress on his
hands; he was tested by
Valley Forge, tested by
American hostility,
tested later by a popular
uprising in support of
Citizen Genet. He met
every test; if he had been
more subtle or more of a
philosopher, he might
have failed, in which
case we should have

Dogs

We can't seem to hide them
between the
magazine, although sometimes
we'd like to try! However, we
can tell you how to feed and
train dogs, help you select
one, guide you in caring for
all their doggy ailments. Send
today for the new Delineator
Institute booklet No. 56 about

DOGS ...

Coupon on page 88

had an unyielding qual-
ity that made friend-
ship and mutual admir-
ation impossible. They
were tremendous per-
sonalities. Wilson had

covers b A a one-track mind, with

all the defects of its
qualities.  Roosevelt’s
mind took a vast num-
ber of tracks, but each
one seemed to him at the
time absolutely straight.
They were alike in being
highly educated; and
perhaps it is not too
25¢ fanciful to suggest that
they differed as Harvard
and Princeton differed.

As literary critics,
they would have been

failed with him.

The fact is, he was not
sufficiently clever to look out for his own
interests. He was a plain man who did his
duty.

America has been fortunate in having
many excellent Presidents. I believe our
Chief Executives will compare favorably with
the average of any other nation. But among
these stars, two and two alone are of the
first magnitude—Washington and Lincoln.
It is a disservice to any other President to
name him third.

HAT is it, that with so many limitations,

makes Washington and Lincoln supreme?
It is because their devotion to their country
had no taint of egotism. Of course they
were ambitious; but they overcame the most
dangerous of all intoxications, the intoxica-
tion of power.

Power ruined Napoleon, who was a greater
general than Washington, and a greater
statesman than Lincoln. If you compare
the portrait of Napoleon, when as a young
man he conducted the Italian campaign,

ideally bad. A literary
critic, no matter how
strong his convictions, must be filled with in-
tellectual sympathy to understand views that
may seem to him abhorrent. As Pope said,

“A perfect judge will read each work of wit
“In the same spirit that its author writ.”

No one can imagine either Roosevelt or Wil-
son reading any book—and they were both
great readers—except in the light of their
own principles and prejudices. For they had
this in common; they really believed that
persons who differed sharply from them on
any important matter must be both intel-
lectually inferior and morally oblique.

Roosevelt was a consummate politician;
Wilson was not. Roosevelt was immensely
genial; many loved him for his faults. Wilson
was not genial, and had a capacity for enrag-
ing his associates.

Many believe today that Roosevelt’s fame
is fading; I do not agree. I advise anyone
who thinks so to read the latest volume in
Mark Sullivan’s admirable history of our
times; called “Pre-War (Twurn to page 60)
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BILLIE BURKE. As this recent photograph shows, the years have only increased her irre-
sistible appeal! This year she has added to her long list of stage triumphs, “The Truth Game.""

lam 39!

BILLIE

Famous stage Beauty
declares no woman needs
look her age

“Y REALLY am 39 yearsold!” says
Billie Burke. “And I don’t see
why any woman should look her age.

“We on the stage, of course, muct
keep our youthful freshness. Youth
always has irresistible attraction—it
wins and holds the public as nothing
else can.

“So one must be wise enough to
keep this charm right through the
years. To do this it is important

above everything else to guard com-
plexion beauty—keep one’s skin

temptingly fresh and smooth.
“For years I have used Lux Toilet

/
Jayd

BURKE

Soap regularly. Its lather is beauti-
fully smooth and so delicately fra-
grant. And it leaves my skin amaz-
ingly clear and soft.”

At 39 Billie Burke has just signed
up for a series of motion pictures in
Hollywood! What a tribute to her
youthful freshness!

9 out of 10 Stars use it

She will find the Hollywood actresses,
like the stage stars, are devoted to
Lux Toilet Soap. Actually 605 of the
613 important ones use this fragrant
white soap to guard complexion
beauty—regularly! It has been
made the official soap in all the great
film studios.

Surely your skin should have the
protection of this gentle care!

Lux Toilet Soap 10¢
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MEN WHO MADE AMERICA

Continued from page 59

America.”” He will see what a big part
Roosevelt played in American history, and
how great was his capacity for playing it.

Had Roosevelt not run for President in
1912, he would have been the greatest
private citizen in the world, and perhaps
nothing could have prevented his nomination
in 1916. I will not say he was actuated by
selfish motives; but I am sure neither Wash-
ington nor Lincoln would have made that
fatal error. Yet neither Washington nor
Lincoln had a mind that compared in richness
with that of Roosevelt. I remember at that
time Roosevelt’s saying “‘I believe in Democ-
racy; but Democracy must have a leader.”
The remark is significant.

UT I also believe that out of Roosevelt’s
administration as President came a wave
of reform in politics and in business affairs that
lifted the whole country on to a higher plane.
Things were done by respectable men in busi-
ness in 1goo that could not be done today.
Tact is not the same thing as genius; but if
Wilson had possessed a tithe of the tact of
King Edward VII, the world would now be
better off. He was so sure he was right there
was no room for the adjustment that comes
through tact. Had he not gone to Europe,
or had he taken with him some leading
Republicans as well as Democrats, had he not
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made that tour of speeches after his return,
had he not advised every one to vote only for
Democratic congressmen—he would himself
in all probability have been living at this
moment, and the United States might be in
the League of Nations.

When he went to Europe he was greeted -
as the saviour of the world. No American
ever had such a spontaneous adoring wel-
come. “‘Here comes the man who will save
us all!” He came, saw, and was conquered.

Mr. Spender, the distinguished British
journalist, says that Wilson should have
been more conciliatory in America with the
Senate, and less conciliatory at the Peace
Conference in Paris. Perhaps that sums it
up as well as any phrase. For, rightly or
wrongly, Wilson suffered a fearful collapse.
From an apotheosis he descended to the
level of well-meaning futility.

The world is old and selfish and worldly
wise, and only one person in history has ever
overcome it; Wilson was not the man. Yet
he had a great mind and a noble character—
he was like a magnificent machine with no
lubricating oil.

No one can say what his position in the
future will be; but those, who, like me, be-
lieve more in his ideals than in his methods
of attaining them, believe that his stature
is going to increase rather than diminish.

E YELLOW MOON

Continued from page 21

“Nanette!” There was irritation in the
voice of Mrs. Trask. “I called you three
times!”

“I'm sorry, mother. I didn’t hear.”

“Frangois tells me that when he served the
little bird—a truly delicious dish—that you
got up hastily and left the table. The poor
fellow is upset at what, if his account is true,
I might call your rudeness.”

“I have told you why I left the table,
mother. The bird was so like—so like—""

“Don’t say silly things!” interrupted Mrs.
Trask. “You are talking like a baby! You
must pull yourself together! Last evening
you puzzled Mr. Semper. You know well that
he is Richard’s confidential secretary, and,
although he came over to see to the charter-
ing of the yacht, he is also watchful regarding
other matters. He cables Richard daily at
great length. When he spoke to you last
evening about the arrangements he had made
for the cruise you didn’t listen.”

“I know, mother. I couldn’t get inter-
ested.”

Mrs. Mannington Trask viciously wiped
a morsel of endive from her lips. “You—
you must change your manner!” she cried.
“Think of what Richard is doing to please
you! He is willing to tear himself away from
Wall Street, at what Mr. Semper assures me
is a most critical moment, to come over here
for the marriage and take you on a yachting
cruise around the Mediterranean! It is in-
conceivable that you should—— Enires!
Oh, Frangois! How kind you are! Tartelettes
amandines! This little cold of mine makes me
so hungry.”

Nanette shut out the fatuous talk between
her mother and the waiter by watching the
sea with half-closed eyes. They were there
again. Quite plainly she saw them. It was
extraordinary. The little white houses with
their short legs! And the orange trees and the
ghostly palms!

The waiter retired. Mrs. Trask, busy on
the fartelettes, was thinking up a hot attack
on her daughter when there came another
knock at the door. Mr. Semper, confidential
secretary to Nanette’s fiancé, begged per-
mission to enter.

A strange man was this Semper. A fine
acolyte of Mammon. Never did he aspire to
the priestly garments of those who stand be-
fore the altar of the god of gold. Never.
Content was he to make responses, to pass
up the price lists, market gossip, tape tattle,
and cipher messages to those whose clever
brains performed the marvelous mystery of
turning these worthless things into gold.

He shuffled across the room to Nanette.

His pale claw-like hands held a cablegram.

“I am pleased to inform you,” he mur-
mured, bowing before the girl, “that Mr.
Krempel has embarked. He changed his
plans at the last moment and took passage
on the Leviathan. He will be at your side
within nine days.”

The words “be at your side” startlec
Nanette. There came from her a little
“Oh!” that suggested fear.

Mrs. Mannington Trask made an effort to
make up for the lack of emotion shown by
Nanette. “How delightful!” she cried. “So
romantic of him to change his boat!”

The wretched Semper agreed with her. He
started to talk excitedly to Mrs. Trask.
Nanette, listening vaguely, heard the words
“enormous deals”, “large affairs”, “break in
the market”, “close touch with his brokers.”
Mrs. Trask lapped it up. She loved all the
blather of the secretary as he told of the im-
portance of her son-in-law to be. What a
person she had found in this Richard Kremp-
el! What a man! And Nanette didn’t ap-
preciate the great hunting feat performed by
her mother! Out of the darkest depths of
the club jungles, where the very cunning
bachelors took shelter from hunting mothers,
she had dragged a great capitalist !

NANETTE excused herself. She said she

wished to take a walk. Mrs. Trask made
objections. The Carnival spirit was on the
town, young men were inclined to be a little
too gallant to a pretty girl. It might be
better if Nanette had a companion. Mr.
Semper would be willing.

“No, no, no!” cried the girl. “I—I wish to
be alone!”

The Carnival spirit was in the air. It
throbbed about Nanette as she walked down
the Promenade to the Jardin Albert I. Flags,
strung lights, wooden shields with the gilded
and intertwined “R. F.” of the French Re-
public. In nine days they would burn the
great wood-and-plaster figure of the King of
Pleasure. This little season of mad gaiety
was the last before Lent. And in nine days
Richard Krempel would be at Nice!

It threaded the air, that tune. Tum-tum,
tum-tee-tum, tum-tum! It beat against her
ears. It brought fear. Her mind slipped
phrases into the continuous throb of the
thing. Interlarding it. Tum-tum, (Nanette is
glum), tum-tee-tum (Richard will come! joy
will be numb), Tum-tum!

She wished to escape the tune. Near the
Casino de la Jetée she took a clesed car.
“Par la Grande Corniche jusqu'd Eze,” she
commanded. (Turn to page 62)
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A summer thrift idea

You save on every purchase during July and August

2 BOXES OF MODESS . 90¢
212 Regular in each
1 TRAVEL PACKAGE . . 25¢

6 Modess Compact

Total Value $'|.‘|5

ALL THREE FOR. 79¢

UR Vacation Special —a travel
Opackage of six Modess Compact
and two boxes of Modess Regular—
was so popular last summer that we
decided to offer it again. It has all the
charm of an irresistible bargain—
$1.15 worth for 79c.

The two types of Modess featured
in this Special are a perfect combina-
tion for summer comfort. Modess
Regular is standard thickness. Thou-
sands of women already know that
it is the best possible kind of
protection. The Compact is Modess
Regular, gently compressed. It is de-
signed to supplement the Regular for
wear with afternoon and evening
clothes—for times when [less thick-
ness is necessary.

The small travel package of Modess
Compact is a very useful thing. The

amount of room it takes in a traveling
bag is hardly noticeable. It comes in
very handy when you need a few extra
Modess to see you through. You can
tuck it away in a bureau drawer and
save it for a guest accommodation.

Why worry about summertime
protection? You can wear Modess
under your sheerest dresses with an
easy feeling of perfect safety—per-
fect comfort. The softly fluffed filler
is cool and evenly absorbent. Modess
will never be conspicuous, because
the edges and corners are carefully
rounded and it smoothly fits to the
figure. It is deodorant—easily dis-
posable.
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Cut your Cake and

what do you

% or[argeAir}]o/es ?

OUR cake comes out of the oven
looking the last word in perfection.
But when you cut it—

Is it firm, velvety, even-textured—so
that you feel like showing it off proudly
to every cake maker you know?

Or—is it one of those unfortunate
cakes . . . crumbly and coarse, with big,
gaping “air holes™?

It depends upon your baking powder.
You can follow all the rules for perfect
cake making . . . and beat the batter
till your arm aches. But, if you've used
cheap, ordinary baking powder, you’ll
still have air holes in your cake.

HIS was recently proved by a group

of well-known scientists and dieti-
tians. They made two cakes, using ex-
actly the same recipe for both.

Exactly the same ingredients, too, with
just one exception—the baking powder.

In one cake they used
Royal . . . in the other, a
cheap, ordinary baking pow-
der. Compare the results
yourself — in the photo-
graphs above.

You could easily put your
little finger through some of
the holes in the cake made
with the cheap baking pow-

Roval Bakixc Pownen
Dept. 65. 691 Washington Street

Please send my [ree copy of the famous Royal Cook Book

Name,

SGC?

B (Left) Actual photograph (magnified) of a cake
made with cheap, ordinary baking powder. Notice
the large “‘air holes’’ that allow the moisture to
escape so that the cake quickly grows stale.

B (Right) Actual photograph (magnified) of a cake
made with Royal, the Cream of Tartar baking
powder. Notice the fine even texture that retains
the moisture and keeps the cake fresh for days.

der. In a few hours the moisture escaped
through these holes . .. the cake quickly
grew stal. and flavorless.

But the cake made with Royal, the fine
Cream of Tartar baking powder! Did you
ever see cake with a finer, more even
texture? It was a real triumph of a cake—
smooth, soft, velvety . .. tempting the
eye . . . making the mouth water.

And that’s not all! Five days later,
that Royal cake was as good to eat as on
the day it was baked.

Royal is not expensive.
Enough for a big layer cake
costs less than 2 cents. Not
much to pay for the best,
is it?

Free Cook Book—Mail the

coupon today for your free copy of
the famous Royal Cook Book.

Copyright, 1981, by Standard Brands Inc.

Product of Standard Brands Ineorporated
3 New York City, N. Y.

Address

City,

State,

Is Canada: Standard Brands Liwited, Dominion Square Building, Montresl, P. Q.
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FIREFLIES AND THE YELLOW MOON

Continued from page 60

‘The song followed her along the Quai des
Etats-Unis where fisher boys and fisher girls
were mending their nets. It fatigued her.
There was something a little barbaric about
the rhythm. It sapped energy; it killed the
power to fight back.

Her mother had the tom-tom quality of
argument. She would say the same thing
over and over again. ‘“Francgois is a nice
waiter.” Nanette knew that Francois was a
horrid waiter, but she had difficulty in think-
ing him horrid after Mrs. Trask had repeated
her phrase half a dozen times. Again with
Richard Krempel. What a tom-tom barrage
her mother had put up about Richard!
Killing off all Nanette’s criticisms as she
thrust them forward. “How sweet Richard
is! What a fine man!” How sweet Richard is!
What a fine man! Endlessly!

Beyond the little Port of Nice, Nanette
managed to free her mind from the Carnival
chant. The car climbed. Up and up. She
lay back and looked toward Africa. Half
closed eyes brought visions. Tiny white
houses and the orange trees. Fireflies and the
yellow moon . . .

There was enchantment in a tiny white
house. She pictured one. Small, so small.
Blazing white. Little green lizards with
jeweled heads stalking flies. One couldn’t
have green lizards in an apartment house on
Park Avenue. And the beaten earth in the
vard. Padded and polished by the bare feet
of black servants. Lazy black servants who
loved to sit in the sun and laugh. And the
orange trees with lumps of shining gold tied
to their branches.

The vision became awfully clear. She saw
herself sitting in front of the white house.
Around the corner from the cluster of orange
trees a man was coming. A tall man with a
tanned face. He was saying something. She
struggled to catch the words. “If you had
not answered the letter I sent you from
Marseilles T would not have known that you
were on the Riviera all set to marry Richard
the Great, the Bear Killer of Wall Street.”

HE came out of her dream with a little
start of terror. She hadn’t answered the
letter! Her mother would not permit her to
answer it.

“Eze,
chauffeur.

“I think I was asleep,” she murmured.

Nanette asked the youth to wait for her.
She walked to a point where the sea lay like
a blue plain half a mile beneath her. Here
the wandering Pheenicians had built their
altar to the goddess Isis. The name of the
goddess, corrupted a little in the two thou-
sand years that intervened, persisted in the
word Eze.

A fine place to sit and dream. It was curi-
ous how that man in the vision had believed
she had answered his letter. Four weeks ago
he had written from the Port of Marseilles.
He had said that he was crawling around the
Mediterranean in a little sloop. She had
showed the letter to her mother.

““He is rather impertinent,” Mrs. Trask had
remarked. ‘“‘He always was. I recall how he
painted your name on his boat at 'Sconset.”

“But I gave him permission.”

“You were too young to understand,”
snapped Mrs. Trask.

On the glorious headland where brown-
skinned Pheenicians had once offered up
their prayers to the goddess of the earth and
its fruits of the Nile, and the sea, and of love,
healing and magic, Nanette Trask thought
about the afternoon when she had watched
Jack Clinton paint her name on the bow of
his boat at far-away ’Sconset. He had done
it with such care. He had a pot of blue paint,
and he stroked and stroked the letters with a
soft brush as if he thought them alive . . .

The young chauffeur climbed up the rocks.
He was afraid something had happened to
her. He had waited two hours. Nanette rose
and followed him back to the car.

“l was dreaming,” she said.
dream?”

“Sometimes,” he answered, blushing a
little at the question. ““Not while I am driv-
ing. But after. I am to be married in three
days. Just before Lent, you know."”

Nanette questioned him. He was marry-
ing a girl of eighteen, a vendeuse in the Gal-
eries Lafayette of Nice. She would continue
to work. They would live in the Old Town.

mademoiselle,” announced the

“Do you

He had rented a little apartment of three
rooms above a carpenter’s shop. He said
that ‘the odor of pine shavings coming up
from the shop perfumed the little flat.

SEMPER had received another message

from Richard Krempel when Nanette
reached the hotel. Sent out from the ship,
it simply recorded the fact that he was a few
hundred miles nearer Europe. The girl pic-
tured her fiancé shouldering his way into the
cabin of the wireless operator. Dictating
messages that cracked the walls of financial
institutions. That was the best of tiny white
houses. Couldn’t upset them with cable-
grams. That was why green lizards lived in
the chinks. The lizards knew.

At dinner there came another cable. Tt
just stated that all was well. Evidently the
Leviathan was standing up under the honor
thrust upon it. Not losing its head and rush-
ing down to Rio, but plugging straight for
Europe.

Thoughts of the chauffeur and his little girl
came to Nanette during the evening. It was
fine for them to have a flat scented with the
pine shavings from the carpenter’s shap.
Jack Clinton once told her that he had lived
in a room in Tangier that was situated above
a café in which native girls danced. He said
that the odor of musk came up to him in the
hot nights and troubled his sleep. Musk was
troubling to the mind, but pine shavings were
sweet and clean.

In her dreams that night Nanette saw
flocks of little birds flying across a purple sky.
Each bird carried a bed of toast tied to its
leg, and a little green coverlet made out of
chopped chives. And she thought she saw
Richard Krempel shooting at them . . .

A rustling noise at the door aroused her.
It was broad daylight. Someone was push-
ing an envelop beneath the door. The voice
of the wretched Semper came to her. “Cable
for you, Miss Trask.”

She let it lie there. She drew the clothes
up over her head and peered at it with one
eye.  There was something a little upsetting
about this much-heralded approach of Rich-"
ard. It created a feeling of uneasiness.

An hour later she read it. Mr. Richard
Krempel was quite well. The Leviathan was
still heading for Cherbourg. Good old Levia-
than. Wouldn't lose her figure-head. Nan-
ette laughed.

After breakfast Semper made a report re-
garding the yacht. It was the Deerhound,
a very smart vessel belonging to a Scottish
earl who had jumped at the opportunity of
turning it over to an American millionaire for
a two months’ cruise. It was in the port at
Cannes and would be brought over to Nice
the day before the marriage ceremony.

“It is a magnificent vessel,” murmured
Semper. “I have examined every inch.”

Nanette walked away from him while he
was still chattering of the appointments.

The girl strolled through the Rue Paradis
in whose little shops were many small treas-
ures. She found a curious silver necklace of
antique design. It was priced at a hundred
francs. Nanette bought it.

With the little box in her hand she hurried
down to the cab rank near the Casino de la
Jetée. The young chauffeur was there, his
eyes full of dreams.

“I thought,” said Nanette, as she thrust
the necklace into his hands, “that you would
like to give this to your young lady.”

The youth choked. He could not express
his thanks. Nanette hurried away from him.

THE vision of thelittle three-roomapartment

over the shop of the carpenter led her
steps to the Old Town. There was an at-
mosphere of great peace there. The buildings
were old, the streets narrow, there was no
possibility of meeting Semper, or her mother.

Nanette thought she would not return to
the hotel for déjeuner. She detested the fat
Francois who served her with such pomp. In
the Rue de la Prefecture, the little street in
which Paganini died, she found a small res-
taurant that had a bill of fare essentially
Nigois. She sent a messenger with a note to
her mother and entered the little eating-
house. The price of lunch, vin compris, was
ten francs, and the pint bottle of vin ordinaire
placed before Nanette made her thoughts
again turn to that poetic broom of Mase-
field’s. (Turn to page 65)
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form in size and color—in richest syrup of pure pine-
apple juice and cane sugar only. In appearance and
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can buy.
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Millions of men and women are now discovering a
brand new enjoyment since Camels adopted the new

Humidor Pack.

The mildness and the flavor of fine tobacco vanish
when scorching or evaporation steals the natural mois-

ture out of a cigarette.

Now, thanks to the new Humidor Pack, Camels,
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Factory-fresh Camels are air-sealed in the new Sani-
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Continued from page 62

She was a little sorry that she hadn’t an-
swered Jack Clinton’s letter. He and his old
sailor were somewhere on the Mediter-
ranean, the wind soughing in the sail. She
thought it would be a nice crimson sail with
little patches in it.

Perhaps Jack Clinton was going back to
Tangier where he once lived in the room
above a café from which the odor of musk
rose continuously. That was really living.
She, Nanette, would never have a chance
to live in a room over a café from which
strange intoxicating odors came up. Not
if her mother and Richard Krempel could
prevent it.

The Carnival tune beat at the ears of
Nanette as she came up into the modern
town. It was surely connected with the com-
ing of Richard. That tum-tum was a little
frightening. It told of the approach of some-
thing ponderous, something that would sit on
one’s shoulders and crush them with its
weight. She was a little depressed when she
reached the hotel.

Mrs. Mannington Trask was much an-
noyed when she heard of the lunch in the
Old Town. Germs, dirty forks, cooking
utensils! Odors from the street.

“Paganini lived in that street,” said
Nanette.

“Paganini?”’ cried Mrs. Trask. “What
has that got to do with it?”

“Well, he must have eaten somewhere
round about,” said the girl. After a pause
during which Mrs. Trask stared in amaze-
ment at her daughter, the latter added:
“Jack Clinton told me that he lived for
months above a café in Tangier and ate all
his meals at open stalls along the street. And
he looked awfully healthy, didn’t he?”

Mrs. Mannington Trask was speechless.
She was afraid of what might happen in the
few days that intervened bétween that mo-
ment and the arrival of Richard Krempel.

THE Leviathin kept her head. Richard

wired from Cherbourg. He had descended
upon the soil of France. He was moving on
Paris.

At Nice workers in a shed were putting the
finishing touches on the huge figure of lath
and plaster, the sprawling monarch who
would be dragged through the street and
finally burned to signify the end of pleasure.
Tum-tum, tum-tee-tum, um-tum.

Nanette found it difficult to see the tiny
white houses on the blue plain that stretched
away to Africa. The landing of Richard had
frightened the little goblin things that the
girl had glimpsed at
odd moments. They
knew well that the
great Mr. Krempel
wouldn’t like houses
in the chinks of
which lived little
green lizards with
jeweled heads. Jack
Clinton would like
them.

Semper, looking
very proud, brought
a copy of the Paris
edition of the New
York Herald-Tribune
to Nanette on the
day following the arrival of Richard. Semper
had marked a paragraph. It ran:

“From the Leviathan landed Mr. Richard
Krempel, the well-known capitalist. Mr.
Krempel informed the waiting reporters
at the Gare St. Lazare that he had come
to Paris for a banker’s parley. After he
had addressed the assembled financiers
he would leave for the Riviera. It was
his intention to cruise for a short time in
Mediterranean waters.”

Not a word about his forthcoming mar-
riage! Nanette handed the paper to her
mother without comment.

Mrs. Trask read the paragraph and looked
inquiringly at Semper. Unlike her daughter
she was unable to control her astonishment.

Semper stammered out excuses for his
master. Mr. Krempel detested reporters.
And, furthermore, Mr. Krempel thought that
careful investors believed that Dan Cupid
had no place in the mysterious sanctums
where gold was made. He, Semper, didn’t

hold this belief, but he knew that the thrifty
bond buyer held it.

Nanette listened to the fellow spluttering
out excuses to appease the cold questioning
stare of Mrs. Trask. The girl thought it
comical. At last she could stand it no longer.
Laughing loudly she rushed from the room.

In her own bedroom she flung herself on
the couch. It was so ridiculous. Semper
trying to explain to Mrs. Trask why Richard
Krempel had not spoken of his marriage to
the reporters.

She wondered if other men would have told
the reporters. The young chauffeur had a
desire to tell. And Jack Clinton. He would
have told. Of course he would never be in a
position to charter the Deerhound. He would
probably have an old boat with a crimson sail;
little patches where the wind had poked fingers
through the canvas. But he would have told
reporters that he was to be married. No
doubt about that.

The Carnival music rose louder. The
Blue Train was rushing Richard Krempel
down through the Midi. Tum-tum, tum-tee-
tum, tum-tum.

Semper started for the gare. A special au-
tomobile to convey Richard. A special porter
to look after his luggage. Semper drooling.
His god was near.

RICHARD KREMPEL didn’t hurry when

he saw Nanette. He came toward her
quietly as if possessed of a belief that every-
thing he wished for would wait till his strong
hands touched it.

“Hello, Nanette,” he said.
you? Looking awfully well.”

Nanette inquired about his trip. Mrs.
Trask gushed.

Nanette was speaking when Semper ap-
peared with a handful of cablegrams. Rich-
ard Krempel 'interrupted the girl in the
middle of a sentence.

“Excuse me for a moment,” he said.
“Sorry.”

He frowned as he read one cable after the
other. Nanette was forgotten. He started
dictating to Semper. The god of gold had
called him. The girl moved to the window
and looked out toward Africa. It was a
great day for the small green lizards that
lived in the chinks of the tiny white houses.
How they would glitter in the sunshine!

Richard was back at her side. He apolo-
gized. “Those things had to be attended to,
dear. What was it you were saying when
Semper interrupted?”

Nanette didn’t remember. She didn’t try
to remember. Rich-
ard was not upset.
From his pocket he
took several sheets
of typed paper. It
was the itinerary of
the cruise. He in-
formed her that he
had it drawn up by
the head of a tourist
agency in New York,
Ten copies had been
made of it. Two for
his Wall Street office,
three for the brokers
who executed his
commissions, one
each for Nanette, Semper, the captain of the
Deerhound, the chief steward, and himself.

“There is yours, dear,” he said, handing her
a sheet. “We cannet deviate from it by as
much as a hairbreadth.”

Nanette was alarmed. She had not been
consulted regarding a single stopping place.
She glanced fearfully at the sheet-heading:
“Cruise of the Yacht Deerhound, chartered
by Mr. Richard Krempel of New York from
the Earl of Baltingel.”

Little entries leapt at her. Entries that
hurt her. The itinerary was a machine gun
that fired bullets into her heart. Hot, hard
bullets. She read: ‘“Tuesday, 1rth, reach
Genoa 8 A.M. Lunch Hotel Miramare, MAIL,
leave 4 p.M.” Tick, tack, tick. Suggested an
army on the march. Clicking heels. Keep-
ing up with the advance ... Her eye
pounced on another line. ‘Venice, 26th.
Arrive 3 p.M. Dine, sleep, Hotel Royal
Danieli, MAIL, leave 27th noon.” . . . Bul-
let after bullet struck her. No delay. No
shifting from schedule. The word mail in
capital letters! (Turn to page 66)
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After a Linit Beauty Bath there is left on the
skin an even, invisible “coating’ of Linit which makes the usu=
ally heavy whiteners unnecessary.This Linit is absolutely harmless

...and absorbs perspiration WITHOUT CLOGGING THE PORES!
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PRICKLY

HEAT?

Hinds Cream will bring

instant relief!

F all times of the year,summer

is hardest on babies. Heat
and humidity bring discomfort
enough—then along comes prickly
heat with its burning, itching rash
to torture the sensitive skin.

Keep Hinds Cream handy, for
application the instant the telltale
rash appears. Nothing in the world
is so cooling and soothing. Watch
how quickly the tears fade out and
smiles reappear. Get Hinds Cream
now from your druggist. Be ready.
Or if you wish, we’ll gladly send
a generous sample bottle. Write

A.S. Hinds Co., Bloomfield, N. |
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prices! That's the answer
to the quick success of
these unique skin-care
aids.

HindsCleansing Cream.
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that penetrates at once.
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make-up. 40¢, 65¢.

Hinds Toning Cleanser.
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Richard roused her from her stupor. “I
have told Semper to get usseatsin the tribune
for this evening,” he was saying. “He tells
me that they are going to pull this wooden
fizure of the King of Pleasure through the
streets.”

“Yes,"” she murmured. ““Oh, yes!” Within
her head the stopping places of the itinerary
fought with each other. They had cables and
mail for Mr. Richard Krempel. Lots and
lots of mail.

Ba, ba, pretty port, have you any mail?

Yes, sirl Yes, sirl You knew we wouldn’t fail!

Ninety-seven lelters, and cables half a score,

I bet Trieste or Venice cannotl give you any
more!

AFTER dinner they walked up the Prome-
nade to the Place Masséna. Richard
Krempel, erect, pompous, walking slowly as
if he carried on his shoulders the pieces of
gold placed there by confiding investors.

Moving toward the Jardin Albert I, Nan-
ette stopped with a little cry of surprise and
peered up a side street. A shadowy street
that had no strings of electric lights.

“What is it?"’ asked Richard.

“I—I thought I sawsome one that I knew,”
whispered the girl.

“A man?” he demanded.

“I-- I think so,” stammered Nanette.
“Yes, certainly.”

She was puzzled. Through a patch of
light thrown from the open door of a café a
figure had passed, a figure that seemed fa-
miliar. Perhaps her brain had conjured it up
in the same strange manner that it had

brought to her view the tiny white houses -

and the ghostly palms.
Richard, apparently an-
noyed, urged her for-
ward.

Semper had bought
the best seats. High
above the common folk
who, arms linked,
danced and sang as they
waited the arrival of the
king. Clamor rode the
night wind. The push-
ing, shouting, pleasure-
seeking crowd swayed
before the grand stand.

Nanette’s head reeled
as she watched them.
Richard was amused.
He was more excited
than she had ever seen
him.

The approach of the
king was heralded. Far
up the great avenue the
procession was now
under way. The floats
were moving. The noise
increased. A strange madness clutched the
heaving crowds. - The individual was lost, he
was part of a mass, an insane mass of white
faces and open mouths and hot perspiring
bodies that choked the street.

“Splendid!” Richard roared the word in
her ear, nearly deafening her. She was
thinking of the phantom figure that had
slipped away in the darkness. It was strange.

Slowly the head of the procession came
toward the grand stand. Companies of
marching men with huge papier-maché heads
that represented monster vegetables, queer
beasts, ogres, sea-monsters, demons. Roll-
ing, wabbling, joggling, producing in Nanette
a feeling of dreadful nausea. Nightmare
heads. Sweeping by to the tom-tom beat of
the music and the shouts of the crowds.

The floats, illuminated, filled with danc-
ing youths and girls. Bedlam. Aphrodite
rising from the Mediterranean! A fine fat
Aphrodite! A float depicting the arrival of
the American tourist. Huge lath and plaster
figure of a French-conceived Yankee.

The Onions of the Old Town! Sixty mon-
ster onion heads. Twisting, turning, making
Nanette dizzy with their rotations.

Tumult, turbulence, see-saw, wibble-
wabble. Tum-tum, tum-tee-tum. Clamor,
fanfare, devil’s tattoo. And the never-ending
procession . . .

Nanette had a wild desire to escape. The
thing had got into her brain. It was driving
her mad. Her head was bursting. She was
sick. She prayed for some happening that

about
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People are still writing us
“Are Husbands
Necessary?”’
one of Elizabeth Cook’s
first contributions to
Next month
she’ll start off the August
issue with another brief -
article, both breezy and
filled with common sense

“Let’s Be Romantic”

would immediately arrest the marching
squadrons and give her a chance to escape
into a side street.

She tried to whisper her condition to
Richard. He couldn’t hear her. She shouted
to him. He made signs to her to show how
impossible it was to escape from the grand
stand at that moment. She thought him a
little rude. He brushed her complaints aside
and pushed out his head to catch a glimpse of
an approaching float.

The float came opposite the stand. High
in the air a woman dressed in Arab costume
was performing the danse du venire. She
smiled at Richard Krempel; Richard waved
at her. Then, as if in answer to the prayers of
Nanette, the axle of the float snapped, the
lady toppled down on her attendants, and the
procession halted.

Richard Krempel got to his feet in an effort
to see if the dancer was hurt in the.fall.
The whole stand was upset by the happen-
ing. Nanette felt that she could worm her
way through the occupants. She seized the
opportunity. She whispered a word to Semper.
She was ill; she would return to the hotel.
No, no, she didn’t wish an escort.

Down the wooden stairs to the street. In-
drfferent to the protests of the packed specta-
tors. She had to get away from the devilish
clamor, from the infamous tum-tum that was
battering her brain to pieces.

The crowd rolled against her like a wave.
She fought it. Hoodlums clutched at her,
endeavored toembrace her,'screamed insulting
words at her. Her dress was torn; a wretched
thief snatched her pocketbook. She felt that
her strength would give out before she
reached the side street leading off the avenue.
Then, when all hope
seemed lost,the mounted
police drove the crowd
from the center of the

street. Nanette was
caught by the human
torrent, carried over

the sidewalk and de-
posited in the friendly
darkness of a little
street. With a soft
prayer on her lips she
gathered herself up and
ran.

Across the covered
torrent of the Paillon.
Into the Old Town.
Deserted now. . Its
dwellersupon thelighted
avenues. Prowling cats
and dogs the only living
things. Out by _the
markets to the sea front.
A big moon was rising
like a monster bubble
from Corsica. From far
off came the sound of
the thousands bidding goodbye to pleasure.
She walked in the direction of the Port.

which was

It is called

N THE Quai Rouba-Capéou a young
fisherman, climbing down the cliff to his
boat, stood and stared at her, He thought she
might have come up out of the sobbing sea.
Such things had happened along the Medi-
terranean on moonlit nights . . . He listened
for a footfall. If one could hear no footfall
she was surely a sea maiden. The click of a
little American shoe came back to him. He
sighed softly and went down the cliff.

She came to the baby port. A boat from
Ajaccio; the General Bonaparte. Nanette
wondered about Napoleon’s honeymoon. Did
someone lay out a schedule?

Beyond the Bonaparte lay a row of little
boats, sterns to the stone pier, gangplanks
leading to the shore. Small yachts, fishing
luggers, and motor-boats. The moon was
climbing. Nanette could read the names.

Some distance ahead of her a sail went
jerkily up into the night. The moonbeams
licked it  Nanette thought that it might be
crimson in the sunlight. It was a valiant sail.
Up, up it went, snatched at a capful of wind
that came down from the Alpes-Maritimes
amll billowed out like the bosom of a young
girl.

Nanette hurried. The boat was going out.
She had a desire to see it thread its way out
to the moon-kissed Mediterranean.

The gangplank was still out.
were busy with the sail.

Two men
(Turn to page 68)
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“Use Pepsodent twice a day”
—the great American habit

It is helping millions to possess strong, healthy teeth by
removing dingy film . . . Eat right. See your dentist.

OU know as well as we do there are several
good tooth pastes on the market. You know
they will clean teeth satisfactorily and safely.
Then why should anyone insist on having
Pepsodent? Why should dentists by the thou-
sands urge and recommend it to their patients?
BECAUSE medical people and hundreds of
thousands of others believe the best is not too
dear when healthy teeth are in the balance.

Pepsodent—a supreme achievement

“I never feel I'm extravagant when I buy the
most nourishing food,” you hear women say.
For the same common-sense reason it is economy
to use the finest tooth paste modern chemistry
has been able to develop.

The scientific purpose of Pepsodent is to
remove film from teeth. Removing film requires
special properties in a tooth paste. Film is a glue-
like coating. It clings stubbornly, absorbs stains
from food and smoking and makes teeth unat-

2. twice a day.

Do these three things . . . to have
strong, healthy teeth

Use Pepsodent

1 Include these in

. vour daily diet:
One or two eggs, raw fruit,
fresh wvegetables, head lettuce,
cabbage or celery. V42 lemon
with orange juice. One quart
of milk, and other food to
suit the taste.

P li m is found by dental research to

play an important part in tooth
decay . . . to cause unsightly stains on enamel.
It must be removed twice daily.

tractive. Ordinary ways fail to remove this film
as effectively as Pepsodent. Scientific tests have
been made that prove this beyond all question.

Film contains germs. It holds them against
the tooth surface—teeth decay. Removing film is
imperative. Eating the right foods and seeing
your dentist every six months completes the
only sound rule known for safeguarding teeth.

Pepsodent contains no pumice, no harmful grit
or crude abrasives. It has a gentle action that
protects the delicate enamel. It is completely
SAFE for children’s as well as adults’ teeth.

Get Pepsodent tooth paste today. All through
life it will aid your dentist in preventing trouble
and retaining lovely, glistening teeth.

AMOS 'N' ANDY brought to you by Pepsodent every night
except Sunday over N. B. C. network.

3 See your dentist at least
' twice a year.




suggests a beautiful body so insistently as
alcum. lts impalpably fine texture
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In short it not only soothes and caresses but it expresses
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An old man with a beard, and a tall young
man in flannel pants and an undershirt.
Barefooted.

The young man turned, walked slowly
along the deck, lifted his head and stared up
at Nanette as she leaned over the coping.

‘“Hello,” he said, after a long interval of
silence.

“Hello,” she answered. Her voice was
husky. She had a fear that the word would
stick in her throat.

“I saw you tonight,” said the young man.
“You were walking with Richard the Great.”

So it was he whom she had seen in the dark
side street when walking to the Place
Masséna.

They remained silent for a full minute,
then the girl moistened her lips and asked a
question. ‘“Where are you going, Jack?”

“Africa,” he answered. “Tunis. Going to
dig around a bit at Carthage. Do you still
love Dido, Nanette? ‘Member how you
would never believe she played that trick

DELINEATOR
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Continued from page 66

with the cow’s hide on old what’s-his-name?”’

Nanette nodded. The sail caught another
puff of wind, rose, then died away like a
canvas sob.

The young man came up the gangplank.
Noiselessly. He was close to her.

“Nanette!” he whispered. “Naneite!”

He put out his hand. It clasped hers. The
sail rose again and sighed softly. Little white
houses flitted across the face of the moon.
Orange trees and the ghostly palms. The
port lights were fireflies.

Nanette was in his arms. He was murmur-
ing to her. Words about tiny houses in the
chinks of which lived little green lizards with
jeweled heads. He said they would pull in to
Mentone. He knew a minister there. After
that they would lay a course for Cape Blanco
across the Sea of Romance . . .

Nanette, his arm around her waist, came
softly to the deck. The bearded sailor pulled
in the gangplank. The sail then took a great
mouthful of air and lifted itself haughtily.

SUMMER IN THE HOME TOWN

Continued from page 36

tub or pool with lilies and fish is another pro-
ject that older boys and girls will enjoy work-
ing on. Every family should have a pet of
some kind—a dog, if possible. The keeping
of pets ranked very high in answer to the
question—*“What relationships in your child-
hood did the most to create stability of home
ties?”’—recently answered by several hun-
dred young men and women.

At least one night a week this summer, let
| the family “have a date” to play together.
If father and mother keep it religiously, they
will find that the children never wish to
break it. Invite the children’s friends. For
the early ’teen age, try a few informal sum-
mer parties for both boys and girls—beach
parties, outdoor suppers, dances featuring
games and stunts as well as dancing. Boys
and girls at this age tend to stay in their own
sex groups and to be critical, even hostile to-
ward each other. But comradeship in early
adolescence will prepare them to share their
recreation later without seli-consciousness.

Play at home satisfies the recreation needs
of the child under seven. But it is not enough
for the older boy and girl, who need more
space for their games than the average home
backyard can supply, and need, too, compe-
tition and team play with groups of their
own age.

The parents’ best ally in helping boys and
girls to get the space and the leadership they
need for summer play is the public recreation
system. If you live in one of nine hundred
and fifty progressive towns and cities in the
United States and Canada, you will find play-
grounds, athletic fields, and other recreation
| areas provided by the community under
supervision. The last survey of the National
Recreation Association showed 13,397 such
areas, of which 6,092 were outdoor summer
playgrounds.

A new society of youth is forming in these
safety zones for play. The modern play-
ground is a busy junior republic where boys
and girls learn good sportsmanship and the
joy of accomplishment, gaining hobbies and
skills that will stay with them through life.
Playground elections give them training in
city government. Now that home chores are
few, playground duties provide that needed
sense of responsibility. In one city an older
girl conducts a class of pre-school children in
elementary art work. In another a thirteen-
year-old girl is an instructor in bead work.
Some playgrounds publish newspapers, with
boys and girls as editors and reporters.

If there is a public playground in your
neighborhood, see that your boy or girl at-
tends it regularly, provided the ground is
under trained and experienced leadership.
The trained leader builds up an attractive
daily program that has a definite educational
| plan. He draws the shy child into the games,
| shows the spoiled child the value of coopera-
| tion, and diverts the energies of the “trouble
! maker” into helpful channels. Higher stand-
| ards for recreation leaders are being set every

year. Children, especially in their early
"teens, are hero worshippers and should have
leaders they can follow and respect.

And if your town has no playgrounds,
why not set to work to get them? Often a
parents’ group, women'’s club, men’s luncheon
club, or neighborhood association has started
the ball which rolled toward a later commu-
nity-wide system of recreation. They have
equipped a vacant lot playground, built the
first swimming pool, or perhaps secured a
recreation leader for the summer. One sim-
ple project, such as a baseball league, a series
of hikes,or damming and cleaning up the local
“swimmin’ hole” for safe sport, will be a good
start. Let the boys and girls help to clear the
vacant lot or beach, or build the tennis court.
It will give them a sense of pride and owner-
ship in their recreation center.

I do not doubt that last summer’s epidemic
of juvenile tree sitting, bicycle riding, and
other endurance stunts was due to the youth-
ful love of competition and risk which had no
better outlet. Boys and girls need chances
for real adventure, contest, and hardihood.
This can be given them through the scouting
programs, camping trips, water sports, and
vigorous team games.

THIS summer many communities will check
their recreational rating with renewed con-
cern. For it is the twenty-fifth anniversary
of the movement for organized play. In
April, 1906, a little group of socially minded
men and women met with President Roose-
velt to form the Playground and Recreation
Association of America. Then only forty-one
cities had made a start in directed play-
grounds, most of which were privately sup-
ported for children in poor neighborhoods.
But even in that day of vacant city lots and
few automobiles, these pioneers pointed out:
“The maintenance of playgrounds is not a
matter of ornamental philanthropy, but is a
part of the system of education of the state
and necessary to the development of the
whole nature and not of the mind only.”

The group is now called the National Rec-
reation Association because of the great ex-
pansion of its service to include people of all
ages. The truth of its prophecy is reflected
in an annual municipal expenditure of more
than thirty-three millions for municipal play.
Recreation has taken its place as a public
duty, and cities realize that funds spent for
wholesome play are an investment in health,
child safety, and crime prevention.

Children are growing up in a changing
world. As new machinery and startling in-
ventions shorten work hours, everyone will
have more spare time.

Whether this increasing leisure will be used
constructively depends on the opportunities
we give youth today. So modern parents, in
this important business of play, are looking
beyond the immediate welfare of their own
children to preparing all the children in their
community for joyous and expressive living.
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Accept 3-Day Supply
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The Most Delightful
Food-Drink Known

UMMER should be used to build up

vour child’s weight. Don’t believe loss
of weight during the summer months is
“natural”’ to your child.

You can build your child’s weight a pound
or more a week all during vacation if you
will; curb any nervous conditions and
actually improve his appetite. You can do
this in a way the average child delights in
and without a drop of medicine.

You give a food-drink that comes from
Switzerland, the nation which has achieved
so many great things for children. New to
America, but used for years in Europe,
over 20,000 doctors are advising it. :

The coupon below offers you a 3-day sup-
ply. Foryour child’s sake, please accept it.

What It Is— How It Acts

Thirty-eight years ago a food-chemist in
Switzerland developed an unusual method
of processing certain natural foods. A
process that gave these foods certain
values which none of them have when
taken alone or in an ordinary mixture. It
created world comment then, for it solved
the problem of feeding invalids. Itis called
Ovaltine and today its use has spread
all over the world and it is solving the
problem of child feeding for modern
mothers.

Ovaltine is made under a unique process—
first it is cooked under vacuum, thus pre-
serving all vitamins and enzymes. It is
processed in such a way that it digests
almost at once, without effort. It will

Famous Ovaltine

Oatmeal Test
Put 3 teaspoonfuls of Ovaltine into a full

glass or cereal dish of cooked, warm oat-
meal. Stir it a few times to mix. Then
watch and you will see the oatmeal liguefy
before your eyes. You will
see how a small amount of
Ovaltine digests the entire
starch content of the oat-
meal in the same way that
Jour own digestive organs
should. It is a perfect dem-
onstration of how Ovaltine,
if taken wirh a meal, digests
the starch content of other
feods in your stomach. And
whyit speeds up digestionand
createsthe sensation of bunger.

VERY WEEK this Summer

You Can Add a Pound to Your Child’s Weight
...and Correct Nervousness Remarkably

A discovery from Switzerland. .. World-Leader in Child Development. . .
That May Make Your Child Over This Vacation Time

Free Shaker
To Ovaltine Users
If you are giving @

your child Oval- L~
tine now,send
for this 50c pro- )
fessional shaker
free. Use it to
make a new and
delightful cold
shake-up drink
with Ovaltine.
Notespecial offer
in coupon below.

She Was Underweight and Very Nervous

My litrle girl was underweight and very, very nervous—she wonld wake up many times during the night saying
she was afraid. Since using Ovaltine, she sleeps all night long without waking up, and plays like a different
child during the day. Her weight is increasing and she seems less nervous every day.

Mgs. A. L. Hurrt, P. 0. Box 191, Arlington, Texas.

digest when nothing else seems to
“agree.” And constitutes in itself a com-
plete food.

You mix it with milk and drink it as a bev-
erage. And when mixed with milk it will
break down the curds and make the milk
digest twice as easily. (For milk alone, as you
know, turns to solid curds in the stomach.)

Children drink twice as much milk, when
it’s mixed with Ovaltine, because they like
the taste.

It also contains a natural but vital property
called “lecithin” which is the important
part of nerve and brain tissue. A few days’
use of Ovaltine usually curbs nervousness
noticeably.

Increased Appetite

Ovaltine has a high content of the appetite-
producing Vitamin B. But of greatest
importance is its high proportion of the
remarkable food element known as*““diastase.”

(A substance that gives one food the power

to digest the starch content of other foods

in your stomach.) Ovaltine is so processed

that it contains enough diastase {o digest

Jfrom 4 to 5 times its own weight of other foods!

It is this digestive power which chiefly dis-
tinguishes Ovaltine from any other
health food in the world, and is the
main reason why Ovaltine actually
stimulales appetite.

Quick Digestion

By breaking down the curds in the milk, by
digesting the starches in the stomach, it
speeds up digestion and empties the stomach
sooner. This makes a child hungry. For the
sensation of hunger is caused by the walls of
an empty stomach pressing together, and
hunger is the basis of appetite. Child
specialists will tell you that usually when a
child refuses to eat, it is because he hasn’t
fully digested his previous meal—“poor
eaters’” usually have slow digestion.

World-Wide Use

Ovaltine today is used in thousands of hos-
pitals and sanitariums. It is prescribed by
over 20,000 doetors. It was used as a stand-
ard ration by the Red Cross during the
World War, for nerve-shattered, shell-
shocked soldiers. In short, it is time-tested.

For the sake of your child we urge you to try
it. Results will surprise you. Note the
almost immediate difference in your child’s
weight and nerve poise, and in greater
strength, energy and appetite.

Give it at breakfast always. At meals and
between meals. You can get Ovaltine at any
drug or grocery store. Or, send the coupon
for a 3-day test.

(Note) Thousands of nervous people, men and women,
are using Ovaltine to restore vitality when fatigued. It
is also widely prescribed for sleeplessness, nursing moth-
ers, convalescents, and the aged,

MAIL FOR 3-DAY SUPPLY
OR FREE SHAKER

Special Free Offer
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THE WaANDER Co.,
Dept. F-28

If you are an

180 N. Michigan Ave. Ovaltine user
Chicago, lllinois now, we will

send you a gen-
I enclose 10c to cover uine 50c shaker,
cost of packing and free. Send no

money — just
mail this coupon
with the white
pamphlet vou find
inside every can of Owiltine,

mailing. Send me your
3-day test package of
Ovwaltine.

(These offers not good
in Canada.)
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G - JUST spread the new ZiP De-
z. p # pilatory Cream over the hair
to be removed, rinse off with
water, and admire your beautiful, hair-free skin. If
you have been using less improved methods, you will
marvel at this white, fragrant, smooth cream; safe
and mild, but extremely rapid and efficacious; in a
giant tube, twice the size at half the price. ZiP
Depilatory Cream leaves no unpleasant odor, no irri-
tation. It is the most modern, instantly removes every
vestige of hair, and relieves you of every fear of
later stubble or stimulated hair growths.

i TODAY, ZIP is the only Epilator
avoilable for actually destroying
hair growths, by removing the
cause. Tested over a period of
twenty years, ZIP has met every requirement and has
been used by hundreds of thousands of women for
permanently destroying hair on the face, arms, legs
and underarms.

IS OFF
brccuse
TS OuT

So simple. So quick. ZIP leaves no trace of hair
above the skin;...no prickly stubble later on;...no
dark shadow under the skin. .. That is why so many
screen stars and Beauty Specialists recommend ZIP.

ZIP is pleasant to use, safe, and delightfully fragrant.

GIANT TUBE —a half foot long |4 j5 this product which | use at my Fifth Avenue Salon.

ONLY 50c It acts immediately and brings lasting results. Now, in
its new package, it may be had at $1.00.
And i you insist on using the harsh razor al limes, . . . take this advice from one who knows:

Protect the skin before applying the razor. Simply spread ZIP-SH AV E over the surface . .. and shave.
The application of ZIP-SHAVE not only speeds up the razor, but overcomes chap as well. Tube, 50c.

R ——

To permanently destroy bair ask for
ZIP Epilator—1T'S OFF because 1T'S OUT

New Package $1.00—de luxe size $5.00 Treatment If dealer cannot supply you . . use coupon
- sessansans Seassaseeesnsenais s sas
For removing bair and discouraging FREE SMADAME BERTHE (57)

2562 Fifth Ave., New York

the growth, ask for :
slenclose §..................... Please send me

ZAP Depilatory Cream. Giant tube 50c Demonstration

o my E:]A Package of ZIP Epilator ($1.00)
Salon :CJA Tube of Zi¥® Depilatory Cream (50¢)
= 562 FIFTH AVE. Er?aﬁ:”*” of ZIP-SHAVE (&0c)
U DOTIE  Seevm
SPECIALIST :City & State
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THINK 'ON THESE (THINGS

Continued from page 33

in this wide and varied country of ours. We
are planning some special work with these
different mixing machines, and sometime you
will hear all about that, too.

This new arrival is a particularly sturdy-
looking machine, and very attractive too.
We wanted to try it right away so we mixed a
cake for an oven test that was to be run, and
the mixing machine worked beautifully. This
machine will be used daily in the kitchen,
then later it will have sundry tests made on
it in the engineering laboratory, and finally
will be put on an endurance test. Then we
shall feel sure of its durability as well as its
convenience and its general construction.

Just across the hall a long, shallow cup-
board-like affair is being fastened to the door
between the laundry and the kitchen. De-
signed and built by us around the equipment
it is to hold, it is only five and a half inches
deep, and twenty-eight inches wide, but it
contains all the cleaning equipment except
the vacuum cleaner and the floor polisher.
These two items need a deeper space, and
since they are used almost entirely in the
front part of the house it is most convenient

Lt LE

Continued f

Across a table in a richly furnished dining-
room, he faced her waggishly.

“You're worth ten thousand a year, little
Annie. Never forget that. You must learn
to look like it.”

She was afraid to remove her gloves lest
the waiters should see her roughened hands.

“Ten thousand dollars! That’s a lot, Mr.
Ralph. Your pa and ma paid me ten a month
when first they hired me.”

“Ah, but we’ve gone a long way since then.”

“I remember, Mr. Ralph, when I uster
make your pants out of your ma's old skirts.”

Young Mr. Nesbit wasn’t a bit annoyed
by the reference. He leaned towards her, en-
couraging her to be reminiscent.

From the start she’d had the suspicion that
this display of equality was leading up to
something.

“What do you intend to do now you'’re a
rich woman?” he asked casually.

“Stay on in the old ’ouse,” she was pre-
paring to answer, when he cut in ahead of

her with suggestions for her future. She
would be able to take things easy. She could
return to England, for instance. She could

rent an apartment in Judah and hire a little
maid. If she longed for adventure, she could
make a trip to Europe with a conducted
party.

“Might pick up a husband in Paris,"”" he
winked at her.

She read his game at last. He was pushing
her out of his life—disowning responsibility
for her. His pa hadn’t put her in a trust or
whatever they called it. He'd managed her
affairs. But then that had been different;
she and his pa had been dear friends. She
felt loneliness creeping through her marrow
like the first chill of influenza. Beyvond mem-
bers of the Nesbit family, there wasn’t a soul
to whom she meant anything or who:meant
anyvthing to her. They were doing this be-
cause she was old. She longed to protest-that
she wasn’t; she had twenty years of work left
in her. She glanced at her smiling host, so
amused by her, so dapper. Pride sprang to
her defense. He shouldn’t guess what she
suffered. She tore off her gloves.

“A ’usband! Me pick up a 'usband!
if ’e saw my ’'amnds.”

Mr. Ralph instantly recognized that for
imparting the rest of his news he must select
a place less public.

“I have an engagement.” He consulted his
watch. “You must excuse me. Order any-
thing you fancy. I'll give the head-waiter
instructions to charge it to my account.”

She had eaten nothing. She had no appe-
tite for sampling luxuries. Without a sponsor,
she felt an interloper. Shuffling to her feet,
she returned home by trolley and sought
refuge in her kitchen.

Her dear friend’s children were trying to
get her out of the house. Out of the house

Not

rom page

to have a small closet for them there. But
here in the kitchen closet is everything needed
in caring for the service rooms of the house.
Oh, yes, except the mop-pail. That does
have to find another corner. We found it so
annoying to get things out of a deep, crowded
closet that we worked out this plan for a shal-
low one to fasten either to the back of a door
or on a wall. Quite often there is space in the
hall or back entry for such a closet as this. It
can be made right in the wall or in a door
when the house is being built, and this saves
in space the thickness of the wall or door. If
a space in the wall is used little else is
needed. :

And this is only the beginning. The rest of
th= story will have to come along a little at a
time. Each month there will be a chapter
telling you some of the interesting facts we
learn in working with the new appliances.
There always seems to be something new to
tell about, new ways of using old things, if
nothing more, and the woman of today is
just the one for whom to write these pages.
She is interested to know what is going on.
She is of such stuff as progress is made.

ANNIE

14

didn’t matter so badly; out of her kitchen was
the desolation that appalled her. A kitchen
was the only home she’d ever had. In this
one she’d sat and rocked away her leisure for
years unnumbered. By every law of justice
it belonged to her. She was worth how much?
A quarter of a million. Very well, she would
offer to buy it from them.

Two days passed in suspense. On the
third Mr. Ralph, in the réle of good Samari-
tan, put in an appearance. Before he could
say a word, she overwhelmed him.

“I'll pay you for it.”

“For what?”

“The ’ouse. Not that I care about the
'ouse. You can ’ave it, if I can keep my
kitchen.”

“But to buy the house would take half of
what you possess and leave you nothing for
up-keep. Besides, those gentlemen at the
bank wouldn’t let you.”

“I’'m not asking them,” she retorted
grimly. “It was you as put me in a trust.”

“But I'm not treating you badly. I'm
doing the best I can for you.”

He entered into explanations, finishing
with the information that the house was
going to be pulled down. The ground was
already sold. Apartments were to be run up.

“When must I go?”’ she asked, stunned into
resignation.

“In the next few days,” he faltered.

“No. Now.” She gulped. “Get it over.”

“Perhaps it would be wise,” he agreed with
alacrity. “But I'm sorry, little Annie, that
you feel so cut up.”

“*0Ow I feel don’t seem to matter.”

She turned her back that he might not see
her tears, and trundled away to pack.

AS SHE stuffed her few belongings into suit-
casesand thelittle nail-studded immigrant’s
trunk, she wondered what on earth was to
become of her. Mr. Ralph solved the prob-
lem; he had taken rooms. He would drive
her to them and help her to settle. He was
sincerely concerned for her distress. She
hardly recognized whither he was con-
ducting her, till she found herself again en-
tering The President Grant Hotel. She
drew back in panic, but he caught her arm.

“It’s all right. You can afford it; and I’'ve
paid in advance.”

Having procured her key, he accompanied
her into the elevator. On the way up, feeling
how she clung to him, he assured her, “I
won’t leave you till you're comfortable. No
one will do you any harm.”

It wasn’t the harm she was afraid of ; it was
the solitariness.

He tipped the chambermaid on her floor,
the bell-boy, everybody.

“See you take good care of her,” he com-
manded.

On the point of forsaking (Twurn to page 76)



JULY  t93]

FALSE TEETSl ARE A GREAT
INVENTION BUT KEEP YOUR
OWN: A LONG AS YOU CAN

False teeth often follow pyorrhea, which comes to four people

out of five past the age of 40

71

What is “pyorrhea”

-

that millions
dread it so?

T'S a pretty grim statement, but the truth is half the people who
wear false teeth must do so because they failed to guard against
pyorrhea, which is responsible for one-half of all adult teeth lost.
They cannot, however, be entirely blamed for their line-drawn lips
and sunken cheeks — those telltale marks of artificial teeth.
For pyorrhea, which comes to four people out of five past the age of
forty, is a sly, insidious disease. It may infect your gums early in life, and
lurk there for years before you become aware of its dangerous presence.

Do not wait for gums to bleed

The first warnings of pyorrhea are tenderness and bleeding of the gums.
If neglected, pyorrhea softens the gums, loosens the teeth in their very
sockets, until extraction is essential to preserve the health.

But do not wait for these warnings. Take care of good teeth while
you have them. See your dentist regularly —before trouble develops.
Visit him at least twice a year.

And in your home, brush your teeth, massage your gums with
Forhan’s. This dentifrice is unique in that it contains the benefits of an
ethical preparation developed by Dr. R. J. Forhan, which thousands of
dentists use in the treatment of pyorrhea.

Protect the teeth you have

Your own teeth are far better than anything you can get to replace them.
Perhaps you do not realize what a blessing they are, so long as they are
firm and your gums are in good health. But do not risk the unhappy
experience of losing them. There is no finer dentifrice than Forhan’s—
no better protection for gleaming teeth and the mouth of youth. By all
means, make Forhan’s your dentifrice—you can make no better invest-
ment in the health of your mouth and the safety of your teeth.

WEALTH! ROMANCE! HEALTH! How well do you know your own strength and
weakness as revealed by the stars? Tune in Miss EVANGELINE ADAMS, world-famous
astrologer, on your radio, or send for your horoscope. Just sign your name, address and date
of birth on the box in which you buy your Forhan’s toothpaste, and mail to Evangeline
Adams, clo Forban Company, 405 Lexington Avenue, New York City. Monday and
Wednesday at 7:30 p.m., Eastern Daylight Saving Time, Columbia network.

Forhan’s

YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS
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FASHIONS
CONTINUED FROM
PAGE 27

BLACK AND WHITE PRINT
3991 If you don’t happen to be slim, here’'s
this. A neckline with the lengthening detail
that subtracts from your width . . . no belt
to break the long line . . . a criss-cross skirt
yoke to diminish the hips! And a dark print
enlivened with smart chalk white. For 40,
4 yards 35-inch printed rayon and 13§ yards

35-inch plain. Frock designed for 34 to 44.

WHITE AND BLACK PRINT
3983 This frock, gracious in neckline and
silhouette, is Immensely smart in a black
print on white ground . . . with accessories
entirely black. For those not slender the
dress will be smarter In dark colors. U-shaped
For 40, 4% yards 39-inch
printed crépe de chine and 11 yards 39-inch
plain. The frock is designed for 34 to 44.

draped neckline,

3983

396V

3967

LINES THAT DEFY
ONE’S YEARS—AND WEIGHT

SLIM TAILORED CHIC
3997 A stunning tallored frock. Dark,
with the all-important white relief. Trimly
pleated in the manner of the new straighter
line silhouette. And with the cool collarless
revers neckline and bracelet length sleeves
that are making such a hit this year. For
40, 414 yards 35-inch Celanese crépe, 3 vard

39-inch contrast, Designed for 34 to 48.

A YOUNGER TYPE
3967 A simple frock with the young look
that many larger-figure frocks are conspicu-
ously without. This comparatively small
print, generously spaced, is perfectly all
right for you, too, though a plain fabrie is
slimmer, Flared skirt with center pleat.
For 40, 3% yards 39-inch printed rayon; 5
yard 85-inch plain. Designed for 34 to 44.

4000 3987

DELINEATOR

3987

DIAGONAL LINES
4000 An excellent model for anyone who
wants to conceal certain defects. The flared
sleeves are kind to large arms, the bloused
line straightens out curves, the diagonal
seams in the skirt are a painless way to
reduce the width of the hipline, as far as
looks go at least. For 40, 414 yards 39-inch
printed silk crépe. Designed for 34 to 48.

TRY A COLOR
3987 Nothing will do more to brush the
years aside than wearing a new color. This
frock would be smart in the lapis blue
Paris is playing up now, and that is a “slim
color”, too. Note the split neckline, filled In
with lace, and the beltless line—both excel-
lent for larger figures. For 40, 41 yards
39-inch satin crépe. Designed for 34 to 48.

BUTTERICK PATTERNS with the DELTOR PICTURE

INsTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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3971 3974 3978

A CASUAL AFTERNOON FROCK
3971 The tied sash that ends in a bow
at the front is the favorite belt for the sum-
mery dress, this year. The scarf at the
neckline of this frock ties, too, but in back,
and it is softly crushed or draped a bit where
it slips through a slash in front. For 34
(size 16), 3% yards 39-inch printed silk.
Designed for sizes 14 to 20 and 32 to 38.

PETER PAN RETURNS

3974 The Peter Pan collar is in favor
again and here it adds a vest and sleeve
puffs of the same material. One doesn't
have to be young to carry off a neckline like
this—the more sophisticated wear this sort
of thing with dash. For 34 (size 16), 3 yards
39-inch crépe, 2% yard 35-inch contrast.
Designed for sizes 14 to 20 and 32 to 38.

3877 3980

A NEW LOW

A NEW HIGH

THE
3978 An ingenuous
and smart. Though high, the neckline lies
away from the throat with that wide effect
that always looks cooler than any other line,
This right and left tying is all the trimming
this simple frock needs. For 34 (size 16),
3% yards 39-inch silk erépe. The frock is
designed for sizes 14 to 20 and for 32 to 38.

TIE MOTIF

neckline—appealing

3988

IN FLARES

IN NECKLINES

WE DOTE ON DOTS
3977 Dots of any size are good—Dbut none
better than the nickel dot. And nothing is
smarter at the moment than the classic black
and white used as sketched, with black acces-
sories. The dress is one-piece, fitted in at
the waistline by tucks. For 34 (size 16),
31 yards 39-inch printed crépe de chine.
Designed for sizes 14 to 20 and 32 to 38.

i

HIGH AND WIDE
3980 This close-to-the-throat neckline is a
newly smart fashion, and it's wide enough
to look, and be, cool. The white is an en-
livening touch—as you can see. The frock is
of blue linen with white hem border, white
yoke and belt, and white accessories. For 34
(sizes 16), 314 yards 35-inch linen. De-
signed for sizes 14 to 20 and for 32 to 38.

OUR CHOICE—WHITE SATIN
3988 It comes into its own on warm nights
when there’s nothing so cool, so lovely
against bronzed skin. The twisted-girdle
fashion is at its best in this dress—in front
the girdle ties in a knot—and this dress also
shows what is happening to peplums. For
34 (sizes 16), 51§ yards 39-inch satin crépe,
Designed for sizes 14 to 20 and 32 to 38.

BuTTERICK PATTERNS with the DELTOR PICTURE INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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Blouse 3950

Skirt 3589

PDPELINEATOR

COLLARS SMALL OR NONE AT ALL

WITH COLOR TRIMMING
3976
nightgowns like this—simple enough to meet

If she is going to camp she will want

the most rigid camp requirements. sturdy
enough to go through encounters with the
camp laundry without damage, smart enough
to meet with her enthusiastic approval. For
30 (size 12), you need 3 yards 39-inch long
cloth, Designed for 20 to 32 (sizes 1 to 14).

PETER PAN COLLAR
3966 That fashion that won't grow up Is
always a favorite with little girls. Straight
little frocks like this with inverted pleats at
the sides help to keep them graceful at the
“awkward” age. Patch pockets are a great

favorite—they'll hold so0 many treasures.

For 30 (size 12), 2% yards 32-inch ging

ham. Designed for 26 to 33 (sizes 8 to 15).

AN IMPORTANT POINT
3982 Of course you see it—it's just that
little point up over the yoke, we think, that
gives this frock its dash. Some may con-
tend it is the cap sleeves, others the smart
contrasting binding. (Separate one-piece
French panties to match.) For 23 (size 4),
2 yards 35-inch printed cotton (incl. pan-
ties). Designed for 21 to 24 (sizes 2 to 6).

GREAT BIGC REVERS
3986 They are getting smarter and smarter
every minute—for coats, for dresses, blouses.
On this dress their line is carried out cleverly
by the yoke of the skirt. The revers diminish
to that narrow-about-the-neck line at the
back that is so comfortable and cool. A four-
piece flared skirt. For 36, 4 yards 39-inch
printed celanese crépe. Designed for 32 to 44.

BLOUSE-AND-SKIRT
3950 3589 A blouse like those polo
shirts smart young things are wearing—only
a bit more dressed up looking. Waistline
tucks make it fit snugly under the yoke of
the box pleated skirt. For 36 with 39 hip,
17 yards 35-inch silk shirting for blouse
and 15 yards 54-inch wool for skirt. Blouse
designed for 32 to 44; skirt, 35 to 47% hip.

NO ORDINARY FROCK
3984 But of course you can see that, with
its yoke that runs into a panel right before
your eyes and a collar fastened up close
about the neck with tiny buttons and loops.
French fashion. It has an easy fitting body
and a decided flare to its skirt. For 25 (size
7). 214 yards 35-inch printed sateen. Frock
is designed for 24 to 28 (sizes 6 to 10).

NOTHING FANCY
3961 No indeed! Just the round neckline
that little girls wear so well, pleats from the
yoke, and two buttons to pretend it opens in
front. Sleeves are eliminated—for comfort
—and underneath one wears only the sep-
arate one-piece French panties. For 23 (size
4), 23; yards 35-inch printed linen (inclL
panties). Designed for 21 to 24 (sizes 2 to 6).

A SUSPENDER FROCK

3963 Braces, the small Londoners call
them, and they wear them over just such
pleated skirts and just such business-like
cotton blouses. The skirt buttons on to the
blouse, just to make sure everything stays
put. For 30 (size 12), 13% yards 35-inch
sheer cotton and 23 yards 35-inch linen.
It is designed for 23 to 33 (sizes 4 to 15).

BuTTERICK PATTERNS with the DetToz PiCTuRe INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78
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FLOWER PRINTS AND FLOWER

POCKET WITH THIS!

3972 And a few frills—mnot many, of
course. Not enough to make laundering dif-
fieult, but enough to give an extra nice
touch to a frock, pleated straight from the
shoulders, short sleeves, and a fabric belt to
keep the pleats flat. For 30 (size 12), 3 yards
35-inch cotton and 1'% yards for bloomers.
Designed for 23 to 34 (sizes 4 to 16).

ENDURANCE EMPHASIZED
3970 Indestructible things like this are
recommended for extra lively young daugh-
ters—a pair of bloomers and a sturdy frock,
both of linen. Box pleats front and back
give her plenty of room, and no sleeves and
a wide neckline keep her cool. For 25 (size
7), 31 yards 35-inch linen (incl, bloom-
ers). Designed for 24 to 28 (sizes 6 to 10).

BRIEF AND SCALLOPED
3994 Six gores from the shoulder to the
scalloped hemline give a piguant swing to
this young little frock in printed cotton.
That touch of white which one really must
have this season is found in the round collar
and neat little cuffs. For 23 (size 4), you
need 18 yards 35-inch printed cotton. The
frock is designed for 20 to 24 (sizes 1 to 6).

SKIRT-AND-SHORT-BLOUSE
3968—3955 Little gathers make this over-
blouse even shorter in front. It lies smoothly
around the hips at sides and back and has
all that center-front trimming that is so
becoming under a coat. Flared and yoked
skirt. For 36 with 39 hip, 414 yards 39-inch
silk crépe. Blouse designed for 32 to 44;
skirt for sizes 14 to 18 and 35 to 50 hip.

FOR ALL DAY
3965 For this we chose a white print on a
pastel ground. That is one smart type.
White print on black is another. This neck-
line and the rim of white cuff on the sleeve
are further pretty touches to a very preity
frock. For 36 (size 18), you will need 33§
yards 35-inch printed rayon, This frock is
designed for sizes 14 to 18 and 32 to 44.

SIMPLICITY PLUS
3996 A white tennis frock as smart as can
be! It's made of cotton broadcloth and that
which looks like a bolero is a buttoned down
trimming band. Side flares give an easy
swing to the dress which, by the way, is
all one piece at front and back., For 30
(size 12), 28 yards 35-inch broadcloth.
Frock designed for 26 to 33 (sizes 8 to 15),

TINTS

WHITE AND PRINT
3992 A row of buttons to button up the
bib-yoke, a row of frill all around to give
it extra daintiness, and simplicity with it
all to keep this little frock within the bounds
of practicality. Buttoned belt, too, and ful-
ness at the yoke. For 25 (size T), 28
yvards 35-inch print (incl. shorts). The
frock is designed for 24 to 28 (sizes 6 to 10).

THIS 1S FAGOTED
3959 Fagoting is easy to do, as people are
discovering. And it gives a great air to a
simple frock. In this one it joins the flared
gkirt to the top and another line of it aec-
cents the smart bolero-like yoke. Note the
white belt—it’s a smart note of contrast.
For 30 (size 12), 25 yards 39-inch crépe de
chine. Designed for 26 to 33 (sizes 8 to 15).

BUTTERICK PATTERNS with the DELTOR PICTURE INSTRUCTIONS for cutting and making may be purchased at leading stores throughout the world at prices given on page 78



76 ‘ DELINEATOR

SMOCKING BECOMES SIMPLE LITTLE ANNIE

Continued from page 7o

E her, he questioned, “Is there anything more
% PN I can do for you?”
3 “If you could give me a reference, sir.”
“A reference! Why on earth? You'll
never use it.”

street, eight flights belew. She watchea
trolleys stream by and noted those which
would pass the Nesbit house. She saw the
daylight fade and motion picture signs blaze
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that she was young and sturdy, reminding

Lk v ok LRuR Al
shnd v AL P m'm Iy 1_|m XN SEG G
e e 0 0P B0 W U e als 0 2 il o G0 dy 0o g2 o i Ralph Nesbit, director of the foll'aw-

Iﬂ*lif
q;!ullﬁi Y
R

¥

0 rir ALK
Xy
Wi 0

BELDHTOOOH G000
I:‘l-:'t‘i!ml-ll!uilrlll!llllml!l: u:_lllflli‘l
Y1 gt

B |
Y [ XYY
1.0 |ri 0

16116 A dainty trimming for the brief

frocks of new members of a family is the
well known, age-old smocking. Worked
in dots that are closely spaced it is well
adapted to frocks and rompers in the
very smallest sizes, and correspondingl

tiny floral sprays may be addecI

Miss Marie Ashley will be
glod to answer ony ques-
tions about needlework if
you will write to her, core
of the Butterick Publishing
Company, New York, N. Y.

16135 What could be more charming
for small girls (of all aies than the sim-

ple frock with a smocked yoke? Small
sprays of pink rambler rose and green
lazy daisy stitches are sprinkled over the
blue smocking on a white frock of cot-
ton or silk, and the effect is enchanting.

16127 A new method for making these
straight frocks with smocked yokes
(planned by Helena Buehler) is so sim-
ple that one need not be a clever
needlewoman to turn them out very
successfully. The smocking on this one
is an arrangement consisting entirely of
one of the simplest smocking stitches.

He twisted to face her.

“I guess that doesn’t matter, since you
only mean to frame it.”

“Say that I can cook, Mr. Ralph,” she pled
with him, “and ‘ousekeep and sew, and tend
babies. And if you wouldn’t mind &

“T'll write anything.”

“Then what your poor pa said.”

So he added:

Our reasen for parting with her is my
father’s death, who, speaking of her in his
will, called her his dear friend. No higher
recommendation could be needed.

“There you are.” He folded it in an enve-
lop. “And here’s my telephone number, for
fear you forget it. Any advice you may need,
just call me.”

He had reached the door and was flinging
across his shoulder a final farewell, when
suddenly he halted and came striding back.

“Cheer up. This isn’t a hospital.”

AT SIGHT of her grief something broke in

him. The picture of a little boy, cuddled
against her breast. In those days, when he
had relied on her tenderness, little Annie had
seemed so strong and wonderful. Because
she had been good, he used to tell her she was
beautiful. “Oh, no. Not beautiful, Master
Ralph.” The more she had denied, the more
he had insisted. “But you are beautiful. I
shall always think of you as beautiful.”

He wanted to tell her that now. Instead
he laid his arm about her shoulder.

“You're not lost. Yeu'll be all right. T'll
come and see you in a day or two, to learn
your plans.”

Her plans! She hadn’t any. She steeled
her will to descend to the gilt and plush
dining-room that night. She felt out of
things—a servant waited on by servants.
Worse. than that, she believed that other
guests were whispering, “Who is that funny
old woman? They oughtn’t to allow her.”

Her dread was increased when a young girl
mistook her for one of the hotel help. After
that she never left her room, or rather her
sitting-room and bedroom, which Mr. Ralph
had engaged for her. She had all her meals
served there. For occupation she sat at her
windows brooding and gazing into the busy

THE. TOOLS

Continued f

Small things, but important, if not imposing.

Then there's the importance of can-open-
ers. We're all using them. And may I give
a word of advice? Get one that cuts a clean,
unravelled edge and takes the cover right off
and out. Such there be and such you should
have. The old punch and hack kind im-
proved the bandage market, but did little
for the peace of mind or beauty of hands.

I don’t need to say a word about automatic
refrigerators. Even if they are one of the
most wonderful tools of my trade. Only if
yvou haven’t one, get one. They are literally
things of beauty and joys forever. You’'ll
want a nest or two of covered dishes to keep
food in when your automatic refrigerator is
on the job. And what fun you are going to
have then. I hope you are having it now. 1
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hostess, God had denied her beauty. Their
lack of beauty formed an unconscious bond.
They were discussing wages, or rather Alice
was, when little Annie inquired how a girl
set to work to find-a situation nowadays.
Alice informed her that the usual method was
to apply to an employment agency, and men-
tioned the address of the best in Judah.

First thing next morning little Annie pre-
sented herself at the agency, armed with the
reference Mr. Ralph had given her, and took
her seat on the penitent’s bench to await in-
terviews. Her reference was so excellent that
it caused a sensation. She discovered that
however negligible she might be at a hotel,
at an émployment agency she was con-
sidered a jewel. Despite her years, every
lady in search of a cook tried to grab her.
She refused to be grabbed, giving as her
eccentric reason that she preferred little
houses and large families. In their efforts to
make their positions more attractive, they
offered as inducements more money, shorter
hours, a kitchen-maid, half-days off.

At last, in the early afternoon, a young
lady of about thirty entered. Her means
were evidently limited, for she was shabby.
She had come to engage the impossible and
seemed to know it. She was in process cf
raising a family, and was in search of a
maid-of-all-work, who could cook, clean and
lend a hand with the washing. Little Annie’s
heart-beat quickened. She reminded her of
Mrs. Nesbit as she had first encountered her,
forty vears ago, under similar circumstar ces.

The manageress of the office had begun to
speak discouragingly, saying that she didn’t
deal in green girls—all her help were experts
—when little Annie rose from the bench:

“Would I do, mam? I'm fond of children.
Wages is no object.”

The distracted young lady asked to see her
reference. Cne glance was sufficient.

Little Annie felt like a young girl. She
was starting afresh; she was acutely wanted.
She was so much wanted that her new mis-
tress, fearful less she should lose such a
treasure, accompanied her to the Hotel
President Grant and assisted her to re-
linquish her irksome affluence.

That evening she was, for one so stclid,
deliriously happy. She cooked the dinner in
what henceforth was going to be her kitchen.

OF HER TRADE
rom page 30

hope that when you open the closets and
drawers in your kitchens, the lovely glitter
of tin and the soft sheen of aluminum and the
smooth suavity-of enamel meet your eye and
beguile you into joy in the job. And that
you've got a stove as nice as mine!

For in my kitchen is one that just has
everything. Including a vertical broiler that
reminds one of the old spits or the charcoal
broilers adored by a high-hatted chef as well
as a knowing housewife. Almost any of the
new stoves are as efficient as they are dressy.
And as a stove performs, so does the resulting
meal become a hit or a flop, oftentimes.

Well, aren’t they all great, these lovely
things that I call the tools of my trade? And
what a grand trade it is, to be sure. None
better. Indeed there are few half so good!
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ature 1nvites you to

Cool off.. with Lemonade

N warm summer days, cool off —stzy cool — with
O nature’s healthful refreshment. Sit down with tall,
frosty glasses of California Sunkist Lemonade. Relax. ..
and enjoy its goodness.

You'll feel a new sense of invigoration. Other iced drinks
cannot duplicate it. For lemonade cools and refreshes not so
much through being co/d as by its tangy flavor. It “sets you
up” as nothing else does—so quickly, safe/y and so simply—

Just add water to fresh lemon juice. Sweeten to taste
with sugar and stir in finely chopped ice for greatest cool-
ness. Give extra, welcome news to eye and taste by slip-
ping a lemon slice over the edge of the glass and tossing
in a sprig of mint.

Drink all you want. Science says that lemonade is not
only delicious but healthful.

Importance of Lemons in Health

Briefly, lemons (and oranges) aid health in two impor-
tant ways. They are the richest sources of vitamin C which
ﬁmmotes general well-being and helps to build sound

ones and teeth. Your doctor or your dentist will tell you
that vitamin C cannot be stored in the body and that for
healthy teeth and gums you must have it as regularly as
you use your toothbrush.

Also, because of their a/kaline reaction in the body,
lemons and oranges are prescribed as the most potent pre-
ventives and correctives of Acidosis — another cause of
many common ills.

So serve lemons as often as you like. To be sure of
brighest, wax-like skins and fullest juiciness, ask for Cali-
fornia Sunkist Lemons. They are fresh in your market ev-
ery day in the year—wrapped in tissue bearing trademark
“Sunkist.”” Sunkist means dependable quality.

FREE — New Recipe Booklet

As a useful gift to you, experts have prepared the new
free booklet, Sunkist Recipes for Every Day.” It tells of
more than a hundred tried and tested ways to enjoy the
healthfulness and flavor of California Sunkist Lemons and
Oranges. Just mail the coupon. © 1931 c.rcE.

Make Tomoiade o e et ]
Quickly and Easily CALIFORNIA FRUIT GROWERS EXCHANGE,

Sec. 707, Box 530, Station C, Los Angeles, California.

Sunkist
: = ealgfor '

’“12?2;\ ] (ra:,;‘:i;sﬁ.l;‘g;}f Send me FREE, the new booklet Sunkist Recipes for Every Day. A Rid

Ee=) Neat, strong. ,@%

Guaranteed for I e m O I‘l S

Sunkist Junior Electric Juice Ex-

bome use. Only Name
2 instljmtly re-

movable parts o
to clean under Strees
faucet. On sale 3

at your dealer’s. Gl — State

BUY THEM BY THE DOZEN FOR THEIR MANY USES
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PRICES or BUTTERICK PATTERNS

Including the New Deltor

Buy patterns at the nearest Butterick Agency. But if this is not convenient,
they will be sent, post free, if order is accompanied by remittance, from
the main uffice of the Butterick Publishing Company, Butterick Building,
branch offices listed below, at the following prices:

|

No. CTs. No. Crs. No. Crs. No. CTs. No. Crs.
..35 . 45 3888....25 3932. . .35 3976.. .25
..35 .35 3889....45 3933... 50 3977....45
..45 e il 3890.. .35 3934.. .50 3978. ...50

o0 ..35 3891....45 3035....45 3979....35
..45 .35 3892... 35 3936....45 3980....45
.+ 50 ..30 3803....50 3937....35 3981....45
v 4B .r - 50 3894....25 3038....50 3982....30
7....35 ...35 3805....45 3939... 45 3983....50
..50 ...50 3806... 35 3940....45 3984....35
..35 ..-30 3807....50 3941... .45 3985....50
50 ..35 3898....25 3942... .45 3986. .. .50
..50 .35 3899... .45 3043....35 3987....50
.50 50 3900. .. .40 3944... .45 3988....50
..30 .. 25 3901... .45 3945....25 3989....45
..45 .45 3902....35 3946 50 3990. ...50
..35 .35 3903....25 3947....45 3991....50
..30 .40 3904....35 3048....35 3992....35
..35 .-25 3905....45 45 3903....45
45 .45 3906. ...25 ...35 3994. .. 30
35 .50 3907... .50 ..5 3995....45
30 .45 3908. ...35 30 3996....35
.45 .. 35 3909... 35 .30 3997....456
.30 .35 3910. ..30 45 3008 ...35
. .45 45 3911....35 3955 35 3999....45
.35 .30 3912. 35 3956 45 4000. . .50
35 -50 3913 35 3957 35 4001. .. .50

.30 .45 3914. 45 3958 50

. .45 50 3915. . . .30 3959 35
..30 .25 3916.. .15 3960 50 TRANSFER
40 .45 3917... .35 3961.. . .30 DESIGNS

30 . - 45 3918 25 3962. 45
. .45 45 3919 45 3963, 35 16124. . .30
-.30 35 3920 45 3964... .45 16125. . .25
30 .45 3921 35 3965. 45 16126. . .50
50 .45 50 3966 30 16127. . .40
.35 45 35 3967... 45 16128. ..25
..25 45 50 3968 . 35 16129. . .50
..50 45 ..45 3969 45 16130. .25
50 45 45 3970. 35 16131. . .40
35 45 25 3971 45 16132. . .35
45 50 45 3972....35 16133. . .30
3797 50 35 -45 30 3973. 45 16134. . .45
3798 25 45 .35 50 3974. 45 16135. . .40
3799 30 350 40 45 3975 35 16136. . .25

ALL PATTERNS MARKED

25¢
30¢
35¢
40c
45¢
50c
75¢c
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aow

PRICES IN STERLING

BRITISH ISLES

NEW ZEALAND

GARMENT PATTERNS TRANSFERS

1 25¢ 1/3
13 30¢ 1,6
16 35¢c 2

16 40c 23
2 45¢c 2/6
2 50c 26
3 75¢ 3/8

CHICAGO, TLL., 465 West 22nd Street
DALLAS, TEX., Sa Fe Bldg., Unit. No. 2
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., 35

0 Mission Street

We guaraniee every Butterick Pattern to be correct in every detail.

PUBLICATION AND PATTERN SALES OFFICES:

LONDON, ENGLAND, Devon House, 173 Great Portland Street, St. Marylebone

ATLANTA, GA., 70 Fairlie Street, N. W,
TORONTO, CAN., 468 Wellington Street, West
WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, 50 Charlotte Street

Manage a Tea Room

OP!‘UHTI.’.\'[TH.-‘ everywhere In Tesa
Rooms and Motor Inns. Open s les
room in your own home with Bitle eapital
or mensge one already going. Excellent sal-
sries pald 1o trained managers: shortage
scute, We tesch you entire business in your
spare time. Be independent. Write for Free
Book, “Fortunes in Food.""
LEWIS TEA ROOM INSTITUTE

Dept. EL-2971 Washington, D. C.

Why eyes linger on
her Blonde Hair

ICH irresistible golden radiance! No wonder

men look and look!
when girls use Blondex, This special shampoo
makes blonde hair sparkle with new beauty,
new gleam and lustre! Prevents darkening—
safely restores natural golden eolor to dull, faded
light hair. Not a dye. No harmful chemicals,
Fine for scalp. A Blondex blonde is always in
demand, At all drug and department stores.

That always happens |

FALLING
HAIR ——

STOPS

LUCKY TIGER, a proven germicide,
correctsdandruffand scalpirritations.
. World's largest seller—Money-
Back Guarantee. Safe for adults

and children. At all Barbers,
Druggists and Beauty Parlors.

Use cooling, antiseptic, heal- 0
ing Zemo when mosquito
bites, prickly heat, ivy-
poisoning, toe-itch, summer
rash or sunburn cause itch-
ing torture. Zemo relieves, soothes heat and
sting. Apply 20 year famous Zemo for cuts,
abrasions, and after shaving. Get Zemo to-
day! Any druggist. 35¢c, 60c, $1.00.

FOR SKIN

IRRITATIONS

DELINEATOR

FOODFORSTHE TABLOIDS

Continued from page 11

THERE was something going to happen that
they called the Trial. It had to do with
papa, and Mr. Jason kept coming, and so
many people telephoned that Aunt Nellie
had the telephone taken out. If Mr. Jason
wanted to send a message to mama, he called
up Mrs. Diffendorfer. Mrs. Diffendorfer
was their best friend, mama said. But she
wouldn’t let Mrs. Anable in the door.

Uncle Jesse had come from South America.
Uncle Jesse was papa’s brother, and if Bon-
nie half-shut her eyes she could pretend it was
papa, which she did quite often.

Uncle Jesse took her to school every morn-
ing and every noon now. She didn’t really
need him because she was a big girl now, al-
most seven, but it was nice having him. And
he came for her and brought her home twice
a day.

Bonnie didn’t miss papa any more now
that Uncle Jesse was here.

The Trial was getting nearer. People now
came to stand and look at their house until
two policemen had to stay there all day and
scare them off. Mama kept her blinds
pulled and then one morning Uncle Jesse told
Bonnie he guessed they wouldn’t go to school
that day.

“Oh, why.”

“It’s better to stay home.”

“But it isn’t better to stay home. It’s
worse, much worse.”” She was crying now.

“Poor kid,” he said. “Don’t fret, will you?
We'll play tiddly-winks, and I’ll read to you.
We’ll have a good time."”

She shook her head. “No, we won’t. And
I won't play tiddly-
winks,and I won’tlet
vou read to me!”
She was being wicked
but she didn’t care.
It was wicked of them
to keep her home
from school, home in
this old dark house
where nobody ever
smiled any more.

Screaming, she ran
out of the room and
upstairs into mama’s
shadowed room.

‘“Bonnie!” cried
her mother.

“I don’t care!” she
shrieked. “I hate
you all. T hate papa
because it's all his
fault and I hate you
aud Aunt Nell!”

‘““Bonnie Kirk,”
said her mother very slowly, and sorrowfully.

Bonnie looked up through her tears.

But her mother said nothing more, just
looked at her with eyes that made Bonnie’s
heart suddenly hurt.

“Oh, mama!” she sobbed, and fell on to
mama'’s lap.

Her mother soothed her.  “You were just
having a tantrum. You didn't know what
you were saying . . . Bonnie, guess who's
coming to see you this afternoon.”

Bonnie looked up hopefully. ‘“‘Papa?”

“Oh, darling, no . . . I'll give you three
guesses.”

“Greta?”
little girl.

“No.”

Bonnie shook her head.
came to see her any more.

“Miss Adams!” cried mama.

“Oh, mama, is she?”

“Yes. Right after school. And she’s going
to bring you something.”

“What?"”

“Wait and see. She’s coming at three.
You must be all clean and brushed.”

“Yes'm.”

“And now suppose vou run down to Uncle
Jesse. You'd like him to read to you,
wouldn’t you?”

“Yes'm. Mama, when does the Trial
start?”’

Mama looked surprised, but she said
quietly, “Tomorrow, darling.”

“Then will you be well?”

“Don’t ask for explanations, Bonnie dar-
ling. You wouldn’t understand . . . I'm going
to get well as quickly as I can.”

Miss Adams came at three carrying a
basket. Bonnie thought it was going to be
cookies, but it was a darling little kitty,

Greta was Mrs. Diffendorfer’s

Nobody ever

scrambling and scampering all over the room!

Miss Adams smiled. “It’s for you,
Bonnie.”

It was a gray-and-white kitten with a small
pansy face and round light gray eves. Bon-
nie took it in her arms and rushed upstairs to
show mama.

“Oh, mama, can I keep it?”

“Of course, dear.”

““Oh, mama, isn’t she sweet?”

Tenderly she carried the kitten back down
to the living-room.

“I'm going to name her Twinkie,” she
announced.

‘“Because when she runs her little feet
twinkle like little white stars.” She put her
face down in the furry gray-and-white body.
“Oh,” she breathed, “she’s so little.”

THE next day Uncle Jesse began going in to

New York every morning, and when he
came home he went up to mama’s room and
they talked. At nights Mr. Jason came, or
another man named Mr. Toohey, a young
man with red hair, and then everybody
talked. Bonnie could hear the buzz-buzz as
she went to sleep. They were, she supposed,
talking about the Trial. But she wasn’t in-
terested in those things now. She had
Twinkie.

Bonnie didn’t even mind not going to
school. Besideg, school would be over in a
few days. It was June and very warm.

Mama was not leaving her room at all
these days. The doctor came every day, he
gave her something to make her sleep. And
she tried hard to eat.
She was very thin
and weak. But she
did not cry any more.

There was some-
thing cal'ed the
Verdick that was
coming. First there
had been the Trial,
now it was the Ver-
dick. But Twinkie
was growing. Bonnie
thought she could
almost see Twinkie
grow, and they had
learned a new game—
“Playing Toes™ Bon-
nie called it. She
would get under the
bed coverand wriggle
| her toes and Twinkie

. would crouch and
stare, then pounce
and try to bite the

toes with her sharp little teeth.

Once in a while Greta Diffendorfer came
over and they played in the living-room

Miss Adams came every day too and told
Bonnie all about things at school.

BONNIE knew when the day of the Verdick
came. Nobody told her, but everything
in the house was strange and very quiet.
Uncle Jesse did not go into town; he sat in
mama's room all day. Aunt Nellie dropped
things and chattered and didn’t hear what
you said and kept running to the window.

Mr. Jason came late in the afternoon.
Bonnie heard him say to Aunt Nellie, “I
think he’s got a chance but I don’t want to
raise Mrs. Kirk’s hopes too much.” Then
he went upstairs and she didn’t see him again
until supper.

Mr. Toohey was over at Mrs. Diffendor-
fer's sitting by the telephone waiting to get
the Verdick. Men kept ringing the doorbell;
and Mrs. Diffendorfer came over and washed
the dishes and answered the doorbell and said
to the men every time, “No, no, go away.”
But they stayed around the house. Some of
the men had cameras and snapped Mrs.
Diffendorfer’s picture when she opened the
door.

“Come, Bonnie,” said Mrs. Diffendorfer,
“time for girlies to go to bett.”

The Verdick hadn’t come, but Bonnie
didn’t care. She didn’t even want to know
what a Verdick was.

She curled up in bed with Twinkie in the
curve of her arm. Twinkie put her tiny cool
nose to Bonnie's face, purring.

“I like you, happy Twinkie,” whispered
Bonnie. “I like you better'n anything in the
whole world. Aren’t we very happy to-
gether, you and me?” (Twurn to page 80)

]
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“Kill 1t, and play safe,” in-
stinct told him. ““Let it bite;
you may learn something,”
his scientist’s mind replied.

FACED DEATH

... yet he let the mosquito bite/

T was hot and steamy, that afternoon of September

13, 1900. In the yellow fever ward at Las Animas,

Cuba, a young doctor moved slowly down the dreary
row of cots.

He was a member of the Yellow Fever Commission,
whose job it was to find the cause of the dread “yellow
jack.” Mosquitoes were suspected.

He paused to watch a mosquito that hovered above
his hand. “Kill it, and play safe,” instinct told him.
“Let it bite; you may learn something,” his scientist’s
mind replied.

Twelve days later, Dr. Jesse Lazear died of yellow
fever. Today, this scourge is practically extinct.

* ok kK ok
The real history of medical progress dates only from the
discovery that sickness and infection are caused by

Doctors and hospitals the wotld over depend on “Lyso ? Dismfem . today

germs. Disinfection was practically unknown sixty
years ago. Today it 1s almost a religion with the medical
profession—and whenever there is a real job of germ-
killing to do, doctors turn to “Lysol” Disinfectant.

“Lysol,” when diluted according to directions, is
non-poisonous—vet all recommended dilutions are sure
germ-killers. In any situation in your own home where
you have reason for doubt, play safe—use “Lysol.”
Use it properly diluted wherever germs are apt to lurk
—on wounds, cuts and human tissue; in the household
on telephones, doorknobs, woodwork, nursery furni-
ture, baby’s toys, and utensils.

“Lysol” is the most economical disinfectant in the
world, too. Every drop will kill 200,000,000 bacteria. A
tablespoonful diluted makes four quarts of non-poison-

ous disinfectant. Get a large bottle of “Lysol” from

your druggist today. It is your surest safeguard against
sickness and infection. Meanwhile, send for “The
‘Lysol’ Health Library” of three free booklets: “Pro-
tecting the Home Against Disease,” “Getting Ready
for Baby,” and “The Facts About Feminine Hygiene.”
Thousands of women have found them invaluable in
the home. Just write Dept. 30B, Lehn & Fink, Inc.,
Bloomfield, New Jersey.

“LYSOL” for Feminine Hygiene

For forty years, “Lysol” Disinfectant has been the standard
antiseptic depended upon for feminine hygiene, by women
throughout the world.When diluted accordingto directions,itis
absolutely harmless tohumans—yet its cleansingand disinfect-
ing action is so thorough that it kills harmful germs under con-
ditions that render many preparations completely ineffective.

© 1931, L. & F., Inc.

© Be careful! Counterfeits of
f_;.?sol” are bemg o&‘ereq.




SL‘.\l}-IER Davs. . .when even the
gentlest of breezes brings nothing
but heat. . .and still he laughs in
glee. No summer upsets interrupt
his happy way of growing bigger
all the time. Lucky baby...with
a mother who knows that now is
the time for even greater care in
what her baby gets to eat. . .that
he must have in summer, as well
as winter, the things in food to
keep him well and help him grow.

In his dish of Ralston Whole
Wheat Cereal are so many things
he needs. . . things for his teeth. ..
for little muscles. . . for rosy cheeks
and brightly twinkling eyes...
things that, all in all, keep him
laughing through the summer.
Just golden-ripe wheat in simple
granular form with nothing added

that's Ralston, the year-round
dish for little folks and grownups,
t0o. It’s easy to prepare and costs
less than a penny a dish. You'll
find it in a Checkerboard package

at your grocer’s, ready for you.

RALSTON PURINA COMPANY
22 Checkerboard Square, St. Louis, Mo.

Send 25 cents in
stamps wich one
Ralston package
top and a2 “'Find
the Botrom

Bo will be

scot to you.

| we'll sleep on the train.

PO TOR "THE TABLOIDS

Continued from page 78

She awakened briefly once. A door
slammed downstairs, somebody came up the
steps, another door opened, there were voices
and noises, all blurred sleepily.

“Nellie's fainted!”” She heard Uncle Jesse
say. Then somebody rushed into the
bathroom.

“The Verdick,” she thought hazily.

Twinkie moved slightly. Bonnie felt the
small warm body relax and settle back to
sleep. She smiled. Darling Twinkie.

The next day Mr. Jason came and stayed
a long time and Uncle Jesse did something
called Seeing the Newspapers. The News-
papers were men who came and talked with
Uncle Jesse in the living-room.

Bonnie was kept upstairs all that aay.
She and Twinkie played with a spool and had
a lovely time. She didn’t see mama at all.
But some great boxes appeared with new
clothes in them for mama.

And the next morning, mama called to her.
Bonnie went into the bedroom. There stood
a woman in long, black clothes—why, it was
mama!

“I’'m going to see papa, Bonnie.”

“T want to go.”

“No, darling” .
lover”

“Yes! And oh, mama, tell him—tell him
I've got a kitty!”

“All right, Bonnie.” She put on her hat
then, but she did look so queer and bunchy
in her new black clothes; even her stockings
were black. She used always to wear light
silkt stockings and pretty buckled slippers.

Then she pulled a big thick veil over her
face and went downstairs. Bonnie, looking
out of the window, saw her whisking to the
taxicab with Mr. Jason and Uncle Jesse. Her
arm was over her face as if, Bonnie thought,
somebody were going to hit her. Some men
with cameras were taking pictures of her.

“Come, Bonnie,” called Aunt Nellie.
“Lunch time.”

.. Shall T give papa your

]

GREAT thing was going to happen to
Bonnie.

Miss Adams came, talked with mama a
long time, and then later said to Bonnie,
“TI've got a secret!”

“Oh!” cried Bonnie. “Tell me.”

“Well,” said Miss Adams, “how would
vou like to go to the country with me? You
and Twinkie.”

“Oh!” gasped Bonnie.

“Would you like it?”

Bonnie couldn’t speak.

“We'll take a train and then an automo-
bile and then we’ll come to a little house in
an apple orchard

“Whaose house?”

“Mine. Where my mother and father
live. ‘Way up in the country in Canada.”

“Trees?”

“Plenty of them.”

“Can I climb them? And make a little
house up high, like Peter Pan?”

“Yes.”

“Oh?!”’

“And there’s a brook, and you can wade.”

“And would you be there all the time?”

“Every minute.”

“And Twinkie?”

“Yes. We'll take her in her basket. Do
you want to go, Bonnie? Would you be
happy up there in the country with me?"”

“Oh, I weuld,” said Bonnie.

“Then we'll go tomorrow. And,oh, Bonnie,
Did you ever sleep in

| alittle bed on the train?”

“No...Does the train move?”

“Yes. You go to sleep listening to it. It’s
like flying.”

“Aunt Nellie,"” shrieked Bonnie. “I’'m going
to the country on a train in a little bed!”
She ran out to the kitchen, then upstairs,
shouting to them all: “I'm going to the
country and we’re going to wade in a brook
and Twinkie's going too.

That night when she went in to kiss her
mother goodnight, it struck her for the first
time; she was leaving mama. She was ap-
palled. She didn’t want to leave mama.

“But I'll come later, dearie,” said mama.
“In just a ” Her face seemed to go
empty suddenly. “Just a few weeks. And
next fall we’ll find a little flat some place
and vou’ll start to school again.

“Why don’t you come now?”

*Because—listen, Bonnie, and understand
if you can. Papa needs me here near him
just—a little longer. So, of course, I have to
stay, don’t I? And you’ll be happy with
Miss Adams, and then—T1’1l come.”

A sudden fear clutched Bonnie, something
she had never thought of before.

“Mama, are you going to die?”’

“No, child. I'm going to get better!
You’'ll see. And we'll be happy, you and I,
won't we?”’

“Yes'm,” said Bonnie dutifully.

“Come on, now, I'll put you to bed.”

““Oh, goody!” Mama hadn’t put her to bed
for ages.

HERE was a tremendous stir the next

morning. Bonnie bustled around im-
portantly and Aunt Nellie bustled and even
mama bustled a little, tying Bonnie’s hair-
ribbon and sewing a button on her blue
serge skirt.

Mrs. Diffendorfer waddled over with a
box of lunch.

“Dere’s apfelstrudel in it,” she told Bon-
nie. “Und aigs und peekles.”

Miss Adams came at eleven. Bonnie was
all ready, in her blue serge skirt, white
middy blouse and brown polished shoes that
shone like looking-glasses. Twinkie was
crying in her basket. The suitcase was all
strapped and waiting, and the box of lunch
sitting on top of it.

Everybody was there, mama and Uncle
Jesse and Aunt Nellie and Mrs. Diffendorfer.
Miss Adams said, “All right, Bonnie?”

Bonnie put on her tam hastily.

“Will the train wait, Miss Adams?"

“Oh, yes. But we must go along.”

“Well—"" Bonnie started off.

“Aren’t you going to kiss them goodbye?”

“Oh, ves.” She darted over to Uncle Jesse
and put up her lips, then to Aunt Nellie.

Mama was standing very still by the radio.
Bonnie went to her, mama bent over.

“Goo’bye, mama."”

“Goodbye, darling. Be good.”

“Yes'm.” Suddenly she flung her arms up,
caught mama around the neck. “Bear hug!”
she cried laughing.

“Bear hug!” cried mama.

Then she seized Twinkie’s basket and was |

off, running out of the door, Miss Adams and
Uncle Jesse behind with the suitcase.

She turned at the bottom of the steps to
wave at mama. Mrs. Diffendorfer was stand-
ing on the porch watching her.

“Pore leedle girl,” she heard Mrs. Diffen-
dorfer say as if to herself.

She waved gaily at mama and ran to the
taxicab. She was laughing. What a silly
old woman Mrs. Diffendorfer was. Poor little
girl! When she was going to the country
with Miss Adams? When she had a kitty?

THE SHORTEST NICHT

Continued from page 23

Fred over to Aloés that night?
isn’t a big place.
easy to question
available.”

“They're still hunting for the taxi.”

“Let 'em hunt! You're being stupid,
Nancy.”

“I'm sorry.” Nancy’s soul was in mutiny
at Sophia’s tone, but she tried to control

St. Raphael
They must have found it
the taxis that were

herself. “Fred may have had a lift in a
private car.”

“Child!” impatiently, “I never knew you
so unintelligent before! Don’t we know
more than other people, about this affair?
Haven’t we got it clear already that Fred
couldn’t have come by car, because at the
time we've proved likely for his arrival, Paul
was at the gate cranking (Turn to page §2)
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IS NEW JOB

IT’S a woman'’s big opportunity . . . that
of contributing to her husband’s success
through careful home management. And
how many wives there are today of the
type praised by Mr. Wanamaker!

Wives who conscientiously run their
homes with the same business-like effi-
ciency practiced by their hushands in
their offices!

These are the women who welcomed
Piggly Wiggly, launched as the modern
vogue in marketing. For in Piggly
Wiggly’s plan they saw their opportu-
nities for even greater savings in tll)w food
budget ... with no sacrifice in the quality
or amount of their purchases.

That’s why 2,500,000 women shop at

@ “Modern living conditions are responsible for this new job in the
home. Today the successful wife is in reality the business partner
of her husband, responsible for the management of the home. Look
around you and you’ll see countless happy men of your acquaint-
ance who, they will admit, owe no smalil part of their success to
their thrifty ‘partners’ . . . wives with shrewd knowledge of values.”

HoracE WANAMAKER
of the Wanamaker Store, Philadelphia

Piggly Wiggly daily. They recognize the
unique buying advantages that Piggly
Wiggly’s 3000 stores offer them.

Prices are consistently low, of course.
Our special method of operation insures
that. ’Bou save at Piggly &/iggly—not just
now and then, but month after month.

You choose for yourself at Piggly
Wiggly. The choicest foods are there to
select from—fresh fruits and vegetables,
packaged foods of dependably fine
quality. You compare prices on the big,
swinging price tags—make your own
decisions, unhurriedly,

N R RO ME.

s

You shop as you have always wanted to
at Piggly Wigely. Your skill, your thrift

and knowledge of values have full play.

Make this unique test

To really appreciate the economies, the
exclusive advantages in shopping at
Piggly Wiggly, make this test:

1. Shop there for one week.

2. Keep a record of purchases
inthe PigglyWiggly Household
Account %ook which you can
obtain free at any Piggly Wiggly
store, or by mailing the coupon.

PicerLy WiceLy Bubncer SeErvice, Dept. D-7, 35 E. Seventh St., Cincinnati, O,
Please send me a free copy of the Piggly Wiggly Household Account Book

ADDRESS

. Wil

Loay °

ok

We believe you will find this to be a
most interesting shopping experiment.

It will show you how, by shopping at
Piggly Wiggly, you actually maIl)(e your

money buy more. The reason expert

managers prefer Piggly Wiggly!
Household

sEREE =0

To assist you in budgeting your expenditures,
this special Piggly Wiggly Household Account
Boak is now offered to you. It is simple, very
complete, and contains many valuable hints
on household management by a nationally
known authority. It covers a wide range of
incomes and is thoroughly practical.

You can obtain the Piggly Wiggly House-
hold Account Book free at any Piggly Wiggly
store. Or by mailing the coupon. Get one and
begin making the unique one-week test.
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action to the intestines.
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processes.
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absorbed by the system.

A laxative should be mild and gentle
in action. It should not irritate and over-
stimulate the intestines—which would
weaken the natural functions.

It should not form a habit.

It should not gripe.

It shouldn’t shock the nervous system.

Ex-Lax checks on every one of these
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Ex-Lax
—the scientific laxative

Ex-Lax is an exclusive and scientific
formula for the relief of constipation—
pleasantly and effectively. The only
medicinal ingredient of Ex-Lax is
phenolphthalein—a laxative that is rec-
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over the world.

The special Ex-Lax formula

It is the special Ex-Lax way of combin-
ing delicious chocolate with the phenol-
phthalein—of the right quality, in the
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accounts for the fine results millions are
getting from Ex-Lax.

Try Ex-Lax tonight!

At all druggists, 10c, 25c and 50c. Or
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Keep “regular” with
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THE SHORTEST MNICHT

Continued from page 80

up the Austin for Rodney Sant; and that
was the car you heard? If there'd been
another, you'd have heard it, too. Did you?
No. Well then, Fred didn't arrive by road
at all. He arrived by motor-boat. I estab-
lished that yesterday. Now it’s corrobo-
rated.  Juniper—Juniper—Juniper!” cried
Sophia, crashing her fist down on the table
as though Juniper were contained in her
clutch.

“Did you notice, when he arrived yester-
day with Lal, how he instinctively swooped
his boat in toward the next door cove—where
he landed last time? That was a give-away.
Behavior—behavior’s the only safe line of
clues. Only a momentary lapse, of course.
The second he remembered, he swooped out
again, and came round to our bay where he
usually lands. He chose the one next door,
that night, because it was better screened
while he undressed the body——"

Nancy jumped. “Undressed the body—
what body?—Fred’s?”” In their last discus-
sion, Sophia’s theory had been that the two
men had walked up to the villa together and
that Fred had not been poisoned by Juniper

| until his own feet had carried him into his
own bedroom.

But now she had once more

taken a flying leap on to a fresh theory.
“Juniper carried Fred up to the villa. Not

easy with a dead weight, literally a dead

weight, over his shoulder, and a suitcase

with Fred's clothes, but he's a powerful
animal, and Fred was a light little chap.
That all fits in. Don’t you get a thrill from
seeing things fit in?”

But Nancy, far from thrilling, was merely
feeling sick and disgusted.

“If Fred had been alive when Juniper
landed, Juniper would naturally have landed
him in our bay instead of next door, but he
wanted cover. Why did he want cover?”

Nancy remained silent.

“Well? Well, child? Don’t sit there
dreaming.” '
“] wasn't dreaming. I was reasoning.

You see, you're using the fact that they
landed next door as a proof that Fred was
already—already unconscious, or perhaps
dead, when they landed . . . but you can't
use something as a proof which is only a
guess, and you only guessed where they
landed, from that one swerve of Juniper’s

| when he brought Lal over.”

Sophia could have killed her. “You're

| being merely obstructive, instead of helpful.
| Why should you shield Juniper like this?

Good heavens, child, you're not in love with

| him, I suppose?”

NANCY also wondered why she was shield-

ing Juniper, when she so ardently desired
to have the crime settled on any alien shoul-
ders, so that Lal’s might be free. But then,
she argued with herself, it was just because she
wanted a conclusive case, that she couldn’t
let these flaws pass. This was not good
enough—to clear Lal. It had to be better
supported. Though it seemed as if she were
fighting against Lal, she was really fighting
for him.

Sophia paced up and down her room.
Then she stopped by the writing table, and
leaned over it, holding out her hand. “Pax!”
she said. “I was hot and miserable and ex-
asperated. After all, you’ve been sitting in a
cool room all the afternoon. You're quite
right, of course. Only don’t forget the tie—
the tie left in the suitcase. It's unlikely, if
Juniper undressed Fred only up in his bed-
room, or if Fred had undressed himself and
died afterwards, that the tie would have been
put back in the suitcase, but it would easily
have been left in the suitcase if all the clothes
were brought up that way and the rest
turned out and scattered about the room.
Does that strike you as sound? Good! Now,
what about the other Balmorals?”

Nancy’s sentinel instinct sprang on guard
again, but it was no good pretending to Sophia
that the behavior of Heriot, of Aunt Lucinda,
of Prince Louis, and of—well, of Lal, had not
shown a certain freakishness.

“But, Sophia,” she pleaded, “we can’t
possibly imagine that they all—or that any
of them . . . I mean . . . what does Fred
matter to them? Why should they have?”

Sophia agreed that it was absurd to sup-
pose that all the members of Lady Humber’s
distinguished house-party were combined to
murder Fred Poole without a motive, and

silently to put the responsibility of the mur-
der on Aloés. Her explanation of their mys-
terious reactions was perhaps a little silly, but
not so silly as that. She clung to the notion
that Juniper’s was a solitary crime, but that
various events had made the others of his
party suspicious; and instead of communi-
cating their suspicions to the police—‘‘as
every one should do”, put in Nancy, de-
murely—or, better still, handing them over |
to Sophia, they were each one separately bent |
on the glory of following up the crime and‘

discovering the murderer.

“And there’s another point. The doctor
said that Fred, when he saw him, had been
dead for twelve hours, or possibly more.
That means that he died about half-past ten
the night before. According to Paul and Pru-
nella—what luck that those children were
tearing about all over the place that night!—
Fred wasn’t in his room, alive or dead, up till |
half-past eleven, anyway. Therefore he must |
have been dead when Juniper carried him in.
The police are fools. Those are all lines
that they ought to be covering all the time.”

“Tea!” called Joe at the door, “and the |

1y

milk’s high, Nancy!

|

|N SILENCE they joined the others, and |
drank their tea without milk. Joe was just |
going to say that it looked like herb tea, and |
then decided not to. Nobody was at all happy, |
except perhaps Paul and Prunella, who were '
not there, but drifting quietly together down
the bathing pool, too absorbed in what they
were saying to each other to pay any heed to
the lightning, beating its wings on the horizon.

“It’s begun,” remarked Joe, as the first
faint rumble of thunder promised relief from
the tension. And Nancy and Lal sighed, as
though they had had a little too much to
bear, and were glad some of the burden was
about to be lifted from them.

The storm suddenly rushed over the sea
towards the coast, as though it were driven
by whips. Marie-Félise screamed from the
kitchen. Léonie was heard rating her. Sil-
vére was heard rating Léonie. Hercule cried.

Juniper stood at the window and sang in a
rumbling undertone that matched the thun-
der. Because they did not know what he was |
singing, it had an ominous Russian quality.
Actually, it was English, but out of tune,
and in a minor key. Nancy watched him and
wondered . . . and wondered if this were
what he crooned while undressing Fred.

Then there was a lull. “I wish it would
hurry up,” murmured Lal. He was very pale,
and there were dark circles under his dark |
eyes. Juniper stopped singing. The kitchen
sounds had ceased also. Even Hercule . . .

A blazing sheet of lightning ripped across
the windows; there was a crash of rain and
thunder directly afterwards, straight above
the garden. In the turmoil let loose, it
seemed as though lightning and thunder,
rain and garden and sea, were all mixed up
together in a wild fury. Two figures in bath- |
ing-costume streaked up the path, laughing
faces turned up to the rain—Paul and Pru-
nella. Just as they passed the aloe—Pru-
nella’s special and symbolic aloe—it broke
under the weight of wind and rain . . . and
that too, was a relief; it had slanted so long
at that strange angle.

The lightning was licking everywhere, now.
Paul and Prunella tore up on to the balcony |
and into the salon.

Then the telephone bell rang, startling
them, at such a moment, with its reminder of
a mechanical insistence which could beat even
the storm. It rang and rang. “Don’t
answer it!” commanded Joe, speaking above
the thunder, like Jove. “It’s dangerous with
all this electricity about.”

Sophia waited a moment to see if it would
stop. “I can’t just let it ring. We should
all go mad.” And she lifted the receiver, un-
daunted by the frightful cracklings.

Lady Humber, amidst a hurricane of
cracklings, squibs and thunderclaps, an-
nounced exactly what she thought of a friend
who invited as a guest to her house a man who
bad been a guest in a friend’s house, but
who had been asked to leave, for reasons un-
known to the friend who had invited him
away from the other friend, without realizing
that her friend must have had reasons which
she could not tell even to a friend.

Sophia heard about a third of this; but she
blessed the thunderstorm as an excuse for
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Spare the corn
and
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fun . . . and the dance at the club
afterward. What a lot to lose—just
for the lack of one simple little Blue-
jay corn plaster!

Blue-jay is the wise way to treat a
corn—safe, comfortable, used by mil-
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the corn, ends rubbing and pressure,
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pretending that she had heard even less; for
1t would have been difficult to have explained
to the wrathful Aunt Lucinda, who had just
heard of Juniper’s presence at Aloés, her own
exact reasons for Inviting him to leave his
hotel and come to stay at the villa.

Especially with Juniper in the room.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,
Lucinda, but all I can say is you must have
felt very badly about it to have managed to
bite a way through all this thunder and
lightning . . . unforgivable insult? Very
well then. I’'m sorry; I do as I like, but I hope
my manners are as good as anybody’s and if
you can’t forgive me, you can’t. Perhaps
you'd better tell me the rest when the weath-
er’s quieter. What? . . . What? . . .”

Dead silence, except for a quieter crack-
ling, then even that subsided.

“I’ve been cut off,” said Sophia, replacing
the receiver with a bang.

“Good thing, too,” said Paul, who had
changed into dry clothes and returned to the
salon. “What’s the trouble?”

Sophia hesitated. There was a big bellow
of laughter from Juniper, who knew quite
well what was the trouble. -

Sophia looked at him, and laughed too. “I
believe the air’s lighter,” she remarked
irrelevantly.

AS IF in ironic comment on her words, came

a shrill burst of altercation from the
kitchen and hall. The door was flung open
and Léonie rushed in.

Silvére followed her. It was not at all
clear at first whether Léonie was addressing
Sophia, the company in general, the stormy
heavens, or whether she and Silvére had
merely thought it would be a pleasant varia-
ation to continue their quarrel in the salon
instead of in the kitchen.

“There can be no dinner!”
events, was meant for Sophia. “No, no, no!
I will not stay. I will depart, but immedi-
ately, with my poor, poor little one, if I have
to beg for him the whole way
from here to Paris. 1 will
depart. For I am an honest
woman and an honest wife,
et vovez-vous, madame, it is
not right that I, who can
make confiserie, and paté,
and vol-au vent, and soufflés,
should day after day have
to serve up the same dinner
to madame and to her
friends, who will say to each
other that Léonie is no
cook; she has no variety.
But what can one do with
ce fourneau maudit? And
madame will come to see for
herself the kitchen full of
smoke and yet no fire, and
I who tear my heart out!
But these men they are all
the same. They make prom-
ises and they break

That, at all

them . . . Up the road and
down the road 1 have
looked. I have asked every auto that

passed, and their answer is always the same:
‘Yes, we have seen him, le glacier, but he has
gone home.” He has brought ice here and
there, to every villa, only not to Aloés. Ah,
le saligaud! And asif that were not enough—"
she turned furiously upon Silvére—*‘that one,
who only a year ago swore he would die if I
did not take pity on him, but now—bah! All
day long he must pester me with his jeal-
ousies, as though, nom de Dieu, it were my
fault that there are gendarmes in the villa
and that his name is Pierre which is the
same as Pauquet!”

Silvére was also in a passion, but it rose
more slowly, and from a deeper base; more
dangerously, too: ‘“It is not that I ask for
presents. I would willingly give them away
to those who are in need. But—madame, je
vous demande pardon—but madame shall
judge that when the wife of your heart, the
wife for whom you would cheerfully work
day and night, for her and the little one to
have food and shelter, gives you a pocket-
book, with false embraces because it is your
Saint’s Day, Saint Silvére . . . I was pro-
foundly touched, for it was a beautiful pocket-
book and I took pride in it . . . and then to
steal it away again to give it to ce vilain, her
paramour, who calls himself a gendarme, and
sits all day long in the kitchen, staring, star-
ing at an honest man’s wife, the mother of his
child 2

Sophia was not sure by then whose was the
child to whom they referred, nor whose was
the pocketbook, nor whose the blame; nor,
indeed, who was called Pierre and who Pau-
quet? So she continued to sit passively

amidst this whirl of Southern jealousy and
Provencal unreason, hoping for further en-
lightenment. Could it be really that Silvére’s
honest wife had given her fickle heart—and
her husband’s pocketbook—to the infatu-
ated gendarme? But meanwhile, Léonie had
returned to the subject of the truant ice-man,
who, it appeared, was in at least as much
disfavor as Silvére. For the third time she
flung down her notice at Sophia’s feet, and
announced her intention of quitting the villa
at once. Within the next hour they would
seek and not find her. She would be gone,
she would leave them all behind her, Silvére,
the gendarme, the ice-man. As for madame,
she regretted, for madame had always been
an angel of kindness and consideration, but
not even madame could persuade her to stay.
And she was on her way to the door, when, to
Sophia’s astonishment, Joe took an impulsive
step forward and caught Léonie, not un-
kindly, by the arm. “Wait a minute! Af-
tendez!” he said. ‘“‘Look here, Sophia, I don’t
know if she’s really going, but if she is, you
mustn’t let her. I mean, we oughtn't to,
until she’s told us where it all links up. With
poor old Fred, T mean.”

“Where what links up?”

“This,” said Joe, intensely worried. And
with his free hand he produced from his
pocket a stained and faded oblong which had
once been a purple suéde pocketbook with
flexible gold edges and the initial “P” sprawl-
ing showily across one corner.

Léonie, at sight of it, let loose a shriek.

“Ah, c’est le mien—it is mine!” exclaimed
Silvére.

But Joe still held it out of their reach, and
still, almost apologetically, addressed Sophia:
“You see, I'm not at all sure about any-
thing; that’s why I shut up till now, waiting
for what would turn up. But if they're
using this—this hullabaloo as an excuse to do
a bunk, ice-man and gendarme and all that—
and heaven only knows what we shall do
without a postman!”—poor Joe was nearly
sobbing himself, at the de-
vastating thought—“Well,
but all the same, it all looks
damned queer to me!”

And then, as best he
could amid the frequent in-
terruptions from Léonie, he
described first of all how he
had noticed the shining new
pocketbook when Silvére
had used it two mornings
ago, an hour or two before
their discovery of Fred’s
body; next, how Léonie had
confided to him her private
hatred for Fred, because she
had learned through Marie-
Félise how he had attempted
to get her and le petit Her-
cule banished from Aloés:
and, finally, how today he
had found the same pocket-
book, soaked and stained
with sea-water, in a crevice
of rock on the side of the
bay used mostly by the servants, and, exam-
ining it, had found the name of a Marseilles
firm stamped inside.

“Marseilles!” echoed Prunella; and Paul,
turning towards Silvére, asked him how the
pocketbook had originally become his.

“But, monsieur—" said the man, bewil-
dered, “I have told you. It is no secret, only
that I cannot understand why it should have
been found on the rocks. Léonie, my wife,
she gave it to me for a present.”

“And Fred’s notes and money were found
lying loose on the dressing-table,” remarked
Sophia, trying to piece together this jig-saw.

LEONIE dramatically flung herself on the
ground at her mistress’s feet.

“Ah, madame—madame who has so much
bonté, she will believe me! She will not send
him to the guillotine, my husband, mon brave
homme, who has always been so good to me,
from whom I have had never a cross word,
nor for the little one either. There is no such
husband on all the coast. And if they kill
him, it will be my fault, and I will suffer—a#k,
mon Dieu, it is not right that we should
suffer so, we others, when it is just that we
wish to give a little present to make pleasure.
But he, Silvére, he is not a thief, whatever
Monsieur Joe may say,” her glance stabbed
Joe, so that he shrank back and took up his
stand a little nearer Paul, for protection.
Sophia, more accustomed to Léonie’s tem-
perament, merely asked her gently but clearly
to explain to them all exactly where she had
procured the pocketbook.

“I do not know how I could have forgotten
his Saint’s Day, except (Turn to page 84)
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HERE is a story that has been written for
vou—and other intelligent women who
want less work and more enjoyment in
their homes. You are the heroine, for it is
all about your comfort, your health, your
beauty, your children, your home, and
the work we do in the Institute to help you.

Here are 56 profusely illustrated pages
describing the high adventure of manag-
ing your home and all its exciting possi-
bilities. The story tells of an actual visit
of a Delineator reader behind the scenes
of the Institute. She was so fascinated by
the many surprising things she saw that
we decided to prepare this booklet that
all our readers might know what rich
stores of modern, practical help await
them in Delineator Institute.
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BOOKLET

The very words of our guest suggested the
title, “Mrs. Jones Discovers the Most In-
teresting Home in the World.” You, too,
will discover, when you read the story,
how Delineator Institute is helping you
save hours of labor each day—how you
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friends with something new and delicious
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home according to the beautiful rooms
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month in Delineator—how eminent au-
thorities help you with the most delicate
problems of child training—how you can
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Department of Beauty.
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THESHORTEST
NIGHT

Continued from page 83
1
that there were so many visitors in the villa, |
and so I did not remember until T woke up
on the twentieth and already Silvére had de- |
parted for the early post—Nom de Dieu de|
Dieu, aujourd’hui c’est la féte de Saint Silvere, |

| and I, his wife who adore him, I have no gift!

Impossible to buy a present before he returns
at breakfast. We are so far from the shops—
we are lost, here at Aloés. Voyez, madame
I went out into the garden. All the poor
flowers were blown here, blown there. If it
goes on, there will be no flowers left, I say;
and I pick what I can find, and arrange them
as I often do in the vases, to take into the bed-
rooms, and some of the little, little roses, I
put in a vase for Monsieur Poole’s room——"

A quick exclamation from Nancy. She
and Sophia exchanged glances. Here was
the solution at last of the mystery of that
little extra vase of flowers which Sophia had
suspected was due to Juniper’s Russian sense
of courtesy to a dead victim . .

“I did not suppose that Monsieur Poole
had returned, and Monsieur Paul Slade’s
room was empty when I went through. He
had risen early. But Monsieur Poole was
there, after all, and still, as I suppesed,
asleep in his bed. So I marched quietly—
quietly—"" Léonie’s hand padding through
the air gave a vivid impression of her stealthy
progress—*“and I put down the vase, so, on
the dressing-table, and immediately—ah,
que c'était bean!/—I1 saw lying there this beau-
tiful new pocketbook, which I had not ever
seen before, so he must have bought it while
he was away. Ah, if I had only had the idea
to ask him to buy one exactly like it for mon
pauvre Silvére! And then—then, madame,
you might have done the same yourself—"

EONIE was on her feet again, enacting so |

dramatically, vet so naturally the whole |
proceedings of her temptation in Fred’s bed- !
room, that her audience felt themselves |
transported in time and place, and were
watching her, watching her breathlessly while
she picked up the pocketbook, held it in her |
hand, held it to the light, admired it, turned |
it over from the wrong side to the right side,
and with a start became aware of the initial
“P” for Poole. Yes, perhaps. “P’ also for
Pauquet. Then—was it not meant that
Silvére should have this pocketbook as a
heaven-sent gift from his wife on his Saint’s
Day? Léonie slid a glance towards the bed.
He was slumbering so quietly, Monsieur |
Poole. Perhaps he had come home very late,
and would be furious if the cook awakened
him. He would be bad-tempered. After all,
was she not the mother of le petit Hercule, who
cried so much? He would refuse, even if she |
offered to pay for it—for, of course, she would |
pay for it. She was an honest woman, She
did not steal, she bought. But just today—
n’est-ce pas, one must adjust, one must ar-
range? Presently, Silvére would come home,
and how disappointed if she had nothing to
give him! It would be easy later on, nothing
easier in the world than to tell Monsieur
Poole. And because she was being furi-
ously honest, she emptied out all the
money from the pocketbook, quickly, quick-
ly in case he should wake, all the notes, many
hundreds of francs, and left them on the|
dressing table. Was there any harm in that? |

“No!” cried Silvére loudly, and flinging his
arms about her, kissed her smackingly, first
on one plump brown cheek and then on the
other. “Mon lrésor!”

“Mon roil”

“Ma Madonna!”

“Mon brave petit chou!”

Sophia lifted her voice, so that she could be
heard above these endearments. ‘I beg your
pardon, Léonie, for interrupting, but do you
think you could just control yourself for a
few moments longer, and tell us how this
beautiful new purple pocketbook; belonging
to Monsieur Poole, came to be found in the
sea, instead of in Silvére’s pockets?”

“Mais, madame, qu'est-ce que vous voulez?
C’est naturel, n'est-ce pas? It was natural
that I should be frightened when it was dis-
covered that Monsieur Poole was dead, and
all over the house les gendarmes, and the
Commissaire asking us many questions and
not believing a single word of what we an-
swered him. Oh, but I was frightened that
they would suspect mon pauvre Silvére, with

DELINEATOR
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Why should you perform the most un-
pleasant of all household tasks — serub-
bing a toilet bowl — when there’s a

. quicker, easier, safer way?

Let Sani-Flush, an antiseptic, cleans-
ing powder, do the work for you. Just
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follow the directions on the can, flush,
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plumbing.
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Products Co., Canton, Ohio. (Another
use for Sani-Flush — cleaning autome-
bile radiators. See directions on can.)

Sani-Flush

CLEANS CLOSET BOWLS
WITHOUT SCOURING

CORNS

and tender toes — relieved J/
in 1 minute by these thin

soothing, healing pads. Safel
Also sizes for Callouses, Bunions

Dr Scholl’s
Zino-pads

Put one on—

the pain is gone!

GERMS

ARE ALWAYS
FOUND WITH
DANDRUFF

GLOVER'S
IS ANTISEPTIC,
GERMICIDAL

Positively Removes Dandruff

If you have an earnest desire to grow hair
on your scalp, to remove dandruff, to check
falling hair or retard the graying of hair,
then use GLOVER'S Mange Medicine and
GLOVER'S Medicated Soap. GLOVER'S
stimulates a circulation of nourishing blood
to the hair follicles to rejuvenate the fol-
licles to a healthy activity, It is as active in
fifteen minutes in stopping germ growih
as 5% carbolic acid is in 48 hours, It is
antiseptic, germicidal, cleansing. It acts
against the germs found with dandruff.

GLOVER'S

I | @arcorric
MANGE MEDICINE
MASSAGE scalp with finger tips.
APPLY GLOVER'S Mange Medicine.
Leave on, at least, 5 to15 minutes, then
SHAMPOO with GLOVER'S Medi-
cated Soap, which is an additional
cleansing agent and deodorizes the
scalp and hair.

FREE—New booklet on Care and
Treatment of Scalp and Hair.

H.CLAYGLOVERCO., Inc.
119 Fifth Ave.,~NewYork




FULY, 1931

TRY TO GUESS
THESE EYES!

This darling of the New York stage, who is now
appearing in Universal Pictures’ sensation
**Seed,” is 5 ft. 3% in. tall, weighs 105 lbs., and
has reddish gold hairand green eyes. See below®,

so soothing to
golfers’ eyes!

Or, for that matter, to the eyes of
any one who spends much time
out of doors. Always apply Murine
immediately after prolonged ex-
posure to sun, wind and dust to
end that heavy, burning feeling
and to prevent a bloodshot con-
dition. Formula of a veteran eye
specialist, this soothing, cool-
ing lotion is used regularly by
millions for the quick relief
of eye irritation and strain.
At all drug and dept. stores.
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Instantly transforms lashes into a
dark, rich luxuriant fringe of love-
liness. Lends sparkling bril-
liance and shadowy, invit-
ing depth to the eyes. The
easiest eyelash beautifier to
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id or waterproof Liquid May-
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(a secret!)

Not a soul will know just what you have done to

make your hair so lovely! Cerzinly nobody would
dream thata single shampooing could add such beauty
~—such delightful lustre—such exquisite soft tones!

A secret indeed —a beaury specialist’s secret! But
you may share it, too! Just ome¢ Golden Glint Sham-
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or send for free sample!
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your own individual shade of hair!)

J. W. KOBI CO.
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Cold_r of ' my hair

the dead man’s pocketbook in his possession,
and he as innocent as the Saint himself. But
I dared not tell Silvére. He had been so
pleased that I had bought him such a beauti-
ful present. So today I stole away the pock-
etbook, and threw it into the sea, hoping he
would only believe that he had lost it. But
he is an imbecile,” cried Léonie, suddenly
changing her mood, “for he believes that I
have given it to the gendarme, Pierre Les-
tocq, who is no more to me—1I swear it—than
the handle on my smallest casserole, for all
that he follows me all day long round my
kitchen, saying foolish things, that I hear
with only half my ears . . . Eh bien, alors,
what is it?”’ For Marie-Félise was calling
shrilly: “Léonie! Léonie!”

“Clest lui!” cried Marie-Félise, an an-
nouncement incomprehensible to any of the
company except Léonie, who understood
that her enemy, the treacherous ice-man, was
approaching the gates.

With a cry of: “Ah, le perfide! A hundred
francs he has cost me of food which has been
spoilt in this heat!” and dashing aside her
husband, into whose enveloping arms she
had sunk blissfully not a moment ago, and
with a smile already brilliant with victory at
Sophia, she rushed up the path, pausing on
the way to swing up Hercule, tucking him
under her arm, leaving one hand free for
gesticulation,imprecation and apostrophe . . .

“Everything seems to be clearing up at
once,” Nancy remarked; and added mourn-
fully: “except us. The ice has come, and
Léonie and Silvére are friends again, and look
at the sky.” ;

There was a clear, heavenly freshness in
the air, that quality of freshness after storm,
which presently melts into long days and
nights of hot weather.

Nancy wished she could ease herself in the
same fashion as Léonie, and impulsively pour
out all that was still burdening her about Lal
and Rosalind; about Lal on the rocks that
morning; Lal on the phone to Heriot the morn-
ing before. And—yes—she would have liked
to tell Prunella how much she loved Lal, even
though it was hopeless, and how terrified she
was of the danger which seemed to be sur-
rounding him, pressing nearer and nearer; for
that he was somehow concerned with Fred’s
death, she had no longer the faintest doubt.

THE garden gate swung open wide. The

Commissaire came down the steps and up
the path towards the porch, with a great deal
more than his usual pomp and ceremony. The
sun shone upon his rosy face, and touched up
the gilt of his uniform. Seeing Nancy and
Prunella in the porch, he halted and bowed
low, requesting the honor of a formal inter-
view with Madame Framlingham. So sig-
nificant was his tone, that Nancy, fearing that
it conveyed definite arrest for one of the
household, felt her legs swimming and melt-
ing beneath her, and sat down very suddenly
on the steps, while Prunella went to inform
Sophia. The Commissaire was summoned to
the salon, and Nancy remained where she
was. She could not save Lal now . . .

“Madame,” said the Commissaire, his cap
in his hand, and again bowing low and re-
spectfully, “T have great pleasure in inform-
ing you that the Villa Aloés is to be no longer
under surveillance. The police are satisfied.
I need say no more. Immediately, I will
withdraw myself and my gendarmes from the
premises. You and your guests are as free as
—as the nightingales,” and he rippled his
fingers expressively in the air. “You will
permit me to say, that if we have caused you
any inconvenience, it has only been in the
course of our duties.”

“Monsieur,” said, Sophia standing very tall
and dignified, “‘please believe that I and my
house-party will cherish no other feelings but
of the most benevolent good-will towards you
and your officers, remembering always the
courtesy with which you have treated us in
the unavoidable discharge of your regrettable
duty.” She longed to go on in a more col-
loquial vein: “But, I say, what has hap-
pened?” but something in Auguste Polidore’s
mien forbade such a drop to sheer bathos of
curiosity; only she could not forbear from
asking: ‘‘Has anything been discovered?”

The Commissaire looked pained. “Madame,
I have said: the police are satisfied. That
surely should be enough. I can say no more.
There are, however, a few words that I should
like to say to you in private, if you will allow
anold man—" He drew Sophia aside.

The others strained their ears, but could
hear nothing but the murmurous cadences of
his voice as it rose and fell in what sounded
like adjuration.

Auguste Polidore then bowed separately to
Rumples, to Prunella, to Juniper, Lal, Paul

and Joe. In fact, to Joe he bowed twice, and
said that he had been enchanted. Joe
replied solemnly that he also had been en-
chanted. Polidore then retired to collect
his two gendarmes, and a few moments later
the three of them, first the Commissaire,
striding ahead, then the vigilant bathing
gendarme, finally, drooping and reluctant,
the gendarme who was in love with Léonie,
marched up the garden path. The group
whom he left behind in the salon sat at first as
though stunned, hardly speaking above a
whisper. It seemed impossible that the
prison gates had really rolled back on them,
that the storm had burst at last, that the
skies were blue, that the ice-man had ar-
rived, that the gendarmes had gone for good.

“WHAT did he say to you, Sophia?” asked
Joe, hoarse with curiosity.

“Do you really want to know? You do.
Well, T'll tell you. He was reproving me, in
the nicest possible manner, for the extreme
laxness and want of principle with which
this ménage is conducted. He recommended
areformation of costume and morals and 22

“We won't buy any more, thank you!”
laughed Prunella. Suddenly she seized her
brother and whirled him into an impromptu
dance. “Hallelujah jubilation!” she chanted.
““No more gendarmes—no more mess! We're
free! We can do as we like! Hooray! The
Commissaire says we’ve got to be good, so
let’s all be good. I'm good, you're good, all
God’s chilluns are good—""

By this time, Lal was at the piano, thump-
ing an accompaniment to her harlequin
capers; half turned round to watch her, a
faintly mocking smile tilting his lips.

Nancy, drawn by the sound, but still not
understanding what had happened, had come
in from the porch. Paul, for once in a mood
as wild as Prunella’s, swept her up from the
doorway into his arms.

“Dance, dance, dance, little lady!” he sang,
and Lal caught up the refrain, quick, jerky,
savage . . . faster and faster . . .

They were all dancing, now: Sophia and
Juniper, an incongruous couple; Rumples,
being a fairy-child, all by herself, daintily
tiptoeing, tossing a pointed toe, clapping her
hands, curls a-bob and a-glitter . . .

The glad news had also infected the kitchen,
whence Léonie, and Marie-Félise lifted their
voices in Provencal folk-song.

Only Lal remained still a little detached
from the general hilarity. He dashed out the
tune for them, one scoffing tune after an-
other; his eyes still brooded. He smiled,
but did not sing . . .

Prunella, exhausted, threw herself down on
the couch. Lal stopped in the middle of a
bar. The rest flopped just where they stood,
into chairs, on the floor . .

“Tomorrow’s my birthday!” exclaimed
Prunella. “You’ve all forgotten, about it,
but T haven’t. This has happened just in
time. I knew it was going to be lovely this
year. I knew directly the aloe came down.
I've always hated that aloe . beast!
Who's going todo what for my birthday?
And which of you is going to give me how
much?”

It was Sophia who proposed the feast on
the island that they had originally desired
and abandoned. Why not? It might seem
callous, perhaps, to outsiders, so soon after
the funeral; but after all, it was no good
sentimentalizing. What had Fred meant to
them? Nothing.

Prunella, who loved all parties, was ec-
static at the idea. She hugged Sophia, she
hugged Léonie, who was called in for consul-
tations over the food question.

JUST then—prompted by intuition—Heriot

rang up; and acting as emissary of peace
from Aunt Lucinda, desired to speak to Sophia
who, hearing that Balmoral was on the tele-
phone, refused to come, but sent Nancy as her
emissary of war. Heriot conveyed that Lady
Humber wished to apologize for words ut-
tered in a hurry. It was understood that she
had been upset by the storm, but was now
herself again, though feeling too weak to
telephone in person. Sophia also melted into
forgiveness and surrender when these speech-
es had been transmitted by Nancy; not quite
so contrite as Lady Humber, because she had
not been the attacking party. Sophia told
Nancy to tell Heriot their good news of the
police withdrawal, and to invite the Bal-
morals for Prunella’s birthday feast.. Aunt
Lucinda, via Heriot, offered to bring, not only
the champagne, but also the prince; but
begged that the festival need not begin till
late in the evening, as her legs were shaking
like a jelly.

“We won't begin until (Turn to page 86)

was a farmer’s boy
..and I was a City Girl

“I went to the country for a vacation, and
there I met Bob. He had just finished college
and was ready to take a position in the city
that Fall. We spent the Summer swimming,
riding and dancing, and when he came to
town, I guess we were the happiest couple
that ever went to the altar.

“Everything was heavenly the first few

months and then things went wrong. Bob
seemed to lose his appetite and often lost
his temper! One night he said, ‘I'd give any-
thing to get a meal that tasted like home.’

“I knew something had to be done, so I

went next door and wept all over Mrs.
Imbrie’s shoulder. ‘It’s all because you're a
city girl and he’s a country boy’ she laughed.
‘He's used to wholesome dirhes full of fresh
tastes. Why don’t you begin feeding that
man of yours Knox Gelatine dishes? Knox
Gelatine combines so easily with all kinds of
fruits and vegetables, and makes them taste
like the freshest foods from the country.’

“‘And—’ she added, ‘I know how hard it

is to live on a young couple’s salary—remem-
ber that one package of Knox Sparkling Gela-
tine will make four different dishes for four
different meals, six servings each. If 1 were
you I would send for that Knox Book on Food
Economy—it will show you dozens of ways
to save dinner dollars.’

“Well, Bob and I certainly are happy again.

And here is the first Knox dish I ever made.
Perhaps you would like to try it.”

CHARLOTTE RUSSE (6 Servings)

1 level tablespoonful Knox Sparkling Gelatine
1%4 cups milk 14 pint cream
2 tablespoonfuls sugar 2 eggs
Few grains salt Sponge cake
3 tablespoonfuls powdered sugar
34 teaspoonful vanilla 14 cup cold water

Scald milk and add gradually to yolks of eggs, slightly
beaten, and mixed with sugar and salt. Cook over hot
water, stirring constantly, until mixture thickens. Then
add gelatine, soaked in cold water. Add whites of eggs,
beaten until stiff. Cool, and when mixture begins to
thicken, then add cream, beaten until stiff, and mixed
with sugar and vanilla. Line round paper cases with
strips of sponge cake, using muffin ring to keep cases
in shape. Fill with mixture and chill. Remove from
cases and garnish tops with four narrow strips of cake,
radiating from center, and garnish center with a cube
of jelly or a cherry.

Knox is also the ideal gelatine for salads, because it
has no sweetening, flavoring or coloring to spoil the
natural flavor of the foods with which it is combined.

FRBE Dessert and Salad Recipe Book including
“Food Economy” will be sent if you fill in
the coupon below.

Knox Gelatine
166 Knox Avenue, Johnstown, N.Y.

Please send me FREE copies of your Recipe Books in-
cluding “FOOD ECONOMY?", the book that s..ows
how to save kitchen dollars.

Name

Address........

Grocer’s Namie ... :
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It Can’t Spoil

—this New Way!

Spoilage from imperfect sealing takes
- heavy toll each season. With the new
Presto top you are secure against this loss,

Presto Universal Closure (the new
safety-seal cap) consists of a glass lid and
aluminum top. The jar rubber hugs the
safety shoulder of the glass. No metal can
touch the contents. The aluminum cap
screws over the glass, and puts constant
pressure on it—insuring a perfect seal, air-
tight and time-proof always.

No more denting or warping—no more
ruined caps to be replaced! Easy to seal.
Easy to open. Instantly sterilized. Fits all

late, anyhow, because of the moon. It’s full
moon on the shortest night. 'We ought to see
the dawn in.”

Heriot then reported that the Balmoral
party could be expected about half-past ten.

| T was after midnight when. the picnickers on

the island discovered that they had left the
gramophone in the villa, and that they could
not possibly do without it. They had bathed
and eaten their fill. They were elated with
champagne and freedom. The full moon,
bracken gold, had swung itself up over the
horizon, and washed the sea with all the
colors of romance. It was a perfect night,
the night which they had expected would
follow on their perfect bathe, three days ago,
before mistral suddenly blew up from no-
where, and whirled death into the villa, and
mystery and horror.

Like children at a party, the group on the
island had forgotten all moods except gaiety.
Prunella, especially, the heroine of the Feast
of the Shortest Night, was in quicksilver
mood; and Paul, usually the most austere
among them, amazed his companions by his
brilliant buffoonery. It was Prunella who
now demanded the gramophone, and Lal
who volunteered to go over and fetch it.

“Take the rowing-boat, Lal, not the canoe.
It’s too heavy for the canoe.”

Lal nodded, swung himself down the path
and into the green rowing-boat, leaving
Juniper’s Dandy and the small lobster-red
canoe, which had brought them all over,
moored and a-swing on the polished water.

standard Mason jars. You can purchase |

Presto Jars equipped with the new Closures
or make any Mason jar into a modern all-
glass jar by buying only these new tops to
replace old caps.

—and it’s safe!
JARS . RINGS
JAR CAPS

Send for this

Box of six complete
Presto Closures (the
new Aluminum-Glass
SafetySeals)25c.
Money refunded if
you do not like them.

CUPPLES COMPANY,

Dept. 112, 401 S. 7th St., St. Louis, Mo.
Enclosed is 25¢c. Please send the box of
¢ix complete Presto Closures. I'm to
have my money back if | do not like them.

RN MONEY
AT HOME

YOU can make $15 to $50 weekly in spare
or full time at home coloring photographs.

No experience needed. No canvassing. We
instruct you by our new simple Photo-Color

process and supply you with work. Write
for particulars and Free Book to-day.

The IRVING-VANCE COMPANY Ltd.
180 Hart Building, Toronto, Can.

g%New Perfume

The most exquisite perfume in the world!
Sells ar $12 an ounce — $2.50 for botdle
conmining 30 drops.

Rieger's Flower Drops are the most refined
of all perffumes. Made from the essence of
flowers, without alcohol.

ROMANZA

(The aristocrat of perfumes)

A single drop lasts a week. Hence very eco-
: nomical. Never anything like this beforel
Send

e TRIAL BOTTLE

Send only 20c¢ (silver or stamps) for a trial borde.
Poul Rieger & Co., 178 First 5t., San Francisco
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ROSALIND POOLE’S was not an impa-

tient nature. Or, if it was, she never
showed it. It would seem as though she
influenced the world about her to move at her
own gracious pace; the voices which answered
her when she spoke to them were strangely im-
pelled to reproduce her mellow, full-throated
quietude of tone. She was deep-colored as a
nectarine entranced against an old wall in the
late afternoon sunshine; a woman perfectly
finished, perfectly sophisticated, perfectly
poised in her own period, and yet eternal in
history, as a type that will always draw out
of men all the service, all the romance, that
they have not guessed is latent within them;
she would be sorry if they suffered, and yet
mock at them a little—or was it at herself
’ that she was mocking, with that twist

of red-brown eyebrow and ironic curve of the
lips?

But the susceptible young vice-consul
| whom she visited at Nice, directly after her
i flight from Naples, though he may have felt
{ all this in his soul, summed her up without

eloquence as “a damned good-looking woman
| who knew how to dress.”

|  He told her that her brother-in-law’s funeral
had already taken place that afternoon.

I came as soon as I could, but Naples was
our first stop after I received your wireless,
and I flew from there.”

“Yes, quite right. Those Italian trains. ..
but still, T expect you're not sorry, on the
whole, Mrs. Poole, to have missed . . . I
mean, funerals are dreary affairs, and it isn’t
as though . . . all the same, allow me to ex-
press my sympathy. Your husband, I expect,
| will be very much upset at the news. Have
you—?"

“Yes, I've cabled Nigel. It’s no use pre-
tending, Mr. Lucas, that he and Fred were
very devoted brothers.”

“Still, bound to be a shock,” Reggie Lucas
persisted. ““And now, what are you going to
{do, Mrs. Poole? Nearly eight o’clock . . .
you’ll want some dinner. I wonder if you
will let me . . .77

Rosalind let him; and begged that they
might not have an elaborate meal, as she was
anxious, after a formal call on Mrs. Fram-
lingham at Aloés, and a night, perhaps two, at
the hotel at La Théor, to take the very next
boat from Marseilles and continue her in-
terrupted journey to Ceylon.

Over Rosalind’s favorite “Langouste d
I Americaine,” Reggie Lucas explained to her
that the inquest as well as the funeral had
taken place that day, and that her brother-
in-law’s unfortunately sudden death had now
been satisfactorily explained as an accident,
so that police investigations were at an end.

Rosalind looked up faintly startled.

“Then was there any idea that he had been
murdered?”’

FHE SHORIEST NIGHT

Continued from page 85

“How she says things straight out!” re-
flected Lucas.

Aloud, he explained that there had been
details connected with Mr. Poole’s demise
that looked a bit—what should he call it?—
fishy. So that the local police had had to
hang about a bit, but had now received orders
from Headquarters to withdraw from the
villa and let the matter drop.

It was nearly half-past nine before he
would let her depart; and Rosalind realized
that by the time the car which she had hired
at Nice would reach La Théor along the
winding road and sharp blind corners of the
dangerous Corniche, it would be decidedly
too late to pay her call on Mrs. Framling-

ham, who was a stranger to her. She told the |

chauffeur to drive straight to the hotel at La
Théor. The next day she would see her late
brother-in-law’s hostess at Aloés; and then
go along the coast to Marseilles. One had to
be decent, of course; one had had to try and
get back in time for poor Fred’s funeral, but
she hated the delay—any delay which kept
her so many days longer from Nigel. To
have to go back along two days and nights of
the journey already covered, to have to
count them off and begin it again, was mad-
dening. Still, it was Fred who was dead,
not Nigel—not Nigel. Her blood sang in
thankfulness. As the consul had realized,
hers was a nature that looked straight at
facts, and it was a fact that nobody had cared
very much for the elder of the Poole brothers.
It was a glorious night, and in spite of her
wish to be back on the boat with its bows
turned southward towards India, she could
not help enjoying this strange solitary mid-
night drive along a shore.

Suddenly the chauffeur spoke to her over
his shoulder, pointing: “Voyez, madame, that
is the villa which was watched by the police,
the Villa Aloés where recently the English-
man died—or was murdered, one does not
know.”

“Wait,” Rosalind commanded. And he
pulled up sharply by the side of the road.

Aloés was blazing with light, lights in
every room and none of the jalousies closed.
A medley of lanterns and animation, music
and voices, were clustered at one side of the
house, round a table under a pergola; a broad-
hipped woman with an olive laughing face
was ;jigging about, holding a baby high in her
arms, the group round her applauding loudly.
The servants, obviously, as well as their mis-
tress, were holding revelry tonight.

And while Rosalind watched from the car,
a man in the uniform of a gendarme came up
the road from the opposite direction, swung
open the gates and walked down the path
towards the party under the pergola.

The implication was sinister enough, and
Rosalind was puzzled. Had the vice-consul
been wrong, after all, when he said the police
had been withdrawn from the villa? She de-
cided that though it was an erratic hour for a
stranger to appear, she would yet see Sophia
Framlingham that night instead of waiting
till next morning. After all, the occasion was
eccentric enough to warrant it; and anyhow,
if they were so gay and wide-awake so soon
after a funeral, they could not be very con-
ventional people, and she need not mind pre-
senting herself.

BUT the silence which met her at the front

door was stranger even than the illumina-
tion. It was as though someone were saying:
“You may walk in . . . see, you are neither wel-
come nor unwelcome. The doors are open.”

Rosalind rang; waited for a response; rang
again. Then she walked into the hall, hear-
ing her own tread disconcertingly echoed on
the paved floor. She wondered what she
should do next? The villa was apparently
empty, and the servants outside, preoccupied
with their own social amusements . . . Mid-
night, in a strange house, beside the Mediter-
ranean, a house belonging to a woman she did
not know . . . the house where Fred had
died . . . what was she doing here, when she
ought to be on her way to join Nigel in Cey-
lon? Should she go away again? Rosalind
stood irresolute in the garish salon, listening;
her little black hat like wings folded about
her tawny head; her soft wrap, matt black
with a silvery fur collar, held round her as if
in protection.

Suddenly she heard light footsteps coming
across the garden gravel and up the balcony

DELINEATOR

Lamb!

Ay

Po

you
thought

summer-tan
was grand

ND now just look at you! You'll be a
fricht in all the soft, fluffy, feminine
things that call for fair, white skin.

There’s just one thing to do—get a jar of
Golden Peacock Bleach Creme—right away.
Ten nights—and you’'ll be a ravishing, fair-
skinned beauty! All the weather-beaten look
gone—all the blotches and blackheads and
freckles simply coaxed away.

You see, Golden Peacock Bleach Creme is
utterly harmless—marvelously gentle and
soothing and safe! Has the same ingredient
they use in baby creams. Soothes and sof-
tens, whitens and heals—and invigorates. Ask
for it at any toiletry counter—$§l the jar.

THE NEW

.J BLEACH CREME

./401’“61//1/ kills
FLEAS

v»> snstead of
merely stupefiying them

PULVEX isthe only powder guaran-
teed to absolutely kill all fleas and
lice, and to ward off new attacks 7 to
14 days. Ordinary powders only stun
the fleas, so they revive and re-infest.

For Dogs, Cats, Birds
Harmless, if swallowed; non-irrita-
tinf,;odo ess; easily used. Freeyour
children's pets from fleas; they carry
tapeworm embryos. Guarantee your
dog's comfort and health by using

vex, the guaranteed flea powder.
At all druggists and pet shops, 50¢, or write
WILLIAM COOPER & NEPHEWS, Inc.
Dept. B-204, 1925 Clifton Avenue, Chicago

ULVE X

Vit miunoy Bk il e to Ll somy fhoa ot oo dog
Can Such Z{out/z -
Be Yours ?

Practice this simple preventive measure if
you want to look and feel younger—much
younger than your years. Take Dr. Edwards
Olive Tablets, a substitute for calomel. By
cleansing the system they help relieve con-
stipation, tone up sluggish liver, renew
energy, give cheeks color. Made of vegetable
ingredients. Know them by their olive color.
Safe, non-habit-forming, effective. Used for
20 years. Get Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets
from your druggist—today. 15c, 30c, 60c.

9.6 POLIVE TABLETS

Mercolized Wax
KeepsSkinYoung

Absorb all blemishes and discolorations by regularly using
ure Mercolized Wax. Get an ounce, and use as directed.
ne, amost invisible particles of aged skin fleck off, until all
defects, such as pimples, liver spots, tan, freckles and large
pores have disappeared. Skin is beautifully clear, soft and
velvety, and face looks years younger. Mercolized Wax
brings out the hidden beauty. To quickly reduce wrink-
les and other age lines, use this face letion: 1 ounce Pow-
dered Saxolite and 1 half pint witch hazel. At drug stores.
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IT’S EASY TO HAVE

grease-free dishes

You HATE the clinging film of grease
on dishes that is so hard to wash and
rub away! Do you know what
causes it? . . . Hard water — water
filled with harsh alkalis.

But you can get rid of that greasy
film forever! Just add one or more
tablespoonfuls of Mel'o to a panful
of your dirtiest dishes. Instantly the
water is soft as dew. Suds are quick
and rich, every trace of grease is
cut away, rinsing is clean and swift.
Less soap is needed, and tender
hands are saved from irritation.

Mel'o helps every washing and
cleaning operation, and adds com-
fort to the bath. At your grocer’s
— 10c¢ (slightly higher in far west-
ern states). The Hygienic Products
Co., Canton, Ohio. (Also makers
of Sani-Flush.)

)
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HARD WATER PLUS MELO MAKES SOFT WATER

HAVE you tried

IndiaTea? Ifyouhave,
there is no need to tell
you about its charming
flavor, and satisfying
strength, Everybody
knows that India grows
the finest tea in the
world! To get genuine
India Tea look for the
Map of India trade-
mark (shown below)
on every package
of tea you buy!

Novel Tea Rec-
ipes: tea ice
creamn, sorbet,
etc., Wrirte, India
Tea Bureau;
Dept. D-1,. 82
Beaver Srreer,
New York Ciry

Be a Hotel Hostess

ENJOY YOUR WORK! Positions open in big
hotels for women to act as Hostess, House-
keeper, Manager, Assistant Manager, etc.
One student writes: ‘I am Hostess and Man-
ager of an apartment house—salary $3.600 a
vear, with beautiful apartment for my girls
and self."” Write for FREE BOOK.
LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS.

Sta. DL-2901 Washington. D. C.

Keep Your Skin Clear with
Cuticura Soap
and
Cuticura Ointment

Price 25c. each. Sample free.
Address: * Cuticura,” Dept. 15K, Malden, Mass.

steps. She was very much frightened. She did
not know the reason, for she was usually
brave enough, but she was frightened, too
frightened to move . .. What was she doing
here in an empty villa, with footsteps coming
towards her? Her limbs remained petrified,
her gaze turned in the direction where the
unknown would presently appear. For this
was the house that was being watched. The
gendarme was outside. A man had perhaps
been murdered in this house ... Why had
she come?

“Lall”
He stood in the doorway, looking at her.
They had not met for so long . . . And al-

though he knew she was coming, he could not
believe at first that she was actually standing
there. Rosalind!—and not cold to him any
more, for directly she realized who it was, her
hands flew out to him—a gesture of confidence
that thrilled in his blood like a trumpet peal.

“Lal—oh, I’'m so glad it’s you! Oh, Lal, I
was so frightened!”

HE BELIEVED in his luck now,at the touch

of her; and his boyish excitement was irre-
sistible. They had quarrelled last time they
had met—well, not exactly a quarrel; never
mind that now. Only he had given way too
wildly to a burst of jealousy at her complete
preference for her husband, back from Ceylon
on leave. Nothing but Nigel—Nigel . . . and
before that they had been such friends, he and
Rosalind. Well, not exactly friends. He wor-
shipped her too much for that, but she would
not allow herself to be worshipped all the
time. She had her mischievous moods, that
never blundered into crude romping. Oh,
there was no one like her, his lovely Rosalind

. and damn Nigel Poole! But Rosalind
would not have this. She had told him
proudly, firmly, that if he had to speak from
this turmoil and could not control it, she
would see no more of him. Well, when was
that? All over now—seven—eight months
ago . . . And here they were, he and she, by
a blessed boon alone in the salon, beside the
dusky garden and the dark blue sea. But Lal
hated the salon; too much had happened
there. He drew her out into the garden;
down there on the rocks by the bathing pool,
they would hardly be seen from the island.
He was a wayward glitter of plans for the
future. Now that he had found her again,
they were to be together, together nearly all
the time—nearly?—quite all the time.

“But I’'m going straight back to Ceylon.”

“Not at once, Rosalind. You can’t/ Not
now that you've come back, and I want you
so much. Presently—later on. Surely your
husband can wait? He’s only your husband,”
pleaded this very young, this very passionate
Lal, for whom she could not help feeling a
quality of amused tenderness, which she
gave no one else, not even Nigel. Nigel did
not need her tenderness; he met her on level
ground.

i‘Lalill

“Oh, I know what you’re going to say.
Don’t say it! You always say it.” She was
going to torture him all over again, and he
felt he could not bear to hear her reply how
she loved Nigel Poole, wanted to be with him.

SUDDENLY there was a commotion from

the kitchen quarters. Léonie came rushing
down the garden towards the beach. Seeing
Lal, with a strange lady, she halted.

“Oh, Monsieur Lull! Monsieur Lull!
There is terrible news! It is not true that we
can all be free again and happy again. That
gendarme, that crétin, that Pierre Lestocq,
he has come back. He stays—he insists that
he will be all day long again in my kitchen.
It was not true, but done on purpose to de-
ceive us, what the Commissaire said. They
trick—and presently they all arrive again to
arrest that poor Madame Root Jackson.
Mon homme and I, we are going to call from
the beach to madame on the island.”

For a moment Lal put the back of his
hand across his eyes, as though the bad
tidings had stunned him. Then he said very
quietly: “I came over in the rowing-boat.
You'd better use it to cross to the island,
instead of calling.” And he and Rosalind
walked on, without speaking, to the other
beach, on the west side, across the rocks . . .

“Lal, what is it?”

“You must know it now,” Lal said quietly.
“It was I who killed Fred.”

Is this a confession? Be cautious about
believing it. For there are surprises

in the final instalment next month
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Now Simple To Really

Get Rid of
Arm and Leg Hair

Utterly Without the Problem of Coarsened Re-growth

By a tolal lack of stubble, you can feel the dif-
ference between this and old ways.

A Discovery That is Proving to the

Wonder of the Cosmetic World That

Hair Can Not Only Be Removed In-

stantly, But Its Reappearance Delayed
Amazingly.

A way of removing arm and leg hair has
been found that not only removes every ves-
tige of hair instantly, but that banishes the
stimulated hair growth thousands of women
are charging to less modern ways. A way
that not only removes hair, but delays its
reappearance remarkably.

It is changing previous conceptions of cos-
meticians about hair removing. Women are
flocking to its use. The creation of a noted
laboratory, it is different from any other
hair remover known.

What It Is

It is an exquisite toilet creme resembling a
superior beauty clay in texture. You sim-

Not only is slightest fear of coarsened re-growth
banished but actual reappearance of hair is
slowed amazingly.

ply spread it on where hair is to be removed.
Then rinse off with water.

That is all. Every vestige of hair is gone;
so completely that even by running your
hand across the skin not the slightest trace
of stubble can be felt. And—the reappear-
ance of that hair is delayed surprisingly!
When re-growth finally does come, it is
utterly unlike the re-growth following old
ways. You can feel the difference. No sharp
stubble. No coarsened growth.

The skin, too, is left soft as a child’s. No
skin roughness, no enlarged pores. You feel
freer than probably ever before in your life
of annoying hair growth.

Where To Obrain

It is called NEET—and is on sale at all drug
and department stores and beauty parlors.
Costs only a few cents. 2834

Neet

Cream
Hair Remover

SELL US YOU

furniture?

No

MR. W. L. DIXON
of West Virginia

has been representing But-
terick’s popular publica-
tions for a number of
years. He has found this
work consistently profic-
able and interesting, and
these earnings have con-
tributed largely rtoward
the support of his family
and paying for a home.

Address

R SPARE TIME

Our Liberal Offer Is Open to Both Men and Women

What heads your list of wants?
Funds for a vacation trip?
what Mr. Dixon's “wants” were when he took up this
work several years ago.
start—for he was willing to try, with his best efforts.

This Work Need Not Interfere With Present Employment

Many of our successful representatives are women with
families to care for, who devote some of their spare time
to this interesting, well paid work.
women, regularly employed, use our plan to turn some
of their leisure hours into dollars,

Investment Or Experience Necessary for Success

The coupon below will bring you complete details of our
offer, a booklet that tells just how our most successful
representatives operate, complete instructions, and neces-
sary supplies. Mail the coupon today!

THE BUTTERICK PUBLISHING COMPANY (Dept. 731),
161 Sixth Avenue,

I am interested in your plan for Spare Time Earnings.
me the derails of your offer, without obligation.

iyl T e AR Gk o % v, e b et 4, B

A radio? New porch

We don't know

But he made good from the

Other men and

—

® New York, N. Y.
Please send
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You, too, will want .
these Booklets!

on page four—you have probably seen
what Oscar Graeve, Editor of Delineator,
has to say about Delineator Institute booklets.

' Remember, whatever your problem—picnic plans or
three meals-a-day; making slip covers or giving a party;
correct manners or child care—you will find a booklet

SALADS

66 tempting recipes for fruits
and vegemables with 25 salad
dressings and 22 suggestions
for delectable and appropriate
little tdbits to serve with
each kind of salad. This is
a stuffed orange and pear
salad, served

with cream
salad dressing. Grapes or
small = plums filled with

Roquefort cheese serve as a
garnish, and litde caviar bis-
cuits accompany the service.
One of many suggestions in
41. .SALADS FOR ALL OC-
CASIONIS . ..... .03 10c

FOOD

59. .37 WAYS TO SERVE CHICKEN. . . .25¢
Lhe whole family likes chicken, so you
have it about once a week. But do you
know all the new delightful ways to
serve it, and what to serve with chicken?

60. . HOW TO ENTERTAIN SIX ANT

BGHT - f.. a0 i siue oais o4 LEDE

Little dinners, luncheons, teas and buffer

suppers for intimate groups. Planning,
preparation, Service.

35. .PICNICS AND PORCH MEALS. . .25¢
Food thar will travel well, recipes for sand-
wiches, cookies, packable salads.

26. .PARTY SANDWICHES.......... 10c
82 ideas, sweet, tart, daxm\ substantial.
More ideas for picnics, too!
43 . BEVERAGES FOR PARTIES........ 10c
125 recipes. Fruit and vegetable juices,
tea, coffee, carbonated beverages, milk
and egg drinks.
3..REFRIGERATORS ...25¢

Ginger ice cream piled high
in scooped out pineapple
shells—lusciously refreshing,
delightfully original. This

ung recipe is just one of

34. .DELINEATOR COOK BOOK.
Chapters on carving; planning l'ul
Is; recipes for or es and so

nar it} 11
ateur can f w with all

.$2. 65

e
f a chef; of course, every
nd for a copy now.

HOUDA MENUS AND RECIPES. 15¢

\L.. or special occasions. With recipes.
48. .First Yearbook
ATOR REC!PES ........ 5

9. .SECOND DELINEATOR RECIPES. .25¢
Over 200 suggestions published in 1930.
Appetizers, soups, desserts, meat dishes

ond m.lrv" 2S.

CHILDREN
.FEEDING PRE-SCHOOL CHILD. .25¢
i'~ 1 needs up to four years, with menus.
Exercise; making children want to eat
7. .WHAT PARENTS SHOULD
o e AR R 25¢
What to tell children about sex.
8. .PROBLEMS PARENTS MUST
inn b T e SR S W 25¢
Should you whip your child? Should a
child spend money he doesn’t earn?
6..BOOKLET FOR MOTHERS....... 10¢
Diagnosis of pregnancy, diet, care, exercise,
9..THE SCHOOL CHID. ......... 25¢

Food, exercise, height-weight, recreation.

FUN

XL g
AN mase i $20s

51..GAMES FOR GROWN UPS. .... 15¢
Gumdrops—see illustration above—included
with 25 other games, sensible and silly.
55. .PARTIES FOR ALL OCCASIONS. .25¢
July 4th Party, Midsummer dance, 20 parties
with games, favors, refreshments.
54  _FUN AND LAUGHTER PARTIES. .25¢
Gay, good humor for parties for birthdays.
47. . HOW TO GIVE A BRIDGE PARTY. 10c
Not bow to play, but changing tables, prizes,
delectable things to eat. How to plan
summer bridge parties.

A 23..LITTLE TOT'S PARTIES. I5¢
Amusing children under eight.
Seasonal parties,

.SHOWERS AND AN-
NIVERSARIES RS A L g T
Deco-atons, uru.\hmm.s. gifts, 44 party

P].‘.E‘:\, Announcement parties. Celebrating
ANMIversaries,
27. WHAT'S IN YOUR NAME. ...... 15¢
Character by numerology. Science and his-
torical meaning of over 700 given names.
46. .SECRETS OF HANDWRITING....10c
Reading character in handwriting.
22. .ENTERTAINING YOURCLUSB......I5¢
Complete plans with refreshments.

20.. HOW TO GIVE A q
RAZAAN D, 7 10¢ el
For fairs. One club earned 7
£1,300 with this booklet. \1
21..FIVE WAYS TO TELL I=
FORTUNES ......... T

With tea leaves, cards, letters and smoke.

here crammed with intelligent suggestions to help you.

And don't forget to order the new booklets (Just below).
Make your selection now!

BEAUTY

57. .HOW TO APPLY MAKEUP SKILL-
L B Sl Saarth s Tan i R 15¢
How to give your mouth a gay, young look;
make your eyes more starlike; evening
and summer makeup; how to choose the
correct powder and rouge.

1..TOPKNOTS AND FUZZ. ......... 25¢
Care of hair and superfluous hair.
2..FACES UP YOUR SLEEVE.. . .... 25¢
Sagging chins; laughing wrinkles; tired eves.
S <R O e W Satt 25¢
How to keep skin young; acne, large pores. -
52. CAREDRFHEFEEL. .. .. ...o. ... 25¢
Tired unhappy feet make faces unhappy!
WEIGHT

Eat intelligently and control your
weight. Send today for
5..EATING TO GAIN OR

LOSE WEIGBHT . ... 5. 25¢
Putting weight on the thins; tak-
ing off overweight.

4. .REDUCING IN SPOTS.......... 25¢
Exercises to subdue unwelcome bulges.
I15. . WHAT SHALL WE EAT?........ i5¢

Vitamins, minerals, 100 calory portions.
Useful in planning balanced meals.

NEW IDEAS
40. .MODERN COOKING BY TEMPER-
ATURE ;v sisiten stlateios 50 Sasims one I5¢
Waterless cooking; baking, roasting, etc.
32. . HOW TO WASH AND IRON,...25¢c
The simplest way to wash and iron.
61. .LAUNDRY APPLIANCES ........ 25¢

Up to date facts on selection, use and care of
modern devices for washing and ironing.

PLAYS 36..SPOTS AND STAINS........... 10c

75, FIVE MINUTE PLAYS.. . ...... 9. Grass stains; an almost magic way to re-
Lirtle tidbits of fua to breik the. ice’ bt move ink spots—41 helps in spot trouble.
;‘-: Costume, make-up and prepara- 53. .MAKING SMART CLOTHES. . .... 30c
tio t essential. It's easy to dressmake now. Becoming colors.
:--—-‘3 ---------- SEND THIS NICE BI&G COUPON TODAY= === oo ‘}
I 2 ]
" DELINEATOR |NST|TUTE [ ] SUBSCRIPTION to Delineator $1.00 "
! (see page 2 for foreign countries) :
: 161 Sixth Avenue, New York Send it as a giftl Friends love Delineator!
2  Please send me the numbers encircled: -
: | enclose check [] money order [] or stamps [] amounting to ........ o
.- c
> 12:25¢. 7..25c 15105 28 o 15c 9. 125¢c 35 .25c 42 .1%5¢c 48..2% 85..25¢c o
i 2..25¢c 8..25¢ 17..25C 23..15c 30. .15c 35, .10c 43- .10c 49..23c 56..25¢ 5_
z 3..25 9..25% 19..25c W 22530, .25¢37..25¢c 44, . 25¢ 51..1%¢ BT..15% -
E 4..25 11..25 19..35¢c 28.,10c 32..25c 39.:25c 45..25c 52..2% 58..25¢ -
- 5..25% 12..25¢ 20..10c 27..15¢c 33..25¢40. .15¢c 46, .10c 53..30c /89..25¢c o
5 6..10c 13..15¢c 21, .15¢c 28$1.00 34$2.65 41..10c 47..10c 54..25c 60..25c a’
& 61..25¢ ¥
H COMPLETE Set $16.50 Iwith subscription for RUSH order....Add 25c s
-2 onme year ond four booklet containers) In the United States only ¢
3

0 =
- Name. .. LTINS, . [ e ot L e oo Y :
1 ]
- Town or City —State or Province......viinioi s :
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the magic

“That color
makes your eyes
blue as the

i i
summer sky

OLOR is such a warm, living, beautifying

force! It can work such miracles for us—
subdue our ‘bad’ points, heighten the loveliness
of eyes, hair and skin to radiant beauty.

A Beauty Hint

“Perhaps your eyes are pale and colorless—a blue
dress can make them seem blue as the summer sky!
Certain colors can almost magically clear the skin,
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give it an ivory coolness or rose-petal brilliance.
“This is the most potent beauty recipe I know:

1. Choose the colors which are right for you.
2. Treasure their fresh, lovely charm with Lux.

“Lux never fades colors, and this is tremendously
important for you!

“Your charming new frock or blouse, your ex-
citing scarf, do pretty things to your face so long
as the colors are fresh and alive. If they fade they
lose this magic power. Fading may even make a
color actually wrong for you.

“You’ve washed a blue dress, perhaps, and
had it come out so dull and lifeless that it made
you seem sallow and old. Ordinary ‘good” soaps
so often fade colors.

“But the marvelous thing about Lux is that
it’s especially made to preserve colors! No mat-
ter how delicate, no matter how brilliant, any
color safe in plain water is just as safe in Lux.

I_YN tells

achieve for

you

€This lovely knitted fabric
LUXed 4 times is as fresh
and enchanting as new!
No fading, no shrinking!

<€Duplicate fabric washed 4
times in ordinary *“‘good”
soap is /J(td."_‘v frldc’d and

streaked. Shrunken, too.

Keep Your Home Charming, too
“Color in your home heightens your loveliness.
Cherish the beauty of your draperies, your slip

covers, sofa pillows, the gay linens on your

dinner table . . . keep

them, too, color-fresh and
charming with Lux!”

You can trust thz'spromise. .. ANY COLOR SAFE IN WATER ALONE IS JUST AS SAFE IN LUX



Old Dutch hélps you protect them

Safeguards Refrigerators with Healthful Cleanliness

Let no week pass without cleaning your refrigerator with
"Old Dutch Cleanser. Do it oftener when the weather is

warm and food spoils easily. Contaminated food can cause

so many ills.

Old Dutch keeps refrigerators wholesome and hygienic,
fills them with Healthful Cleanliness
that safeguards food and those who partake thereof.

fresh and sweet . . .

The fine, flat-shaped, flaky Old Dutch particles have natural
cleansing action. Quickly and completely they remove
all dirt, impurities, stains and odors. None
escape Old Dutch, even the unseen. The
Healthful Cleanliness,
other cleanser like Old Dutch.

result: There is no

Use this one best modern way all over the

household. Quicker-cleaning Old Dutch is

e "% w4 LISTEN

all you need; no necessity for several kinds or forms of
cleanser. On smooth, lustrous surfaces, Old Dutch will
delight you—keeps lovely thin.gs lovely. That's because it
contains no harsh grit and doesn’t scratch. Likewise, it is

always kind to the hands.

Keep Old Dutch handy in the bathroom, kitchen and
laundry in the Old Dutch holders. Send for some today
using the coupon below. For each holder mail to us 10¢
and the windmill panels from three Old Dutch labels.

Old Dutch Cleanser, Dept. 392, 111 W. Monroe St., Chicago, lll.

Please find enclosed...... centsand cu.... labels for which send me
...... Old Dutch Holders. Colors: IVORYD GREENDO BLUEQO
Name
Street.

Cty. State
Old Dutch Cleanser is endorsed by Delineator
Home Institute and Good Housckeeping Institute

©

to the Old Dutch Girl every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morning over 36 stations associated with the Columbia Broad-

casting System at 8:45 A, M. Eastern Time, 7:45 A. M. Central Time, 6:45 A. M. Mountain Time . . . (STANDARD TIME)
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