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Revelations of a famous puritan

I had a rest until the children took their evening

For a whole week I'd been sitting on a grocer’s shelf
in an Ivory wrapper . . . dissatisfied . . . longing for
a little place beside a tub that I could call my own!

When Mrs. Tompkins bought me, I may have
seemed white and calm, but I knew that at last I
would discover what it means to be a cake of Ivory
Soap . . .

Well, this morning I learned «/.. When Mr.
Tompkins opened the bathtub faucets, I wanted to get
in the water! But I didn’t expect Mr. Tompkins to
throw me in. As I shot downwards, my short inno-
cent life flashed before me. I thought, «This is the
end!” But it wasn’t, for I floated.

When Mr. Tompkins took his bath sponge to me
I excitedly foamed. And the more I foamed the better
friends Mr. Tompkins and I grew to be. My coat of

bubbles was very becoming to him!

... kind to everything it touches .- 99 % Pure -

baths. Then I did fourteen high dives without once

*“hitting bottom. And foam! T actually reduced my waist-

line cleaning up two pairs of very grubby knees. But
when I got through I was proud of those children.

Mrs. Tompkins looked so tired that I was very glad
to do a little overtime work for her just before she
went to bed. I bubbled out my sympathy in heaps
of soothing bubbles. And afterwards she did look as
rosy and comforted as a sleepy baby.

7 7 7

I think I'm going to be so busy that I shan’t have
time to continue this diary. However, it does my
heart good to know that the Tompkinses like me so
well. So I'm going to wear myself down to a-shiver

for them!

«It floats”
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A Symptom and a Remedy

Willard Waller, Ph.D., in his recent book, “The Old
Love and the New,” makes the statement that the
number of ex-husbands and ex-wives in the country
exceeds the population of-the United States at the time
of the Revolutionary War, Why is this? Is marriage
going to the bow-wows? Who or what is to blame?
Have we lost our way?—are some of the questions we
should be asking ourselves in this day

institutions, besides being the arbiters of style and taste
for both sexes and in all particulars.” In regard to the
important factor of style and taste—we hope the readers
of Woman’s World will be interested in the new fall
fashions presentation in this month’s issue. From our
fashion correspondent come many timely and helpful
ideas which the French designers have evolved for the
beautification of womanhood—with pointers on the new
style lengths and tendencies. It may be a surprise to

Small American Homes

In building your new home, consider well your plan
—for upon its wise selection depends not only your own
pleasure, comfort, convenience and efficiency, but the
value of the house for resale purposes. Be sure that
the pleasing exterior lines of your home coordinate
with a practical and artistic interior. That the rooms
and their arrangement—the doors, the windows, the

closetsand the necessary time and labor-

= | saving devices are placed where they

and age. TS

We wonder if one of the vital con- )
tributory causes of this marriage mor- [}
tality does not lie in the atrophy of the |}
suburban and metropolitan woman’s
family and home instinct, through the
urge that has come upon her in the last
decade, to pursue an independent social
or economic existence outside of her
home.

Millions of them, we lnow, have cast
aside their time-honored privileges for
complete rights under the suffrage law

HOME OWNERSHIP BRINGS THESE

FIFTEEN ADVANTAGES

Success—More people have started on the roac to financial
independence through home ownership than in any other way.

Security—In times of stress, the home is always something to
fall back on.

should be in relation to the work and
entertaining to be done. And
when your home is completed,
see to it that your furniture,
pictures, hangings and decora-
tions are of the same type and
period as your home, however
inexpensive they may be.
While the good interior deco-
rator cannot give the impress
of your own individuality —
- your own personality must do
2 that—he will impart to your

and have fared forth to do battle with 7 : .
. b wirte o trade and. in' the A Backlog—A well bought home is as good as a savings account, < Homeé throught bl Eab ke i
offices of the professions. Credit—Home owner can open charge accounts without diffi- of the fundamentals that stamp

Many of these women claim that their culty. of authenticity and charm that can only

position is an act of necessity; some
admit complete revulsion to the mo-
notony and restriction of a woman’s
work in the home, while others profess
that they were not cut out to be home-
makers. Hundreds of thousands of city
wives are pouring out of their tene-
ments and apartment homes every
week-day morning on their way to self-
expression, traveling on foot and in con-
veyances crowded to the guards. Up the
elevators they go, to the time clock
which usually marks the beginning of
their business day. A brief luncheon at
the restaurant or cafeteria at noon and
at five the bell rings for the finish—and
so back they go to meet the partner of
their joys and sorrows in the little
cramped apartment on the edge of a
cloud.

Where it is all going to end we cannot
predict, but it is little wonder that the
divorce figures are climbing as high as
the cliff-dwellers’ apartments.

We feel it an honor and a great op-
portunity for service to womanhood,
the family and the nation to publish
Woman’s World for the home-loving
maid, wife and mother who still be-
lieves in the majesty and dignity of
work in the home and who loyally and
enthusiastically aspires to the full-time |/
character-building job of home making, [/
with its natural social life centering

last.

Peace of mind—Certain knowledge that provision has been
made for your family.

Social background for your children.

Responsibility—Home owner feels more responsibility with
regard to his dwelling and the neighborhood.

Good citizenship—A keener interest in civic, social and munici-
pal affairs.

Individuality—Exterior and interior of home can be made to
express individuality of owner.

Permanence—Making neighbors and friends whose friendships

Healthful exercise—Pride of possession inspires work around
home and garden.
Stability—Responsibilities of ownership in meeting payments
and in the upkeep of the home develop business acumen and
character.
Savings—One can occupy and pay for a home at approximately
the same cost as he can rent an apartment of the same size. When
he has completed his payments, the owned home is much more
economical than rented quarters.
Pets—The home owner can have as many pets as he wishes,
both indoors and outdoors, without asking anyone’s permission.
And there is always the chance, since you own to the center of
the earth, that a gold mine or an oil well may develop in your

own back yard.
_NATIONAL REAL ESTATE BEOARD OF AMERICA.

come through a thorough knowledge of
the art of interior decoration,

We present on pages 17 and 18 a most
distinctive home, “Wethersfield,” of Co-
lonial lineage, by H. Roy Kelley—prob-
ably the most eminent of all American
small house architects — winner of the
$5,000 National Better Homes Contest in
1929, and of seven other first, second
and third prizes in 1927 and 1928 in
competitions against from 3,000 to 5,000
American architects.

The interior decoration of three rooms
of this home is by Edgar Harrison
Wileman, an interior decorator of inter-
national repute. Mr. Wileman was edu-
cated in London, has traveled and
studied in the principal museums and
art centers of Europe and South Amer-
ica and at the present time is lecturer
and consulting decorator for the Uni-
versity of Southern California and the
Extension Division of the University of
California at Los Angeles, California,
and also lecturer and consultant for
Barker Bros. of that city. Mr. Wileman
furnished all the model homes for the
Los Angeles Better Home Exhibits.

Full particulars concerning this lovely
home will be furnished upon receipt of
a two-cent stamp accompanied by your
address plainly written. Address Home
§ Building Editor, Woman’s World, 4223
q West Lake Street, Chicago, Illinois.

=SS0

around her family — her friends — her
neighbors — the church and community
acitivities. One of the cherished dreams
of every woman of this type is the own-
ership of her own home, and so we are
presenting on this page some very good
reasons why it is good business to
try and make these drec:as come true.

About the Fair Sex

H. C. Biers, one of the most discerning of American
authors, speaks his mind about the fair sex. “Women
keep up most of our music—do about all of the reading
—maintain most of our painting and sculpture, are the
mainstay of -our churches, our educational and social

you to learn that all
of the Woman’s World
patterns are made
from the new ex-
clusive models of
several of the leading
Parisian couturiers, being adapted in New York to the
particular needs of the American woman who seeks
distinction and individuality in her costumes at a mod-
erate price. Morning dresses and sports costumes may
be short, afternoon gowns will be about six or seven
inches below the knee, and the evening party frocks
long—instep length or a bit shorter.

Happiness

In the yearning of millions for happiness, America
set up a new form of government, reared cities where
desolation -was, drove railroads through mountains,
converted barren plains into fertile fields, made new
discoveries and inventions for the enjoyment and ad-
vancement of mankind, and created a great force called
Advertising to carry to the doors of the people the
message of a higher standard of living.

The quest for happiness goes forever on, not because
happiness is an illusion, but because its ideals are for-
ever advancing. The work of industry is to keep pace
with these ideals. The work of advertising is to open
the eyes of men and women to the treasures of industry.



He found even his cosmopolitan eljes‘ diverted by the contrasts of Sibyl’s quests

BEQUEST INTANGIB

By ANN WEST

HILE Sibyl brought gray hairs and dis-

traction to Miss Higgenloop’s flighty head

and scorched the coast roads, in a blue-

and-silver French roadster, from San
Francisco to Tia Juana, her father lay dying in a vile
tropical port where tourists rarely came and only the
desperate remained. Dying in agony of body and more
terrible agony of soul.

But his mind was clear. Anthony Caswell’'s mind
had never given him peace and gave him no peace
now. His individuality was conflict: cleverness and
rare charm balanced by instability of will and in-
clinations. Gifts of life—inevitable complement of god-
like qualities—had been his for the taking; yet he had
turned aside always into reckless, defiant byways.

He dominated these last hours. Inside the stifling,
musty room with its cracked shades drawn against the
glaring light, men came and went about the ill-kept
bed as he commanded. An American consul was there,
and a solemn Spanish official, and a pompous attorney,
and a high dignitary of the church. Two native doc-
tors waited futilely and woodenly for the end. In a
corner, a dark-skinned Oriental servant huddled in
abject grief.

Cables in secret code flew back and forth between
the rotten hole of a town and Anthony’s lawyers in gay
spring-decked New York. There must be no slip in
these proceedings. By sheer mental power, Anthony
kept himself alive to finish them.

One quiet figure sat beside the bed, but had nothing
to do with what went on. Gerald North simply kept
patient watch, motioned to his post by Anthony’s im-
perious gesture; kept there, when he would have risen,
by the sick man’s clutching hand.

“Stay, Jerry. Don’t go, boy—"

“Right here, Tony! I wasn’t leaving you—only, I
thought one of the doctors might—"

“Damn the doctors! Damn ’em! What can they do?”

“Steady, Tony! You're trying to put over some busi-
ness, aren’t you?” Jerry begged. “Don’t waste breath—"

[4]

“Right. You're always right. You bet I'm putting
over a stroke of business. Probably the only decent
one of my life.,” The smile which twisted his face was
like a grimace of pain, but the old rollicking dare-devil
spirit twinkled up at Jerry from his eyes. “You've no
idea what it is?”

The younger man made a gallant effort to treat the
moment as of casual significance—not the last rites of
an erratic life. “You always were a deep one, Tony.
How do you expect me to understand that gibberish?”
He had read aloud to Anthony all the absurd-sounding
cables. “You're not leaving me a fortune, are you?”

Anthony actually grinned. “You're filthy rich as it is.”
A shudder went over him suddenly. “If only that last
message would come, I could snap out—"

“Tony!”

Anthony’s hand stopped him. “What’s the odds? It
can’t come too soon. If only the message— Ah!” his
eyes glittered. “There’s the boy coming in! Now!” The
last word was a cry of triumph.

NTHONY sank back at last, satisfied. Grayness crept
over the gaunt mask of his face. To the visitors:
“Thank you, gentlemen!” To the Jap: “Aeichi!” The
boy sprang to a big untidy desk, produced sealed en-
velopes in which reposed crisp bank notes, slipped them
unobtrusively into eager hands, opened the outer door
with a_humble bow. To Gerald: “Quick—clear the
room!”

“Tony,” Jerry protested huskily, “let Doctor Conrado
and Father Simon—"

“Out!” gasped Anthony. The old perversity rearing
its head. “You stay.”

He held toward the younger man a single legal docu-
ment, carefully sealed. In his eyes was tragic compre-
hension of his wild, empty span of years; in their burn-
ing depths, too, shone devotion, ineffable gratitude.

“Follow this! Promise—" Wasting no words, no
faintest breath.

Unknowing the paper’s import, Jerry said steadily,
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Illustrated by
Harve Stein

“Yes, I promise, Tony.” Scorching tears suddenly
blinded him.
The stale hot breath of the day was heavy upon them.
“Goodby—friend—"

Anthony was at peace.

T WAS good to be home again, Jerry thought, as he

swung down the Avenue six weeks later. Good to see
the old street, smart and gay and ruthless, Exhilarat-
ing to see leisurely, well groomed men and pretty
women and colorful shops, gleaming high-powered
cars, flowers everywhere; he loved it all.

Now and then, someone recognized him and greeted
him enthusiastically. But no one in the States meant
much to Jerry now. He’d have to find his niche, his
man’s work, a motivating purpose. He sincerely did
not want to become a forlorn, well fed, rich hobo citi-
zen of the globe. Well—he had Anthony to thank for
giving him a push toward home . . .

His mood changed. Anthony—tragic Tony, whose
destiny was to fascinate, to inspire devotion and a
lofty tolerance. It was upon Anthony’s affairs that
Gerald was bent. Jerry must carry on—no, that was
not the term, for Tony had never assumed burdens.

Five minutes later, Jerry was in the customarily im-
pregnable office of the senior member of a famous law
firm and shaking hands with a very human old fat man.

“Surely not the Gerald North of Anthony’s hectie
messages?” Timothy Sprague boomed as he collapsed
into his enormous chair. Courtesy seemed to struggle
with amusement.

Jerry smiled engagingly and handed over Anthony’s
sealed document. “Here are my credentials, sir.”
Timothy turned the envelope over in his hands and
said, “You know what's in this, of course?”

“No, sir, I've no idea.”

Again, some joke gleamed under the bushy brows
of the older man. “Great Scott! Now, isn't that just
like Anthony? Makes us jump through the hoop, even
after he's dead! A remarkable personality.”



“He was the most amazing and interesting person I
have ever known,” Jerry said simply. “No matter
what he did or would have done, I'd have been for him
—without reasoning about it."”

Sprague nodded his leonine head understandingly.
“Yes—he was like that.” He broke the seal of the en-
velope, but tossed it aside. “You are the legally ap-
pointed guardian of Anthony’s daughter, Mr. North,”
he said, thoroughly enjoying his bombshell.

“Good Lord!” gasped Jerry.

“You may well say so,” old Timothy agreed heartily.

“Well—" said Jerry, “well, that’s that. Where is the
child?”

A chuckle seemed to start from Timothy's square-
toed shoes and culminate in the fanlike wrinkles about
his eyes. “Somewhere on the west coast, I believe,
with her governess—or whatever that bit of old fluff is
who travels with her. See here, boy—you’d better
petition the courts to appoint a sensible middle-aged
woman in your place—chuck the business.”

Without hesitation, Jerry said, “No, sir. I can't do
that. It's my job.”

“But, good gosh!
Timothy.

Jerry’s firm jaw became stubborn. “I'm not so darn
young. I'm twenty-seven, sir, and I've had a lot crowded
into a few years. I ran away when I was sixteen and
got into the big serap. I was overgrown and lied about
my age. I flew a plane for two years, was wounded,
but back in service again at the armistice. Then I had
six years of university—VYale and Oxford. Afterward—
well, I've just knocked about the world. I've seen
a lot.”

“I should think so,” said Timothy. He was looking
at Jerry intently. “Bless my soul, are you the young
Boston North who flew like a fool and a genius and
won a lot of medals and so on? Seems to me I re-
member reading about you—"

Jerry flushed uncomfortably. “I—I believe I did get
into the papers, sir. Fools do. I was such a kid.”

Long ago, Timothy had discovered the reluctance of
service men to talk of those four years. “Well, to re-
turn to business—your ward is not a child, Mr. North.
She is a young lady—a bit under legal age, I believe.”

Jerry’s dismay was comical. Then he laughed, and
old Timothy roared with him.

“You see,” said the older man, wiping his eyes.

“Yes,” said Jerry, “I see. But I haven’t changed
my mind.”

You're too young!” exploded

HAT night, though travel-weary, Jerry took a west-

bound train. But it was ten days before his quest
ended. He trailed Miss Caswell from Santa Barbara to
San Diego, back to San Francisco, and then to Los
Angeles. Now, on an upper balcony of a Santa Monica
hotel, he was talking to Miss Higgenloop. Or, rather,
listening to Miss Higgenloop.

“She recognizes no convention or authority, unless it
pleases her, Mr. North. Though I need my little salary,
I would have resigned had I not feared I should be
succeeded by some unscrupulous person. We go at
such a pace! I never know what the next
day’s events will be, whether we’ll be off
by steamer or airship for heaven knows
where, or dashing hundreds of miles in
that murderous car, or spending intermi-
nable hours in big libraries and galleries
and museums. Sibyl seems to be trying to
live a lifetime in a few years. I don’t un-
derstand her at all. I'm a plain New Eng-
land woman with old-fashioned traditions.
T've always supposed a lady should have
companionship among gentlefolk; but Sibyl
has the strangest friendships— does such
outlandish things. She is kind to me—but
when I try to advise her, she laughs; and
if I'm insistent, she freezes. As well talk
to an iceberg! And now—her father is gone
—and this strange matter of your guard-
ianship—I must say—you are very young
for such an appo.ntment . ..”

The lady had, Jerry decided, the ineffec-
tual monotony of a cuckoo clock. She was
tiny and thin and gray—sgray skin, gray
hair, gray dress—like a faded limp streamer
on the soaring flight of Sibyl Caswell’s
youth.

“There she comes!” cried Miss Higgen-
loop.

A low, dashing car swung into the drive
and a tempestuous group tumbled out of
it as attendants ran forward to take their
golf sticks. Jerry leaned over the railing
and watehed intently.

“That’s Sibyl in yellow,” Miss Higgen-

loop hissed. “And the man beside her—I don’t trust
him. He says he's an American, but he came from
some foreign land. He’s after Sibyl and likely to get
her—"

“Miss Higgenloop,” Jerry said rapidly, “will you allow
me to tell Miss Caswell in my own way why I am here?
And without meaning to be impertinent, I must tell
you that it's no use your worrying about it or trying
to change anything. It is my affair and I intend to see
it through. Please don't be offended—"

The old lady simply looked a bit more bewildered.
Before she could reply, Sibyl came out to them.

For once in his cocksure young life, Jerry was dis-
concerted. He had been prepared for almost any type
but this vivid personality, this girl who looked like a
Scandinavian goddess with a Carmen temperament.

She was like Tony, Gerald thought swiftly. Men
would die for her—and never question why. She was
gorgeous and ruthless and—what was the quality which
eluded him?—something hard and bitter and aloof.
Like Anthony, again. Jerry had never penetrated that
inner citadel of Anthony’s spirit.

IIE girl had thrown aside her hat, revealing thick

close waves of hair like burnished yellow metal.
Her lips were cool flame, Beneath the luminous delicacy
of fair skin pulsed the dark rose of her mother’s Span-
ish blood. And her eyes—green or gray or violet—
what did it matter? Behind their fringed drooping
lids, they held light laughter, understanding mockery,
reticences of the thinker who lives superficially. Life
had never fooled Sibyl—as it had never fooled An-
thony, even when it destroyed him.

As she came from the French doors, Miss Higgen-
loop fluttered to her feet. “This is—I mean—may I
present Mr. North? He is your—he has something to
talk to you about. If you will excuse me—" She was
in a panic. “A nap before dinner—"

Sibyl's amused eyes followed the gray lady’s flus-
tered retreat. She sank into a chair. “How do you do,
Mr. North? What have you been saying to poor Higgy?
She's all fussed and bothered. You wished to talk
to me?”

“I have come halfway round the world to do so,”
Jerry said gently. Impossible to be facetious, with
Anthony’s eyes looking at him from the lovely face
opposite. “I—you see, I was with your father when he—"

“Ah!” So much was in the low, vibrating mono-
syllable. So much that he could not fathom. Color fled
from her face, but the veiled eyes were still keen. No
sudden rush of tears, no piteous twist of the lips.

Jerry proceeded cautiously, as in a thick jungle,
“Would you like—would you be comforted to. hear
something of him?”

Her slender grace was motionless, rigid in the deep
chair. “No,” said she at last.

Gerald was startled. But he sensed that her reaction
was a complica’ed emotion which, if he could not un-
derstand, he must not judge.

She flicked an expressionless glance at him.. “Please
do not think me altogether discourteous,” she said.

dark man.
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Sibyl turned to the sullen
“So that is
why you were so head-
long about getting me
away”
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“It is too deep a matter to be touched by conven-
tions,” he said gently. “Don’t think of that.”

“Yes. Yes, it is. You've come thousands of miles—
certainly not for a convention. You must have been
devoted to—Anthony Caswell.”

“I was.” But his devotion was not to be trailed
before this girl's disdain. “And there is something fur-
ther, Miss Caswell.” He gathered his courage. “Before
your father’s death, I was made your legal guardian.”

She stared a moment in astonishment, then laughed
in spontaneous, girlish amusement—a high clear laugh
that angered Jerry. “Oh, that is funny! You're not
serious?”

Feeling utterly absurd, Jerry handed her a letter
from Timothy Sprague. She read it carelessly, still
smiling.

“What are the duties of a guardian — especially a
young guardian?” she wanted to know.

“I don’t know,” he said frankly. “That would depend
upon the behavior of the—ah—ward, I should say.”

“I may as well tell you,” she informed him gayly,
“that no one—no one—can exercise authority over me.
No one,” she added, her tone hardening, “ever has.”

The blue fire in her eyes was met and matched by
two black flames in his. “I am sure,” he returned
suavely, “that my ward’s behavior would be entirely
exemplary—no authority would be in order.” He could
mock, too! “However, I make no promises, burn no
bridges. I take the obligation in all seriousness, and
relinquish none of its perquisites.”

She shrugged. “Joy be with you.”

“Are you so difficult?”

“Higgy has told you so, surely? She's always re-
garded herself as the keeper of a particularly unman-
ageable wild animal.”

“While in reality—?”

“Higgy is a child—a whining child. Fancy traveling
with her! She’s ill so much, and perfectly helpless
about everything. We'd started for the Orient, but she
stopped coughing, here, so we've stayed on.”

Score one, thought Jerry, for the scornful girl.

“Tonight,” she went on, “I'm having some people here
to dine. Will you come? It's for Joan Sales’s birthday.”

E WAS deeply troubled as he dressed. His re-
sponsibility had become strangely complex. Sibyl

was not a docile nonentity to be pushed about like a
pawn on a chessboard; she was a brilliant individuality
with the poise of a woman twice her age, and a subtle
antagonism toward existence as she had found it. Her
charm was bewildering. Jerry found himself without
a plan. Yet, somehow he must help this girl with her
heritage of bitterness. She must not follow Anthony ...

From his seat beside her at table, he found even his
cosmopolitan eyes diverted by the contrasts of Sibyl’s
guests. Visiting artists from stage and opera, several
famous faces from the picture studios, social luminaries
whom Sibyl had known in her travels. There was a
Russian duke in exile who was trying to get into pic-
tures and with whom Jerry remembered playing cards
on shipboard somewhere. There was a Hindu savant
with whose classes Sibyl had amused her-
self in London. There was a solemn young
Englishman who gazed yearningly at Sibyl.

“I get horribly tired of people!” Sibyl
said abruptly. Ah, that was Anthony,
again. “When friendships grow familiar,
they crowd one, spiritually. I always move
on when I feel that. If Higgy's able. In
any case, I'm leaving here, at once.”

Jerry’s eyes followed hers down the table
and came to rest on the dark distinguished-
looking man who had been the object of
Miss Higgenloop’s tirade of the afternoon.
Jerry had contrived not to meet him before
dinner and had consistently avoided his
eyes; but now he continued to look at him
until the other’s glance was drawn involun-
tarily in return. Their gaze crossed like
the harmless rubber swords of mock com-
bat. The slender dark man’s eyes shifted.

“You intend to marry him?” Jerry said
audaciously, turning back to Sibyl.

She gasped, astonished. “Marry whom?”

“The man with the eyes.”

“You are uncanny! Yes, I think I shall.”

“When did you decide?”

“Just now.”

“When you sensed opposition in me?”

“In you? What have you to do with it?”

“I shall try to prevent it.”

Her lips curled and she shrugged. “Your
game is childish, Mr. North. Can’t we
drop it?”

“No,” he said. (Continued on page 34)
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eSS L ESY

The famine-stricken Near East makes a picturesque setting for a story

filled with humor, pathos and the glory of an Arabian boy’s heroism

By FLORENCE RYERSON and COLIN CLEMENTS

E WAS dirty, mangy and half naked when
Summers found him, and his insect popula-
tion would have compared favorably with
that of the city of London. He was sitting by

the side of the road gnawing a bone which he had
taken from a dog, and that alone should have warned
Summers, for the curs of Tel-Abiad are lean and
- hungry. Bones are not abstracted from them by force
but by guile.

The narrow road ran between twin infernos of baked
yvellow sand and Summers was hurrying to reach Urfa
before his tortured eyes were closed by the insidious
dust, but at the sight of the waif he put on his brakes
and stopped the car with a jolt. That was his second
mistake. The first was in seeing the boy at all. Sum-
mers knew this as well as anyone. Two months in the
Near East had hardened him a bit to the sight and
sound if not the fact of suffering. There were so
many starving and so little to feed them. It was better
to ride straight on, eyes sternly ahead. But now he
had made the fatal mistake of looking and must bear
the consequences. So his brakes screeched and the
dusty car jolted to a stop. As he swung from his seat,
the heap of dirty tangled rags rose for a moment,
then slumped forward and lay still.

It was here that Summers made his third and final
error. He should have left the boy fainting or dead
by the roadside. He knew, only too well he knew, that
every straw pallet at the Orphanage was full and the
list of juvenile servants at the Post mess was double
the allotment. But he bent over the scarecrow figure
long enough to see the claw-hands, taut ribs and dis-
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tended stomach of the starving boy who opened his
eyes—once, and then closed them again. After that,
Summers was lost.

“Fourteen at least,” he speculated. “Too old for the
Orphanage. TI'll have to take him on myself. Lord,
won’t O’ Bull have a mess of pups!”

O’ Bull was the commander of the Post and a
doughty warrior. At sight of Summers with the boy
in his arms, he cut loose into what the Post knew
as his Number Two speech. His Number One dealt
with headquarters and was aired only once or twice
a month. It was considered a marvel of picturesque
profanity, but his Number Two was almost as inspired.
It concerned the birth, upbringing and probable par-
entage of all war orphans, especially those brought in
by the mush-hearted, sob-sistering members of his
double-damned staff, and it always ended with the
words, “What're you waiting for? Take the lousy little
bum to the mess tent and let him cram his belly
till it busts!”

UMMERS listened to this with becoming humility,
then carried his burden around the corner of the
low building into a sun-baked court. There was a pile
of straw in the corner and close beside it a group of
*“Armenian boys were playing. Summers laid the boy on
the straw, then called, “Ya, Yusuf! Ya, Deeb! Aie-e-e!”
The game went on. Summers moved closer, caught
two of the players by the tails of their gumbazes and
spoke again.
“Go fetch me a bucket of water,” said Summers
curtly. "I want this boy bathed.”
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Deeb seemed to perceive the scarecrow for the first
time. “Effendi wishes that I bathe it?” His voice deli-
cately indicated that his ears had betrayed him.

“That will do,” interrupted Summers. “Stop talking
and get a pail of water.” Deeb withdrew with dignity
and Yusuf was withdrawing with him when Summers
called, “Where are you going?”

USUF paused and looked grieved. “To help Deeb
bring water as Effendi has ordered.”

“He's perfectly capable of handling a pailful of
water,” said Summers dryly. “I want you to run down
to the Orphanage and ask Captain Deering for a
gumbaz—ifairly large size.”

Yusuf’s eyes took on an expression of agony. “The
Orphanage is miles away, Effendi, and I have a sore
foot. Also, my head aches itself that it is about to
split. Would it not be better, Effendi, if I waited . . .”

“It would not. The Orphanage is less than a mile
and you know it! Run along, you lazy beggar, or I'll
take a stick to you!”

“Wellah, I go! Effendi sees how I am going!”

At a snail’s pace, Yusuf withdrew. Summers turned
and began to tear the rags from the scarecrow’s body.
He was setting fire to the filthy things when Deering
stalked in, accompanied by the breathless Yusuf.

“You see how I have brought him, Effendi—swifter
than the gazelle.”

“Oh, shut up!” said Deering. “You met me on the
way.” He turned to Summers. “What's this I hear
about a new orphan? Haven't we enough in this
Sandjaek without your importing 'em?”



Summers raised himself wearily from the' straw.
“I know, but I couldn’t leave him on the road to starve.
He passed out completely just as I came up, revived
on the trip long enough to wolf a bit of bread, then
fainted again.”

“My word,” said Deering admiringly, “you are green.
Of course he was sitting by the road, and of course he
passed out. They all do. Word has reached the desert
that we're giving away milk and honey and aspirin,
so they're all swarming in to get their share. That’s
their pet method—throwing a fit.”

“Rot! You can see for yourself that he's starved and
unconscious.”

“Starved,” Deering admitted, “but not unconscious.”
He picked up a bit of straw and tickled the distended
ribs. The boy twisted a bit on his bed of straw and
moaned., “Not unconscious,” Captain Deering repeated.

“You mean to say I carried him . .."”

“Carried!” Deering shouted. “Oh, my word!
That is good! How he must have enjoyed it!” He
turned, spoke a few ringing words in Arabie, and
the scarecrow sat up and grinned affably.

“Salaam aleikum,” he said.

“What do you mean by letting Lieutenant Sum-
mers, here, carry you when you were able to
walk?”

The boy blinked, then hunched his shoulders.
“Ya, Howedja Inglese, kind sir, I thought the Ef-
fendi desired it so. With my own ears I have
heard him tell the Colonel Effendi that I was
fainted. Who was I that I should make my lord
and master a liar?”

EERING laughed and translated rapidly

for Summers’' benefit. “I hope you realize
what that ‘lord and master’ stuff means. You've
been adopted. You'll never get rid of him now.”

“It’s all right. I didn’t intend to wish him onto
you. Ol' Bull bellows a lot but he’s a good egg.
He'll let me keep him here.” .

“OI' Bull ...” Deering stared. “My word,
haven’t you heard the news? OI' Bull is leaving.
The powers that be have split Mesopotamia and
given this part to the French.”

Summers gasped. “But, good God, the country's
like tinder. It'll flare up at the first spark. Are
they all fools at the Conference?”

“Probably. But this isn’t a country full of peo-
ple, ¥y’ know. It's just a hunk of loot to be passed
out over the peace table.”

“Well, it's not America’s mess, and since I'm at-
tached to the British, I'll march out with ’'em and
let the French do their own hero stuff. Lord,
won’t some real food taste good—and a tub bath!”

“Don’t get too pleased, old son. You're not
going. Your interest in the weeping widow and
helpless orphan has touched me deeply. I've been
having sundry dealings with the powers at Bey-
routh and you're going to be detached and left
here.”

“You son of a camell And only last week I
loaned you my other shirt!” He looked down at
the prostrate figure. “I wonder what nationality
this boy is.”

“Armenian, probably, or Kurd. God knows,
they're so mixed in this part of the world.” Deer-
ing turned, “Of what blood are you?” The boy
seemed stupid and Deering repeated the question
in a sharper tone. “We must know who you are.”

“What is that to the Effendi? I have broken bread
with my master. I am dakhile.”

“What’s he talking about?” asked Summers blankly.

“He says he’s dakhile; that means sacred as a guest,”
explained Deering. “Now you see why the little imp
came out of that faint long enough to eat a bit of
your bread.”

The scarecrow was watching them intently.
father was a Turk,” he said, and seemed to wait.

“A Turk? That makes it difficult,” Deering explained
to Summers. “Our funds are for the Armenians. The
Turks are expected to look after their own.”

“Which they don’t, of course.”

“No, but with the mission back of us, we try to list
as many Christians as we can.”

The boy’s bright eyes were shifting from one face
to the other. “I Christian,” he said suddenly.

“Good Lord, you speak English?”

“A little, Effendi. My mother, she was Armenian and
have taught me to be Christian.”

“Good,” said Deering. “That’ll go down well on the
list; although,” he puzzled, “how she managed it with
a Mohammedan husband . . .”

“It was my stepfather was Turk Mohammedan,”
explained the boy. “My real father—" he hesitated a
moment, “was—a rabbi from Stamboul.”

L‘My

“My word!” Deering choked. He turned to leave,
then paused, “Your orders will probably arrive a year
from next January. Better act as though they were
here and move over with us when the British clear
out.”

“You're still in the Hill Compound?”

“Yes, we're keeping the kids in tents until the heat
breaks. I've got a spare room in the building for you.”

EN days later, Summers appeared at the Compound.

Behind him stretched a line of orphans variously
clad in gumbazes and cast-off British undergarments,
their bedding on their heads.

“Forty-two,” reported Summers, and Deering groaned.
“I'll send them down to the camp. Miss Larsen'll
probably die of the shock, but Miss Allen’s a good
sport and she’ll look after the little beggars.” He

THE NEW NEIGHBORS

By Anne Sutherland

E HAVE new neighbors in the Apple Pie

House (so mamed by young John, from the
giant fork marks pricked in the red plaster). The
Little Missus assures me that she has no time for
looking out windows, but adds, inconsistently, that
a grandmother and a baby were among the Apple
Pie household appendages. There is also a piano,
and we doubt the fitness of this, in conjunction with
the battered range and the wobbledy chairs: but
then, perhaps, the Apple Pie roof shelters an em-
bryo Beethoven, or, as the Little Missus says, it is
somebody’s Dream-Come-True.

The Apple Pie neighbors have already been visited
by Miss Sniffy (of the corner cottage, that. accord-
ing to Young John, stares!) with hot biscuits for
supper and reform in her eye; and by other ladies
making friendly overtures. The Little Missus con-
fesses to being shy of folks “before they're dressed”;
and myself, I like time to find the matches and get
a picture up over the stovepipe hole before I'm
visited. We always find ways to be mneighborly
later on.

After the excitement’s over and the Apple Pie
folks have time to feel lonesome for what they left
behind, we’ll trek up there some night and say,
“Howdy!” And, as Uncle Bill Patience remarks from
the wisdom of his own experience, “Them as comes
last mebbe sticks longest!”

issued a few rapid-fire orders and the squad turned
and obediently made off down the path. All except
one. He was standing slightly to one side, dressed in
a British coat with the shoulder insignia of a captain
and a polished Sam Browne belt. Upon his head there
rested a pith helmet several sizes too large. Below the
coat his blue gumbaz waved in the hot wind and, in
direct contrast to the others, he was carrying no lug-

gage.
“What in the name of heaven is that?” demanded
Deering.
“That?” Summers grinned. “It's ‘Useless.” You

know, the boy I picked up near Tel-Abiad.”

“Where’d he get the uniform?”

“Search me! I recognize parts of it, but not all. If
yvou ask him where he got anything, he merely says,
‘Atieh men ami, whatever that means.”

“A gift from my uncle,” translated Deering. “In
other words, purloined. I must say he’s enterprising.”

“Only in that one line. Nobody ever caught him
working. Every morning I swear I'll make him do at
least one good job, and every day he manages to slip
out. Look at him now—all the others carried their
bedding up here, and he hasn’t a thing. I'll bet you ten
months’ pay, by sundown he’ll have somebody’s blan-
kets.”
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“My word!” said Deering under his breath, then
added firmly, “But he’ll have to give up that coat. My
orphans wear gumbazes.”

Useless came to attention and saluted smartly. “But
I am not orphan, Captain Effendi. I am the servant of
my master and it is not fit that I should go clad in a
gumbaz that they should laugh and say, ‘Lo, Summers
Effendi cannot afford a coat for his servant.” It is right
that I should wear a coat and trousers. The Captain
Effendi will, in his great generosity, see that I have
trousers?”

Summers disappeared abruptly into the house and
Deering followed. Leaning weakly against each other,
they ascended the stairs.

That night was noisy with strange, half-heard calls,
and snatches of wild songs floated in from the desert.
The sounds were quite different from the usual sleepy

wail of the shepherds, and Summers was wakeful.
As he turned to draw the covers over his head, he
heard a gusty sigh from the door. Instantly he
struck a light and discovered Useless lying upon
the threshold. Summers essayed to be stern,
“Why are you here? Didn’'t you hear me order
you to sleep at the camp?”

The boy crawled toward him, inching his way
across the flagstones on his hands and knees. “I
have heard my master when he spoke, but he is
my heaven and my earth. The tribes are restless
and much evil is about. I have come to watch
over my master’s sleep.”

“Oh, all right, all right,” said Summers testily,
“but’ don’t wake up the house. Here, take one of
my blankets.”

“And a pillow?” suggested Useless deprecat-
ingly. “To be near my master I would gladly
sleep upon stones, but there is Effendi’s saddle
bags. Stuffed with a bit of sacking—selim dayetak!
Have I not said that Mohammed would bless those
who gave to the poor?”

T WAS a week later when Summers and Deer-

ing were returning from French headquarters,
where the news was growing daily more alarming,
that they turned into the Compound and bumped
into Useless, backing out of the door. He was
bending over in the Arab salutation, his hand to
heart, lips and forehead. Beyond him they could
see the beaming face of Miss Larsen.

“I've been having the most interesting half hour
with Moses,” she told them excitedly.

“Who?”

“Moses, the boy who just went out. He’s been
telling me all about himself and, really, I don’t
know when I've been so touched. Do you know,
that poor child has been a Christian all the time.”
The two men glanced at each other and sat down
simultaneously. Miss Larsen went on with little
burbles of delight, “He’s been going through Mo-
hammedan country where they kill Christians and
he’s had to pretend to be a heathen. But it seems
his mother was an Assyrian from Ras Baalbek.
She was brought up in a Mission School, and his
stepfather, a horrible Turk, tortured the boy be-
cause he wouldn’t give up his religion. His mother
fled to Egypt where she died, and he’s been trying
to get back to the American Mission ever since.”

“That, I suppose, explains why he is in Meso-
potamia,” said Deering dryly. “It's not exactly the
shortest route from Egypt to Ras Baalbek.”

“Well, no,” admitted Miss Larsen, “it isn't, but if you
could only hear him tell about what he’s suffered for
his religion! Why, he actually cried with gratitude
when I gave him a Bible and a pair of shoes to go with
that absurd uniform he’s wearing.”

“Ah,” said Deering, “I begin to perceive.”

“He speaks Arabic, Greek, Turkish and English be-
sides a little German and French,” Miss Larsen went
on, “but, of course, that’s not so remarkable—they all
do. They seem to soak up languages through their
pores.” :

“It’s not strange,” said Deering, “look at this country
—it’s a polyglot stew. Every town’s got an Armenian,
Syrian, Jewish and Turkish quarter. Then the Bedouins
and Kurds come sweeping through to trade and that
naturally brings Assyrian, Persian and Greek mer-
chants. No wonder the place is like a bundle of ex-
plosives.” His face became grave. “I don’t want to

_alarm you, but we've just come from the French head-

quarters and the news is bad, very bad.”

“You mean—another massacre?”

“No. It doesn’t seem to be directed against the
Armenians this time, although the whole quarter is in
an uproar and they're squealing like stuck pigs. The
trouble will be with the French. The town is filling
full of Kurds and the (Continuéd on page 49)
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- Tbhe Mystery of the Pavilion

The confession of a tortured soul who in one reckless deed vented
twenty years of hatred and humiliation. A dramatic climax!

Illustrated by Joseph Ft‘anké

By GRACE SARTWELL MASON

UGUSTA slowly
drew away from
the crack in the

: door. Even in
. the semi-darkness I could
“see an odd expression in
her face, as if someone had
“struck her lightly between
the eyes. But there was
no time for us to ex-
change more than a look,
for all at once we came
out of our state of trance
to a consciousness that
someone was coming up
the stairs.

Augusta slipped the key
out of the lock and at
once led the way toward
the head of the stairs. As
she did so, she said over
her shoulder to me in a
pleasantly busy tone, “I
think we’ll go first to Alt-
man’s. They’re having a
glove sale there. I need
some good, serviceable
wash gloves. You don’t
mind if we go to Altman’s
first, do you?”

“Not at all,” said I po-

. litely. “But we’ll have to
hurry, the shops close at
five-thirty.”

Thus chirping about
wash - gloves and glove
sales, we went down the
stairs, passing two steely-
eyed men who were com-
ing up. They were in in-
conspicuous dark clothes,
but outside the door were
two uniformed policemen.

Augusta looked at them,
the way middle-aged la-
dies look at policemen, bland and conciliating—a sort
of “Dear me!” look—and we ambled to the corner,
where we hailed a taxicab. My knees were trembling
as I flopped down on the seat. Even Augusta had lost
some of her fine color.

“They’ve got Mr. Bat,” she said in a low voice.

“Then it was a cat-and-mouse game they were play-
ing when they let Lola come to town! How will they
know which apartment—"

“Probably the same way I knew—by the one blank
card over the mail boxes. I wonder why people, when
they start out on the clandestine, always do the con-
spicuous thing?”

But I knew she was thinking of other things. And
in a moment our eyes met. We each drew a long
breath, as if we were just coming up to the surface.

“Do you think he was telling the truth about—
the knife?” I whispered.

She nodded. “Couldn’t you tell that by his voice?”

“But, if it is true he didn’t use the knife, then who—"

Augusta interrupted me, “Which do you think killed
him, Jane—the knife or the gun?”

I told her of my talk with the coroner’s physician, in
which he said he believed Vincent had first been shot
and probably instantly killed, and then stabbed—a sort
of supererogation of hatred.

Augusta nodded somberly. “I think I have known
that all along, but I haven’t wanted to face it.”

“You mean that—two persons hated him enough to
try to kill him?”

“Yes. And I think Bat got there first. He fired his
noiseless shot, he propped the body up in a life-like
position, so that anyone looking out toward the tea

[81

(A synopsis will be found on page 51)

“Shot?” Through the bigh shadowy room the whispered word was like a scream

house would think Vincent Knowles was sitting there
enjoying the sea air. And then someone came into the
pavilion, approached the dead man from the front and
stabbed him as swiftly as a snake strikes. Terrible to
think how unnecessary that gesture was. And how
blind! Yes, she must have been blinded by—"
“Augusta!” I whispered. “Why do you say she?”

UGUSTA was silent for a moment, staring ahead
of her. “Because I think that only a woman could
have been in an emotional state peculiar enough to
have made normal observation impossible. A man with
a knife in his hand and hatred in his heart would have
seen his victim clearly, if he was sane. But a woman
‘would be seeing her hatred. She would see behind her
victim, as it were, the motive for her act, and the
actual body of her victim would be obscured, unreal.
Whether it were dead or alive, she would not care—if
-she was in the mood I believe she was in.”

“Then—then—who do you—"

“I want to think, Jane,” and she turned away from
me to stare out of the window at the crowded traffic.
The rest of the way to our station, she spoke to me
only once and that was to ask if I had seen Doris that
day. I told her that I had been about to call at the
Reeves house when she had telephoned me to come
to town. o

The early September darkness had fallen when we
left the train at our station. The wind was rising and
as we drove toward home the sound of the sea pound-
ing in between Knowles Island and the mainland came
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up to us. It was going to
be a cold and tempestuous
night. I was thinking
about home and firelight
and a good supper, when
Augusta suddenly laid her
hand on my arm. “Let’s
turn in here,” she said, “I
want to have a look at
that child, Doris.”

HAD reached the
gateway to the
Reeves place and reluc-
tantly I turned my -car.
Over the long drive the
trees arched so that we
seemed to be riding
through a dark tunnel full
of the sound of the sea.
Then the drive turned to
circle in front of the house
and I heard music. Eunice
Reeves must have been
playing the piano in the
dark drawing-room, for
there was no light in the
windows.

“How well she plays,”
said Augusta, and to my
surprise motioned me to
stop the car. “This ancient
vehicle of yours makes
such a noise, Jane—" she
complained. “Why don’t
you tighten it up or oil it
or something? What is
that she’s playing? Oh,
yves—the ‘Moonlight So-
nata’—the first movement.
Beautiful music, the
‘Moonlight'—fateful mu-
sie.”

I looked around at Au-
gusta, mildly astonished.
She was leaning forward, drinking in that music that
is so like waves lapping on a somber silver beach. At
first I was annoyed, thinking of our fire and supper
waiting, and then I was arrested by the expression of
Augusta’s face, by something rigid in the way she
leaned forward, as if she listened to sounds or mean-
ings that escaped my ear.

“Well, are we going to sit here, or what?” I inquired,
unconsciously lowering my voice.

I heard Augusta draw a lor. * kreath. “Wi're going
home,” she said in an odd voicc. ‘T've had enough for
today. I'm cold. Hurry up, let’s get home, Jane.”

I started the car, but as I made the circle of the
drive, which brought us nearer to the dark old house,
Augusta suddenly cried out, “Wait a minute—there’s
something I want—" and was out of the car in a flash.
I saw her step quickly up to the door and pick up
something white from the doorstep. When she climbed
rather breathlessly back into the car, I saw she had a
folded copy of the evening paper.

“We've got one of those at home,” I sniffed. But I
could not resist a glance at the paper which Augusta
held under the little light on the instrument board.
Vincent Knowles’s death had made the front page.

Thankfully I drove out of the gates toward home. I
was glad not to have to see just then Doris Reeves's
frightened, secretive face. I was never more contented
to be back in my own house, in front of a freshly lit
fire.

“T told you we are too old for this sleuthing busi-
ness,” I said, as I noticed that Augusta was shivering.

“I'm beginning to think so mvself. Sometimes I
think I'll stop being interested in other persons’ affairs.
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One comes upon things that—that disconcert one.

She stared into the fire with so wan an expression
that I hastened out to the kitchen to tell Annie to
hurry up dinner. When I came back, I found Augusta
wandering around the library as if she were looking
for something.

“Where are those garden catalogs you were showing
me yesterday?” she unexpectedly asked. I gave them
to her and saw her carry them up to her own room
with a feeling that I would never know Augusta.
Here we were on the brink of Lord knew what and she
could study garden catalogs!

Michael came in before we had finished our excellent
soup. When he joined us, he looked dispirited. He
said that Julie was being held as a material witness,
and Lem Pickering was pawing the ground in his
efforts to prove a motive for the murder. They had
already tracked down the fact that Vincent had de-
cided to make some change in His will, though they
had found no new one. They had also persuaded An-
drew, the second man, to admit that he had overheard

high words between Julie and Vincent, and that for.

the past three weeks Julie had not sat down at table
with him.

“Tell me this, Michael,” Augusta interrupted him,
“who was on the island today? Besides the police, I
mean.” )

“No one but Mr. Knowles's lawyer and one reporter.
No one knew how he got there, for the bridge was
closed. Swam, I guess.”

“But the news of the murder is in tonight’s paper?”

“Oh, Pickering gave that out. But no one could
leave the island, no one there could even telephone. No
one was allowed even to telephone to the island, except
on official business.” 5

“Then the island has been practically out of com-
munication, except with the police, since we all left it
at daybreak? Did Ellen telephone to anyone?”

“Oh, gosh, no! And wasn't she mad because they
wouldn’t let her telephone for her mourning! No, Lem
Pickering just bottled the island up. Why did you
ask?”

“Oh, I was just wondering,” said Augusta vaguely.
And I was wondering myself how much of our after-
noon’s adventure we were to tell Michael, when he
said, “Oh, I forgot! A detective came down from town
early this afternoon, and when he found out Lola
Guiness had been one of those present
last night, he hot-footed it back.”

Augusta shook her head at me and I
knew we were to keep to ourselves for a
while the matter of our listening in on
Bat Herman.

Then Annie said coffee was in the liv-
ing-room and we went in to sit in front
of the fire. I took my cup to the window
and stood for a moment looking down at
the dark shape of the island. Even with
the window closed, I could hear the sea
driving in between the foot of my cliffs
and the island. Poor Julie, poor child,
what was she thinking at this moment?

UDDENLY I remembered the letter

she had given me to keep for her—"in
case I should die,” she had said. I went
up to my room, got it out of the drawer
where I had locked it for safe-keeping
and took it downstairs. I laid it on the
coffee table between Michael and Au-
gusta. “That is a letter from Julie. She
gave it to me to keep safe for her. I
haven’t a doubt that in it she tells the
truth about what she saw last night.”

Augusta stared at the letter with the
expression of a cat that sees a mouse
coming out of its hole. If she’d had
whiskers, they would have twitched. Alarmed by her
expression, I took the letter hastily back again. “No,
I'm not going to let either of you read it,” I said. “Julie
meant it to be read only if—if worse comes to worst.”

“But hasn’t worse come to worst now, with Julie
being held a prisoner over there?” Michael cried.

I shook my head. I was not going to betray Julie’s
trust in me. I wanted Augusta and Michael to know
I had the letter, for one never knew what might hap-
pen. But I should hold it until Lem Pickering made a
decisively aggressive move against Julie, and then I
meant to read it myself.

But my letter reminded Michael that Ellen had given
him a note for Augusta, and he handed it to her now.
Augusta murmured an apology and took her note to
the nearest reading lamp. Then, to my astonishment,
instead of reading it aloud, or at least telling us what
it was about, she quickly folded it up again, after the
briefest glance, and put it into its envelope. This un-

communicative gesture quite hurt my feelings, Was I,
or was I not, a partner of Augusta in this investigation?

But Augusta did not so much as look at me. She
stood for a moment staring at nothing, or perhaps star-
ing at some vision that note from Ellen had conjured
up before her lively imagination. Then she turned
abruptly, went out of the room and up the stairs. In
her bedroom over our heads, we heard her walking
up and down, up and down.

“What is the matter with Augusta?” Michael asked.
“She looked as if she had seen a ghost or something.”

I made some evasive answer. I suspected that he
would think it was silly, if not positively funny—the
idea of Augusta and me trying to solve the mystery
of Vincent Knowles's death. But I knew also that
something had given Augusta food for the deepest
thought. I knew she was upstairs there coming to
some sort of decision at this very moment.

“Why don’t you go to bed, Mike?” I said. “There
aren’t any visits that need to be made tonight, are
there? And you can’t do anything for Julie, not to-
night, anyhow. Tomorrow you’ll need a clear head, if
you're to help Julie.”

I wanted him out of the way, for I felt sure Augusta
was brewing something up there in her room. I didn’t
want one of the superior generation around to think
we were crazy old things. I was relieved when pres-
ently Michael took himself off to bed.

GOT out my little solitaire table and drew it and

my favorite chair in front of the fire. But it was
hard for me to keep my mind on the cards. In the first
place, there was the stormy night outside and the
sound of the sea pounding on the rocks at the foot of
the cliffs. I could imagine how it was boiling up
between the mainland and the island, beating up
against the piers of the bridge and sending wisps of
foam over the wall of the kitchen garden—that wall
where last night Augusta and I had sat speculating
over a gay little vanity case stained with mud.

If the weather had been like this last night, Doris
could not have slipped across in her canoe, Bat Her-
man might have lost his way in the windy dark—and
tonight Vincent Knowles would be alive and I would
not be sitting here, my nerves in ribbons, waiting, and
listening to the sound of Augusta walking, now
quickly, now slowly, up and down, up and down.

What could possibly have been in that note Ellen
had sent her? What had so interested Augusta in the
pages of those garden catalogs? Why had she worn
that queer, stricken look in her face as she left the
room? Well, it was all beyond me, and if Augusta did
not choose to confide in me— I took myself sternly
in hand and laid a red Jack on a black Queen.

Last night at this time, the night was still and
warm—so beautiful that the long refectory table had
been laid on the terrace outside the drawing-room
windows of Knowles House. So still that the candle
flames barely flickered, and the bare shoulders of the
two girls, Sidney and Lola, were uncovered and
white against the dark background of the night. Last
night at this time, they had finished dinner, they were
drifting inside to have some music, leaving the table
with its silver and white damask and flowers and can-
dles. Leaving, too, the temporary side table at the end
of the terrace near the breakfast room door, that side
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Eunice sat there and listened
while be told ber about Julie

table on which Benson had arranged the extra silver,
spoons, forks and the old heavy steel and silver knives,

Sitting there in front of my own peaceful fire, I saw,
much more plainly than I saw the cards in my hand,
those long, sharp knives. Between the time Vincent
and his guests moved into the drawing-room and Ben-
son and Andrew came out to clear the table, a hand
must have reached out around the frame of the break-
fast room door. And then the person who had
snatched up one of those knives had turned and
stepped out of the breakfast room window, to wait in
the shadow of the shrubbery until the coast was clear,
until it would be safe for her—

I found my hands twitching over the cards and su”.
denly I swept them all into a heap. I had come to the
end of my endurance. I ran to the foot of the stairs
and called up them, in a voice that sounded angry but
was really scared, “Augusta! For goodness sake, stop
tramping up and down. Can’t you sit down and read
a book, or something?”

There was a moment’s silence from Augusta’s room,
then she called, “All right, Jane. I'm coming down.”

When she appeared, she wore a light wrap over her
shoulders. “You look so comfortable here,” she said,
looking longingly at the fire and the card table. “I wish
I hadn’t to ask you to leave it and go with me to pay
a call”

“A call? On whom?”

“Your neighbor, Eunice Reeves.”

Reluctantly I shoved back the little table and threw
a shawl around me. As we walked in the darkness
down through my garden, Augusta asked me a num-
ber of questions about Doris Reeves: how long had
she lived with her aunt, was she happy there, did I
think that Eunice Reeves had ever suspected her
niece’s infatuation for Vincent Knowles?

“I don’t know how she could have,” I replied. “Who
would tell her? Eunice lives an extremely secluded
life. She rarely goes out socially, she is absorbed in
her music, her garden and her charities. If she ever
knew it, I think it would be the way I might know a
thing about Michael—because I love him and he’s
always in my thoughts. I do know that she thinks of
Doris as the merest child.”

“This place doesn’t seem to me very cheerful for a
young person,” murmured Augusta.

We had left my garden, which is a friendly place,
and had entered the green door in the
wall that divides the Reeves place from
mine. At once we could feel a change.
The sound of the sea was more melan-
choly and insistent here, heard under the
shaggy old pines. And the tall old house,
with its prim narrow windows of the
eighties, seemed sternly to resist the
beauty of the garden, whose autumnal
fragrance was all about it.

THERE was a light in an upper win-
L dow, probably in Doris’ room, and a
dim one shone through the side panes of
the front door, but otherwise the large,
gaunt house was in darkness. A maid
opened the door with the timidity usual
in a house where there are few visitors
after dark. Miss Reeves was in the musie
room, she said, and opened the door for
us to pass through the drawing-room.

We went silently through the long dis-
mal room, never changed since the death
of Eunice’s father—he was said to have
given here many dull and dignified din-
ner parties, to which the Knowleses, father
and son, were never invited—and came
to the open door of the room that Eunice
Reeves used as library and music room
combined.

It was a large room, looking out toward the sea.
Books lined three walls of it, Eunice’s beautiful piano
stood near a window, a window from which, I had
often noticed, one had a particularly good view of the
island. There were deep pools of shadow in the room
now, for there was only one light and that a hooded
lamp on a writing desk.

Eunice sat there, writing. She stood up with a
quick movement as our footsteps sounded. “Oh, it's
you, Jane?” she cried in her Jow voice, ra'™ar startled.
Closing the blotting book, she came slowly torward to
meet us.

There was a fire on the hearth at the opposite end
of the room. “I won’t turn on the lights,” said Eunice,
pushing forward chairs. “The firelight is so pleasant,
don’t you think?” .

She moved about gently, fetching a footstool for
Augusta, putting another log on the fire, rather grace-
ful in her dove-gray dress. (Continued on vage 46)
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“Friends . . .

” The man at the end of the table was rising awkwardly

The Genie of the Rin

Impelled by the faith of one man, a lonely girl fights her way

to a moral victory and undreamed-of happiness

By ALICE GARLAND STEELE

HE Girl sat on the edge of the cheap couch-

bed in her latest boarding-place and tried to

pretend that she was starting another life.

She had lived, she thought dully, two already—
the one at home, which had lasted for twenty years
without change of any sort; and the one just ending,
with Jerd and Tina McGarry and their crowd, which
had dragged her, in as many months, into currents it
had taken all her strength to fight against. Now she
was through with it, high and dry.

Through with it, that is, except for one thing, the
thing she hadn’t courage to terminate. In the Girl’s
home town back in Ohio, when a man loved a girl, he
brought her a ring. It might be very small, but it had
magic in it. You had only to rub it to conjure up
beautiful, dreamed-of things, the kind of things held
in trust for lovers: a new house with a lighted. lamp in
it, a nursery, and above all, a new name. The kind of
name you had to get used to, but which always gave
you a thrill to find it yours. This kind of things the
Girl herself had once thought silly, but now she would
have given everything, even herself, to possess them
for her ow- -the silly, beautiful safeguards that had
kept women happy and bound since the beginning of
the world. In the world of the McGarrys, which had
been hers so lately, the Girl, like the rest, had pre-
tended to despise them, but she was finding out that
if you despise many of the things you have once be-
lieved in, sooner or later you will come to despise
yourself!l The Girl, just at present, was rather of that
mind.

She lifted her left hand and surveyed it with hard-
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ening eyes. It was quite bare. The man who had told
her many times that he loved her had brought no ring
of engagement. Her lips, a white line, still had courage
to curl scornfully. It was amazing, this man’s clever-
ness, when he was put to it, in avoiding the signature
to any bond. A dozen expensive trinkets lay in the top
tray of her .trunk which were supposed to profess his
adoring fondness. She flushed painfully as she recalled
the fact that in the very first week of their friendship
she had allowed him to clasp one of them about her
bared neck. But any kind of ring, or a written word!
After all these months, she was still his pawn, and she
could hold him to—nothing!

LL at once, one night in Jerd McGarry's littered
studio, with Nina hastily gathering together the
ingredients for a fresh drink, and the rest of the crowd
scattered about the huge, untidy room, the Girl had
found herself looking into the man’s eyes, held in a
long gaze in spite of herself. Quite suddenly, and with
palpitating heart, she knew—she loved the man, and
the man loved—himself. She knew then, if she was
ever really to possess him, she must give him up, and
so she had stumbled out the next morning, while Nina
and Jerd still slept with the blinds pulled low, and
found herself a place as typist. It was in a stuffy back
office at Wheeler & Co.’s East Side Branch, but the
Girl held to it, together with her other idea, that she
must cut Nina and the crowd; that the man must come
after her, find her all over again and place a final value
upon her; that never again must he see her, like goods
displayed in a shop window, as something—cheap!
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So she had written him a brief goodby:

If you ever wish to see me again, it must be for
myself, not as a part of any hectic day or night.
I do not end anything between us, but I myself
must make a fresh beginning. We have each of
us used the word “love.” I think there is some-
thing fresh and unspoiled about that, too—and
that you and I have yet to find it. LAURA.

She had enclosed with it her address, a boarding-
place on Thirty-ninth Street. And now she was eat-
ting her heart out wondering if the man would ever
come!

She got up stiffly, realizing that she must freshen
herself for what would probably be a wretched dinner
in the basement dining-room, but it was all she could
afford. For a moment the grim humor of it struck her,
that she, who had chafed all her life at cheap wall-
papers, darned table-cloths and the sight of laundry
drying in the sun, had gotten back to it again after two
years on her own in a big city, that as an artist she
wasn't worth her salt, and that as a typist she could
just about supply bread and butter!

And yet—perhaps plain bread and butter would be
better for her body than Jerd's empty bottles and
Nina’s casual caviar sandwiches. What the Girl really
longed for in her soul were things lovely and beau-
tiful: silken negligées, soft sables, books with wonder-
ful bindings, hand-wrought. Luxury. Jerd's idea of
luxury was sleeping late after a bat, and Nina's was
never getting up at all until the moon came out and
drew the crowd like moths to her cheap incandescence.
They had just been, for the Girl, a period of make-



believe, all but the man—the man came from a differ-
ent world, a hard, moneyed, polished world, with gloss
on it. He tossed expensive bonbons to Nina, which she
nibbled with sharp, pretty teeth; he drank with Jerd,
but he smoked his own cigars. When his insolent,
slightly mocking eyes met the girl's eyes, he drew
something out of her—virtue. She had fought it at
first, his power, his easy insolence. But in a week she
had let his fingers stray about her neck . . .

She stood up, putting her hand to her throat as if
something strangled her. God—that she should go on
caring, caring horribly, so that it hurt like a real pain!
She had for an instant a cowardly desire to run back
to Nina and Jerd, beg them to house her again, to call
an old number on the phone, tell him she was there,
waiting. All at once she found herself sobbing, hard,
dry sobs. She went over to the small basin in the
sunken aleove and pressed cold water on her eyes, her
throat, till she was quiet again, then, stiffening her
attitude, she went down the two flights of stairs.

HE dining-room was even more horrible than she

guessed. Terrible and ageless things in golden oak
that seemed to survive in spite of Grand Rapids and
the installment plan; a long table spread with edibles
in pressed glass dishes; and napkins obviously held over
from the meals before. What made it worse was the
fact that there seemed to be some sort of celebration
going on, for a huge pyramid of paper roses in the
shape of a horseshoe rose from the center with a sen-
timent printed from side to side in gilt letters: “Happy
Birthday to Mr. Willis.”

The Girl stood a moment, flushing. She wanted to
shriek hysterically,” and to fly. It was all so funny!
The clothes the dozen boarders wore were a scream.
Pink lace, beads, a girl with red hair who glittered
like a circus rider, a fat woman in coral who looked
like a well-boiled lobster. And the men—false shirt
fronts and cow-licks! The only man who looked as
if he lived on intimate terms with his coat and collar
sat at one end alone, and was, the Girl saw all at once,
the guest of honor, He was Mr. Willis, and he was
having a birthday!

Somehow she went through the landlady’s introduc-
tions and sat down near the door, with her throat dry
and her heart raging that she had gotten let in for this
subway entertainment at all, and yet in five minutes
she was snowed under, set aside and forgotten. She
had come in from the byways, but she had not been
bidden to the feast.

She sat through it, making a pretense of eating from
hot and evidently very special dishes, and, excent for
the ache of her own spirit, she could have laughed
out loud. They made speeches. One man, a solemn
person with very large, red hands, stood for a moment,
his face working, then he said heavily, “Every dog has
his day, and I take it this is yours, sir.” and sat down
to a round of applause.

“Come on, Bill; take it up, Bill. The war’s over but
we've got a new drive on—speak up for the old
AETF.” Before they had finished, the man called Bill
also faced Mr. Willis, his throat working convulsively.

“All I've got to say is easy said. John Willis has
been, in a manner of speaking, a real buddy to every
damned one of us in this here outfit, and having went
through hell myself, which most of us use politer
language and call the World War, I reckon I know what
a buddy stands for, and I'll say I never thought more
of mine over there than I do of the chap we honor
tonight—John P. Willis of East Thirty-ninth Street!”

“Good work, Bill—vou're all to the good. Now make
way for the ladies—Miss Minns wants to say a word.
Miss Minns, you have the floor.”

“I only want to add, ladies and gentlemen—that is,
I want to tell you something quite personal, which—
which touches me very nearly.” She was a thin little
woman with a pinched, faded face, quite frankly
touched with make-up to keep up the illusion of youth,
but her voice, thin and pinched also, held the Girl by
some quality of earnestness that gave it a ringing
sweetness:

“I only want to say, that being in the dressmaking
line and having, in an age of ready-to-wears, not a great
deal to do, I have from time to time executed orders
for the—the gentleman we honor tonight. I have made
dresses from time to time for Mr. Willis on order, for
his—mother. I finished one last week, only to learn
yesterday, from an outside source, that—that Mr. Willis’
mother died some years ago in his old home in New
Hampshire ... .”

Through a puzzled silence the Girl watched the
flushed, interested faces. Plainly they did not, any
more than she, understand, but little Miss Minns went
on with a queer break in her voice:

“They—weren’t wasted. He sent them, every one

of them, to—an old pcople’s home up in the Bronx!”
She stopped a moment, her wavering smile circling the
table. "Don’t you see it? He was doing it just for me,
out of the kindness of his heart. And so I say, on his
birth-night, God bless him!” Choking, the little dress-
maker sat down.

No one spoke. The solemn man cleared his throat
and seemed all at once conscious that his hands were
too large for him, but no one loocked at the man at the
end of the table. It was as if they tried, by a strained
and smiling silence, to cover a moment tense with a
feeling which each one of them shared. The Girl, after
a swift raising of her lashes, fixed her eyes hardly on
her plate. Angrily she knew that she was flushing,
that the moment had gotten her, that she was being
played upon, like an instrument of strings! She knew
it for bad taste, a thing too intimate. She didn’t want
to share anything with anyone, least of all with these
people who were out of her class, her world.

“Friends . . .” The man at the end of the table was
rising awkwardly. He stood a moment, flushing also.
He had square-cut shoulders, a face that was some-
how arresting, and very blue, short-sighted eyes. For
an instant, his brief gaze took in the Girl where she
sat, strange and uncomfortable.

“My friends, this is about the most wonderful birth-
day I've had out of the whole twenty-nine. You all
know how I feel about it—a lot of us without homes
are carrying on together. I want you to know that,
as I look around on your friendly faces, you make it
home for me. God help us all, as Bill there says, to
be—good buddies.” Crimsoning, Mr. Willis could say
no more.

Through an awkward gap which ushered in ice
cream, the Girl heard from her next neighbor, the
woman in coral, “Well, you don’t know him, of course,
but he’s always doing things like that. Last summer
he sent his Chinese laundryman to Saranac Lake for
T.B. and told him he could pay him back in collars.
He don’t seem to care whether you come from China
or New York. I often say to him, ‘John Willis, for
Pete’s sake, save your money and get married; don’t
waste any more of it where you’'ll never get it back,
but, my word, we're all crazy about him, especially
Flossie. That’s the girl across from you, with the
titian hair: she gives facials. It was her and me who
gave the floral centerpiece.”

The Girl felt she must say something. “It seems very
grand.” Her voice was cold. She was hastily finishing
her coffee.

“It come from Bohack’s opening. Just the frame, of
course, but Flossie and I saw the possibilities. We
made it of paper roses because they're permanent, and
he'll most probably keep it on his dresser.”

The Girl pushed back her chair.

“Well, it’s been a lovely party, but he deserves it.
Did she say your name was Bennett? We’ll have to
get better acquainted.”

“Thanks. I'm leaving tomorrow.” With beating pulses,
the Girl hurried up the basement stairs.

¢ OU’RE Miss Bennett, aren’t you?” Someone at
the top was confronting her with short-sighted

blue eyes. “It must have been awkward for you, my
party, as well as for me” Mr.
Willis smiled ever so little.

“It really didn’t matter in the
least.” The Girl stared back at
him aggressively. 7
“I am just here for 4
tonight.”

“I see,” he said
genially. “A—a
sort of ship that
passes. I'm sorry. 5
But at least we can

She took out a
folded yellow
paper and laid

it ip bis lap
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exchange signals.” He was holding out his hand.

The Girl did not see it. “I couldn’t possibly, without
knowing the code.”

He was still regarding her. “Oh, that’s all right. I
can easily put you on to it. Code signals—green light:
‘Who Passes?’ Answer, blue light: ‘A Friend.”

“But I'm not in any wise a friend. I'm a perfect
stranger,”

“Well, then—we both live in the same world.” His
chin, it seemed, could set squarely, even while he was
smiling.

“I think it’s a desperately tiresome world. I have no
wish for a wider acquaintance.”

“It’s all the way one looks at it.
quite a jolly world, Miss Bennett.”

“Perhaps, until one is disillusioned.” Something of
the bitterness in the Girl’'s heart welled up into her
eyes, hardening them. Her lips for an instant quivered,
and settled into a hard line. At that moment the Girl
was not beautiful nor good to look at, but Mr. Willis
did not seem to notice. Instead, he went on with his
own thought.

“You'd be surprised,” he said, “how honestly jolly we
find it right here, all sorts of us jumbled together.
But, of course, the code helps. When one of us signals,
‘Who Passes?’ and the other party swings out his blue
light, there isn't anything to do about it but just —
just—"

“Just be glad?” echoed the Girl, her lip curving.
“¥ou sound like Pollyanna.”

“I haven’t met the lady,” Mr. Willis said easily, “but
she must be nice.” He seemed all at once embarrassed
and at a loss for further words, yet he stood with his
blue eyes still fixed on the Girl, between her and the
upper stairs. The Girl, however, had learned many
things from the McGarry world, and one of them was
how to cut a person she had no use for. She gave
Mr. Willis a cold little stare, nodded as she might have
to an expressman or a bell-hop, and brushing past him
in the ugly brown hall, darted up the stairway to her
own room and locked the door.

I think it can be

OURS of tossing. Kaleidoscopic patterns tumbling

about, reshaping themselves against her will. Jed
McGarry’s tossed, graying head, his mouth falling into
looser lines; Nina, in her peacock kimono, gathering up
dishes for the sink; the litter of the studio on a morn-
ing after; the man with his spotless linen surveying it,
detached, apart; the man’s eyes meeting hers, drawing
her like a magnet across impossible barriers; his hands
straying about her neck! What a fool to leave the
one thing that life had served up to her on a silver
plate—what a fool! The man had a yacht, he had been
to far places, he would go again, preferably not alone.
Gay places, the Riviera, Japan, that magic island, the
blue waters of old Cartagena. The yacht had shining,
polished brass, bright awnings—it would be cool, heav-
enly—and they would pass cocktail glasses on a silver
tray. (Continued on page 37)
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A wvisit to Mont St. Micbhel, a strange and boly island off the coast of France, climaxed Mrs. Turnbull’s tour through Normandy

Romancing in the Old World

A road that winds through the quaint old towns of Normandy
leads to another great adventure. The seventh in a series of letters

ARLING NANCY:
I'm so bursting with things to tell you that I
can hardly make my pencil settle down to write

the words! This week’s trip by car through Normandy
has been a perfect revelation of interest and beauty of
the most varied character. Please pretend I'm really
talking to you while I try to tell you what we've been
doing these last few days.

We've been signally blessed as to weather, so our gen-
tian-blue sky with its low, fluffy clouds has still been
above us. And the glory of the harvest fields has seemed
to increase rather than diminish as we go along; the pop-
lars range in long, artistically ragged rows against the
horizon, and the thatched cottages drowse in the sun.

Wednesday was evidently market day and we had the
pleasure of meeting what seemed to be a whole county
of farmers, setting forth in their best clothes, some in
wagons with their wives beside them, and many more on
foot, driving cattle, all bound rather eagerly, it seemed,
for the big event of the week.

That same day, in the late morning, we found ourselves
entering the old town of Lisieux, which we had heard
of through guide-books as an interesting city, lately be-
come a place for pilgrimages on account of its “Little
White Flower.” Being a Protestant. (and a Presbyterian
at that!), I had never heard before of the young St.
Thérése, but there was something so touching in the
story, as we learned snatches of it here and there, that
we determined to stay long enough in the town to visit
the shrine.

As we reached the square, we found great excitement
afoot. A circus was just packing itself for departure, to
the vast interest of a whole flock of small boys, all clad
in the garb which most French schoolboys wear: long
black “smocks” with white collars. We enjoyed watching
them and hearing their eager Celtic chatter. A tall, dig-
nified gentleman with elegant mustaches and beard was

ccing up and down, watching the scene as we were.
We appealed to him at last to direct us to the Carmelite
church.

To the Shrine of the “Little Flower”

For some strange reason, he took us immediately under
his personal supervision. If we would but allow him to
get into the car, he would go with us and show us the
various places of interest! We thanked him and he clam-
bered in, all but filling the back seat.

Then began one of the most amusing episodes of our
trip to date. Our dignified friend had evidently never
driven before with anyone of Jack's temperament. As we
progressed through the town, at intervals of perhaps two
minutes I would feel a heavy hand on each of my shoul-
ders and see the dark mustaches, twitching excitedly,
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appear between Jack’s face and mine, while a perfectly
stentorian voice would shout: ‘“Attention! Attention!
Lentement, lentement, monsieur!” (“Look out! Look out!
Slowly, slowly, sir!”)

He seemed to consider our safe arrival at the church
a special dispensation of Providence and sank back on
the seat with a sigh of satisfaction, saying he would wait
for us there.

The Carmelite chapel, recently built in honor of Chris-
tendom’s newest saint, is a rather plain white building
on the outside. Inside, however, it rears itself in beauti-
ful memorials to the young Thérése, the “Little Flower”
of Lisieux. I was interested in the testimonials on the
walls. They came from soldiers, from queens, from
priests, from unknown people in ordinary walks of life.
They all stated that the young saint had succored them
in times of dire distress.

The Story of a Saint’s Life

The little chapel, then, at that busy hour of the morn-
ing, was filled with people. At one side, behind a tall,
wrought iron grating, lies the most exquisite effigy I have
ever seen. It is a life-sized statue of St. Thérése in her
black and white Carmelite robes, lying as though asleep,
amongst the roses she so dearly loved.

You may be interested to know these few facts about
her life: She was born in 1873. When fifteen she became
a Carmelite nun. At the age of twenty-four she ex-
changed her cell in this obscure French convent at
Lisieux for what seemed destined to be a nameless grave,
but in May of 1925 she was canonized at Rome, amid a
scene of unprecedented beauty and emotion.

The amazing thing to an outside observer is that during
her short life she did nothing spectacular. She was im-
mured in this quiet nunnery. She pursued what she
called her “little way” of serving God by love and small
sacrifices. She went through the rigorous routine of the
Carmelite days even while desperately ill, and finally
died at the age when most young women are joyously
entering upon life’s activities. It would seem indeed that
no one had less chance of being heard of after the passing
of years. But man’'s judgment is always fallible.

When we reached the car again, our guide suggested
we drive to the former home of the Martins, the parents
of St. Thérése. We found it on the outskirts of the town,
a beautiful big house set amongst trees. What interested
me chiefly was the fact that from this charming, comfort-
able home—now kept open” for the public to visit—four
young girls had gone out to enter religious orders, three
of them to join that most rigid of all, the Carmelite.

There are touching little souvenirs of the child Thérése
everywhere: her dolls and toys; her books and bed. In
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the lovely little garden at the rear of the house, there is
a large marble statue showing the father, M. Martin, with
the young Thérése kneeling before him, begging to be
allowed to enter the convent. It is executed with great
beauty and dignity, so that it gives a strong impression
of reality: the pain in the father’s face, the young fervor
in the girl’s!

When we had come away, I tried to assemble the facts
and the legends we had heard and decide what I, as a
Protestant, believed in regard to St. Thérése. I pass on
to you my conclusion. It is that here in Lisieux was lived
a short life, consumed with love for holy things and
steadfast even unto death. And whenever any life pours
itself out in a rapture of devotion, it becomes like the
fragrant anointing oil of Mary of Bethany—a blessed re-
membrance wherever the Gospel is preached. This much,
at least, all Christians everywhere can believe,

When we reached the public square again, we had to
say goodby to our guide. We did so by solemn exchange
of names and addresses and several long handshakes. We
felt like old comrades of travel. Our friend is a professor
in the boys’ school at Lisieux, he told us rather proudly,
and as he waved us off, he looked quite scholarly and im-
portant. We shall always remember his hearty kindness.

As we passed through a tiny village that afternoon, I
was fascinated by one little cottage that stood close to the
roadside. It was very small, with a thick thatched roof,
but the marked peculiarity was that, along the top of the
roof, a whole garden of flag lilies was growing out of
the thatch! It looked exactly like a little old woman
with a bonnet full of flowers. I simply couldn’t pass it
by, especially as a real little old woman suddenly ap-
peared with her cats in the doorway.

Aftermath of the World War

We stopped and I explained as well as I could that we
were Americans and admired her little house, and her
cats. She was delighted that we had noticed her, invited
us to come in, and then showed us all her pitifully few
possessions. She was very poor. The cottage ‘had two
rooms, and both of them had the chill of perpetual damp,
which I fear would penetrate even into the mammoth
feather bed. She brought out her family pictures, show-
ing us her sons who had been killed in the war. She
wept over them, and I felt like it, too.

“Ah, madame,” she said pathetically, “la vie n’est pas
gaie!” (“Life is not gay!”)

We gave her a bit of money which she seemed to ap-
preciate enormously, and then went on.

We had an interesting experience at lunch time.: We
stopped before a very plain little eating place, which was
the best we could see, in another small town called



Crévecoeur. We entered it a bit gingerly and then simply
beamed with delight, for here at a plain, clean, long table,
all the travelers ate together! I wish I could make you
see the group! There was an old Normandy country
woman in a black straight coat buttoned to the neck like
a clerical cassock, and an exquisitely white starched cap.
tied under her chin. Her cheeks looked like beautiful
mottled red apples. She must have been quite old and
yet carried such a look of rugged health about her! Her
daughter and husband (we fancied) were with her.
Farther down the table was a hearty-looking farmer and
a ruddy young chap, his son. There was a thin, frail-
looking woman from Paris, evidently in the country to
regain her health—probably a shop-girl or seamstress.
There was an important “city man,” too, who was telling
the simple rustics all about it.

At first we ate the surprisingly good food and drank
the very hard cider in silence, listening hard and looking
about as much as we dared. Then to our surprise the
city man addressed a remark to us in English. It seems
he had spent years in London. Of course, we told him
all about ourselves and where we were going. At once
our interpreter translated it all to the rest of the table.
From that moment, we really were one of them—I mean,
two of them! They dropped all other discussion to ex-
plain the very best road to Caen, and just how to get from
there to Mont St. Michel. They consulted with each
other, they wrote down instructions for us. The farmer
and the little seamstress became deeply earnest about one
view in particular we should see. They all followed us
out finally, inspected the shining Ford, gave us more
directions and sent us on with their general blessing.

There is a very warm-hearted, likable quality about the
French people. We have met it everywhere, especially
in the country. And these intimate little contacts such as
the ones I have just deseribed make us feel that we are
leaving a friend in each village. It's a lovely sensation.

Our next real stop was at the very historic town of
Caen. It is a versatile city. On the one hand, it is such
a shrine of art that it has been called the Athens of Nor-
mandy, while on the other hand, the rich iron deposits
and the famous “Caen’” marbles in the neighborhood have
made it a great industrial center.

The real beginning of the city’s importance was due to
a peculiar situation in the life of William of Normandy
(William the Conqueror of England). He fell in love with
a young woman named Matilda, and she with him. But
there was one obstacle to their happiness: they were first
cousins. The Church flatly forbade such a union. How-
ever, William was dauntless in love as well as in war.
He married his Matilda, whether or no, and suffered ex-
communication by so doing. Even here he saw a way
out. He promised to perform some great work in behalf
of the Church if the Pope would restore him to favor.
The result was the building of the two greatest Roman-
esque churches in France, one called the Abbaye-aux-
Dames, which Matilda founded in 1062 as a nunnery for
noble ladies, and the other, the Abbaye-aux-Hommes,
which William designed as his own burial place.

Beauty in Norman Architecture

There was something about the latter edifice especially
which moved me deeply. All the churches we have seen
before have been of the Gothic type, many of them of
the extreme flamboyant Gothic, which rears itself in a
lacy profusion of spires and arches and manifold carvings.
Even the churches in the small towns we have passed
through have had this same Gothic wealth and intricacy
of decoration. Now, in the soft light of late afternoon,
we stopped before a building so whitely severe and un-
adorned that I gasped in surprise. We stood for a mo-
ment looking at the strong, plain Norman towers, the
facade unrelieved by a statue or carving. The contrast
with the Gothiec was so decided as to be startling, but
suddenly I felt the marvelous beauty of it, and all the
more as we entered.

I was very tired, and while Jack walked about, I sat
down and drank in the impression of holy austerity the
great walls made upon me. There is a sort of white
chastity, an exalted simplicity about this church in the
extreme Norman style, a kind of clean and solemn bare-
ness which rested and soothed and uplifted me.

William's grave is under the pavement of the chancel,
although, poor gentleman, there is not much of him in it!
Only a thigh-bone, they tell us, reposes there, the rest
of him having been dispersed during the various re-
ligious raids.

Matilda’s body lies in the Abbaye-aux-Dames across the
city, in a sweet and quiet little retreat. The nuns who
dwell near by come there often to rest and read their
prayers by the tomb of the abbey’s founder.

It seemed somehow sad to me, however, that the dust
of the two lovers, William and Matilda, bound so closely
in life by blood as well as by marriage, might not have
rested side by side in death.

The High Light of the Trip

But now, Nancy, I feel my heart beginning to beat a
little faster even as I write you, for I am about to attempt
to describe for you the great high light of our trip through
Normandy. It is years since I first read an account of
Mont St. Michel, that strange and holy little island off
the Normandy coast, which is one of the most ancient
monuments of France. From that moment, I've had an
intense longing to see it. And now ... But I must not
get there too soon! You must try to follow with me
along a winding poplar-shaded road, up hill and down,
until suddenly, as through a mist, away to the right,
rises a dim pinnacle out of the sea. For miles we caught
glimpses of it. as though it were the fabled city that
comes to light only to disappear again. As I watched,
the story of Mont St. Michel came vividly again to mind.

It is a little island of solid granite, 260 feet in height,
which is saturated with the legends and religious tradi-
tions of France so far back into antiquity that one has
mental difficulty in spanning the distance. In those re-
motest days, it was considered a sea-tomb to which the
souls of the dead were ferried in an invisible bark.

Later, in the year 708, St. Aubert, bishop of Avranches,
had a strange dream in which the archangel Michael (the
saint of high places) appeared to him and commanded
him to build an oratory on the top of the Mont. He did
so, and gradually the dim superstitions in regard to the
island became religious devotion. The small oratory was
replaced by a large church in the tenth century and still
later by the great pinnacled abbey which now crowns
the Mont.

It has the most vividly romantic history behind it. The
little islet contributed a number of vessels to the Con-
queror's fleet for the invasion of England; it was here
Henry I of England took refuge and effectually resisted
his elder brothers; its impregnable granite peaks formed
the only garrison of Normandy to hold out for the French
king during the wars with the English in 1423; and a few
years later its cccupants beat off a third English attack,

Left: A portion of
the carved stope
choir screep in the
catbedral at Char-
tres. Above: The
tomb of Matilda in
a quiet corper of
the Abbaye-aux-
Dames. Right:
Picturesque old
bouses in Chartres
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when the Britons fled, leaving two bombards at the gate.
(Incidentally, they are still there!)

We caught our first glimpse of Mont St. Michel from
the hill above Avranches. Then our road ran on into
Pontabault, past a famous eating place which we had
heard of in Caen. It is called “Les Dix Assiettes” (The
Ten Plates). It seems like a sudden drop to earth to tell
you about our luncheon there, but it was so unusual that
I copied the menu verbatim to pass on to you.

The inside of the house was already filled with guests,
so a table was quickly set out for us on the wide front
terrace, greatly to our satisfaction. We didn’t know what
to expect, naturally, so were amazed when a rosy-cheeked
Norman maid set down in front of each of us a stack of
ten plates! They were of extremely substantial ware, so
you may guess the height.

Then the menu began, each course being eaten from the
plate uppermost at the moment. In other words, we
literally ate our way down! Here is the list. Read it and
weep, if it's meal-time: (1) Crabs; (2) cold lamb and
bologna; (3) melon served on spreading leaves; (4) cold
ham and tiny bits of chicken; (5) hot veal coocked with
carrots and onions; (6) hot chicken with small mush-
rooms en créme; (7) French fried potatoes; (8) hot sliced
lamb; (9) salad; (10) cheese and fruit; (11) delicious cus-
tard and tiny cakes.

There had to be an extra plate brought for the last
course, which we almost missed by rising too soon. I
should add that only small portions were served and that
everything was delectable.

Fortified by these few food trifles, we set out again on
the last lap of our western journey and at the end of two
hours were driving along the narrow causeway that has
been built in recent years from the mainland to the
island of Mont St. Michel to make it more accessible to
the thousands of people who come yearly to visit it.
There is, however, no place for a car on the Mont, so a
garage man from the town follows you out and drives
back with your equipage. A tiny train puffs and whines
its way along the causeway twice a day also, bearing its
tourists and pilgrims.

As we drove along the narrow link between the Mont
and the mainland, there was no water to be seen, only
miles and miles of bare brown sand as far as the eye
could see, for the tide was out, and the Mont rose as
though breathless, waiting for its lover the sea to return
to it in a resistless flood.

A Majesﬁc Fortress of the Sea

But how can I make you see the majesty. the haunting
charm of this place? Girdled around the base of the
islet’'s granite peaks is a circlet of medieval walls and
towers. Above these rise the quaint irregular houses of
the village, piled one above the other, many of them red-
roofed. Towering above all. the great abbey stabs the
sky with its peak, on the topmost point of which a figure
of St. Michael rises, beckoning, 500 feet above the sea.

There is only one gateway in the ramparts, one possible
entrance to the Mont. This is the Porte de 1’Avancée.
Inside is a second gateway flanked by the two great bom-
bards abandoned by the English in 1434, who fired from
them stone balls a foot in diameter. (Not a pretty missile
at all!) A third gateway is to be gone through or rather
under before you are in the gueer little village itself that
clusters at the base of the Mont. This is the Porte du
Roi, built in the fifteenth century, surmounted by a
house used as the “town hall,” and preserving its old
iron-spiked portcullis.

Now, as I say, it had been one of the dreams of my life
to visit Mont St. Michel, and so I had always read any-
thing I could find regarding it. In some book I remem-
bered there was the statement that “the” place to stop
on the Mont was Madame Poulard’s, in whose hostelry
the most famous omelets of the world are made. So you
can imagine my delight when the Poulard sign was the
first one to greet us as we (Continued on page 45)
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Ten Healthy Babies from Our Recent Competition

Happy, Smiling Youngsters Who Are Testimonials to the
Loving and Intelligent Care of Modern Mothers

F YOU have ever tried to single out the finest
rose from a garden of perfect roses, you will
understand with what a task the judges of the
“My Healthy Baby” competition were con-

fronted. Each baby was perfect in its own lov-
able, individual way, and in awarding the prizes
the judges not only had to read and reread the
many excellent letters submitted but were obliged
to take into consideration to an extent the artless-
ness of pose or the whimsicality of expression
which the photographer had had the patience or
the good fortune to capture.

From the thousands of entries in the competition
the judges chose for .
the highest prizes the
letters that were ac-
companied by the ten
photographs pre-
sented on this page.
We think everyone
will agree- with us
that they represent
the finest type of
healthy American
babyhood. Unfortu-

Dirginia Robinson of
Florida, ip the large
photograph, wob first
prize. App Browning
of Illinois, right, is
second prize winner

The shy winner of the third prize, David
Roland Temple of New York State, is
above. Nancy Jean Obendorfer, Obio,
won sixth prize and is at the right. Baby
Gt‘anstajjfo Texas, below, was pinth

nately the prize-winning letters which substanti-
ate these babies’ claims to distinction cannot be
printed in full. All the mothers agreed that physi-
cal care alone could not make these bright-eyed
little citizens of the world perfect. They must be
prepared for spiritual good health, too. Mrs. C. S.
Robinson, mother of the first prize winner, defines
the parents’ responsibility in these words:

“We have watched over and developed the little
body and now we feel the responsibility of de-
veloping the little mind and molding that wonder-
ful intangible something called character. We shall
strive to fit ourselves for this great career of ours
as parents and can
but hope and pray for
the wisdom and judg-
ment we will need.
For now we have a
healthy little animal
—but tomorrow we
will have a little child
with which to deal
May we not ruin the
great gift God has
given us!”

Baby Riskeyof Mich-

igan, left, is fourth in

the roll of honor and

Caroline Cooke of

Kansas (below) is
Fifth

Master Norvbert Schlei of Obio, in the

photograph at the left, smiled bis way

to the seventh prize. M. Elliott House,

a California baby, won eighth prize and
is shown in the spapshot below

James W. Henry of
Arkapsas is tenth in
the list of 885 prize

winners

oo WO

[14] WOMAN'SWORLBy QETOBER, 1330



Only a remarkable soup
could be America’s favorite!

The American people are accustomed to the highest standards
of Quality in the world. And Campbell's Tomato Soup is their

overwhelming favorite! More people like it—more people

serve it regularly on their tables—than any other soup. What
gives it such extraordinary popularity? A flavor, a sunny
goodness that are simply irresistible. A tonic, sparkling, bracing

invigoration you crave again and again.

Look FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL

S
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GOLD SEAL

ONGOLLU

REG.U.5. PAT. OFF.

Substitutes may look
something like Congo-
leum — they may even
have a name ending in

23

“oleum” too, but this
Gold Seal Guarantee
they never can have,

»

STARAR"—The red and blue on a taupe backgr
is copied directly from the original Saruk rug which i
spired this pattern. Gold Seal Congoleum Rug No. 622,

“OLYMPIA”—A classic inspiration in ivory and Aegean green marble —
a distinetive blend of beauty and color. Goid Sewl Congoieum Rug No. 623.

> §d: €
AL .

R

und “ARCADIAY

A color harmony based upon Dresden
China Blue. A most distinetive rug for dining room, hed-
room or kitchen. Gold Seal Congoleum Rug No. 618,

YOU'LL BE PROUD
TO SHOW VEISETORS
THES KEFCHEN . .

All about you, there’s a kitchen cheerily re-
flecting the beauty of your Gold Seal Congo-
leum Rug. Within you, there’s a bit of the
carefree —a lilt that makes the day’s work
easier. For beauty, like laughter, is infectious.

Now it’s a room to be proud of. To be sure
it cost a little time to select just the most ap-
propriate pattern. There were certainly plenty
to choose from, such lovely ones that it was
delightfully hard to decide. And that time
will be paid back—manyfold—in the hours of
labor your Congoleum Rug will save you, and
the hours of pleasure you get, just seeing it.

It cost a little money, too—but very little.
And that money also will be paid back—many-
fold—in the long service you will get.

Extra long, because this rug is the original,
genuine Gold Seal Congoleum. Much imitated
because it is so good, but never duplicated.
(Imitations don’t do that sort of thing.) But
it’s easy to avoid imitations. All genuine Gold
Seal Congoleum — whether rugs or all-over
floor-covering—has the Gold Seal pasted on the
pattern. (Imitations can’t do that sort of thing.)

CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC., KEARNY, NEW JERSEY

In Canada — Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal

“MECCA"—The soit Oriental hues that give this rug
its distinctive beauty make it appropriate for use in
almost any room. Gold Seal Congoleum Rug No. 615,



Small American Homes of Distinction

IMPLICITY is perhaps the
most important factor in the
design of a home. It is the
keynote of beauty. Always

remember that the exterior of a
house is a background for proper
planting, and the interior a back-
ground for the furnishings.

Simplicity begins with the plan. It
means elimination of waste space,
and results not only in economy of
initial cost, but also in economy of
mainienance and housekeeping. Eco-
nomic changes following the war have greatly increased the costs
‘of material and labor, so that our homes have of necessity be-
come smaller. In most cases, this has been an advantage, as it
has forced us to give more thought to economical planning.

The houses built by our Colonial forefathers show the utmost
simplicity in character, form, detail and construction. If we
analyze these houses, we find that it is this very simplicity
which rouses our admiration. But this is the very thing we
seem to have lost in the design of our homes, perhaps because
modern methods of manufacture and construction have made it
easy for us to get into elaborations which in most cases have
resulted in the loss of that charm which spells “Home.”

The early American settlers were a simple and honest people,
yet they had great appreciation for the livable qualities of a
home. They did not always have skilled labor, they had to pay
attention to economic considerations and, in most cases, they had
to build their homes as quickly as possible. These causes re-
sulted in the simple, unassuming houses which by virtue of
these qualities are as beautiful today as when they were built.

The plan of the early American type house “Wethersfield” is
straightforward, simple and compact. There is an absolute elim-
ination of waste or
unusable space. The

A House in Early American Style — Funda-
mentally Correct in Type. It Provides Beauty,
Comfort, Convenience and Plenty of Light

WELTHIERSPIEL L)

Designed by H. ROY KELLEY, Arcbhitect

Plot plan and floor plans which
reveal the simplicity and com-~
pactpess of “Wethersfield”

%

JGARAGE

outlook toward the front, the rear
and the side of the house. It has bay
windows at front and rear, with
built-in window seats. There are
built-in bookcases at one side. The
beamed ceiling and the fireplace are
early American.

The hall has been made small pur-
posely. If it were larger than neces-
sary to serve its purpose, it would
waste space.

Between the kitchen and dining-
room, a small pass-pantry serves
as breakfast room and has cabinets for china, table linen and
silver. This will prove a great advantage in serving and in
addition permits a double door between the kitchen and
dining-room, thereby preventing odors or noise from the
kitchen reaching the dining-room or other portions of the
house. The door to the hall gives the housewife convenient
access to the front door, the living-room or the stairway.

The coat closet at the rear of the hall has a lavatory for the
convenience of guests or members of the family. The two-car
garage is attached to the house by a covered passage.

The laundry may be in the basement or it may be attached
to the side of the garage or service porch. The basement stairs
give access to the service porch and service yard.

The bedrooms are generous in size, with excellent lighting and
ventilation. Each room has ample wall space for twin beds and
other necessary furniture.

The house is planned with the idea of wood frame construc-
tion, but it may be built of masenry. The exterior finish of the
house is partly wood and partly cement stucco, with a roof of
heavy hand-split shakes or shingles of natural wood left to
weather. The color of the walls is light ivory and the wood
trim and sash are in
a weathered oak tone.

rooms are grouped to
have a pleasing rela-
tion one to another and
“consideration has also
been given to the rela-
tive importance of each
room, in its size and
in its location. Every
room has cross ventila-
tion, an important fac-
tor in most localities.
With the exception of
the kitchen, every room
has three exposures,
meaning that, no mat-
ter. how the house is
oriented, every room
will have the maximum
amount of sunlight.
The living-room has an

While there is a wide
range in the cost of a
house, depending on
how it is finished and
the quality of materials
and construction used,

the approximate cost
of this house in the

Middle West, including

abasement and the

garage shown on the
plot plan, would be

from $7,500 to $10,000.
If the basement were
omitted, the cost would
be from five to seven
hundred dollars less. A
more accurate estimate
of cost may be figured

by your local builder.
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The living-room, dining-room
and one bedroom ip “"Wethers-
field, ’the house shown oppage
17, areillustrated onthispage.
The floor plans on page 17
show the placing of all the
Sfurniture ip the house

a Livable and Inviting Home

Suggeétions for the Selection and the Proper Arrangement of
Furnishings for the Early American Home on the Preceding Page

By EDGAR HARRISON WILEMAN

air of distinction and yet be simple and inexpen-

sive., With this in mind. our first thought must be
of the backgrounds against which our furniture and
decorative materials are shown. Downstairs in the liv-
ing-room, dining-room and hall, the walls are finished
with a smooth texture plaster in a light sand color.
There are trowel markings and a slight variety in color-
ing, but only sufficient of each to give character and in-
terest. The plaster ceilings are somewhat lighter than
the walls and have small beams of the same chestnut
color as the general woodwork in these rooms. The oak
floors are stained and waxed a medium brown to har-
monize.

The kitchen, pantry and service porch have perfectly
smooth plaster walls painted a light green in order to
give an effect of coolness to these southeast rooms. The
floors are covered with a square tile pattern green lino-
leum. Pale yellow woodwork blends with the green and
yet makes a pleasant contrast. The tiles around the sink
are yellow ochre with a border all around of orange. The
same orange is introduced as a color accent along the
edge of shelves and on the wooden knobs of cupboards
and drawers. The staircase walls and upper hall are
treated with plaster and woodwork like that used in the
lower hall and living-room. The bedrooms
are papered, the east room having a green
trellis design on a white background, and
the west room a chintz design on a deep
cream ground. The woodwork in the mas-
ter bedroom is painted the same color as
the green trellis work in the design of the
paper. The woodwork in the other bed-
room is an amber color, also taken from
the wall-paper used.

The bathroom is decorated in ivory and
pale orchid. The fixtures and tiles are in
two tones of ivory, while the floor has, in
addition, a tile border of black and green.
Walls above the tiles are tinted orchid,
while door and woodwork are painted in
the lighter ivory color.

For the Living~Room

Let us now return to the living-room and
study its general furnishings. On the floor
is a rug of the new machine-made hooked
carpet; it is a diffused triangle pattern in a
mixture of light and dark green with a sug-
gestion of dull copper. It is large enough
to come right up to the hearth and leaves
a margin of about 12 inches all the way
around.

The drapery fabric chosen is an inexpen-
sive linenized cretonne with a natural
background and a large conventional pat-
tern which picks up the colors in the rug
and introduces new ones. As the material
is 34 inches wide, two widths are needed
for each curtain at the wide windows;
they are lined with ecru sateen and are
hung from rings on painted wooden poles.
The glass curtains are of tissue in old ivory.

CORRECT furnishings for this home should have an
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The good-looking furniture was especially designed for
houses of this style. It follows the lines of certain early
English pieces and yet could be used in all homes of mod-
est character.

The window seats are built-in features of this room
and the cushions made to fit each seat are covered with
the same material as the side draperies. The small sofa
on the left of the simple brick and wood fireplace is cov-
ered in a green tapestry with a small design which picks
up the colors in the draperies. By placing the sofa at
right angles to the fireplace, a delightful grouping is
made, giving seating accommodation on either side of
the fire. This is further augmented by a small bench or
stool near the hearth, and an occasional chair and table

placed by the wall between the window seat and the sun -

room. There are built-in shelves for books on the west wall,
so two useful corners have been furnished here—one for
reading, the other for writing. Each has good daylight
and a lamp for night use. A low coffee table has been
placed near the north window seat, which may be used
for holding book, ash tray, candy box or vase. The radio
stands against the wall back of the sofa, where it is easily
attended to and requires no special grouping of furniture.

As the upper part of the fireplace is of wood, a few
pieces of pottery are sufficient for decoration. A picture

A booklet, valuable to all homemakers, giving further details about the furniture
and decorative materials in the bouse "Wethersfield” will be mailed upon request.
Send a 2¢ stamp and address Home Building

WOMAN"S WORLD, QCTOBER,

ditor, Woman’s World, Chicago

1930

is hung low over the writing desk and another over the
chair and table group on the south wall. Accessories are
simple hand-wrought lamps, and lighting fixtures of iron
and brass, with plain parchment shades. A desk clock,
several vases, pillows and other decoratives complete the
room. As the sun room opens out from the living-room,
the draperies were chosen to blend in color and yet be
different in design. The fabric is a green background An-
toinette print and this, used with a linoleum rug, wicker
furniture and two small painted iron tables, gives a sum-
mery appearance suited to this room.

Furniture of Simple Design

The little entrance hall contains a small hooked rug, a
grandfather clock and a maple rush-seat chair. The
dining-room rug is also made from hooked carpet with
about the same margin left as in the living-room. It has
an indistinct checker-board pattern with a mixture of
colors in which reds, greens and warm tans predominate.
The figured linen draperies repeat the colors exactly in a
design of old English Jacobean style on a tan ground.
The fabric is well suited to this furniture of cottage de-
sign which is stained a light chestnut color. There are
twin buffets, small ones. on either side ‘of the north win-
dow and a serving table near the pantry
door. The extension leaf table is surrounded
by four rush-seated chairs, while a hanging
brass and iron electric light fixture over
the table and two wall brackets give ade-
quate illumination.

Our kitchen is furnished with kitchen
cabinet and special units in colors to
match the woodwork; the kitchen stove
and refrigerator are in green and ivory,
as are also many of the kitchen uten-
sils. Colorful cretonne was chosen for the
breakfast-room curtains in a gay floral de-
sign to bring cheer to the early morning
meal. The draperies are short and hang
from rings on a painted wooden pole. The
windows of kitchen and service porch have
simple green and orange dotted marquisette
curtains with ruffles of the same fabric.

Upstairs a plain rug almost covers the
floor of the master bedroom; it is of green
broadloom made without a seam. Rose
voile curtains hang from brass rods to the
sill, and the overdraperies, which reach to
the floor, are of a warp. print with green
and rose as the principal colors. Roller
shades on each casement are a soft peach
color, quite plain, without scallops or
fringes. The candlewick bedspreads have
green and rose tufts on a natural ground,
and the easy chair is upholstered in rose
glazed chintz. Some quaint little prints in
small green frames hang on the walls., and
several ornaments and some books give
color and homelikeness. The night table
lamp is attached to the stand and has a
plain parchment shade.

A small figured rug and a cedar chest

(Continued on page 52)
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F you have not yet received your copy of this America’s Lowest Prices?
season’s money-saving “NATIONAL” Style
Book, send for it today without fail.In thisbeau-
tiful book you will find displayed the newest
styles—the favored New York and Paris fashions
—at America’s Lowest Prices—low prices
that have not been possible for many years.

This new “NATIONAL” Style Book is more
to you than a beautiful array of coats, hats,
dresses, shoes—of everything for every mem-
ber of your family. It is your true measure
of clothing value.

This year we have the greatest opportunity in
our history to serve you. Prices for cottons,
silks, woolens—all raw materials are lower
in price than at any time since the war. Conse-
quently our buyers have been able to buy this
season’s requirements at rock bottom prices.

So well has this buying been done that in this
great new Fall and Winter Style Book you
will find America’s lowest prices. And re-
member, that prices are not low unless
quality is high. At “NATIONAL” your
savings are always doubled by the longer
service that “NATIONAL” quality insures,

The “NATIONAL” Style Book
Clothes the Entire Family

For 43 years we have been style specialists.
We clothe the entire family for dress,
work or play; we also furnish every-
thing in dry goods for the home at the
lowest prices—quality for quality —in
America. You will always find lower

prices at “NATIONAL” because we buy
for cash and sell for cash, and these
cash savings are all passed on to you.

So write today for your own copy
of the “NATIONAL” Fall and
Winter Style Book. See for your-

self the remarkable savings and
pleasure the “NATIONAL?” Style
Book,withitsunequaled values,

will bring to you this season.

Mail the

'
[
1

NATIONAL Brrras Hess Co. Inc.

260 Seventh Avenue 663 Hardesty Avenue
New York City Kansas City, Mo.

e

Dear National: Send me my free copy of your com-
plete new Fall and Winter Style Book which you are
holding for me. (If you live east of the Mississippi
River, mail this coupon to New York—if you live
west of the Mississippi River, mail to Kansas City.)

-
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Tales of the Apimal Isle

Tommy Toddles Discovers the Charm of Home
on His Quest for the Rainbow’s Pot of Gold

By HARRY WHITTIER FREES

OR the third time that morning, Tommy Toddles

had got into mischief. First this snoopy little

kitty boy had to see what was in a bowl stand-

ing on the kitchen table. He discovered it was
full of flour and spilled it all over himself. After that
he wandered out into the garden where his little sister
Sue was busy washing her dolly’s clothes. What did
this mischievous little brother of hers do but untie the
knot that held the line to the post and down came all
of the fresh clean frocks.

Last and worst of all, Tommy went tearing through
the front yard playing cowboy and broke off Mother
Toddles’ very nicest rose-bush!

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” sighed the pussycat mother as
she saw it all happen through the kitchen window.
“What will I ever do with such a wild little kitten?
Tommy Toddles!” she called through the open window,
“come in here this very instant! You're a naughty
little kitten and I'll have to punish you. Go right into
the front room and stay until you learn to behave.”

So Tommy shuffled slowly into the front room and
threw himself on the couch, feeling quite sure that
there was no other kitty boy in all the Animal Isle
" who was treated half so badly.

“I'll run away, that’s what I'll do!” he said to himself
in a fierce little whisper. “I know what I'll do,” nodded
Tommy. “I'll run away and find the pot of gold at the
end of the rainbow. Then when I'm rich, I'll come
back to Mother Toddles with my pockets full of gold,
and she’ll be sorry she ever scolded me. I'll write
Mother Toddles a note,” he decided. “Then she’ll know
I won’t be back for a long time.” This is what he wrote:

Dear Mother Toddles:

I am going far, far away and it will be a long time
before you will see me again. If I find the pot of
gold, I will come back rich. ToMmmy.

The Doggie

Pieman

Then he stole quietly out
the front door and started
off down the street without
anyone seeing him. Before
long, he had left behind him
the last little bungalow on
Pussywillow Road and was
trudging along a strange
road, getting farther and
farther away from Mother
Toddles. Tommy wondered
what Mother Toddles and
Sue were having for dinner.

Just then he heard some-
one ahead of him singing a
gay tune. And this is what
he sang as he jogged along:

Fresh pies for sale! Fresh pies for sale!
Come buy them while you may,
For when these nice fresh pies are gone,
I'll sell no more today.
“Oh, it’s the doggie pieman!” cried Tommy, wish-
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ing with all his heart that he had one of
those delicious pies for his dinner, for he was
very tired and hungry by that time. Then he
thought of two shiny nickels he had in his
pocket, some he had
earned running errands
for Mother Toddles.

“Please—please, Mister
Pieman!” he
called as he
raced after the
jolly old doggie
and caughthold
of his coat tails,
“I want to buy
a pie!”

“There you
are!” smiled e
shaggy old
seller of pies,as

he lifted up the lid of

his tiny cart and
handed over a fat little

Farmer apple pie.
Buff After Tommy had

eaten the last erumb of
it, he began to feel
thirsty. The farther he
walked, the more he longed for a
drink, and before he had gone
very much farther, along came a
little kitty boy selling cider.
“Five cents a glass!” shouted the little
chap gayly. “Get your good fresh cider!”
“I'll take a glass,” cried Tommy, as he
handed over the last of his two shiny
nickels.
At the next little house he came to
along the road, he found a rabbit gen-

Sue was washing ber dol-
ly’s clothes and bad them
neatly bung up to dry
when Tommy untied the
knot that held the line

1930

Mr. Longears was chopping wood

tleman chopping wood. When Mr.
Longears caught sight of the little
kitty boy trudging along all by
himself, he laid down his hatchet
and looked at Tommy with a
twinkle in his bright pink eyes.
“Perhaps youre out looking for
a chance to cut some wood,” sug-
gested the funny old bunny.

“Oh, no!” replied Tommy
quickly. “I’'m looking for a rain-
bow. Have you seen any around
here?”

“Now, let me see,” said Mr.
Longears. “It seems to me I re-
member seeing a rainbow not so
very long ago. Yes, sir, I have it!”
he exclaimed. “We had a big
shiny rainbow of all the colors
you could think of near this very
spot exactly one week ago. One
end of it came down right over
there behind Farmer Buff’s house.”

“Then there’s sure to be a pot of
gold at the end of it,” said Tommy earnestly.

“Perhaps there is,” admitted Mr. Longears, “but I
shouldn’t wonder you’ll have quite a bit of trouble
finding it. Anyway, suppose you run over to Farmer
Buff’s house and ask him all about it. If the end of
that rainbow came down in his orchard, I'm quite sure
he'll let you dig there for that pot of gold.”

So Tommy thanked the nice old bunny and hurried
off to Farmer Buff’s house across the way. Farmer Buff
turned out to be every bit as nice as Mr. Longears
himself. He not only told Tommy he could dig in the
orchard to his heart’s content, but even gave him a
little spade to do it with.

Tommy dug and dug until his little paws fairly ached,
but there was no sign of a pat of gold.

“Perhaps every rainbow doesn’t have a pot of gold,”
he said slowly.

“Perhaps not,” agreed Farmer Buff. “But never you
mind,” he added quickly, “Mother Buff will take care
of you tonight and tomor-
row you can hunt again.”

Tommy began to look
frightened. “You—you
mean stay all night?” he
stammered. “Oh, but I
couldn’t do that,” he al-
most gasped. “I—I wish I
was home right now.”

Now, Farmer Buff was
a wise old doggie and a
little later he invited
Tommy to go for a ride in
his automobile.

“Oh, look!” cried Tommy
after a while. “There’s our
house right over there!”

“Why, so it is,” said the
doggie farmer,as he pulled
over to the front gate.

Mother Toddles didn't
scold a bit. She just gave
her little kitty boy a big
bear hug.

“T'll never run away
again,” promised Tommy,
as he snuggled closer. “I'd
rather have you than any-
thing else.”

Tommy
spilled flour
on bhimself



Prove it! Prove it

IST AcTioN

TEST CALUMET'S DOUBLE-ACTION THIS WAY

Naturally, when baking, you can’t sec how
Calumet’s Double-Action works inside the
dough or batter to make it rise. But, by
making this simple demonstration with
Calumet Baking Powder and water in a
glass, you can sce clearly how Calumet acts
twice to make your baking better. Put two
level teaspoons of Calumet into a glass,
add two teaspoons of water, stir rapidly
five times and remove the spoon. The
tiny, fine bubbles will rise slowly, half
filling the glass. This is Calumet’s firss
action—the action that Calumet specially
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PATTY'S BIRTHDAY CAKE .

PLUM ROLLS . . AFTERNOON TEA BISCUITS .

PLUM ROLLS

Erovidcs to take place in the mixing
owl -when you add liquid to your dry
ingredients.

After the mixture has entirely stopped
rising, stand the glass in a pan of Aor water
on the stove. In a moment, a second rising
will start and continue until the mixture
reaches the top of the glass. This is Calu-
met's second action—the action that
Calumet holds in reserve to take place in
the heat of your oven. Make this test to-
day. Sec Calumet’s Double-Action which pro-
tects your baking from failure.

Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder
and salt, and sift again. Cut in shortening.
Add milk [gradually until soft dough is
formed. Roll V4-inch thick on slightly
floured board. Cover with plums. Roll in
long roll, pressing edges together. Cutinto
1¥-inch slices. Place in greased pan and
pour plum sauce (made from plum juice
and water, thickened and sweetened) over
them. Bake in hot oven (425°F.) 30 min-
utes, basting often. Serve hot, with sauce
pouted around them.

172 cups sifted flour

2 teaspoons Calumer
Baking Powder

24 teaspoon salt

2 tablespoons butter or
other shortening
¥ cup milk (about)
1 can (2 cups) plums,
seeded and drained

(All measurements are level)

...it does
act twice

Millions of women know
Calumet’s DOUBLE-ACTION
makes better baking

Tuey know—the millions of women who praise Calumet, The Double-Acting Baking Powder.
They have seen for themselves that Calumet’s marvelous double-action brings new
perfection to baking! New confidence of success! New pride in everything they bake!

Enjoy this great satisfaction of turning out one baking triumph after another. Use
Calumet—and see what fluffy biscuits, what delicate, delicious cakes Calumet’s Double-

Action brings.

FREE

NEW CALUMET
BAKING BOOK

Calumet’s firsz action begins in the mixing bowl. It starts the leav-
ening. Then, in the oven, the second action begins. It continues the
leavening. Upl. .. up!. .. it keeps raising the batter and holds it high
and light. Your cake bakes beautifully, even though you may not be
able to regulate your oven temperature with utmost accuracy. . . Another
delightful advantage—Calumet’s perfectly controlled leavening action
permits you to store cake batters until you are ready to bake them.
Batter, poured into the baking pans, covered with a damp cloth and
waxed paper, may be kept in the refrigerator for several days without
loss in quality. Think of the convenience!

All baking powders are required by law to be made of pure, whole-
some ingredients. But not all are alike in their action nor in the amount
that should be used. And not all will give you equally fine results in
your baking. Calumet is scientifically made of exactly the right in-
gredients, in exactly the right proportions to produce perfect leavening
action—Double-Action, your assurance of baking success. That is why
Calumet is #he largest-selling baking powder in the world to-day.

Get a can of Calumet and try the recipe given here. Notice how little
Calumet it calls for. The usual Calumet proportion is even less—only
one level teaspoon to a cup of sifted flour. A splendid economy which
the perfect efficiency of Calumet’s leavening action makes possible,

Send For New Baking Book! You'll find recipes for all the good
things shown on this page in the new Calumet Baking Book. It's free!
A wonderful collection of novel, economical cakes and quick breads
you'll love to make. Mail coupon—TO-DAY!

The Double-Acting Baking Powder

A Product of General Foods Corporation

Marion JanE Parker, ¢ /0 Calumet Baking Powder Co., (Inc.)  c.—w. w.—10-30
4100 Fillmore St., Chicago, Ill.

Please send me, free, a copy of the new Calumet Baking Book.

Name

Street.

Stare
Fill in completely—print name and address. @ 1a30, 5. ¢. conp,

City




A fair skin wi-l:.h
your new furs

It's the first note in the autumn

“"SYMPHONIE”

This new powder-blend creates the creamy)
skin-tone- so flattering with fur-fashions,

“SympHONIE” is the newest word in the
style world! It’s the name of a remarkable
powder-blend that matches your skin so
perfectly and enhances it so subtly that
you behold yourself in the beauty of a
“natural” complexion . . . the smart com-
plement of the new clothes.

“Symphonie” blend in Armand Cold
Cream Powder is keyed to the exquisite
flesh-tones found in Old-World . portraits
« « «» those translucent tints that seem to
glow with mellow beauty.

All women in general, blonde and bru-
nette alike, possess these same underlying
flesh tints; and “Symphonie” discovers
them, emphasizing their pearl-pink quality.

Follow directions in the package for ap-
plying this new blend in Armand complex-
ion powder and behold a loveliness that
is quick to come and not soon to go!

— with @ fineness of texture
to surprise and entrance you!

© 1930 by The Armand Co., Iné,
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. “With the new clothes, the

new complexion.” . . . Stun-
ning red tweed suit collared

in white fox,by Saks—Fifth

Avenue; . complexion by
Armand; compliments by
everybody!

Armand“Symphonie” Powder
(or your choice of four stand-
ard tints), $1 the box. Zanzi-
bar tone in Armand rouge
and lipstick is the perfect
color-note for “Symphonie.”

First go to a good vocational advisor and talk the matter over

A Place in the Sun

ANOTHER IN THE SERIES OF TALKS TO
GIRLS OF COLLEGE AGE

By SHARLE TRACY

EAR JANET: ; LA
You want to work, to earn your

living, but, you say; “I-don’t know
what I want to be!” It is a problem.

Do you know that it is a very modern
problem? Once upon a time, the matter
would have been settled for you without
any duestion: at all. It would have been
your business to learn to spin, to weave,
to knit, to cook —all the what-not that
made for the necessity and comfort of
living.

One might say with a goodly measure
of truth that woman ran the really big
business of that day. But now that men
have taken it away from her and split it
into an immensely manifold business for
themselves, she has to right-about-face,
meet a new situation and make a place
in the sun for herself.

How shall you find out what you want
to be, want to do?

First, go to a good vocational advisor.
Talk the matter over with her. I do not
mean by this that you must do whatever
she may suggest. I mean merely that this
is one of the steps toward knowledge, to-
ward a definite elimination of the things
you do not want to do.

Second, make good use of your public
library. There are some very good books
(“Careers for Women” by Catherine
Filene, for instance) on the subject and
your librarian will be glad to help you
find them.

Third, find out something about the
special businesses in your own town, par-
ticularly if it is not one of the larger
cities. Find out what these businesses re-
quire of their help, who hires and dis-
charges the girls, and what chance there
is of promotion.

Fourth, list these things. Now, set down
what the being would be. The being, my
dear, is vastly different from the reward
of being. The singer, for instance, whom
you hear in her hour of triumph is reap-
ing a part of her reward, but the being
the singer equals, rigidly as a mathe-
matical equation, long,
hard hours of practice,
self - sacrifice, self - disci-
pline, physical toil and
nerve-racking strain.

So you should learn,
before you launch your-
self into a business, what
the being will be. For
example: find out what
are the hours of work;
the conditions under
which you will work; the
advantages and disadvan-
tages; the chance of pro-
motion; salary conditions;
and such other matters as
are pertinent.

Now, fifth, list your own
abilities and lacks. Are
you good at mathematics?
Then check favorably
those occupations which
make use of mathematics.
Are you quick and ac-
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Make use of your library

curate with your hands? Then -check
favorably those occupations which need
that particular ability. - Put down all your
training, however little it may be.

- Sixth, list your personal characteristics.
Are you patient? Are you even-tempered
or:do you “fly off the handle” with very
little provocation? Can you get along
easily with people? Do you ‘mind mo-
notony?  Are you a quiet worker or a
constant talker? Do you resent being cor-
rected? List yourself quite thoroughly
and honestly. When you check against
the other lists, you will find that certain
types of work are automatically elimi-
nated, so that your possible choices be-
come narrowed down.

“Oh,” I can hear you say, “but that is
a lot of work!” So it is. But it is a lot of
fun, too. And even if it is work, what of
it? Isn’t it time well spent if it puts you
in the way of doing the thing which you
will like to do, which you can do well,
which will give you satisfaction?

Now, after you have decided what you
want to be and have gotten your job,
there are still some important things to do.
First, try to make your job your business.
Don’t take it as mere routine, as so much
work to be done in so much time for so
much money.

A place in*the sun? You must make it.
If you have a talent, use it. The world
is teeming with opportunity for the girl
who really wants to be something, do
something. :

Young men, seem to have less difficulty
in finding themselves in business than
young women. Omne reason is that they
look at work more objectively, with less
emotion. Girls, not brought up to take
work for granted, have the play-habit:
they want to like a thing. They do mot
know that by working at a thing in a cre-
ative way they can develop a liking for it.
I do not mean, of course, that one can
like any kind of work. That, obviously,
is not true. But I do mean, Janet, that if
you put liking first, you are following a
will-o'-the-wisp which
will land you in the quag-
mire of indecision.

Now, all this does not
present to you an infalli-
ble rule for infallible suc-
cess. I am merely offer-
ing you a helpful method
by which you may help
yourself,

So, choose your work in
the calm light of reason;
weigh carefully the good
points and the bad; check
up against your own abil-
ity or lack of it; and then,
having chosen, put the
whole force of your per-
sonality behind it. Rest
assured, my dear, you
will find your place in
the sun.

Most affectionately
yours,
SHArRLE Tracy.



A Wardrobe for a Tiny Miss

STYLES FOR FALL AND WINTER WEAR
By Elizabeth Thankful Bailey

ITH everyone so busy this sea-
son of the year with plans for
fall and winter wardrobes, even

the babies are beginning to sit up and
take notice. There is no end to the array
of materials this fall that seem especially
suitable for wear by small children.

Right now my hobby is clothing . for
little girls who are two or “going on
three” years old, for there just never
was a time when cottons, fine sheer
woolens, linens, rayons and silks were
so well adapted for children’'s dresses.

During the summer we have had a
revival of muslins—dotted Swiss and fine
dimity—and now we are finding English
prints, percales, cotton broadcloths, ging-
hams and piqués in adorable colorings
and designs especially suitable for fall.

Most of the style effects for little girls
going on three are straight and full and
gathered into yoke, shoulder or neck.
From sleeveless dresses during the sum-
mer, the little dresses now show both
long and short sleeves. The new feature
which has interested me most is that of
fagoted yokes. After a long absence,
fagoting appeared last summer on many
of the lingerie blouses and dresses, and
it now bids fair to be one of the most
popular effects on little girls' clothing.
It is especially pleasing when used on
dresses of printed cottons. The yokes for
these are generally made of narrow bias
folds of the same or contrasting material,
held in shape by fagoting stitches.

Work for Skilful Fingers

One needs skilful fingers for this sort
of thing, and for tiny dresses the folds
should be very narrow. Bias tape with
the turned edges folded together is very
satisfactory, and is available in a wide
range of colors.

In using a material plain in color or
one of open weave in which it is not
possible to find a bias tape exactly match-
ing in color or quality, folds of the same
material are used.

Cut a pattern for the whole yoke in one
piece, using heavy paper, and allowing
for hems or other finish at the back.
Baste the folds to the pattern, leaving
a small space between each two rows. The

Style 709, for lit-
tle girls 2, 4, 6
and 8 years old,
is made up in
materials of
contrasting
color

binding should follow the shape of the
yoke. If seams have been allowed on the
yoke pattern, indicate the seam width
on the pattern with a pencil line and
keep the outer folds even with these
lines. In basting the folds to the yoke,
place the edge with the single fold at
the top in each row. No pattern is neces-
sary for the simple style shown at the top
of the page. 3

Description of the Stitch

The fagoting stitch is best done with a
twisted thread of silk or cotton, heavy
enough to give a decorative effect. Some
of the new, tightly twisted cotton threads
are excellent for this purpose. The stitch
is similar to the catch-stitch except that
the needle is passed from underneath
through the single or double folded edges,
keeping the thread at the left in making
each stitch, thus forming a crossing of
the thread close to the fold. The fagoting
stitches should end where the hem turns.

The ends of the folds may be turned
under and overhanded down or they may
be cut even with the edge of the hem and
the edges bound, in which case tiny but-
tons and thread loops would be used for
fastening. The full lower portion of the
dress is gathered along the upper edge,
which has been folded back, and after
the gathers are adjusted, it is joined to
the yoke with fagoting.

Of far more importance than the num-
ber and variety of dresses in her winter
wardrobe is the choice of the wee girl's
winter coat. The distinguishing character-
istic of the new coats is that they are
very soft and pliable as to material and
construction. The materials favored are
broadcloths, the tricot and basket weaves,
soft twills and tweeds.

In style the coats are very plain indeed,
and often have raglan sleeves. Cape
effects are found on some, a copy after
grown-up styles. Most of these little coats
are lined with silk or crepe and occa-
sionally are interlined with soft flannel.

The ensemble idea is so strong that
bonnets or hats are often made of the
same material as the coat. A little close
hat will be as warm as a bonnet and in
addition will have much more class.

664 — Coat, cap
and leggings de-
signed for sizes
2, 4 and 6 years.
312 — Bloomer
dress for sizes 2,
4 and 6

Patterns, 15¢ each, postpaid, may be secured from Woman’s World, 4223 W. Lake St., Chicago

WHAT A KITCHEN KNIFE
CAN TELL YOU
ABOUT WASHDAY

KITCHEN KNIFE and easier wash-
days! They may seem miles apart.
And yet...

Unwrap a bar of Fels-Naptha and cut
into it. As the blade eases through the big,
generous bar, what do you see?... from
top to bottom a smooth. velvety texture
that plainly says,“This is unusually good
soap!” But don’t stop here, for the best 1s
yet to come.

Hold this soap up to your nose and
sniff. Naptha! You can smell it. Plenty of
it all through the bar. Naptha. you know,
1s an unusual dirt-loosener. It is combined
with the good golden soap by a special
process that keeps it there, on the job to
the last thin sliver.

So every time you use Fels - Naptha,
you get the help of two safe, active clean-
ers instead of one. Plentiful naptha work-
ing hand-in-hand with good golden soap.
Briskly, busily, this sturdy pair loosens the
most stubborn dirt and washes 1t away
without hard rubbing. And that's why mil-
lions say Fels-Naptha is the real washday
bargain. It brings you not more bars, but
more help. Extra help that saves you!

Next washday, try Fels-Naptha. See
how much quicker and easier it makes
your washing; how sweetly clean and fresh
it gets your clothes. Notice, too, how gentle
Fels-Napthais to the hands. That's because
it loosens dirt so quickly that you don't
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have to keep them in the water long.
there’s no fussing,

Another advantage
nospecial directions with Fels-Naptha. Use
it your way. Use it in tub or machine. Soak
orboil your clothes with it, just as you wish.
Being a soap, Fels-Naptha naturally works
best in hot water. But unlike many other
soaps, Fels-Naptha will turn out a spark-
ling wash in lukewarm or even cool water.

Your grocer sells Fels-Naptha. Get a
few bars to-day. Or better still, ask for the
convenient 10-bar carton — then you'll
have extra help aplenty for all your wash-
ing and household cleaning tasks.

SPECIAL OFFER—Whether you have been using
Fels-Naptha for years, or have just now decided to try
its extra help, we'll be glad to send you a Fels-Naptha
Chipper. Many women who prefer to chip Fels-Naptha
Soapinto their washing machines, tubs or basins find the
chipper handier than using a knife. With it and a bar
of Fels-Naptha, you can make fresh. golden soap chips
(that contain plenty of napthal) just as you need them.
Mail coupon, with a two-cent stamp enclosed to help
cover postage, and we’ll send you this chipper with-

out further cost. Here's the coupon—mail it now !
© 1930, FELS & CO.

W.W.-10-30

FELS & COMPANY, Philadelphia, Pa.
Please send me the handy Fels-Naptha Chipper
offered in this advertisement. I enclose a two-

cent stamp to help cover postage.

Name

Street

State.

City.
Fill in completely—print name and address

[231
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either of kid or of crepe de chine, as you please.

Suiting is used again for a morning ensemble, pin-
striped and plain. The original was of the latest deep
pinky shade of beige combined with amber; the two
shades combine most attractively. The top of the
frock (Fig. C) and the front panel of the skirt are
cut in the pin-striped suiting, and this is used again,
but diagonally, for the flap pocket at either hip. At
the neck, radiating tucks give a tailor fitting, which
suits the modern cravat collar. A coat to match

fascinating things with striped suitings this fall.
Suitings are newer than tweeds for formal wear,
and take a rather more formal line. They demand a
tailored effect, and, happily for the woman who makes
her suits and frocks at home, it is easier to get the
correct tailored air with a suiting than with any other
material.
The smart suit sketched in Fig. L is fashioned in
diagonal striped suiting, its coloring a new brick and

ET’S begin with street wear, because Paris is doing

for her gay moods

Paris chooses frills and furbelows /

L]

tomato-red mixture. Note most particularly the
arrangement of the diagonal stripes, which is a
vital detail. Then notice that the coat is tight-
fitting and that the skirt flares from a shaped hip
voke. The waist, which has a bloused effect, is of
washing silk, and its single brace effect in front
is of suiting to match the skirt.

Slightly more elaborate is the dress and cape of
printed velvet, Fig. I. Capes are still popular, and
one similar to this could be worn with the dress R.

The togue with a skull-cap foundation is new,
but it is already greatly favored. You'll see one
sketched in Fig. J. where a skull-cap of black
satin is combined with the turban of brocade. A
broadtail tie is the correct accompaniment. The
handbag, Fig. K, matches the suit of diagonal suit-
ing and is trimmed with flat fur.

A F o:’m‘a[ Cosimne wz‘r;l New [.z’nes

If you want a dress and coat for really formal
wear, study Fig. A, one of the most distinctive
among the new designs. The dress (of ankle
length) is of soft, patterned velvet and wears a
wide band of plain velvet at the hem. The bodice
is tight-fitting at the waist, but it is rucked at the
back and sides. The longer frocks favor the pep-
lum, which “breaks” a line difficult to wear, so
this model is trimmed with a peplum pointed at
the front. The sleeves are tucked all the way up
from wrist to shoulder.

The coat is three-quarter length, and is in plain
velvet to match that on the skirt hem. It is lined,
however, to match the frock. The ultra-short sleeve
may look strange at first, but it's chic. It is edged
with fur to match the collar.

The original of this fascinating combination was
in black velvet patterned in grass-green; if you
look carefully at the sketch of it, youll know
what size the patterning for your own new frock
should be.

Suppose you want a frock for evening rather
than for afterncon, you can carry out this same
design in printed chiffon and plain taffetas; make
the coat in taffetas, and line it with chiffon to

match the frock. The style is one which will be as
becoming to the woman over forty as under that age.

For the younger woman is intended the simpler model,
Fig. B, of old-blue velvet with a blouse of shell-pink
organdy. The bolero-coatee is very much of the moment,
and its simplicity is emphasized by the deep kilted
organdy frills of the blouse. The skirt has a slight flare.
And talking of the flare, be sure that you note the subtle
difference in this between last season and the present:
it starts distinctly higher on the new frocks.

The ankle length frock is right for indoor wear. The
two-piece frock shown in Fig. R observes this rule
in its skirt of dark blue velvet patterned with amber dots.

The silk jersey
blouse is amber,
too, but it trims its
novel scarf-collar
with dots in the ex-
act shade of blue
of the skirt. It also
wears cuffs of the
skirt material; they
come well down
over the wrists.
Here you see the
tucked sleeves
again, but this time
the tucks do not
reach the elbow. To
make up, the deep
hip-band of the
blouse is tucked.
With such a frock,
matching shoes are
smart; they may be

WOMAN'S WORLD, OCTOBER,

(Fig. D) is very high-waisted, and emphasizes this
line with a broad belt of patent leather. Its plain
cape is lined with the pin-stripe. This coat, like
that in the suit, Fig. L, is tight-fitting, and it flares
a little toward the hem.

]"V\’QGCI(S‘ 1{[!’6 C[IOS?H /‘OI’ ‘,QPOI'Z‘S

Now for ‘“le sport,” to which Paris devotes much
thought when planning clothes. The favorite of all
materials this season is loosely woven tweed.
Whenever possible, two kinds of tweed are used
together. In Fig. M you have a three-quarter
length coat of this loose weave tweed in a bold
herringbone design; coloring, blue and fawn. For
the skirt, plain tweed of flecked blue. The leather
beret, the buttons and the belt (leather likewise)
are all blue. The things to mark especially are the
cravat collar and the seven-eighths length of the
coat sleeve. In Fig. N is a dress in the very latest
moiré tweed. Bracken shades are chosen for this,
and the trimmings are of brown leather. The skirt
frill is box-pleated.

Herringbone tweed appears again in the skirt,
Fig. O, where it is mixed with plain tweed. The
wide hip pockets are lined with brown leather.
You could wear Fig. P as jumper or tuck-in with
the tweed skirt, making it of pin-striped washing
silk. The narrow upstanding little collar with its
prim bow is one to be copied.

The two-tweed jumper and skirt, Fig. Q, combine
a very fine check (which makes the jumper) and
a flecked tweed for the skirt. The buttons and the
pockets must be of leather. And in case four
pockets should not be enough, there’s another on
the cuff of the right sleeve. You can wear the
jumper buttoned as high as you please.

When Paris is in gay mood, she chooses frills and
furbelows. In Fig. E you see the new lines for this
fall’s evening frocks. The old-world effect is sought
after all the time. Here it is achieved with a very
much shaped bodice of lace and taffetas and puff
sleeves. The three deep flounces are of plair. tulle
and lace, and they reach to the instep. (The frock
of exaggerated length is banished.) An evening coat

in moiré silk and flat fur is also very much shaped, and
over the hips flares widely, Fig. H. Its sleeves are very
new, although it is the old bishop sleeve which inspired
them. With more frivolous evening wear, gloves have
returned in more than old-time glory. Two new ones
are sketched here; one has the upper part of lace, Fig. F.
and trimmed with a frill of lace, reaches nearly to the
The other in fine tulle reaches just to the

shoulder.
elbow, Fig. G.

Soft colors are considered prettiest for evening just
now, and any pastel shades are right except, in Paris,

pink, which French women do not care about.

Now study these sketches as a whole, and you'll see that

the skirt remains
an entirely conve-
nient lengthafterall
our woeful antici-
pations. For morn-
ing, for street wear
and for sport they
are as short as is
graceful. For for-
mal indoor wear,
they need not hide
the ankle, while
they do not reveal
much above it. For
evening you will be
quite chic in & dress
of instep length or
a bit shorter.
Note: These styles
aresuggestions
only, and patterns
cannot be furnished.

1930

A strect ensemble of striped suiting
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~Any Woman Can Make This Dress

fully from a snug hipline is a gen-
eral favorite for all occasions. The
model sketched in Style 3033 is especially
desirable with its shirred bodice that
softens the line through the waist and
hips, and gives the figure a charmingly
slim., youthful appearance.
This skirt concentrates all of its ful-
ness at either side. The collarless Vion-
net neckline with a bow tie slipped

THE circular skirt which flares grace-

through the bound opening creates a de-
lightful sunburst effect. Style 3033 is de-
signed for sizes 16, 18 years, 36, 38, 40 and
42 inches bust. Size 36 requires but 3%
yards of 39-inch flat silk crepe.

Dark brown lustrous crepe satin with
a bow tie of the dull side of the crepe,
bottle green faille silk crepe, Patou’s
dahlia-purple shade canton crepe and
sheer black velvet are utterly chic sug-
gestions that need no further trimming.

Patterns, 15¢ each, postpaid, may be secured from Woman's World, 4223 W. Lake St., Chicago

OPEN Your |
SEARS Catalog
fto the -

LOWEST PRICES

Send
Now
for
Your

Copy

WOMAN’S WORLD, OCTOBER,

o o o il"l_ 10 YEARS

The World’s Largest Store is ready to serve you, at the
lowest prices in ten years. Not alone the lowest prices
we have quoted in ten years, but the lowest prices offered
by any reputable organization.

You will be thinking more and more of thrift this Fall.
And when you do, reach for your Sears catalog to find
the lowest prices for whatever you want to buy.

Leadership in Style, Too!
While our buyers were securing these low prices for you,
they were also alert to the new style influences in wear-
ing apparel and in home furnishings.
The wanted styles this Fall are all prominently dis-
played in our new catalog. No matter what you need, we
have it for you, of guaranteed quality, at a lower price.

Send the Coupon

If you have not received your copy of this 1100-page
new “Thrift Book of a Nation,” send for it today. It is
free of course, It quotes lowest prices on 46,000 articles
for the family, the home, the shop, the auto and the farm.

—SEARS, ROEBUCK AND CO.

Chicago, Philadelphia, Boston, Minneapolis, Kansas City,
Atlanta, Memphis, Dallas, Los Angeles, Seattle
2 (Mail Coupon to Store Nearest You)
Send me your Latest General Catalog. 66129
Name Lo potn o S PR Sas <
Postoffice State..
RumlBeweesr oo i s N BoralNoL. .t
(Please give both Route and Box Number if on a Rural Route)
Streataddvens im0 L

1930 [251
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“best dressed”’ gz’rls Einow

PrettyMARY HUNTOON
discovers how clever
girls dress attractively
on little money .

Moline, Ill.

PROBABLY every girl who
goes away to school or col-
lege learns that it isn’t al-
ways the richest girls who
are the best dressed.

“My chum at college had

* little money but she was one

of the best dressed girls
there. She had two rules.
First, she always bought very
lovely, becoming colors, and
then she took wonderful
care of her clothes. <

“Nearly every night she
washed a blouse or a sweater
or a dress in Lux suds. She
said Lux was the only thin
that kept colors really fresg
and new looking. Now that
I'm in business I also find
that the smartest looking
girls Lux their dainty things
frequently.”

HIS YEAR more than ever,

clever girls realize how im-
portant it is to give pretty blouses
and sweaters and dresses the very
gentlest, safest washing care.

Because colors are lovelier, more
delicate, more subtle, than ever
before!

The new blouses come in such
wonderful shades—peach, rose
opaline, eggshell, shimmering frost
green! And in the gayest, most
colorful prints!

Sweaters, too, are so smart with

Proof of how Lux keeps

fabrics New « - -

2N

Q

N
CLTZEN
z ?f:’»%é?s\; ;\\\IJ Aﬁ

LS
e,
2 @W ‘uz 35’
Sample (printed silk)

washed 10 times with
Lux — color unfaded,

Mary Huntoon (right) shows how charming the
colorful new blouses can be with safe Lux care.

their daring contrasts of color in
bands, stripes and squares.

It's fatal to let these wonderful
colors fade, even a trifle. They lose
their smart effect. And yet, of
course, blouses and sweaters must
be washed very often.

You needn’t worry if you'll keep
a box of Lux handy, as most “best
dressed” girls do. Lux isn’t like
ordinary soaps. It's especially
made to preserve colors—texture,
too.Ifacolororfabricissafein plain
water alone, it’s just as safe in Lux!

g

Sample (same silk)
washed 10 times with
ordinary soap — color

‘gp s
o,

T
R
Hohe:
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2AR
804 2659 2659 203

2657

(Left above) Sample (wool and silk)
washed 10 times with ordinary soap
—fabric shrunken, color faded.

(Right, above)Sample (sante fabric)
washed 10 times with Lux—no mat-
ting,noshrinking.Color like new;

if it’s safe
in water «
it’s safe in LUX

[ 261

fresh, lovely as the
day it was bought.

WOMAN'S WORLD,

faded, original fresh
charm of color lost.

Number 803. Designed for sizes 2, 4 and
6 years. Size 4 requires 2% yards of 39-
inch material with 1% yard of 35-inch
contrasting and 3 yards of binding.

Number 804. Designed for sizes 8, 10,
12 and 14 years. Size 8 requires 19§ yards
of 39-inch light material with 13§ yards
of 39-inch dark material.

Number 2657. Designed for sizes 2, 4
and 6 years. Size 4 requires 23%; yards of

QCTOBRER; 1330

“Dresses for \j))usy d;‘/ioo/ < Vs

39-inch material with 3§ yard of 35-inch
contrasting and 3 yards of binding.

Number 2639. Designed for sizes 8, 10,
12 and 14 years. Size 8 requires 1% yards
of 39-inch material with 3{ yard of 39-
inch contrasting.

Number 2659. Designed for sizes 6, 8,
10 and 12 years. Size 8 requires 24 yards
of 39-inch material with 1% yard of 35-
inch contrasting.

l'ul[m‘rns. 15¢ each, postpaid, may be secured from Woman's World, 4223 W. Lake St., Chicago
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Number 3489. Designed for sizes 16, 18
years, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Size 36 requires 27 yards of 40-

inch material with 5; yard of 36-inch

contrasting.

Number 3497. Designed for sizes 16, 18
vears, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust. Size 36
requires 3% yards 39-inch material, 7%
yard 39-inch contrasting.

Number 159. Designed for sizes small,

medium and large. The medium size
requires 3 yards of 32-inch material with
1, yard of 27-inch contrasting.

Number 602. Designed for sizes 16, 18,
20 years, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust.
Size 36 needs 3 yards 39-inch material, 34
yard 35-inch contrasting. :

Note: Size 16 years is the same ds size
34, 18 years the same as size 36, 20 years
the same as size 38.

Patterns, 15¢ each, postpaid, may be secured from Woman's World, 4223 W. Lake St., Chicago
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re you

o[oin,g the new
exercires
ON THE

FLOOR |

Because if you are, you know
ALL about dirt on the floors and
| are anxious for this remedy.

| To seal over the thousand little cracks
| and “pockets™ where dirt lodges in every
| floor, do this: Wash the floor first.(You'll
| never have to do it again.)

Then spread a thin coat of Johnson’s
Woax with the Wax Applier or soft cloth
—your hands won’t be soiled in either
case—and let it dry a few minutes. The
wax will dry hard, filling every crack.

1930

Take the new Johnson Electric Floor
Polisher—every home should have one, but
if yours has not your dealer around the
corner rents it by the day for very little—
and polish the floor until it glistens—with
no glare, but with the rich subdued satiny
lustre of electrically waxed floors.

The wax finish, then, is so dry that dirt
simply can’t stick to it. So smooth you
can whisk the dust off. And so hard that
traffic can’t mar the varnish or shellac or
lacquer beneath. S. C. Johnson & Son,
Makers of Johnson's Wax, Racine, Wis.

Woazx your floors without effort with the new Johnson
Household Polisher. Plugs into any light socket —
A.C.or D. C. Your dealer will rent the machine,
deliver it, and call for it—for $2 a day. B Price
with complete floor maintenance outfit—Wax Ap-
plier, Floor Duster, Liquid and Paste Wax—$39.50.

To try this polish on your floor—

S.C.Johnson & Son, Dept:W.W .10, Racine, Wis.
Gentlemen: Send 25¢ can of Johnson's Wax. Enclosed
is 1oc (stamps or coin) to defray part of cost and
postage.

Name

Address

(211




Youthful Neckline

Number 837. Designed for
sizes 16, 18, 20 years, 36, 38, 40
and 42 inches bust measure.
Size 36 requires 3% yards of
39-inch material with 3§ yard
of 35-inch contrasting. The
back closing, marked with but-
tons, is a very new feature
which is very appealing with
the youthful round collar.

A Basquc Bodice

Number 2653. Designed for
sizes 14, 16, 18, 20 years, 36, 38
and 40 inches bust measure.
Size 16 requires 4 yards of 39-
inch material with 5; yard of
39-inch contrasting, 234 yards
of binding and 1 yard of 13-
inch ribbon for tie. The
basque bodice is accentuated
by a pert little peplum.

Y

Smartly Conservative

Number 3372. Designed for
sizes 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46
inches bust measure. Size 36 re-
quires 3% yards of 39-inch ma-
terial with 14 yard of 35-inch
contrasting. Every woman cher-
ishes a frock of this sort which
is dressy enough for afternoon
and informal evening wear, yet
plain enough for street wear.

Note: Size 16 years is the same
as size 34, 18 years the same as
size 36, and 20 years the same as
size 38.
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A MODE OF WIDE VARIETY

New Co/[az', Cuff and Skirt Treatments

HE new silhouette shows a flat slimness with easily molded
bodices, smooth hips and abruptly flared hemlines. Neck-
lines are youthful and smartly varied. Canton crepe is out-
standing in day dresses. Tweed dot and plain crepes are noted
in many tailored models. Wool tweed prints add dash to simple

sports clothes.

Afternoon frocks show much interest in transparent velvet,
particularly in black, showing elaboration in lace trim. Many
of the crepe frocks display colorful embroidery in silk or beads,

Simulated Waistline

Number 2645. Designed for sizes
14, 16, 18, 20 years, 36, 38, 40 and
42 inches bust measure. Size 36
requires 41 yards of 39-inch ma-
terial. The bodice is slightly fitted
by means of shirring at the front
and tiny tucks at the sides. Front
and back panels of skirt are
straight, sides are flared, giving a
slender silhouette.

Modish Peplum Effect

Number 802. Designed for sizes
16, 18, 20 years, 36, 38, 40 and 42
inches bust measure. Size 36 re-
quires 43§ yards of 39-inch mate- .
rial with 34 yard of 39-inch con-
trasting and 714 yards of braid.
Two shaped bands just below the
hips give a peplum effect. Other
smart details are the collar, cuffs
and jabot.

[281

Patterns, 15¢c-each, postpaid, may be secured from Woman’'s World, 4223 West Lake Street, Chicago, 1.
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DETAILS DETERMINE CHIC "\

[inge’f'ie Touches Are ])afn(i/y Feminine

N DAY clothes, wearability is a strong factor. Much attention
is given detail, as individuality is of utmost importance in
the conservatively smart woman’s wardrobe. Of decided interest
are the tweed dresses that combine coats of matching or har-
monizing fabrics in three-quarter or in full length.

Black tops the mode; it is occasionally relieved by a touch of
white, pale pink or turquoise blue. Dark brown with a mauve
cast follows a close second. The new rich dark greens are taking
the place of the dark blues. The dark red shades are very smart.

A Serviceable Model

Number 829. Designed for sizes
14, 16, 18, 20 years, 36, 38, 40 and
42 inches bust measure. Size 36

New Jabot Collar A Slenderizing Style requires 3% yards of 39-inch
Number 2620. Designed for sizes Number 2658. Designed for sizes material WIthTT/ﬁ yard 'iﬁ 32];":(:2
36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 and 43 inches 16, 18 years, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 :ggg:stégg Smait Sf;‘:pe i
bust measure. Size 36 requires inches bust measure. Size 36 re- Shith e Be substitatl

the more tailored neck finish of
the large sketch.
Note: Size 16 years is the same

414 vards of 39-inch material with quires 434 yards of 39-inch ma-
1% yard of 27-inch contrasting. terial with % yard of 35-inch
The surplice style vest of lighter allover lace. Made from any silk .

color provides the essential lin- which drapes softly and trimmed

gerie touch, softening the neck- with allover lace, this attractive as size 34, 18 years the same as
line becomingly. The V-shaped hip frock is conservative, yet smartly — ] S size 36, and 20 years the same as
yoke is another favorite. up-to-date. | . size 38.

Patterns, 15¢ each, postpaid, may be s(;;:ﬁred from Woman's World, 4223 West Lake Street, Chicago, Ill.
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Daisy Buffet Set B

Designs by SADIE P. LE SUEUR

Bowknot Pillowcases

A Touch of Cutwork for Distinctive Linens

Beauty Results from the Simplest of Stitches in This
Fascinating Type of Embroidery Which Is Easily Done

to the home than any other of its furnishings,

because she may make them with her own hands
and they give her unlimited scope in the expression of
her love of beauty. Even the plainest, most inexpensive
pieces are made priceless by bits of simple handwork
which offer a pleasant diversion for spare moments.

Cutwork is a very satisfactory kind of embroidery for
the average woman’s use, because really elaborate effects
can be achieved with the easiest of stitches, and in a sur-
prisingly short time. This embroidery consists chiefly of
buttonhole-stitch and satin-stitch. both of which go
quickly. The lovely lacy appearance is effected by cutting
out portions of the design with sharp-pointed scissors
after the embroidery is completed. The parts of the
design to be cut out are previously outlined with button-
hole-stitch, so there will be no raw edges after the cut-
ting.

Other good reasons for the widespread and lasting
popularity of cutwork are that it wears well and launders
beautifully.

The bedroom and dining-room linens illustrated show
a variety of adaptations of this type of work.

Daisy Buffet Set: White linen, embroidered in white,
makes this 3-piece set. The center doily, which has three
daisies across the front, measures 11 by 17 inches; the
side doilies, which have a single daisy at one end, meas-
ure 8 by 11 inches. The petals and leaves of the flowers
are worked in buttonhole-stitch, the centers in satin-
stitch and the stems in outline-stitch. The scalloped
edges of all mats are worked in button-hole stitch.

IIN ENS are more distinctly a woman's contribution

Wild Rose

Luncheon

Seven skeins of floss are required for working this set.
Bowknot Pillowcases: The embroidery on these 42-inch
white linene pillowcases is done in white. The cutwork
bow is worked in buttonhole-stitch, while the spray of
eyelet berries has outline-stitch stems and satin-stitch
leaves. These cases are 33 inches long when finished,
with a two-inch hem which may be hemstitched or just
hemmed with tiny stitches. Need 6 skeins of floss.

Wild Rose Luncheon Set: This beautiful white linen
set embroidered in white is a fine example of achieving
an elaborate effect without doing a discouraging amount
of work. In the panels of cutwork, the flowers and leaves
are of the material; they are worked all around with
buttonhole-stitch, then the background is cut away from
them. These panels, which occur at the corners and at
the sides, are joined with straight lines of cutwork which
are very quickly made. A small panel of cutwork appears
in each of the four napkins. The table-cloth is 36 inches
square, the napkins 13 inches square: The edges of all
pieces are finished with buttonhole-stitch with picots
at regular intervals. Set requires 18 skeins of floss.

Marigold Luncheon Set: An un-
usually attractive set consisting of

. Marigold
Luncheon
Set

table runner, four plate mats and four napkins is made
of white linen and embroidered in white. A design of
cutwork flowers with satin-stitch leaves appears at each
end of the runner and along one side of each plate mat.
A single flower is used in one corner of each napkin.
The edges of all pieces are finished with half-inch hems
held in place either with Italian or plain hemstitching.
The table runner measures 17 by 34 inches, each plate
mat is 1012 by 17 inches and each napkin is 13% inches
square. Set requires 15 skeins of floss.

Chrysanthemum Pillowcases: Above the two-inch hems
of these 42-inch white linene pillowcases, a cutwork
chrysanthemum is embroidered in white. The flower
has cutwork petals, a satin-stitch center and leaves and
stems outlined in buttonhole-stitch. Hems to be put
in with hemstitching and finished with filet lace 134
inches wide. Require 5 skeins of floss.

Peony Buffet Set: This set is made from white linen.
embroidered in white, and consists of three doilies on
each of which is a cutwork floral motif. Edges of all
pieces to be finished with 34-inch hemstitched hems to
the edges of which 34-inch white filet lace is whipped.
The center doily measures 11 by 17 inches while those
at each side are 8 by 11 inches. Requires 3 skeins floss.

Chrysanthemum Pillowcases

i faafsdad

Peony Buffet Set

(VA B

At o

Luncheon sets, stamped flat, $1.65 each ; buffet sets, 45¢ each; pilloweases, $1.00 a pair; floss, 3¢ a skein; perforated patterns, 20c¢ each, lﬁn_\' be secured frm;l Woman's “_(:1_1& Chicago, TI.
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Here’s the way to turn «<hard” into
“easy” next washday with this soap

that’s more than soap!

HE older I grow, the surer I am
that it's smart to find ways to
turn “hard” into “easy.” So, nat-
urally, I’'m enthusiastic about Oxydol,
because it has taken an hour of hard
rubbing out of my washday!

George and Martha Washington

Twin Cross-stitch Samplers

Small companion pictures which are
used in pairs are very quickly made

are used in pairs are just the thing and yellow, tied with a blue outline-

THESE little linen samplers which tended hand. The flowers are blue, rose
for decorating the troublesome small stitch ribbon. At the man’s feet is a bed

bit of wall which looks bare when left
uncovered but crowded when hung with
a picture of usual size, for each sampler

illustrated is just 3%
inches wide and 4
inches long when
framed. The 3g-inch
wide frames are of
natural finish wood
with a narrow band °
of black around the
inner edge.

The special charm
of these samplers lies
in their diminutive
perfection and in the
ease and speed with
which a pair may be
made. Because they
are small and cross-
stitch is so simple, a
pair may be made
and framed in an
afternoon or an
evening,

Sets of samplers
will fit into odd wall
spaces in every room
in the house, in such
places as over a desk
or small table, be-
neath orbesidelarger
pictures, over a bed
or near a favorite
chair where they will
catch the rays of a
reading lamp. They
make particularly
acceptable gifts.

George and Martha
Washington: Most
typical of all Colonial
silhouettes are the
profiles of these two
preeminent Amer-

icans. In the pair of samplers illustrated,

A Colonial Courtsbip

the silhouettes are worked in black cross- eaves.
This pair of samplers will add a note of

stitch on natural linen.

A Colonial Courtship: This set of sam-
plers tells a story. In one is a black cross-
stitch man who holds a bouquet in his ex-

Neighborly

Houses

of cross-stitch flowers worked in rose,
blue, yellow and green. The companion
sampler shows a black cross-stitch Colo-

nial maid who wears
a poke bonnet and a
bouffant frock with
a fluttering blue sash.
She hidesshy blushes
behind a blue fan.
Here, too, we find a
cross - stitch garden
of rose, blue and yel-
low flowers with
green foliage.

This set is espe-
cially nice for the
bedroom.

Neighborly Houses:
The two houses in
this pair of samplers
are very colorful
with their red and
yell o w cross-stitch
roofs and their red
chimneys fromwhich
clouds of cross-stitch
smoke pour forth to
be buffeted by blus-
tery October winds.
The outlines of the
house in the sampler
at the left are red;
its windows are blue
and its door is black.
The outlines of the
house in the sampler
at the right are black;
its windows are blue
and its door is blue
outlined in black. A
cross - stitch flower-
bordered path leads
up to the door of
each house; the blos-
soms are pink, blue,

red and yellow with green stems and

cheer to the living-room. They are at-
tractive placed either side by side, as
shown, or one above the other.

That’s why I want to tell you about
Oxydol. When you have that chunky,
heavy Oxydol box beside your wash-
tub or washing machine or kitchen
sink, you’re getting a lot more real
help than an ordinary -good soap
can give.

You see every grain of Oxydol con-
tains two things— (1) rich safe soap
(with no air in it, so you’re getting
your money’s worth of real soap)—
(2) and an extra ingredient, too, that
instantly softens the water and pro-
tects the soap from turning into use-
less gray scum. And you know what
that means if you have to work with
hard water.

Even richer suds
in soft water

I know that you don’t have any
water problems if you have soft water
or rain cisterns or treated water. But
are you fond of saving your soap
pennies? Then do try Oxydol in soft
water. You'll be tickled pink, I know,
when you sprinkle out half a cup of
Ozxydol and get a tub full of lively,
hard-working, rich soap suds!

My, I’'d like to be with you the
first time you put your clothes to
soak in soft-feeling Oxydol suds. Fif-
teen minutes afterward most of the
dirt will be in the water. Just squeeze

out the clothes or start your machine
to going—and you’ll only need rub-
bing for the bad spots and edges!

For months now, Oxydol has helped
me every Monday. And I've never
been so proud of my clothes. Sweet-
smelling, fresh colored, and spotless!
And I’m not paying for these good
results with backaches and sore
fingers!

A fast-going trick
on the dishpan!

Last Sunday, after a wonderful dinner
at Cousin Laura’s there was a great
pile of dishes. And so I said, “I’'m
going to do these up fast—where’s
your box of Oxydol?”’

With a teaspoonful of Oxydol, I
swished up my lively suds. Then I
got the dish mop going lickety-cut
and I was done in a few minutes.
“Well,” says Laura, “I have to wipe
fast!” That's the beauty of using
rich Oxydol suds—they go after dirt
in a hurry. And yet they are so soft-
feeling on your hands—not harsh like
most soaps that work well in hard
water!

A mint of suds in

this heavy box

If you’re like me, you haven’t a penny to
waste on soaps that turn to gray, useless
scum in hard water. That’s why I hope
you’ll try Oxydol. Feel how heavy the box
is—then test its suds-making power. Why,
a rounding teaspoonful makes a dishpan
lively with suds. And sprinkle out a good
half cupful for a tubful of real suds! There
is a 10¢ box — but for good soap value use
the 25¢ box. §
FREE! I have writ-
ten a booklet called,
‘“Shortcuts to the
clothesline,’”’ which
would give you lots
of washday help. Just
send me a post card.
Address Sarah Ben-
ton, Box OW-100, *
St. Bernard, Ohio.

CLEANS EVERYTHING

LAUNDRY, KITCHEN

OXYDOL ==

MAKES RICH INSTANT SUDS EVEN IN HARDEST WATER
OXYDOL IS A COMPLETE SOAP

Linen samplers, stamped flat with floss and frames, 85¢ a pair, may be secured from Woman’s World,
4223 West Lake Street, Chicago, Ill.
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¥ N MOST of the small communities and cross-rogds
throughout the country, groups of women, during
M the fall months, feverishly discuss ways anfi means
of putting on their annual sales and bazaars in order
that, through such events, communities, clubs and
churches may become bigger and better. Fall has come
to be recognized as a season devoted to gifts.

People who are forehanded use their leisure in
making them. Others who have not the time nor
inclination to do this depend upon buying such
arlirles, and there is indeed a wide slaughter of the
proverbial “two birds with one stone” in the num-
ber of persons who dutifully attend the procession
of fall sales, often purchasing extensively. In this
way their interest in a worthy cause is shown, and
in addition they are provided with presents for
family or friends.

Pradtical Gift Suggestions

It is comparatively recently that the attractive-
ness.and acceptability of articles of clothing as gifts
have been realized. Among garments which lend
themselves unusually well to such purposes are
smocks, pajamas, night dresses and other articles
of lingerie. Sizes of patterns are now so well
standardized that certain garments which do not
require accurate fit are considered desirable as
gifts. Foremost among these are smocks and
pajamas. Smock snacks and pajama parties are
as much a part of college curricula as French and
higher mathematics, and nothing could be more
appropriate for the girl who is leaving home for
school or college than a parting gift of a brilliant
smock or pajama set. And as for fairs and bazaars.
who would not hail with joy a smock table instead

of the time-honored but much overworked apron
tablel A booth also for the display and sale of
pajamas might easily, on account of the dazzling
materials used, be made quite the most decorative
note in any fair, =

Long before smocks came into general use, artists
had found them practical for studio wear, protecting the
suit or dress much better than an apron. During the
War, others discovered that the smock so easily slipped
on was useful for many types of work both in and out
of the home.

Since the first requirement of any article intended as
a gift is that it shall present an attractive appearance
when the gift package is opened, we must, with both
smocks and pajamas, consider the beauty of the
material as well as the style of the garments.

In most cases, smocks are worn over the dress
as a protection, therefore, the material should

TN I TR i
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: Colorful Gift Smocks and *

Lounging Pajamas

Which Suggest Original Displays for
Bazaar Booths a.nd Fair Exhibits

By BLANCHE E. HYDE

preferably be soft and pliable and the garment generously
cut. Three excellent styles are shown here.

Smock Number 2688 is designed for sizes 16 years. 36, 38,
40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure.

Number 2721 is designed for sizes 16 years. 36. 38. 40 and
42 inches bust measure.

Number 478 is designed for sizes 16 years. 36. 38. 40, 42
and 44 inches bust measure.

Fast-colored English prints, cotton broadcloths, soft
finish percales, sateens, plain and figured linens, rayons,
pongees. shantungs, crepes and wash silks are all ma-
terials which lend themselves well for use in smocks.
Cretonne and chintz are colorful and come in striking
designs but are apt to be too heavy and stiff for com-
fort when worn over a dress, and besides are
sometimes difficult to launder. Occasionally,
smocks are worn to take the place of a dress.
A printed material used for a smock has the
advantage of not showing spots as quickly as
a plain color. Birds and beasties, Colonial la-
dies with their gallant knee-breeched escorts,
boats and houses, colorful gardens, and covered
wagons trekking their way across the plains and
hills, all furnish the design
motifs of materials suitable
for gift smocks.

The styles used vary from

of smocking, and yet permit sufficient roominess in the
lower part of the garment.

Smock sleeves are fairly well standardized and are gen-
erally of the set-in or raglan type. The set-in type is
used in the models illustrated. A smock will fit better
if the sleeves are joined to the garment with an ordinary,
instead of a French, seam. The seam edges should
then be overcast together and the armseye stitched
again in one or two rows on the outside, holding the
seam flat against the yoke or garment portion.

Hems and facings on smocks are generally fin-
ished by machine except on materials where the
beauty of the design would be marred by a line
of machine sewing. Buttons and buttonholes are
the common means of fastening, although the use
of snap fasteners, with buttons sewed on as a deco-
ration, is quite permissible. While the buttonholes
may be worked or bound, vertical worked button-
holes barred at both ends are perhaps the best style.

Pajamas Must Be Gay

The pajamas illustrated are unusually good for
bazaar sales or for gifts. As to materials, smocks
may be brilliant, but pajamas are even more so.
and if intended for gifts the sky is the limit when
it comes to conspicuous designs, dazzling colors and
weird combinations. There used to be a theory that
striped materials should not be combined with
figured ones. but pajamas stop at nothing so trivial.
In fact, the more bizarre effect a pajama set pre-
sents, the more appropriate it is as a gift and the
more successful will it be counted.

The materials most favored for sets of this type
are cottons in prints and plain colors, the last in-
cluding fine percales. English prints and broad-

cloths, and in addition rayons, pongees, crepes and
wash silks. Plain materials embroidered or sten-
ciled in brilliant colors are also popular. Black
sateen trimmed with gay figured material or em-
broidered in a colorful design makes a striking
outfit for lounging. Separate blouses of the tuck-in
variety make interesting changes with a coat and
trousers of plain material. If a bit of cloth like the
coat is used as a neck finish on the blouses. the ensemble
idea will be emphasized.

Such garments as have been described are, of course.
distinctly for lounging. The plain ordinary sleeping
pajamas, most necessary garments. albeit somewhat pro-
saic, are a different story entirely. -

Pajamas Number 2524 are designed for sizes 6, 8, 10, 12,
14, 16, 18 and 20 years, 36, 38 and 40 inches bust measure.

Model Number 2576 is designed for sizes 14. 16, 18 and 20
years, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure.

Pajamas Number 272 are designed for size 16 years and
for sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure.

Pajamas Number 2521 are de-
signed for sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20
years, 36, 38 and 40 inches bust
measure.

the straight, severely plain
type fastening down the cen-
ter-front to the wvery full,
slip-over garment elaborately
smocked or embroidered.
Those which open down the
center - front are much
quicker to slip on and off and
are the accepted type.
Numbers 478 and 2688 are
made with yokes which are
style features of the season
in other garments as well.
Yokes are well adapted to
smocks as they eliminate ful-
ness about the neck and
shoulders without the labor

Patterns, 15¢ each. postpaid, may be secured from Woman's World#._-;éﬂi“’;?[.ﬂke St 'Jhicagofllll
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Cutwork Pansy Pillowcases

Pillowcases with Tinted Herms

Harmonizing ernbt'oidery motifs in pastel

shades carry out the color ensemble idea

OW that such lovely things are
N being done with color in home

furnishings, bedroom linens are
given special attention, because they lend
themselves so well to artistic treatment.
A new color ensemble idea is presented
in the pillowcases illustrated, each of
which has a hem of three tints, shaded in
rainbow fashion, and above the hem a
simple embroidery design in which the
three colors of the hem are used.

These 42-inch linene pillowcases are al-
ready made up with their 3-inch tinted
hems hemstitched in place, so a pair is
quickly completed with the few simple
stitches of embroidery.

Cutwork Pansy: For pillowcases whose
hems are tinted in three scalloped bands
of violet, shading from a pale tint at the
top to a deep tint at the bottom, there is
a dainty cutwork motif worked in shaded
violet floss. The small blossoms are
rambler roses with darning-stitch stems
and lazy-daisy leaves.

Blue Blasket: The top band of color on
this hem is blue, the middle one is yellow

and the bottom one pink. In the design,
the basket and lattice effects are made
with blue floss caught down with yellow.
There are pink and rose one-stitch flow-
ers with yellow centers, and French knot
flowers in blue, lavender and yellow.

Star Flowers: The colors in this hem are
pink, green and orchid. In the design,
the flowers have white cutwork centers
from which yellow one-stitches radiate.
The petals are worked in cat-stitch. One
flower is pink, one is blue and one is
orchid. Leaves and stems are green.

Shaded Hollyhocks: Straight bands oi
color are used on these hems, yellow ap-
pearing at the top, green in the middle
and pink at the bottom. There are shaded
blue, pink and orchid French knot flowers
with green stems and leaves, and a yellow
and orchid lattice.

Cross-stitch Posies: Above a hem tinted
in pink, yellow and blue is a blue cross-
stitch basket filled with shaded blue, pink,
vellow and violet cross-stitch flowers. A
rose and pink cross-stitch bow trims the
basket handle.

Blue
Basket
Design
Piltow-
cases

Star
Flower
Pillowcases

Shaded
Hollybock

Pillowcases

Cross-stitch
Posies Design
Pillowcases

Pilloweases, hemstitched and stamped, $1.00 a pair, floss 20¢, may be secured from Woman’s
World, 4223 West Lake Street, Chicago, I1l.
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MelMonte

BRAND ‘

QUALITY §
‘h,(r)
SLICED

Sliced Peaches
DeL MonTE Sliced Peaches are
selected, tree-ripened fruit-the
same finer quality and flavor
you know in DEL MONTE Peach
Halves. Simply sliced, for great-
er convenience in_ serving.
Packed in four handy sizes of
cans, No.2%,2,1,and Buffec—
to suit different needs! One

quality— DEL MONTE Quality
— in every DEL MONTE can!

Fruits for Salad

A combination of DEL MONTE
Peaches, Pears,Pineapple, Apri-
cots and Maraschino type
Cherries. Packed in a pure, rich
syrup that brings out all their
delicate flavor and goodness.
In 4 handy-size cans— No.2%%,
2,1,and Buffer. Tree-ripened
fruit— DEL MONTE Quality
and flavor — in every can.

A“minute dessert™-
the minute you need it!

But don’t ever miss the
many other wonderful treats
Del Monte Sliced Peaches bring
to your table!

Don’t forget that they are more, even, than a de-
lightful dessert by themselves—ready to serve on
the instant!

Just add DeL MonNTE Sliced Peaches to almost
any familiar dessert or salad—and you make it a
little fresher, a great deal more likely to please. Or
use them in shortcakes, pies, cobblers, cocktails,
puddings, gelatines, etc., and see what a welcome
they get!

The very finest peaches grown! Yet so econom-
ical, so convenient, you'll want to enjoy them gffen!

be/um%‘ouqd-

ONTE

—And for tempting
fruit cups, desserts and

salads

—remember Del Monte
Fruits for Salad!

Here’s a fruit combination you'll go far to equal!

Five delicious DEL MONTE Fruits— all in a single
can! Cut up, ready to serve as 2 fruit cup, salad or
dessert — without a bit of work or bother! And just
the thing for fruit punches or frozen desserts, when
you want a special treat!

An economy you'll appreciate, too. No shopping
for different varieties. No waste.

A wonderful, handy, fruit treat. DEL MONTE
Quality—in every can!




FREQUENT
PAINS ?

NEVER let a headache interrupt
your shopping! Or any other pain
that Bayer Aspirin ends so quickly.
These harmless tablets are an anti-
dote for the most acute pain. Relief

is almost instantaneous. Taken in
time, they will break-up a cold and
head-off all discomfort. They’ll re-
lieve your suffering from neuralgia,
neuritis, etc., at any time. And thous-
ands of women rely on Bayer Aspirin
every month to spare them from
pains peculiar to women. Physicians
have long since discovered that these
tablets do not depress the heart;
that they may be used as frequently
as there is need for their quick
comfort. So, it’s folly to endure any
pain that Bayer Aspirin could relieve
so promptly. Get the genuine. The
box says Bayer, and contains proven
directions for many valuable uses.

ASPIRIN

WOMAN'S WORLD

Bequest Intangible

(Continued from: page 5)

Immediately after dinner; under cover
of a lively argument as to whether they
should dance, swim in the starlight or

- motor in to a play, Jerry adroitly cor-

nered Mornay on the ferrace.
“I'm fortunate to meet you here—at just

this time,” Jerry drawled.

“Have we met before?” Mornay asked.

“Not exactly. You weren't — meeting
people. Still—I know you.”

Mornay dropped his guard suddenly.
“What’s your game, North?”

“I haven't any. Unless—you have.”

The other man scowled. “You mean—
Miss Caswell?”

“Exactly.”

Mornay stared, puzzled. “If you try to
interfere, she’ll marry me, just to op-
pose you.”-

| ¢TI believe it,” Jerry agreed c_heerfully..
“Still, one can do what one can. Get-this,

Mornay—shell go

note. “The Mayfair,” the rat said softly.

Outside, a taxi stood at the eurb, a fat
driver half asleep over the wheel. He
squawked as Jerry dug him in the ribs.

“The Mayfair,” Jerry barked. “Got te
catch up with a fast car that left here
fifteen minutes ago. One hundred dollars
if you make it.”

They were already whirling out of the
drive with an unearthly squeal of gears.

There were maddening delays when they
came into the boulevards, but when they
swerved to a stop near the imposing
facade of the hotel, Jerry heaved a sigh
of relief. During the drive from the
beach, he had grown doubtful of his own
reasoning, less hopeful. But there at the
curb before the entrance was a long yel-
low. car with green “wheels, and- sitting -
quietly within it was Sibyl. - -

Jerry said, pressing several-bills into the

chubby chauffeur’s

into it with her eyes

hand, “Some pilot.”

open.”

“Very well,” Mor-
nay said, after a mo-
ment's consideration.
“Suppose we have a
talk—the three of us.
Tomorrow at eleven,
if Miss Caswell will
agree?”’

“All right,” said
Jerry, feeling as
though he had been
checkmated.

He went inside and
found Sibyl dancing
with the Russian;
other men dancing
with othér women,
but watching Sibyl.
Presently he told her spiration
good-night. 3

N SPITE of his

fatigue after a hot
trip across the desert,
Jerry was long in
settling to sleep, and
sometime after mid-
night the telephone
roused him. It was
Miss Higgenloop’s
voice shrilling over
the wire: “I must see
you at once, Mr.

single season.

YOUR GARDEN

In an early issue Maud R.
Jacobs will have a page article
on artistic color combinations
in the ‘garden. There will be
a chart giving color combina-
tions in compact form for easy
reference, accompanied by full
details so that the gardener
who does not feel confident of
her own judgment in selecting
colors may order seeds and
plants with assurance of the
ultimate beauty of her garden.

Whatever the source of in-
color combinations
should be jotted down in com-
plete detail before October’s
frosts lay waste the garden and
make it hard to visualize next
year’s border. Gardeners often
postpone the task, feeling con-
fident that they will remember
without notes; but it is amaz-
ing how much many a good
gardener can forget during a

In the shadow of a
doorway, he smoothed
his tweeds, straight-
ened his cravat, re-
adjusted the dents in
his soft hat. Then,
strolling slowly, neg-
ligently toward the
yellow car, he
stopped exactly in
line with it, wheeled,
opened the door and
stepped inside. The
perfect mechanism
purred into life and
they slid away.

There had been
only the slightest
movement from the
girl beside him, and
alittle gasp—that
was all.

“This is ecriminal
on two counts,” she
murmured at last,
“—kidnaping and
theft.”

“Five,” corrected
Jerry. “Add bribery, .
speeding and driving
without a license.”

“Where are you

taking me?”
“Darned if I know.
We might,” cheer-

North! Oh, hurry—"
In five minutes, he
was dressed and entering Sibyl's suite.
An absurd figure, Miss Higgenloop, if
she had not been pathetic.

“She's gone — she's gone!” wailed the
poor lady.

“You mean Miss Caswell has gone
away?”

“She took two bags and left a note and
some money to take me home,” sobbed
Higgy. “I know she’s gone with that man!”

So this was why Mornay had accepted
interference so calmly. He had no in-
tention of risking an interview.

“Please go back to bed, Miss Higgen-
loop,” Jerry advised. “I'll do everything
possible. Calm yourself and try not to
worry.” There was no time to waste com-
forting her. “How long ago did she leave
the hotel—do you know?"”

“Just a few minutes ago. I got up to
get some hot milk from the thermos, and
I saw a light in her room, and then the
door closed—"

He charged down the hall to the ele-
vator. Down in the lounge, he concen-
trated for a moment, head in his hands,
upon Mornay's probable mental processes.
He'd want to get away-as far as possible
and as inaccessibly. That meant a boat.
But wherever he Went, he'd have to get
his own luggage from his hotel.

Jerry dashed to the desk. “Can you tell
me the name of the hotel where Mr. Mor-
nay is stopping —the Mornay who fre-
quently calls here to see Miss Caswell?"
he asked the rat-faced night clerk.

The man's eyebrows ascended to his
bristly pompadour. “We are not accus-
tomed to giving out such information.”

Jerry drew out a bill with a yellow
glint and shoved it across the desk.

A skinny hand closed over the bank
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fully, “drive a bit.
It's a marvelous night.”

“Your effrontery amounts to genius,”
she said. “But, really, the coup d’autorité
is wasted. I had decided not to marry
him, anyway.”

“Do you elope often—and change your
mind?"”

“I wasn't eloping. Not that it's any of
your business. I agreed to drive to Santa
Barbara and then make up my mind. I'd
just decided to make off with the car and
go back to Higgy when you stepped in.”

“Why did you consider marrying Mor-
nay at all, if you care no more than that?”

“What an old-fashioned point of view!
Phil never bores me—that’s a tremendous
consideration. He's interesting and intel-
ligent. He'd look after me. I'm tired—
of fighting life—alone. And I don’t be-
lieve in the reality of love—so that didn’t
make any difference ., .”

ERRY was thinking poignantly of An-
thony. Of a long hot night when he
had watched alone beside the bed, when
the languorous tropical world was asleep.
Sibyl's cool voice cut across his memo-
ries, and in the light of them, her words
were terrible to Jerry. “Please under-
stand,” she said, “that the fact that you
came from my father would make me
dislike you—if I bothered to dislike any-
one.

“Why do you say that?”

“He shunted me aside in all ways that
count. Shut me away in convents and
foreign schools, left me to chance care
and loneliness. The loneliness of a child
can be—frightful. I never saw him after
I was twelve—but I heard about him in
odd, indirect ways. He was the sort one

(Continued on page 35)



Bequest In tangible

(Continued from page 34)

hears about. I knew what he was like.
He and mother separated before 1 was
born. Mother hated me, .I think. She
hated having a daughter growing up. I
rarely saw her. She loved only herself—
and conquests. I was not wanted or loved.
Mother ‘was killed, you know-—shot by an
Italian who was infatuated with her . ..

“Even after that—father did not come
to me. He sent Higgy, his old nurse, to
travel with me. Higgy! Droll, wasn’t it?
He sent money—always plenty of money!”
Her tone had been hard, expressionless;
‘but mow, abruptly, her composure was
shaken. Something deep and pitiful broke

distinetly, close to Sibyl's proud, con-
temptuous {--2, “Who's been paying your
bills for twe years—your huge, hang-the-
expense bills? Your father has had no
money! Is North ; yur banker?”

Jerry leaped forward, but the car shot
away into the night, and the two were
left standing in the starlight, with no
sound but the roar »f the tide that dashed

+ against the breakwater.

through. “Oh, I could have lived in pov--

erty—rather—"

Quickly as a curtain snaps down, she
was aloof again, lifting her chin in scorn
at her own  self-betrayal. But in that
fleeting instant, Jerry had glimpsed the
secret places of her heart.

He groped for the right words, a sub-
tlety of appeal. “I was devoted to your
father,” he said simply. “He was a great
man—with great faults. Sometime, per-
~haps, you'll let me talk to you about him.
He may have been all you think—except
in one phase. He loved you, deeply and
devotedly. You were all that he did love!
He loved you too well to keep you near
him!” - - 3

“Oh—how can you lie to me—"

“It’s the ‘truth. - He talked to me about
it—when he was dying. He thought you'd
stand a better chance: in life- without him.”

HE sat very.still, staring straight ahead.
2) Instinct guided Jerry to say no more.
_As they turned into the broad way along
the sea; she said, “If T could believe that,
I—it would make all the difference!”
Before he could reply, they had swept
into the drive before her hotel, and saw
Mornay, scowling blackly, waiting on the
terrace.
Mornay was too furious to be suave.
“North, I ought to mop up the tiles with
you!”

“Well, why don’t you?” Jerry drawled,"

looking down from the security of his
six feet one of muscular height. “Come
now; be calm. I didn’t steal your car, I
borrowed it. You seemed to forget that
you agreed to have a conference tomor-
row—if Miss Caswell is willing. I had to
ring you back for it.”

k “C%r:?;erence?” Sibyl said quickly. “What
about?”

Mornay “You
-mean—"

Jerry smiled. “No, I haven't talked w_ith
Miss Caswell about you. Do you wish
me to?”

Mornay made a slight gesture of defeat.

“Youve known each other before!”
Sibyl said swiftly. “I saw you talking tq-
gether, early in the evening. There is
some reason why you tried to stop my
going away with Phil!”

“Yes,” Jerry said. He wanted to cry out,
“Your father would be alive today but
for this man!”’

She turned to the sullen dark man
whose eyes had gone suddenly blank,
“So that is why you were so headlong
about getting me away. You are afraid
of what Mr. North knows!” She faced
Jerry, “Tell mel!”

ffg isn’t a pretty story,” he said. “I'd
rather not drag it into the light. Sufﬁce
to say that money can do anything with
the police—in some ports.”

“Let it ride,” Mornay interposed. “I'm
licked, Sibyl. Your father had a big pic-
ture of you which he bought from a
Florentine photographer. I fell hard for
it. It wasn’t by chance that I met you—"

Too late, he saw that his words meant
much to North. Jerry knew now that
Anthony’s swift downfall, financial and
otherwise, was Mornay's deliberate plan.
No one knew better than Mornay that
Anthony would have killed him rather
than see Sibyl make such a marriage.

White with fury, Jerry stepped to the
car and lifted out Sibyl’s bags. “You'd
better go,” he said, very low.

Mornay climbed in behind the wheel
and started the engine. But he had a

stared incredulously.

final malicious shot. Leaning out, he said .

“Is that true?” she asked.

He could not lie to her. He stood silent
and miserable.

“It was nothing,” he said at last.

“Oh—" Her low cry was desperation.

“You must understand!” he protested.
“Until I saw Sprague a fortnight ago, I
thought you were a child.”

“Father let you—"

“He did not know. I arranged with his
bankers that he should not know that
everything was gone.” /

“And all this time—1I've spent and
spent—"

Suddenly —a strange thing happened.
How long did they stand there gazing at
each other? The universe—their universe
—seemed to pause for a timeless interval.
Something lifted; . intoxicated, whirled
them away into the infinite majesty of the
night. For a moment they stood still as
two marble figures carved in a single
inspired mood. :

It was Sibyl who spoke first; stow, in-
voluntary, breathless words: “It couldn’t
—happen—Ilike this—"

“It-has happened,” Jerry said. He did
not move toward her. “But it mustn’t be
like this—don’t you see, Sibyl?"”

She looked at him, with eyes wide and
dark like black pansies. Then she nodded.

Jerry straightened and bowed over her
hand. “I ask nothing, now—not even a
promise! I want to prove to you that life
is not all as you have found it. Tomor-
row, Sibyl, I am coming to call. Tomor-
row, I begin my courting! It is to be as
old-fashioned as my New England ances-
tors. Darli—ah—Miss Caswell, let's have
a good time for a few weeks. Let's learn
to know each other—our minds and hearts.
After that—if we feel— Oh, gosh—say
something! Help a little!”

She stepped back from him suddenly,
her clenched hand against her lips, and
the despair in her voice stabbed Jerry.
“I am afraid!” she eried. “I am like father
—I would bring you unhappiness!”

Deliberately he laughed, shattering the
tense moment.

“I suppose you will lead me a life! But

you’ll be darn busy, too. I'm something
terrible. I scatter ashes and cigaret stubs,
and get stickers for driving at fifty-five,
and forget to check luggage, and flirt with
red-haired ladies—"

“I'll scratch their eyes out!”

“And I spill ink on the blotter, and hate
parties, and have black moods—"’

She came nearer and looked up at him
almost timidly. “Black moods—of lone-
liness?”

“Yes.” And that was true.

She sighed blissfully. “So do I!”

MONTH later, and three hours after
their wedding, they had put a rap-
turous Higgy on a train, with a bank book
and a ticket for Vermont in her handbag,
and were leaving their hotel for a boat,
when a page ran after them with a he-
lated parcel. Sibyl opened it as they sped
through the streets in a taxi. It was a
small box, and on the inner wrapper
was a penciled note from Timothy
Sprague:

“This box has been in my possession
for more than a year. I don’t know what
is in it. Bless you, my children!”

Off came the cover, and Sibyl gave a
low cry of delight. A necklace of sap-
phires lay in a satin bed, catching the
light with a thousand blue fires. A note
lay beneath it. Sibyl’s face whitened
when she saw the scrawled writing.

“Read it to me, Jerry!”

It was only a line: “For my beloved
daughter, Sibyl, upon the occasion of her
marriage to my incomparable friend,
Gerald North.”

Clever Anthony!

IF YOUR BABY

ISABO

BOTTLE babies sometimes have a pretty
hard time of it. They gain slowly —

nothing seems to “agree” perfectly.
Mothers can’t help worrying,

In thousands and thousands of cases
like this, Eagle Brand has come to the
rescue. Again and again thismarvelously
digestible food agreeswhen all else fails.
Many a baby, literally starving to death
because unable to digest his food, has
been saved by Eagle Brand. Countless
mothers and doctors, during the 70 years
that Eagle Brand has been in use, have
written to express grateful praise of this
remarkable milk.

What is Eagle Brand? Simply pure,
fresh,whole cow’s milk, modified by the
addition of refined sugar and condensed
by the removal of most of thewater. The
sugar supplies carbohydrates required
by all infants, The milk supplies bone

TLE BABY

and tissue-buildingmaterialand growth-
promotingvitamins—the same food ele-
ments that are supplied by pasteurized
Grade Amilk. But here is the difference:
Eagle Brand is so easily digested that it
is comparable to mother’s milk in this
respect. It is so readily and perfectly
assimilated that every drop of it goes to
nourish the infant—to build firm bones,
strong muscles, healthy tissue.

Your baby—is he thriving on his
present food? If not, we suggest that
you and your doctor consider Eagle
Brand. Send for two free booklets. The
new and complete edition of “Baby’s
Welfare”—containing practical feeding
information and suggestions for supple-
mentary foods advised by doctors—
orange juice, cereals, cod liver oil, etc.
“The Best Baby”—abeautiful little book,
illustrated in color for keeping records
of baby’s growth and development. Mail
the coupon today.

Fagle Brand

CONDENSED

Milk

Namne,

THE BORDEN COMPANY,
Dept. J. 9, Borden Building
350 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please send me my free copies of “Baby’s Welfare” and “The
Best Baby.” My baby is.........months old.

Address

City.

Stule

Please print name and address plainly.
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e Uital Lifect of Diet on Healih

A REGULEATED'DIET, EXERCISE AND WILLPOWER ARE
THE SAFEST FORMULA FOR REDUCING THE WEIGHT

Nipa Simmonds Estill is ap outstanding authority in the
field of diet and putrition; sbe received the degree of
Doctor of Science from Jobns Hopkins University and
bas collaborated with Dr. E. D. McCollum in three
books. This is the ninth of ber series of practical articles.

sible for most individuals to increase their weight by

eating more food and taking more rest. Similarly, it
should be possible for most overweight individuals to
reduce their weight by eating less food and taking more
exercise. This is indeed possible, but for those of us who
are very fond of pastries, candy and other rich foods it
is far easier to increase our weight by diet than to reduce
it by eating less, because it is these tasty foods which
conspire to keep our weight above normal. Anyone who
says that it is an easy matter to reduce even a few pounds
by diet and exercise either hasn’t tried it or is made of
the stuff of which martyrs are made; but it is the only
safe way and, since our health is our most precious pos-
session, a little sacrifice of the foods we like is a small
one to make from a health standpoint. The French prov-
erb, “One must suffer to be beautiful.” can be appre-
ciated by those of us who have reduced even a few
pounds.

However, overweight, like underweight, indicates a
serious condition which should be corrected, and as great
an effort should be made to reduce the weight to normal
as to increase it when it is below normal. Physicians and
insurance companies unanimously agree that overweight
means lessened activity, increased ill-health. liability to
disease and a proportionate shortening of the span of life,
Most overweight individuals may eat and exercise their
way back to health and normal activity again; or they
may eat themselves straight to an early grave, sometimes
stopping along the road at such unpleasant stations as
diabetes, shortness of breath, high blood pressure, great
fatigue, and kindred ills. One should not forget that
those who are overweight have a much greater chance of
developing diabetes than those who are normal in weight.

Overweight Is a Health Problem

There are three types of overweight persons. The first
group comprises those who eat more food than they need
and who are not sufficiently active to use up the surplus
fat through exercise. According to Dr. E, P. Joslin, who
is an authority on diabetes, the vast majority of indi-
viduals who are overweight belong in this group; the safe
and sane way for these persons to reduce is to regulate
the diet and take more exercise. This article is written
for this group. The second group is composed of those
persons suffering from some glandular delciency; they
appear to be abnormally efficient in maling fat ®:c o
starches and sugars, and no matter how ! >voically these
individuals adhere to a limited diet, they gc me rily on
manufacturing excess fat. The cause of their obhesity 1o
the storing of fat in the body under conditions whicl: ar
largely independent of diet and hence do not respona
effectively to dietary control. The thirc group is com-
posed of individuals who not only eat too much but also
have glandular trouble. These last two groups can be
helped only by their physicians.

Overweight is not of importance because it ruins one's
figure, but because it may shorten one's life. Obesity is
becoming a public health problem. Some of our modern
ways of living make for impaired health because they
make for increased weight. For example, we now ride in
airplanes, in Pullmans, and in comfortable automobiles
over excellent highways, whereas previously we walked,

IN LAST month’s article it was stated that it is pos-
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rode horseback or traveled in jolting stage-coaches over
bumpy country roads. We no longer walk to the grocery
store for our provisions, for the telephone and the de-
livery wagon have made this unnecessary. Except for
members of hiking clubs and golf enthusiasts, walking has
become an almost forgotten art. The automobile and the
street car are so convenient!

Much publicity has been given to the statistics compiled
by life insurance companies which show that beyond 35
years of age, the group which lives longest and is healthi-
est and most efficient comprises those men and women
who are somewhat under average weight for their height
and age. But under 25 years of age this is not true, for
boys and girls have better health prospects if they are
a little above thée average weight. The [ollowing illus-
tration shows clearly what it means to be several pounds
overweight. If a woman 40 years of age is 5 feet 5 inches
tall and weighs 170 pounds, she is about 28 pounds over-
weight; she may suffer more or less from indigestion and
constipation, and usually finds herself short of breath
after climbing a few stairs or taking a short walk. The
normal average weight for a woman 40 years of age of
this height is about 142 pounds. If a mother were tfo
carry around a 28-pound two-year-old child continuously
for several days, she would be utterly worn out; but this
is not unlike what this overweight woman of 40 years is
doing; she tires easily simply because she is carrying an
unnecessary burden.

Quackery Dersus Common Sense

To be slender is an almost universal feminine desire.
It is particularly difficult for a woman who is very much
overweight to look well in her clothes, especially during
hot weather. During the past few years, women'’s fashions
have given a wonderful stimulus to one branch of quack-
ery, namely, the exploiting of “obesity cures.” The desire
to be slender far beyond the degree compatible with good
health has caused thousands of women to throw away
money on so-called “reduction remedies” which were
either dangerous or worthless, or more probably both.
The very hum: a habit of impatience has induced many
obese persons o resort to the use of drugs for weight
reduction. Practically every “fat cure,” no matter to what
type it belongs, is exploited under the claims that those
who use it do not need to diet or exercise. The makers
of these products know human nature very well, for none
of us like to diet and none of us like to exercise; but
there is no other safe way to reduce the weight. Desic-
cated thyroid is the basis of many products sold for the
reduction of weicht, but so powerful a substance as
thyreid shc —~over he taken unless under the direct
Lugarvisie “.ysician. Many obesity cures have
peer invco.. the American Medical Association,
which has p an interesting booklet (which can
be purchas: ! ¢w cents) which should be read by
everyone ir in knowing more about the claims
of these proc

Physicians ..av: ccpeatedly stated that it is seldom that
the food con:~.d at regular meals has caused the mis-
eries of overw. _!.* unless one partakes very liberally of
unusually rich foocs and takes almost no exercise. The
snack between meals, the candy while one is reading;
the nut sundae; the aft>-njon tea with its tempting sand-
wiches, frosted cup cal: < and dish of salted nuts; the
extra piece of pie or cake or the unusually large serving
of whipped cream desserts ‘hese are the stumbling blocks
to the normal figure. Pa -, nuts, candy and ice cream
in moderate amounts adc pleasing final touch to the
dinner, but when taken ween meals they must be
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sternly condemned if one really wishes to lose weight.

If one is considerably overweight, for example, 25 pounds
or more, it is unwise to begin a change of diet for re-
ducing the weight without a complete medical examina-
tion by a competent physician; he should be consulted
about the diet and his advice carefully followed. If one
wants to reduce only a few pounds, this can be done
without any laborious dietary calculations, although it
often adds interest to consult one of the many books on
nutrition found in any public library giving the caloric
values of foods, because one can then estimate the num-
ber present in the day’s food. Tables giving height and
weight at various ages will also be found in these books.
The reducing diet should be a complete one; that is, there
should be protein, minerals, vitamins, etc., but these will
be present if the directions are followed. One should not
try to lose more than a pound to one and one-half pounds
per week; if.one reduces too rapidly, the health may be
undermined. Daily walks should be taken, short ones at
first. but the distance should be gradually increased until
one is walking about two miles per day. Walking is one
of the best and cheapest of exercises. One should drink
plenty of water—six to eight glasses per day.

One who wishes to reduce should not eat or should
eat very sparingly of the following foods: Salad dress-
ings, such as mayonnaise unless it is made with mineral
oil; rich cakes, pies and candy; fat fish, such as salmon,
shad or mackerel; fat meats, such as roast pork, duck or
roast beef which is streaked with fat; rich gravies; mar-
malades and jellies; ice cream with rich sauces; nuts;
cream; fried foods—in other words, foods rich in fat,
starches and sugars should be kept to the minimum.
Bread and butter should be eaten sparingly. A diet
low in butter and cream is usually low in vitamin A,
so it is wise to take a teaspoonful of cod liver oil
morning and evening while on a reducing diet to add
more of this factor to the diet. This small amount of cod
liver oil adds much more vitamin A than the same amount
of butter or cream.

Foods for Reducing Mebpus

The following list of foods will serve as a guide for
preparing menus for persons who are reducing:

Cottage cheese prepared from skim milk; this contains
good protein and also calcium. The latter is essential for
bones and teeth.

Eggs prepared in any way except fried or fixed with
cream or butter.

Drinks: Buttermilk; skim milk; orange juice; lemonade
with a small amount of sugar if any; tea or coffee with
a dash of cream and sugar.

Fruits: Apples; apricots; blueberries; grapefruit; oranges;
peaches; pears; pineapple; various kinds of berries; can-
taloupe and watermelon. Oranges are especially valuable
because of their high vitamin C content. Fruit and fruit
salads should be used for dessert instead of pies and
puddings, ete.

Meats: Fat meats must not be eaten and the fat which
is on meat used should be removed. Beef, lean (boiled,
broiled, roasted or made into hamburger); chicken, lamb,
liver, turkey, veal, also the lean portion of ham and bacon.

Cereals: The whole grain cereals, such as shredded
wheat, are best to use. It is well to substitute small serv-
ings of others for a change, but cereals must be used
sparingly. One-half the regular serving is a good rule.
Skim milk should be served on them, but no sugar.

Vegetables: Asparagus; cauliflower; cabbage; carrots;
celery; Brussels sprouts: beet greens; spinach; kale
sprouts; lettuce: sauerkraut; (Continued on page 53)
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HARD WATER PLUS MELD MAKES SOFT WATER

Soften the water —
then your white wash
dries snow-white

ARrE you puzzled by the way your
white wash dries gray? Hard water—
water filled with harsh alkalis—
causes all the trouble. These alkalis
combine with soap and dirt to make
a gray scum almost impossible to
scrub or rinse away.

But soften the water with Melo!
Two or three tablespoonfuls in a
washtub will make the hardest water
instantly soft. Suds will pile up—rich,
thick and lasting. Less soap will be
needed. Rinsing will be quick and
thorough, and when your white wash
dries, 1t will be whiter than it ever
was before.

Try a can of Melo tomorrow. It
simplifies every washing and clean-
ing operation, and saves tender hands
from irritation. It adds comfort and
satisfaction to the bath. Melo is sold
by your grocer in convenient cans—
10c (slightly higher in far western
states). The Hygienic Products Co.,
Canton, Ohio. (Also makers of Sani-

MELO

L —
WATER SOFTENED
WITH MELO IS A

MELO
REMARKABLE CLEANER

o s ot
10 CENTS
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A Complete Congervatory Cou
Easy asA-B-C on y&mu; favorite instrament. tng
der Master Teachers. Youwill be amazed and delighted
that musie can be made so eas{gnd interesting, Over

800,000 enthusiastie students. w cost, easy terms,
Courses in Piano, Violin, Mandolin, Cornet,Organ,
‘Trumret, Spanish Guitar, Hawaiian Guitar, Banjo,
Tenor Banjo, Accordion, Saxophone, Clarinet.
Personal instroction underartists, Satisfaetion guar-
i anteed. Send for Free Catalog; gives full details.

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC
Dept. 371 702 East 41st Street, Chicago

This Remarkable
80 PAGE BOOK

on Window Decoration

Value $1%0—Accept it
with our

No book ever published on window and door
draping has been more enthusiastically received by
the women of America than this remarkable 8o-
%’;{ge book by C. W. Kirsch, the leading authority.
ith this book as a guide, you can easily and eco-

nomically plan the most simple or intricate dec-
orative schemes—add greatly to the charm of every
room. To obtain this $1.00 value book free, simply
send your name and address. And when you receive
the book—ask
your nearest
Kirsch dealer to =
show you the
Im_forldf’iifinest

ine of drapery
hardware. DRAPERY HARDWARE

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY
KIRSCH COMPANY

426 Prospect Ave., Sturgis, Michigan, U. S. A.
You may send me free the book by Kirsch, “How
10 Drape Your Windows.”

The Genic of the Ring
(Continued from page 11)

Morning. The ugly street going to work
that it might bring back its daily bread.
Pulling on her small hat, the Girl made
ready for Wheeler & Co. At lunch hour
she would look up another boarding-
place, or perhaps—she would phone the
man. Strangely, she knew that in the se-
cret stronghold which was still her own
soul she had always contemplated that
way out! At the corner she stumbled into
Mr. Willis.

“Good-morning. I say, this is luck.”

“Good-morning.” The Girl sought to
pass, but Mr. Willis swung easily into her
gait and held it.

They boarded a train and hung on to
straps together. Mr. Willis acted the part
of a detached brother or cousin until they
reached Fourteenth Street, when the Girl
said briefly, “This is my station,” and Mr.
Willis cheerfully admitting that it was
his station, too, they followed the crowd
upstairs.

“East or west?” asked Mr. Willis, and
the Girl turned, at bay. “It really isn't at
all necessary for you to go any farther.”

Mr. Willis stood looking down at her.
He was very tall. “I'm a coward,” he said.
“T've been trying to say something to you
ever since we started. I wish you'd give
all of us another chance.”

“Chance?”

“] want you to stay with us,” said Mr.
Willis quietly, “until you get over—what-
ever is making you unhappy.”

The Girl. crimsoning to her forehead,
looked away from him. Her lips framed
a sentence, “You are being very intimate
—for a stranger.”

“But I'm not a stranger,” said Mr. Willis.
“None of us are who cross each other’s
paths and need each other. I wish you
would look on me as—a friend. Give us
all another chance,” he went on hurriedly.
“We're a job lot, but we're good scouts.
You have no idea how we help one an-
other when the going is heavy.”

The Girl murmured something on a
breath sharply indrawn. Then she added
abruptly, “I am unhappy, but not one of
vou can help me. All the same, I'll stay.”

Mr. Willis suddenly shot out his hand,
and finding hers, gripped it. “That’s great,”
he said. “Thank you a lot for giving us

| a try-out. It's—it's a bully thing for you

to do.” The next minute he had lifted his
hat and swung onto the rear of an up-
town trolley.

T WAS like that always, the Girl saw,

as time went on and she lived among
them. They were a job lot and needed
much sorting. There were moments when
they touched her on the raw—crude, un-
comfortable moments when the Girl drew
back into her shell like a hurt sea-animal.
They asked her intimate questions. They
probed her past. Not unkindly. Evidently
they were used to fresh beginnings.

The Girl found herself growing lighter
of heart. the weight lifting off her spirit,
even when she thought of the man.
He had loved her hair, her eyes, to
touch her smooth cheek. But—she went
farther than that. There was more to her.
Countries he had not discovered, valleys
of shame, humiliation—and heights, yes,
heights. The Girl, hugging her knees
alone in the boarding-house which was
her new life, realized that with a help-
ing hand she might have climbed. Then
suddenly she remembered another man,
a plain man, who had taken the time to
stand on a busy corner and say to her,
“You've no idea how we help one an-
other when the going is heavy.” At that
instant she could have said to him, very
humbly, “Already you have helped me.”

But the Girl had no chance to say it.
Mr. Willis, it seemed, was working very
late at the office. Night after night she
went down to the basement dining-room
to find him missing, and it was strange
that in some way it affected her. It was
not exactly depression, it was just that
she disliked the gap of his empty chair.

Then one afternoon Flossie Merkle came
home with a headache. The Girl heard
her in the next room, moaning from time
to time with the pain of it.
sent the Girl to Flossie’s room.

(Continued on page 43)
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| Lty SMOCKING or
Do Qﬂlﬂly MONOGRAMS
on your own Sewing Machine
TRIMSTITC

8 Times Faster than by Hand!

Yes, you can now do all kinds of colorful dec-
orative stitching right at home on your own
----- sewing machine. Suchsmart andlovely effects

: and all so easily and quickly done. No special
attachment needed.

This fascinating new craft is made possible
by TRIMSTITCH, the new decorative thread
created by J. & P. Coats in beautiful, clear,
Boilfast colors, especially for sewing machine
use. Just use a spool of TRIMSTITCH for the
upper thread, use the coarsest machine needle,
and sew! You can stitch quilt blocks; smock
little girls’ dresses; decorate towels, napkins,
luncheon sets; make initials and monograms;
finish collars and cuffs; apply bias bindings —
actually in one-eighth the usual time.

FREE! 19 suﬁ?ested designs

with direetions

Send the coupon below for free folder telling all about
TRIMSTITCH—the new craft—and containing 19 suggested
designs with step-by-step instructions. You can get J. & P.
Coats TRIMSTITCH at your favorite notion counter
only 5 cents a spool.

ITRADE MARK)

And Remember — A

for your sewing—col-
ored threads that match
and wash perfectly!
J. & P. Coats or Clark’s
0. N.T. Boilfast mercerized
threads, for all medium and '

sturdy weight fabrics. In all
stapleand fashionable colors.

Clark’s O. N.T. Sheer
Fabric Thread made
especially fine for stitching
voile, chiffon, georgette,
crepe de Chine and other
sheer and light-weight fab-
rics. Boilfast, mercerized, Y
in all fashionable colors.

'J. & P. COATS ano CLARK’S O.N.T..

THE TWO 'GREAT NAMES PREEA D

Maternity Apparels

ENE BRYANT Maternity Clothes enable you to dress
stylishly during all stages of maternity—and after
baby comes, as well. Latest modes designed to conceal eondi=
tion and provide expansion. New Style Book, picturing latest
fashions in Coats, Dresses, Skirts and Corsets for Maternity
wear; also Apparel for Baby. Sent free, Write for it today.

THE SPOOL COTTON COMPANY
Dept. 20X, 881 Broadway, New York

Please send me free descriptive folder containing 19
suggested designs with instructions for TRIMSTITCH.

Na

Street (or R, F. D. )

City Stat

e L ——

AddressDept 21

ane Bryant i

I C lE i Make $30-$35 a Week
T Jgres n BN syt ,
can make $15 to $50 weekly in 1 You can learn at home in spare
time. Course endorsed by physi-

spare or full time at home oil painting

photographs. No experience needed. :

No canvassng. We instruct you by "

our new simple Photo-Color process,

and supply you with working outfit and

employment service. Write for par- l
eacher, shows how
"ROVED"™ Hoine

formulas,equip-

, selling plan:

eians. Thousands of graduates. Est.
31 years. One graduate has charge
of a ten-bed hospital. Another saved
$400 while learning. Equipment included. Open to all
over 18 and under 60 years. Money-back agreement.
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING

Please send me your free, fascinating booklet, “Splendid

Opportunities in Nursing,”” and 32 sample lesson pages.
Dept, 8510, 1601 Warren Ave., Chicago, 11l.

ticulars and Free Book to-day.
The IRVING-VANCE COMPANY Ltd
144 Hart Building, Toronto, Can,

Name
City

State

/- Sensationg
Be Different!

Tint your o Xmas eards and

s 5 MC

week. Profits double the fee or money ha

¥ Write today for free “work-sheet” on FUDGE.

American Scnool of Home Economics, 854 E. 58th St., Chicago

o
. Catalog FREE.

ART G'FT INDUSTRIES PAID =

Dept. W, 542 S. Dearborn St., Chicagg_olsl?.'

(Women! ExtiaMoney QuickY

{In Your Own Home! Begin Right Away? |
An easy, rp]gasant, dig- PI?IE% Fseg% lfru]gnlérgsc%g- G
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When It’s Time to

»

Wean the Baby

EANING time is a critical period in the life of
the baby. His future health will depend on the
correct choice of food.

Pure milk, either fresh or evaporated, and *Karo
Syrup, supplemented with cod liver oil and orange
juice are the requisites of a complete and easily
digested infant diet.

Karo Syrup and milk formulas are simple, inex-
pensive and highly beneficial. Doctors and hospitals
throughout the country are recommending Karo

especially for babies.

Ask your physician about Karo —not only for
your baby—but for the growing youngsters as well.

FREE TO MOTHERS!

“The Food of the Infant and the Growing
Child” is a practical, helpful booklet written
by one of America’s leading baby specialists.
Mail the coupon below for your copy.

*KARO is the familiar Syrup sold in gro-
cery stores everywhere. This delicious
syrup is a pure mixture of dextrin, malt
sugar and other simple sugar deriva-
tives which is digested with remarkable
ease and provides the elements for en-

ergy and growth.

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO.
Dept.W.W.-10, 17 Battery Place, N. Y. City

B
|
|
|

Please send me my copy of “The Food :

of the Infant and the Growing Child.” |

|
|
|
I
|
|
|
|
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Foreign Meat Dishes

We may sample the famed foods of distant

countries withaut going beyond

our own kitchens

By LILY HAXWORTH WALLACE

OW would you like to go on a
H brief cruise this month and see

what we can discover in a few
foreign kitchens to vary our home
menus? Naturally, every country has its
own specialties, the ingredients for the
making of some of which are not always
easily procurable in our own United
States and for which substitutions must
be made. Nevertheless, there is much
that we can learn from our overseas
neighbors which will add both variety
and piquancy to our sometimes rather
monotonous meat course.

“All aboard!” Our first stop will be in
northern England where, despite all that
has been said and written to the con-
trary, there really are some wonderfully
good and savory dishes to be found. We
shan’t have time for more than one recipe
today and there are no strange ingredi-
ents in it to worry us.

England—Yorkshire Steak

2 pounds round 134 teaspoons salt

stealk 14 teaspoon pepper
1 finely minced 1 tablespoon flour
onion 2 cups stock or
1 teaspoon minced water
parsley

Have the steak cut thick. Pound it with
a rolling-pin or wooden mallet, then score
the surface in one and one-half inch
squares with a sharp knife, cutting only
a little way into the fiber of the meat.
Rub into these cuts the seasonings and
flavorings blended together, then cook
the steak in a hot, well-greased frying-
pan just until browned on both sides.
Transfer to a casserole, add the stock or
water, cover closely and bake in a slow
oven for two hours. Serve with plain
boiled potatoes, rice or macaroni. Cost,
86c; time, 214 hours; serves four.

France—Poulet Perdu

1 cup cooked chicken Few gratings lemon
1 tablespoon flour rind

1 tablespoon butter 1 tablespoon minced
2 tablespoons cream parsley

14 teaspoon salt 1 egg yolk

14 teaspoon paprika Pastry

Mince the chicken very finely or pass
it through the food chopper, add the re-
maining ingredients and blend thor-
oughly.

Roll out thinly any good rich pastry,
cut into four-inch squares and put a
portion of the chicken mixture, rolled
into the form of a flattened sausage, in
the center of each square. Wet the edges
with milk or egg white, fold the pastry
over the filling and pinch the ends firmly
together. Brush over with milk or egg
and bake ten or fifteen minutes in hot
oven. Or make the rolls a little smaller,
dip into beaten egg, then into bread
crumbs, and fry golden brown in deep
hot fat, draining on soft crumpled paper
before serving. Cost, 95¢c; time, 1 hour;
serves four.

India—Calcutta Curry

1 tart apple or 1§ 1 teaspoon salt

cup diced rhubarb 1 tablespoon eurry
1 large onion powder
14 cup melted 1 cup coconut water

shortening or 14 can shredded
cooking oil pineapple with

1 small cut-up juice
chicken or 2 2 tablespoons lemon
pounds diced juice

lamb or veal Boiled rice
2 tablespoons flour

Peel and dice both onion and apple (or
rhubarb) and cook in the fat for five
minutes. Remove the onion and fruit and
brown the meat, which has been rolled
in the blended flour, salt and curry pow-
der, in the same fat, removing the piesces
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of meat as they become golden brown.
If any flour is left, add it to the fat, then
stir in the coconut water—made by pour-
ing one cup of boiling water over one
cup coconut, using either fresh or moist
canned coconut, covering this and set-
ting aside until cold, then straining and
squeezing the water from the coconut,
from which practically all flavor will have
been drawn out. Add also the pineapple
and lemon juice, and bring all to boiling-
point. Replace the onion, fruit and meat
in the pan, cover closely and simmer un-
til tender—from one to one and one-half
hours—adding a little additional coconut
water or stock should that in the pan
boil away too much. Serve with an
abundance of well-cooked rice in a sepa-
rate dish. If possible, pass Indian Chutney
with the curry. Cost, $1.40; time, 2 hours;
serves four.

China—Chow Mein

1 teaspoon corn-

. starch

1 medium-sized
onion

14 pound mush-
rooms—fresh,
canned or dried

=

pound freshly
cooked meat or
shell-fish
4 tablespoons cook-
ing oil or melted
shortening
1 cup water or
stock Fried noodles
2 cups celery Boiled rice
Cut the meat—pork, white meat of
chicken, veal or lobster or crabmeat—
into thin strips about one inch long and
cook five minutes in half the heated fat.
Add the water or stock, bring to boiling-
point and stir in the corn-starch mixed
smoothly with a tablespoon of the liquid.
Cover and simmer just until the meat is
tender. Meanwhile, in another pan, heat
the remaining fat and cook in it, without
coloring, the onion, mushrooms and celery
cut in very fine strips. (If dried mush-
rooms are used, they should be soaked
at least two hours in cold water before
using.) Cook three minutes, combine the
two mixtures and pour over the noodles,
garnishing with shreds of chicken, lobster
or egg (the latter beaten and fried until
set), these shreds being as thin as it is
possible to make them. Serve boiled rice

separately. Cost, approximately $1.25;
time, 1 hour; serves four.

Fried Noodles
1 egg Flour to make a very

14 teaspoon salt stiff dough

Beat the egg slightly, add the flour and
salt and work all together until quite
smooth. Knead, turn onto a floured
board, roll one-eighth inch thick, sprinkle
the surface lightly with flour, cut into
strips, lay these one over the other and
slice into noodles about half the length
of a match. Shake apart and fry golden
brown in deep hot fat, draining on soft
crumpled paper. Cost, Tc; time, ¥ hour.

Mexico—Chile Con Carne

2 pounds top sirloin 2 tablespoons chili
2 tablespoons flour powder
114 teaspoons salt 2 quarts water
1 clove garlic 4 cups cooked red
14 cup melted kidney beans

shortening

Cut the meal into one and one-half
inch squares, add the flour and salt, toss-
ing the meat in these so that it is coated
with the flour. Mince the garlic very fine
(one medium-sized onion may be sub-
stituted but will not give the true flavor).
Brown the garlic and the meat in the
hot melted shortening, add the chili pow-
der and water and simmer from two to
three hours, or until the meat is very
tender. Add the cooked beans half an
hour before serving. Cost, $1.25; time,
31 hours; serves six.



Bread Puddings De Luxe

Delicious desserts result when this simple
fz_/pe ofpuddinq is made with

skill and imagination

By LILY HAXWORTH WALLACE

o 1VE a dog a bad name and hang
him” is a proverb that might well
be applied to the subject under

discussion. The opprobrium in many in-

stances is really deserved, for bread pud-
ding as all too often served partakes very
much of the nature of a poultice. Prop-
erly made. it is a dessert deserving of

a place on any menu, and the varieties of

bread pudding are so numerous that there

isn’t any excuse for the waste of even the
smallest slice of bread.

Obviously, the first essential ingredient
in any bread pudding must be bread. If
we make use of crusty, irregular pieces,
let them be dried and crushed; where
slices of bread are employed, they should
be thin, neatly put together and well
buttered. perhaps made into a sandwich
with raisins, nuts. jam, jelly or marma-
lade. Don’t forget in using dried bread
that it will absorb a good deal more
moisture than fresh soft bread. Our basic
recipe gives proportions of dry and liquid
ingredients which are likely to suit most
tastes. Another point that must be re-
membered is that it is not wise to dry
and store for future use either buttered
bread or biscuits or forms of hot bread
containing much shortening, as these are
apt to turn rancid; such breads should be
utilized at once.

Flavoring Suggestions

The basic bread pudding suggested can
be varied as regards flavor (as also can
a similar pudding made with slices of
bread) by the addition of a large tart
diced apple, pared and cored, while sliced
bananas or other fresh, canned or stewed
fruit may be called into service as flavor-
ers and extenders.

Have you a little sirup left over from
canned fruit? Then use it in place of part
or all of the sugar. Do you wish a richer
pudding? The answer is simple: use one
or more additional eggs and a little more
butter. Would you like your pudding to
be puffy, on the order of a soufflé? Then
separate the eggs, add the yolks only to
the milk, then fold the whites inte the
mixture just before baking it— this is
suitable only for a pudding made with
erumbs. Or use strong coffee or choco-
late in place of plain milk. When one be-
gins to make a game of it and to see how
many variations are possible, the difficulty
is not to know how to go on, but where
to stop!

Basic Bread Pudding
1 tablespoon butter

3 eg
25 teaspoon vanilla

2 cups milk
1 cup bread erumbs
3 tablespoons sugar
1, teaspoon salt
Scald the milk, add the crumbs, sugar,
salt and butter, cover and set aside until
cool. Add the egg and vanilla, turn into
a buttered baking dish and bake in a mod-
erate oven—350 degrees F.—about three-
quarters of an hour. Serve hot or cold
with cream, top milk or a sweet sauce.
Cost, 22c; time, 1% hours.

Variations of Basic Bread Pudding

1. Black Cap Pudding. Cover the bot-
tom of the buttered baking dish thickly
with halved seeded raisins. Bake as di-
rected and unmold before serving.

2. Chocolate Pudding. Melt 2 squares
(ounces) cooking chocolate in a sauce-
pan, add the milk, then proceed as di-
rected.

3. Caramel Pudding. Melt ¥4 cup sugar
in a heavy frying pan; when golden
brown, add the milk. The sugar will
harden at first but will gradually melt

in the hot milk., Strain before using and
in this instance use only 2 tablespoons
of sugar in the recipe, proceeding as for
Basic Bread Pudding.

4. Queen Pudding. Add only the egg
volk to the pudding mixture, then before
serving spread the top with strawberry,
raspberry, apricot or peach jam and top
with a meringue made frosm the egg
white stiffly beaten with a little sugar.
Return to a cool oven for a few minutes
to set and delicately color the meringue.

Golden Pudding

2 cups cooked 15 cup finely cut ean-

carrots died peel, optional
15 cup shortening 2 cups bread erumbs
1 cup sugar 15 teaspoon salt
2 eggs 1% teaspoons bak-
1 cup seeded raisins ing-powder
24 cup milk

Press the carrots through a sieve so
they may be entirely free from lumps.
Cream the shortening and sugar, add the
beaten eggs, then the carrots, raisins, can-
died peel, if used. with the milk. Stir
together the crumbs, salt and baking-
powder, add them to the first mixture
and turn into a well-greased mold. This
pudding may either be baked or steamed;
if the former, set the mold in a pan of
hot water and bake in a moderate oven
—350 degrees F.—about one and one-
half hours; if steamed, cover closely and
steam two hours. Turn out and serve
with any preferred sweet sauce. Cost, 52c;
time, 215 hours; serves six.

Mock Indian Pudding

8 rather thick slices 23 eup molasses
whole wheat bread 1 quart milk
Butter Slight grating nutmeg
Butter the slices of bread generously,
having first removed the crusts, then
place in a large baking dish and pour
over them the molasses mixed with three
cups of the milk. Grate a little nutmeg
over the surface and set aside for half
an hour, then bake from two to three
hours in a very slow oven, adding the
remaining cupful of milk at the end of
the first hour. Serve hot or cold with
light cream or a soft custard sauce. Cost,
35¢; time, about 4 hours; serves six.

Steamed Fig-Prune Pudding

25 eup chopped beef

suet
2 cup chopped figs
252 cup chopped

stoned prunes
115 eug s bread 2 eggs

erumbs About 1 cup milk

If desired, the suet, figs and dates may
all be passed through the food chopper,
otherwise chop each finely and combine.
Add the crumbs, flour, sugar, salt and
grated lemon rind and moisten with the
beaten eggs and milk. Mix thoroughly,
turn into a well-greased mold, steam
three hours and serve with hard or liquid
sauce. Cost, 48¢c; time, 3% hours: serves

SIX.
Marmalade Pudding

115 cups bread
erumbs
2 eggs
12 cups milk
Thoroughly grease a plain mold or bowl
and put the crumbs and marmalade into
it in alternate thin layers. Beat the eggs
until light, combine with the milk and
pour carefully over the mixture in the
bowl. Set aside for half an hour, then
cover and steam one hour. Unmold and
serve hot with lemon sauce. Cost, 39¢c;
time, 134 hours; serves four.

2 tablespoons flour

15 cup sugar

14 teaspoon salt

Grated rind 14
lemon

%5 cup marmalade—
orange, peach,
apricot, ete,
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“WHAT CAN | SERVE FOR
MY NEXT BRIDGE PARTY?2"

We are often asked this question
because every hostess likes to serve
something different — something
that will make guests say, “Oh, isn’t
that delicious!” Our kitchens are
constantly working out new recipes
for all occasions, and will gladly
help you solve any problem of en-
tertainment, if you will write us.

In the meantime, here are two
recipes made with Knox Gelatine
that are especially attractive for
the bridge party; or, for that mat-

AMONG  THE ,BETTER s THINGS

[

There are no complications in using
Knox Sparkling Gelatine. It comes
to you plain, without any ready-
made flavoring mixtures. You
merely soak and dissolve the gela-
tine, add your own pure ingredients,
cool and serve it—ready for ban-
quet or plain home meal. And you
needn’t use the entire package at
one time. Itis good for four different
desserts, salads or other combina-
tions, for four different days in

ter, any occasion when you want
something especially appealing to

everyone.

SPANISH CREAM

(6 Servings) (Hllustrated)
I level tablespoonful K Sparkling Gelatine - 3
cups milk + 14 cup seant * 14 teaspoonful
salt « 3 eggs.

Soak gelatine in the milk about five minutes. Place
over hot water and when gelatine is dissolved add
sugar. Pour slowly on the yolks of the eggsslightly
beaten, return to douhle boiler and cook until
thickened somew hat, stirring constantly. Remove
from stove and add salt and flavoring, then add
whites of eggs beaten until stiff. Turn into one
large or individual molds, first dipped in cold water,
and place in ice box. (This will separate and form
a jelly on the bottom and custard on top.) Unmold
and serve with whipped cream, sliced oranges or
any fruit or fruit juice.

1 teaspoonful vanilla -

Try the two reriger given beve and yon will
still have enough gelatine left for two other
delightful dishes of six servings each.

O Egl LT BE

the week—six generous servings

of each.

PINEAPPLE CHEESE SALAD
(6 Servings)

1 level tablespoonful Knox Sparkling Gelatine -
14 cup cold water + V4 cup boiling water « 34 cup
grated cheese - 1 cup crushed pineapple. eanned -
1 tablespoonful sugar + Few grains salt + 1 cup
cream or evaporated milk, whipped.

Soak gelatine in cold water about five minutes and
dissolve in boiling water; add sugar, salt and
pineapple. When it begins to stiffen, beat in the
cream and cheese. Turn into small wet molds,
Chill and when firm,unmold and serve on lettuce
leaves with mayonnaise—sprinkle the mayonnaise
with chopped red or green peppers.

Mail the coupon for the Knox Recipe Books

which answer any possible question about

desserts, salads, candies, meat and fish dishes
and other dainties.

KNOX & #e
real GELATINE

FOR DESSERTS AND SALADS

Knox GELATINE, 112 KNOX AVENUE, JOHNSTOWN, N. Y.
Please send me FREE copy of your Recipe Book.

My name is

My address i

My grocer’s name is

16953 0

e 139 ]



Breakfast, Luncheon and Dinper

Individuality and Charm in Correct Table Decorations
When the Hostess Entertains in a
Formal Manner

HE modern delight in color and

variety allows a great deal of lati-

tude in the selection of table ap-
pointments and in the manner of serving
a meal, but the observance of a few
simple rules for setting the table will ac-
complish the three-fold purpose of mak-
ing the table attractive, simplifying the
service of the meal and contributing to
the comfort of those served. The illus-
trations on this pa 2 show tables cor-

rectly and attractively set for the three
principal meals of the day, and the gen-
erally accepted rules governing the set-
ting of each table are discussed below.

Linens with tinted e
appliqués add a note of
cheer to the breakfast table above

Setting the Breakfast Table

After carefully arranging linens—break-
fast cloth, runners or doilies—place ser-
vice plates and flat silver at each cover,
knife and cereal spoon at the right, fork
(if the menu demands it) at the left, with
napkin neatly folded at the left of the
fork and water glass at the tip of the
knife, the sharp edge of which is always
turned toward the plate. Forks are al-
ways placed with the prongs up, spoons
with the bowls up. Bread and butter
plates should be placed at the left of
each cover at the tip of the fork, the
butter spreader lying across the upper
or the right-hand side of the plate. A
butter ball or pat should be placed on
each plate, or alternatively a glass dish of
butter pats or balls may be provided with
its accompanying small serving knife,
pick or fork.

If the fruit to be served is one which
must be handled, this will necessitate the
use of finger-bowls, these being placed
just beyond the central or service plates.
The fruit knife or spoon may be arranged
with other silver at the right of the cover
or laid on the fruit plate, which should
rest on the service plate. The fruit is
usually in place when breakfast is served.

I appreciate, of course, that many of us,
especially when doing our own work, will
eliminate the service plate, but I am
speaking now of correct service.

The coffee equipage is arranged in front
of the mistress and includes percolator or
pot, cream and sugar and cups and
saucers. Cup handles should be turned
toward the right and spoons are usually
placed in the saucers.

It is a matter for personal decision
whether the cereal is served from the
kitchen in individual dishes or brought
to table in one large dish for service
there. If the latter, a serving spoon must
be placed at the right of the cover of the
one who is to serve. In the same way,
if a platter of bacon, ham, sausages or
other meat is brought to table, it will be
placed before the master of the house or
one of the older children for service, if
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By LILY HAXWORTH WALLACE

Father’s time is limited. If there is any
likelihood that pepper and salt will be
needed, see that shakers are on the table,
one pair between each two persons.
Water, marmalade or jelly may also be
on the table from the beginning of the

The first course

isshown in place

op the luncheon
table above

meal. Serve rolls, biscuits, muffins, etc.,
on a hot plate with a napkin tucked
lightly over and around them to conserve
the heat. Toast is usually made at table
as needed, one person being in charge of
the toaster.

With maid service, fruit plates, finger-
bowls and cereal dishes are each removed
after use and the service plate replaced
with a hot one for the meat dish. Failing
maid service, it is a good plan to have,
at Mother's left, a tea wagon or serving
table on which soiled dishes may be
placed, thus keeping the table itself neat
and orderly in appearance.

The Luncheon Table

The setting of a table for luncheon
has so many points in common with the
setting of a table for dinner that, for the
most part, one description will suffice.
The first rule to be observed is that the
table itself must be large enough to per-
mit an allowance of twenty-four inches
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for each “cover,” that is, from the center
of one plate to the center of the next.
For a guest luncheon, the table may be
laid with matching place doilies and cen-
terpiece or with a damask luncheon cloth;
if using the latter, the correct hangover
is from eight to twelve inches on all
sides, and a table pad or silence cloth
must be placed under it; indeed, even
with doilies, the use of pads under
them is recommended to protect the
surface of the table.

Arrange the centerpiece of fruit or
flowers with due observance of the
rule that this shall be either so low or
so tall as to interfere neither with con-
versation nor vision across the table.
Place the correct number of service
plates at equal distances apart, the po-

sitions of the flat silver and of the water
glass or goblet being the same as already
outlined for breakfast, that is to say, the

implements to be used in the right hand

are placed to the right and those to be
used in the left hand are placed to the
left, in the order of their use, starting
from the outside. If the lunch is to con-
sist of not more than three courses, all
the necessary flat silver may be on the
table at the beginning of the meal; with
more than three, any additional silver is

Photographs by
aRy ¢
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placed at the time the course with which
it is to be used is served, for it is not
good form to make ostentatious display
of -table silver.

Water glasses should be only two-thirds
filled, individual salt and pepper shakers
(in pairs) placed either opposite each per-
son or between each two covers, while the
lower edge of the service plate, the tips
of the handles of the flat silver and the
lower edge of the napkin should be in
exact alignment, one inch from the edge
of the table. Bread and butter plates are
sometimes used at an informal luncheon
but never at a formal luncheon, nor at

dinner.
The Dinper Table

The arrangement of the dinner table is
the same as for luncheon except for its
somewhat greater formality of service as
a whole. A few years ago, dinner tables
were heaped to overflowing with cut
glass, silver and other accessories, but to-
day we depend for beauty on impressive
simplicity rather than mass display, the
thought of a harmonious whole being
constantly kept in mind. This principle is
demonstrated in the tables illustrated, on
all of which restrained beauty is the key-
note.

On a very long table, two groups of
flowers will give a better effect than a
single centerpiece. Candles are used
without shades and the present vogue for
tall candles is an excellent one as this
brings the flame above the level of the
eye. If the table is laid for ten or twelve
persons, either six candles or two cande-
labra will give sufficient lighting. Addi-
tional dining-room lighting should be
done by means of side lights rather than
a glaring overhead chandelier, but if this
cannot be avoided, veil its harshness with
a soft colored shade which may carry out
the color scheme of the room.

Correct place-cards are heavy plain
white or eream cards about two and one-

half inches long by one and one-half

inches high, the name being written

clearly with black ink. Decorated or

fancy place-cards are used only at a

family or very intimate party or per-

haps to celebrate some special oceca-
sion. When place-cards are used, they
should be laid above the center of the
service plate.

Salted nuts and bonbons may be served
in small individual dishes placed just
above the covers or in silver or erystal
compotes placed at each end of the table.

Flowers flanked
by tall candles
make a suitable center-
piece for the dinper table




There’s nothing to get fussed over

Of course you didn’t expect them —but . .. I'm the Uneeda Boy, and I've
an idea or two for you.
that’s all right . . . says the Uneeda Boy The Unceda Bakers make so

many good things for parties that

you can always get up a spread in
no time at all.

Here’s a package of Nabisco
Sugar Wafers to start with — and
besides Nabiscos there are just all
sorts of other nice cookies and bis-
cuit and crackers — ready for any
kind of a treat.

And you couldn’t give your
guests anything better, because
“Uneeda Bakers” use the very best
of everything, and take so much extra
care with their baking . . .

Yes, ma’am! Any time you
open any package with the N. B. C.
Uneeda Seal, you're sure of something

that’s as good as it ez be baked.
* *

Those folks look as if they'd like
some Nabisco Sugar Wafers this
minute . . . let’s open a box or two!

The happiest combination of airy crispness . . .
and melting creaminess . . . that was ever hit
upon. Delicate enough for the most finicky
appetite — substantial enough for those who
%, like real food value in their dainty wafers.
LI There's nothing quite like Nabisco.

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY
“Uneeda Bakers"

“Uneeda Bakers”




Even a Queen
coulan’t get away with it

NEVER more would Nahid, loveliest
of the Ruman princesses, see the face of Darab,
King of Kings.

He had stormed her Father’s Province to woo
and wed her. Now, by his command, she was leaving
the great palace, a cast-off.

Oh, the ignominy of it, the disgrace, the heart-
break. For in the brief months that followed their
marriage she had come to love this bold, relentless
warrior who had swept through Persia, bending
Province after Province to his power, to make her
his Queen.

With saddening clearness the memory of her wed-
ding day came back to her . . . it seemed but yester-
day ... the golden litter in which she rode, a jeweled
crown upon her head . . . the great nobles that es-
corted her, each with a gift . the camels weary
beneath their burden of rich brocades and carpets
. . . sixty bridesmaids in her train, each with a golden
goblet in her hand filled with the royal jewels . . .

How happy she had been. Now like a criminal
scourged from the city, she was being sent back to
her Father. For Darab had found her breath not sweet.
It was the one flaw in her loveliness. But it was the
flaw Darab could not overlook or forgive.

CHAPTER 1V OF THE SHAHNAMA, FIRDAUSI’S
GREAT EPIC HISTORY OF PERSIA, DESCRIBES
NAHID’S TRAGEDY THUS:

“She was sleeping * * * {

Ail gems and colour, scent and loveliness.

But werily her breathing was not sweet,

And grew disgustful to the king of kings,

Who shrank and turned his head away from her
Upon the couch because her breath was foul.

The monarch of Iran was grieved thereat,

His mind was troubled, and his soul all care.
They summoned skilful leeches to Nahid,

And one of them, a shrewd and prudent man,
Examined till he found a remedy—

A herb whereby the gullet is inflamed,

Calied in Ruman tongue <iskandar. This

He rubbed upon the palate of the queen,

And cansed her eyes to water lustily.

T'he fetor fled away, her palate burned,

Her face shone like brocade; but though the Fair
Was sweet as musk, Dr.:m& had ceased to love her.
The monarch’s heart turned coldly from his bride,
And so he sent her back to Failakus,* * *”

That was in 120 B. C.—two thousand and fifty years
ago. Today, halitosis (unpleasant breath) is still the
unforgivable social fault, the offense extraordinary.

W Walaey
U i,

*AND SO HE SENT HER

HE insidious thing about it is that its presence
Ti> usually unknown to its victim. Furthermore,
halitosis is widespread; indeed, few escape it for the
simple reason that conditions capable of causing hali-
tosis are likely to arise at almost any time in the mouth.

Among its commoner causes are decaying or poorly

cared for teeth, pyorrhea, catarrh, temporary digestive

derangements caused by excesses of eating or drinking,
and minor infections of the nose, mouth or throat.
The one way of making sure that your breath is be-
yond suspicion is to gargle with full strength Listerine
every morning and every night and between times be-
fore meeting others, Because of its germicidal* power,
Listerine first strikes at the cause of odors, then over-
comes the odors themselves. Even such hard-to-efface

BACK TO FAILAKUS, * % %*?

scents as those of onion and fish yield quickly to it.
Keep Listerine handy in home and office. And carry
it with you when you travel. It puts you on the safe,
polite, and acceptable side. Lambert Pharmacal Com-
pany, St. Louis, Mo., U. §. A.

e A

*Though non-poisonous, safe and healing in action,
full strength Listerine is at the same time a swift
and powerful germicide. Repeated tests show that
it kills even such stubborn organisms as the Sta-
phylococcus Aureus (pus), the Bacillus Catarrha-
lis (catarrh), and Bacillus Typhosus (typhoid) in
counts ranging to 200,000,000 in 15 seconds (fastest
killing time accurately recorded by science).




The (Genie of the Ring

(Continued from page 37)

The room was darkened, but even in
the dim light it showed disarray. A rose
negligée and gold satin mules were tossed
on a rocker. But what caught her gaze
and held it was a large horseshoe of
paper roses which adorned the dresser.
Running across the mirror from side to
side were the gilt letters which had once
spelled “Happy Birthday to Mr. Willis.”

The Zirl came nearer. “Can’t I do any-
thing?” All at once she wanted to do
something for Flossie.

Sudden and wild weeping was her an-
swer. Something dissolved in the Girl's
own nature which had been ice-bound.
She cared that Flossie was unhappy, not
because of anything Flossie was to her,
but because of something which Flossie
suddenly exemplified, like the pain of all
the world.

“Flossie, dear.”

Miss Merkle sat up. Her usually placid
face was distorted and agonized. Her
breath came in short little gasps. “He is
going away,” she said. “He is going out
of all our lives forever.”

HE Girl’'s heart jumped, then stood
still. “Snap out of it, Flossie. Who is
going away?"”

“John Willis.
him west.”

The Girl stood quietly. “Has he been
your friend for so long without your
learning to bear it better than this?”

“You don’t know—what he has been to
all of us.”

“I know what he has been to me.” The
Girl said it bravely. There was nothing
personal about it, nothing to hurt still
further Flossie’s torn heart, just some-
thing to arrest her courage, challenge it,
for the sake of what John Willis was to
all men, to carry on.

“Listen,” said the Girl, sitting now on
the edge of the bed, with Flossie’s limp
hand in hers, “I think it all resolves itself
to this—if it is a good thing for Mr. Willis
to go away from us, we all ought to be
glad, and—and help him to go happily.”

Miss Merkle sobbed convulsively and
then dried her eyes. “We got to get him
up another party,” she said heavily. “We
got to give him a swell send-off. He's
going next week.”

A week held seven days. The Girl was
counting them off in her own soul. Seven
more days of John Willis. “Think up
something wonderful, Flossie, dear. We'll
all help.”

“We were an awful bunch before he
came. I—a gentleman friend was sup-
porting me. John Willis got me my first
o] A

The Girl did not draw away her hand.
She was thinking of a yacht with shining
brass and cocktail glasses. She might
have been Flossie.

“And Bill Streeter—some of it's shell-
shock, but most of it’s dope. John Willis
helps him to keep straight. I've seen him
and Herbie Jenkins pick him out of the
gutter. Sometimes they stay up with him
all night, to keep him away from it.”

But the Girl suddenly felt all in. She
could bear no more. She leaned down
quickly to Flossie and kissed her. Then
she went back into her own room.

It was a swell send-off. Mr. Willis was
to go on Thursday by the midnight special,
and they held it on Wednesday. They
had a colored caterer and real roses.

At the end of the table sat the new
manager of “People’s Mutual”’—his com-
pany had handed over to him the whole
Middle West. He got up, gripping the
table edge, to tell them in halting, bashful
sentences something of what it all meant
to him.

4] like to think of us all as—as ships,”
he said boyishly, “with a kind of—of chart
for everyone of us and sometimes sealed
orders. I've in a way gotten mine now.
But we’ll be passing and repassing. I
have a sort of hunch that sometime,
somewhere, well all of us meet again.
You see, we've all of us learned the code.
And whenever I—I cross your bows and
you signal, ‘Who Passes?’ you’ll know me
by the old answer, ‘A Friend.” That’s
about all, dear people. God bless you, and
I—I can’t go on with it—"

His company is sending

The Girl went to bed that night when
it had run into morning. She could not
have slept, so she wrapped herself in a
bright shawl and sat by the open window.

That morning something had happened.
A boy had come with a message. They
had left the yellow envelope on her

dresser and she found it when she came

home:

“Leaving tomorrow for Orient. If
you've had enough of your experi-
ment, come. I want you. Need you.
I promise nothing except to play the
game. Be a good sport, dear girl, and
play it with me. Boat leaves old pier
North River 11 a.m. Shall wait till
last minute.”

That was all. With steady fingers she
folded it in a small square and tucked it
away in her purse. She was quite sure of
herself. There would be no answer.

She wreathed her arms on the cool
window-sill. She was not unhappy, and
yet the only two men who had ever
counted were going out of her life. But
she was not unhappy. How could she
ever be again with John Willis still in the
world?

His trunk had gone. The room sign
“To Let” was ready to go back on his
window. The Girl had risen early. She
didn’t want to see him again, and she
didn’t want any breakfast. She was go-
ing to walk to Wheeler & Co.’s East Side
Branch. She had gotten almost halfway
there when a cab drew up at the curb,
signaling her. The next moment, against
her protest, she was sitting beside John
Willis.

“It's a hold-up,” he said, “but you're
not going to work on my last day. We're
going to celebrate.”

Her voice was small and there were
dark rims around her eyes, “Where are
we going?”

“We're going,” said Mr. Willis, “to Cen-
tral Park. It's very public, there are
squirrels and things, but it’s the best I
can do at the moment.”

After that first outburst, Mr. Willis said
nothing, not even ‘“East or west?” He led
the way silently along a little green path
that lost itself among some trees and mo-
tioned to a neat park bench. “I wanted
to tell you something. I am going to be
married.”

The Girl's heart jumped and then stood
still. She waited an instant until it went
on beating and then she managed a sen-
tence, “I am glad—you are going to be
happy.”

“You bet I am.” Mr. Willis was some-
what bashful, but beaming. “I thought I'd
sort of like to show you the ring.”

The Girl nodded. She waited while he
got a small case out of his vest pocket
and laid it on her lap.

“It’s a star sapphire,” explained Mr.
Willis. “Do you like it?”

“Like it?” The Girl lifted her eyes for
a brief moment, and then she said, “It's
the loveliest I have ever seen.”

“It was hidden away,” said Mr. Willis,
“in some old rock that everybody thought
was dead and buried.”

THE Girl sat very still. Then she saw
that he was trying to say something
to her, the thing he had proved for him-
self, that loveliness lies at the heart of
the world, even if one has to dig to
find it.

“That isn’t all,” said Mr. Willis. “A
genie came with it, out of the rock. The
star is his lamp. It—it once belonged to
an Oriental youngster named Aladdin. If
you rub it, you can wish for anything
you fancy at the moment and get it. If
you don’t believe me, put it on and—try.”

The Girl shook her head. “I couldn’t,”
she said. “You shouldn’t ask me to, when
it belongs to somebody else.”

Mr. Willis smiled, then quite firmly took
her left hand and put the ring on its
third finger. “Now,” he said, “try it—and
wish for a little house with a green lawn
that I can mow myself.”

The Girl looked up at him mistily. “Oh,
I do wish you that, and—and everything
you have ever wanted—"’

(Continued on page 53)
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Il you ingredients

that are ambitious to get
into Suastine Biscwirts . . .

“Youzt must stand up beside the best
of your kind and face our microscopes

and test tubes. You must measure up to

\
g Sunshine standards. You, Mister Flour,
/7 must be fresh milled. You, Mister Butter,
:%‘ and you, Mister Milk, must come from :
‘ 2 cows with a clean bill of health. You
‘g/ all must come through our tests with
%ﬁ, honors to get into Sunshine Biscuits
\? ~ ~ ~ And now, candidates for Sunshﬁle :
éf Hydrox, step forward! Let’s see if
g you've got the quality to take part in
\ the making of this famous cream-filled
‘§{ b chocolate cookie-sandwich. Only the best
f of you will get into our mixing bowls!”

@

CRACKERS
COOKIES
CAKES

uns /l :
.well worth saying
whenever you want

" HYDROX ERISPY
BISCUITS CRACKERS
cream-filled dainty salted
chocolate cookies. sfuares. -

; F_ROM THE THOUSAND WINDOW BAKERIES OF LOOSE-WILES BISCUIT CO.

£431



A clean house
in
every package

Summed up, that’s what Old Dutch
Cleanser brings you—a clean, wholesome,
hygienic, healthful house—much more
guickly, too! You can rely on it every time.

And it’s all accomplished so QUICKLY be-
cause Old Dutch needs little time to get rid
of all the dirt. This quickness saves many
minutes, particularly at house-cleaning.

For woodwork and painted walls, Old
Dutch is ideal. Sprinkle a little on a damp
cloth or sponge and wipe gently. Do like-

They'll sparkie in
no time at all. Clean the floors, wood and
stone steps, etc., with Old Dutch.

Old Dutch is the modern, perfect cleanser
for marble, tile, porcelain, enamel, bath-
rooms, refrigerators, kitchen utensils, etc.

Use Old Dutch for all your cleaning—on any
surface on which water may be used. It's
all you need, and you’ll find that Old Dutch
goes further and lasts longer. Old Dutch is
kind to the hands—doesn't irritate or
roughen the skin.

wise with the windows.

Old Dutch Cleanser in your home is a distinction of good housekeeping

CLEANS QUICKER than anything else you can use

CH RISTMAS Easy to sell. Everybody
GRE ETI ¥ G buys.Ourbox assortment and
personal Christmas cards, also

C A RD s’ Fverydaycardsarcunusualvalucs,
original and strikingly beautiful.

Generous commissions give youa liberal profit. Get started at
once, full or spare time. Earn some real easy extra money
from now until Christmag, Write for particulars andsamples.

Artistic Card Co. Dept.11-D ELMIRA,N. Y.

FREE! Plans for
a clever

HALLOWE'EN 2

AIL the coupon
and Dennison
will send you FREE
new plans for a thrill-
ing Hallowe'en. Just
the kind of fun every
one enjoys — clever invitations, gay
decorations, exciting games and
stunts, colorful costumes,and favors,
prizes and novelties.

Dennison materials for Hallowe'en
or any other party at home, club,
church, or school—decorative crepe
paper, favors, novelties, place cards
and other attractive decorations, are
at stationery and department stores
and many drug stores.

Mail the coupon now. And why not
let us include the Hallowe’en number
of the Party Magazine and the book
on Crepe Paper Costumes?

P e L
DENNISON'S, Dept. 6-X
62 East Randolph St., Chicago, IlL.

Please send free, plans for celebrating Hallowe'en.

To get the Party Magazine (Hallowe’en Num-
ber) enclose 25c and check here.__________
Why not let us include some of these famous Dennison
books? Check those you want and enclose 10c for each.
Crepe Paper Costumes Decorating Halls & Booths

Children's Parties Games for Children's Parties
Money Making Parties Adult Games and Stunis
Showers & Announcements..._Party Table Decorations

'FREE TRIAL Tlll Januarv

In Your Own Home
NO MONEY DOWN=—
DIRECT FROM FACTORY -
A Famous Wing Piano $275 9

Wing Pianos and Players ship ad dl-
rect to you on free trial till 1,
1931. Save 25 to 50 per m.nt 49 el

guarantee. Thoun.n in w rito
at once for new book uhowmz 30 atylas

Stule 12—ome of our30 Styles

Easy terms arranged if desired.

Wing & Son (EsLISSS) Dept.Zl.'l 97,9thAve.and 13thSt,,N Y.

You can be quickly cured, if you

STAMMER

Send 10 cents for 288-page book on Stammering and
Stuttering. *‘Its Cause and cuna 7 It tells hn“
cumd myself after stammering B. N.

10339 Bogue Bldg., 1147 N. lllmnls st..lndlanapohs.

How TO SAVE %2 ON

of rich Oriental

Luxury that will
Amaze You!

Patent Process
can't be copied

Send Old Rugs, Clothing

We Pay All Freight, Express Charges ¢

‘NTHY pay full retail prices when you can /
send all kinds of woolen materials direct

toone of America’slargest FACTORIES and

have lovely, rich- textur(.d modern rugs

made at @ savingof 5. If notdelighted

we pay for your materials.

F R E E Write for Beautiful

Book in Colors
Choice of 45 famous Orien-
tal designs, plain and two-
tone colors, Hooked
and Oval patterns.
Any size in a week.

éf’%"
T

e
0 il a,, o o

Lowest Prices NOW. & &

Our 56th Year. 27 ¢3 e‘ﬂ’ ‘Pb ;_‘\'a S

WO MAN'S WORIBDOCTOBER,

Corinpe

Quilted Pillows

YARN EMBROIDERY IS USED
ON RAYON-TAFFETA

ONVENTIONAL flower designs in

yarn embroidery are very effective
on pillows of colorful rayon-taffeta. Lines
of quilting, done with six-strand floss,
form a background for the designs. A
layer of sheet wadding is basted beneath
pillow top before embroidery and quilting
are done, to give a padded effect.

All pillows illustrated are 16 inches
square and have their edges finished in
heavily corded rayon piping.

Corinne, Above: The yarn flowers on
this rose pillow piped in green are white
with yellow centers and green stems and
leaves. Quilting lines are green.

Cornelia, Below: An orchid pillow piped
in gold has yarn rambler roses in shades
of yellow and rose, with green leaves.
Quilting is green.

Cecille, Below: Pink yarn flowers with
black and yellow centers and black leaves
appear on a blue pillow piped in rose.
Quilting is black.

Cleo, Below: The center flower of this
gold pillow piped in green is yellow and
orange; corner flowers are shaded violet.

Pillows, stamped flat, \\1lh mph- yarn, floss and
sheet wadding, $1 each, may secured from
Woman's World, Chicago, Il
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%4 Comfol;table!

He’s happy — comfortable —
lovable! other keeps him
cool and sweet and free from
pain through the regular use
of Mennen Borated Baby Tal-
cum. Many times during the
day he is dusted thoroughly
with this soothing, properly
medicated talcum. His skin is
free from irritation—and
there’s not a sign of chafing
in the folds of his soft little
body. Mennen Borated is pur-
posely made for babies —and
1s used and prescribed by lead-
ing baby doctors throughout
the wor{d

THE MENNEN COMPANY
Newark, N. J.

MENNEN
BORRTED
BARY TALCUM

Whenever oil is prescribed
for massaging baby be sure
to use Mennen sterilized,
medicated Baby Oil.

% Alice Bradley, famous expert,
P shows just 0% to make home cooks=
ing, cake-making, candy-making
give big profits... How {0 eater, run
P proftable TEA ROOMS, Motor Tnns, Cafetar-
ias, eto.,—over 51 Ways to "Make Money, in ,’W
own' business or good positions. Write tod:
hase. Dockiet, - Coabing Tor Broft e FREE:
American Bchool of Home Economics, 854 E. 5Sth 8t., Chicage

than Coql
and no dirt

ﬂ NE tOﬂDo away forever with the drud-
gery of wood or coal. The
simple and economical invention
on the market is now giving
perfect satisfaction to enthusiastic users

everywhere.
Burns 96 % Air—49 Cheap Oil

-4 The Intermtional il Burner fits in the
fire box of any range, stove or furnace.
Installed in a few minutes. No noisy motor
or complicated parts.

Costs Only a Few Dollars

Heats just as well as a $400 or $500 ofl
burner without electricity or gas. Simply
turn one valve and you have all the heat
you want. Cleaner and better for hmuui
and (‘oul\lng Approved by Natlonal
Underwriters” Laboratories and engineera
everywhere. Over 100,000 in use.

30 Days FREE Trial Offer

Try this wonderful burner rightin your own
Immo at our risk. Act quickly and get our

eclal low introductory price. Sold under
ﬂhlﬂulﬁ money-back guarantee. Write at
Listminenowr gnee for fice booklet on home heating and
Radia Pregrams free burner offer.
AGENTS*Our men are making blg money intro-
ducing International Ofl Burners. The demand is enor-
mons. We want spare or full time workers immediately.
If $500 & month and more interests you, write or wire
us for our protected territory offer.
B et Clip This Coupo

INTERNATIONAL OIL HEATING CO.
3808 Park Ave., St. Louis, Mo., Dept. 201-0

Bend your free booklet and free detalls on home heating
for stove [ furnace [J. Also free burner offer.
Name, .

Adds

O

ress
Check if interested in making money as an Inter-
national representative with protected territory.



< |
Learn the modern
meaning of

Romancing in the Old World

(Continued from page 13)

entered the last gateway to the village.
When we asked for lodgings at the of-

| fice, we were told that the main Poulard

TRUE
CLEANLINESS

inn was filled but that we could have a
room in one of their other buildings, the
“Maison Renge,” far up the Mont, and

| have our meals in their regular dining-

room below. We agreed, and the ascent

| began. Up and up we went. Steps upon

HE modern woman realizes that

true cleanliness can be achieved
only by the correct practice of feminine
hygiene.

Everywhere *'Lysol'" Disinfectant is
standard for this intimate use among
women who knew. Using the wrong
Ercpararion may be useless . . . even

angerous.

What greater assurance could you
have that *'Lysol"’ is safe and sure for
personal cleansing than this: For 40
years, doctors and hospitals the world
over have relied on it at the most
critical time of all—childbirth—when
disinfection must be thorough and
without possible risk of injury.

When used in proper dilution,
“‘Lysol" is non-poisonous to humans. Itis
a concentrated germicide and therefore
gives you many times more for your
money than do so-called *'non-poison-
ous’’ preparations, some of which are
90% or more of water when sold toyou.

Do not be misled by extravagant
claims! Be safe. Be sure. Buy a bortle
of “"Lysol” today. Directions on each
bottle are specific and casy to follow.
They are based on years of medical
experience.

A prominent woman physician will
ﬁivc you professional advice in the

ooklet offered below. It is reliable. It
is enlightening. It is free. Send for your
copy today.

7 7 7

Be careful! Counterfeits of < Lysol®* are being
sold. Genuine ““Lysol” is in the brown bottle
and yellow carton marked **Lysol’" Disinfectant.

Lehn & Fink, Inc., Sole Distributors,
Dept. 457, Bloomfield, N. J.

Please send me, free, your booklet,
““The Facts About Feminine Hygiene™

City. S Y g A

In Canada, address Lehn & Fink (Canada) Limited.
9 Davies Ave., Toronto 8

© 1930, L. & F., Inc

| steps on the side of the Mont, until quite

near the top we landed in a rather lightly
built frame structure, which seemed
somehow glued onto the granite wall.

When we had rested a bit, we decided
to go on up to the top of the Mont to
watch the incoming tide.

It happened that no one else had chosen
to go up at that moment, so there was
no chatter of tourists. Therc was only a
great silence as we stood alone in one of
the worn stone passageways; a silence
made more noticeable by the soft whistle
of the wind through the empty cloisters.

Below us, sheltered by the ramparts as
though too sacred, too hushed a spot for
any casual eye,
lay a little green
garden only a few
yards square. The
grass was uncut
and looked as
though no feet
for many years
had pressed it. At
one end, against
the wall, was a
stone crucifix.

We walked down
another flight of
stone steps to the
Tour du Nord, the
top of one of the rampart towers, which
commands the finest view of the sea. And,
Nancy, I cannot describe the overwhelm-
ing wonder of what we saw there. Away
off, miles across the barren sands, came
the tide. Not as other tides, in a slow,
gentle encroachment upon the land, but a
vast, rushing flood; curling white foam,
multitudinous waves pouring themselves
forward with an invincible force.

The whole scene was unspeakably im-
pressive. The resistless rush of the tide,
the silent peaks of the abbey, the hush of
the little garden shrine . . .

We descended at last along the only
“street” of this strange town: a steep,
narrow, cobblestoned path along which
houses and souvenir shops cluster, un-
til we found ourselves finally entering
Madame Poulard’s kitchen. And, Nancy,
what a kitchen! Along one side is a per-
fectly huge open fireplace, its frame pol-
ished and shining, its interior a mass of
bright logs, its hearthstones bordered by
roasting fowls.

In front of the fire stands a sort of old
culinary high priestess in a big white
apron, holding a long-handled skillet, in
which she is preparing to toss to excel-
lence one of the inn's famous omelets.
On the long table running through the
room and on the big dresser against the
walls are unbelievable quantities of eggs
and Gargantuan bowls of butter.

There was a friendly, intimate quality
about the place. Another woman was
sitting by the fire watching the rite of the
omelet making, so I sat down, too.

Some of the
lovely lace

of Alengon

HE omelet was in the pan when I first

saw it, but the real secret of its success
is in the amazingly skilful manipula-
tion of the skillet. The priestess shook it
gently, moved it this way and that, raised
and lowered it, and at last drew it from
the fire and by a quick, dexterous “flip”
folded the omelet and turned it out on
the plate in one movement, without aid
cf knife or spatula!

We ate our dinner upstairs, overlooking
the Porte de I’Avancée, through which
we could see the tide still rushing over
the sands, closer and closer to the isle.

The sunset was changing to a light early
dusk when we left Madame Poulard’s and
made our way to the gate along with a
group of other visitors. I had read that
it was possible to circle the Mont in a
small boat when the tide was in, so we
went down to investigate and waited on
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the piles of rocks that lie on the sand just
outside the gateway.

In a moment two tiny motor launches
rounded the island and took on as many
passengers as they could hold. We re-
mained on the rocks with the bare sands
stretching in front of us until they should
return for us. To our utter amazement,
during the last few minutes we stood
there, we saw the rushing water sweep
in around us until it rose and all but
covered the rocks themselves. We stepped
gingerly from one foot to the other, won-
dering whether fo stay or retreat, until
we saw one of the boats stopping again
some feet from us. Then the queerest
thing happened! I was the first in line
and I suddenly felt myself picked up
bodily in a pair of strong arms, carried
through the water and placed in the boat.

VERY other passenger had the same

experience, menas well as women. The |

sturdy Norman boatmen in high rubber |
boots evidently considered that merely a |
trifling incident in |

the evening’s |
work. There was |
much laughter |
exclaiming |

and
on the part of the
passengers as
they were being

slowly around the
island, there was
an awed silence,
for this is an ex-
perience of a life-
time.

We sailed slowly around the island, see-
ing its strength and its holy, haunting
beauty as we had not seen it before;
watching a gold star rise behind the
miracle of stone which is the abbey;
dreaming that altars within it were still
lighted and that a low chant of benisons
floated through the dusk.

But perhaps the very silence of the
great abbey now makes the deepest im-
pression upon the pilgrim. No frail and
fallible beings like ourselves scatter in-
cense or offer prayers within it.

Moade
at the lace-~
making school

a heaven-pointing finger. It stands, emp-
tied of the last contact with earth, a place
exalted, apart, rising silently from the sea
to remind men of God.

When our boat had reached the cause-
way, we turned around and once more
circled the island. It was growing dark
now and the waves seemed stronger.
When we were again at our starting place,
we found the sea had risen to the very
gate of the Mont, so our boatmen had to
carry us all through the Port de I’Avancée.

We left Mont St. Michel the next morn-
ing. After we had driven for miles, we
still saw the outlines of the Mont against
the sky, until at last they disappeared as
though into the sea itself.

We drove hard that day, for time was

short and we had many miles to cover. |

At noon we found ourselves in the old
French city of Alengon, which has given
the name to an exquisite type of lace.

Quite by accident we discovered that
there was a school for lace-making on
one of the main streets, so I insisted upon
stopping to see what I could learn.

This school, it seems, is maintained by
the Chamber of Commerce of Alengon.
The young women who come to study
lace-making are taught without charge.
As their work grows in proficiency, it is
disposed of by the Chamber or the school.
Near the end of their course the pupils
receive a trifling sum, and when they are
graduated, they may either return home

and dispose of their own work, or sell |

through the school.

The designs, made by various artists,
are traced by the girls on their paper
patterns in this fashion: the paper for the
pattern is laid on a soft curved affair like

a hassock, the design is placed over it, |

and with a pin each delicate line and

curve is pricked out. Then on this new

pattern the incredibly delicate work be-
(Continued on page 52)
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Rather, |
it has become itself a perpetual prayer, |

put into the boat, |
but as we started |

The **Guide Post™
Partern.

“That quilt

to me is just like a

signed photograph”

THE quilts you make for your beds
today are more than just the most
modern and decorative bed coverings.
They are heirlooms for your children,
to be treasured by them 50, 100 years
from now . . . memories of the one who
made them.

And you can make a quilt. Anyone
who can take a stitch can make a quilt
with Mountain Mist Quilt Patterns and
Mountain Mist Quilting Cotton.

These patterns are most complete.
Actual size, of course. They tell you
everything you need to know. Nothing
is taken for granted. They tell you how
much material to buy, how to lay it
out, how to cut it, how many pieces to
cut, where to locate each piece, how to
sew the quilt together . . . and with
full instructions at every step!

Then, when it comes to the filling,
Mountain Mist Quilting Cotton further
simplifies quilt-making and assures a
prettier, smoother quilt. This Quilting
Cotton is already spread . . . evenly
and uniformly, in one large sheet, full
quilt size . . . and stays that way be-
cause of exclusive glazene finish. No
bunching! No pulling!

Your dealer has Mountain Mist
Quilting Cotton in the pattern-covered
wrapper which shows the 16 authentic
Mountain Mist Quilt Patterns in color.
Printed on the inside of each wrapper
is a full-size pattern, ready to cut and
with complete instructions.

Or, if you wish to see how easy it is
to make your own quilts, send us 20c
with the coupon for the Guide Post
pattern shown above. The Stearns &
Foster Co., Lockland, Cincinnati, Ohio.

MOUNTAIN MIST

REG. US PAT OFF

QUILTING COTTON

THE STEARNS & FOSTER CO.
Lockland, Cincinnati, Ohio.
-

Gentlemen:
Enclosed is 20c for the Guide Post Mountain Mist
Quilt Pattern, Design B.

I Er o SR e

Address

City.ain.
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Frequent Headaches

point to an ACID
CONDITION

OC HEN an over-acid condition casts
its shadow upon you, you must force
yourself to work, and even pleasures are
too great an effort. Appetite lags; the
digestion is poor. The whole system
suffers.

Laboratory tests show thatan over-acid
condition is due to errors in our modern
diet. But you need not wait to diet your
way out of the difficulcy.

Take a tablespoonful of Phillips’ Milk of

Meagnesia,

This will quickly neutralize the acid.
From the hour you relieve an over-acid
stomach with this creamy, pleasant
remedy, you'll feel like a new person.

Take a lictle whenever heartburn, sick
headaches, nausea, flatulence, indigestion
or biliousness, show that the digestive
system is becoming too acid. Whenever
you are taking cold; when sluggishness
shows the bowels are clogged. Phillips’
Milk of Magnesia has a gentle laxative
action.

This wonderful anti-acid is most
pleasant to take. It is widely prescribed
for men, women and children. Leaders
of the medical world agree that it is
magnesia in the very best form. It’s a
liqguid—not a tablet; bottle and wrapper
0? the genuine always bear the Chas. H.
Phillips’ signature for your protection.

PHILLI PS
Milk

- of Magnesia
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The Muystery of the Pavilion

(Continued from page 9)

We inquired for Doris.

“She went to bed early,” said Eunice,
seating herself on the other side of the
hearth. “Doris was unnerved by the trag-
edy on the island,” she added. “I hope
poor Ellen is better tonight.”

“Then you've not heard from her?”

“No. I tried to get Ellen on the tele-
phone, but they didn’t let me talk to her.”

“Then you've not heard that it looks as
if Julie may be arrested and charged with
the murder of her uncle?”

The words sounded harsh in that shad-
owy, mellow room. Eunice did not move.

“But surely that is impossible!” she ex-
claimed. “Anyone would know that Julie
is incapable of such a deed. She could no
more have done such a thing than Doris.”

“So we all think,” murmured Augusta,
looking into the fire. “But girls are a law
unto themselves, these days.”

HEN Eunice, too, looked into the fire.

And the two of them sat there, silent,
their faces like masks, for so long a time
that I thought I should scream from ner-
vousness. But suddenly Eunice stood up.
“] am going over to the island,” she said.
«Julie must not be under suspicion.”

At that Augusta, too, stood up. “You
need not trouble yourself,” she said qui-
etly. “Julie is in no immediate danger.
For it is known who murdered Vincent.”

I saw Eunice Reeves slowly reach be-
hind her, groping for the chair. I saw her
lean against it. “It—is—known—?"

“Yes,” Augusta said clearly and slowly.
“They know now who shot him.”

«Shot?” Through the high, shadowy
room the whispered word was like a
seream. 3

Augusta softly caressed the carving of
her chair back. She looked into the fire.
She lifted her eyes to Eunice Reeves's face.
“Didn’t you know that Vincent Knowles
was shot through the back?”

1 hope I may never again have to see
what I was obliged to witness in the next
few minutes—the trembling in the bal-
ance of a person’s reason, a terrible strug-
gle to hold onto sanity. 1 saw Eunice
Reeves lean forward, as if compelled
against her will. A wild cry fell from her
lips, “No! He was stabbed to deatb’."

Augusta repeated quietly, clearly, “Vin-
cent Knowles met his death from a shot
in the back. Afterward he was stabbed
with a silver knife. He was dead, or dying,
when you stabbed him.”

Eunice Reeves fixed her eyes upon Au-
gusta, terrible eyes full of the insanity qE
a frightful shock. And then suddenly—it
will be many a day before I forget the
sound—she began to laugh.

For endless minutes it rattled and tore
through the room, like the retching of a
deadly soul sickness. In between this ter-
rible laughter, words spilled out of her—
words that for twenty years she had re-
pressed. Walking up and down the room,
or standing, swaying. as she leaned
against a table or chair, she literally
spilled out before us the story of twenty
years of self-reproach, abasement, humil-
jation and hatred, that had ended finally
in one insane act when she discovered
that the man she had both loved and de-
spised was reaching out to ruin the child
she adored.

She had seen, she said, the end toward
which all her life had been tending: she
had to kill Vincent Knowles. She had to
rid the world of a cold-blooded beast.

But first she warned him. She begged
him to leave Doris alone. And he laughed
at her. He reminded her that once, when
she was not much older than Doris, she,
too, had reached out for life. She, the
strictly brought up daughter of strait-
laced old Jacob Reeves—too righteous to
allow his daughter to associate with Vin-
cent Knowles—had run away from the
school in Brussels where she had been
sent because at a ball she had danced
three times with the most dangerous
young man in the neighborhood. And
she had not run away alone. Vincent
Knowles reminded her that she, too, had
risked her reputation in order to spend
three days in his company.

“But I was in love, and I thought we
were to be married, Vincent.” It had
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taken a painful lowering of her pride to
say that to him after twenty years.

He had laughed again. “The young
lady of the present day makes no such
mistake,” he said.

“Then you do not want to marry
Doris?”

“Good heavens, no! Don’t be so archaie,
Eunice. The only woman I ever wanted to
marry was the woman I left you for.
Surely, you have not forgotten that day?”

No, Eunice Reeves had never forgotten
it. Often at night, after twenty years, she
would awake and see again, quite vividly,
the chestnut trees and the red tables
about the little casino. On the afternoon
of that never forgotten day they had been
to a concert in the casino—a concert at
which someone had played Beethoven’s
Moonlight Sonata. When they came out,
they sat down at one of the red tables
for an aperitif. It had been a happy day.
She had been able to forget in the music
and in Vincent's attentions the fact that
she had run away. that she was a lost
girl, that her father would disown her,
that she was less sure now Vincent
meant they were to be married. She had
felt gloriously herszlf, for the first time—
and the last—in all her narrow life. The
sun showered down bits of gold through
the chestnut trees, and Vincent was tell-
ing her she was atorable, when the tele-
gram was brought to their table.

From the instant Vincent tore open the
flimsy envelope her life began to wither.
For Vincent forgot her from that instant.
“I must get the next train to Paris,” he
had cried, his face ash-colored, “Stay
here until I can find out when it goes.”

She had sat there at the red table,
alone, for an hour. An hour in which she
saw her life destroyed. When he came
back, he was dressed for the journey. It
would be half an hour before the train
left. He sat down at the table and spread
the telegram bcfore her. She read:

“I am dying. Come. Julie.”

“That is the one woman in the world I
have ever loved,” he told her through his
gray lips. He had telephoned the hospital
in Paris. Julie Chelmsford had given
birth to a daughter. “Mine,” he said. “I've
killed something too beautiful for this
world. I'm finished.”

Not a word as to what she was to do.
Eunice Reeves, disgraced, abandoned. And
she did not ask him. His pain was hers.
She sat there and listened while he told
her brokenly about this Julie who was
dying in Paris. About how he had met
her on his recent visit to India, how they
had fallen in love but had not admitted
it to each othor. She was the wife of an
elderly English officer.

INCENT saw that his love for Julie

could only bring disaster to her, and
he engaged passage on the next boat back
to England. Julie, with the same instinct
to flee from what she was afraid of, also
decided to return to England, to regain
if possible her peace of mind. Neither
knew that the other was on the same ship
until they were twenty-four hours at sea.
Then, like lovers since the beginning of
time, it seemed to them that fate was too
strong for them.

Julie Chelmsford’s husband refused to
divorce her, thinking mostly of his repu-
tation in the service, and when she
learned this, finally, Julie Chelmsford said
goodby to Vincent Knowles. She hated
the clandestine, she was too proud for the
equivocal situation in which she found
herself. and at last Vincent Knowles tried
to forget her. He had not even known
where she was until he received the tele-
gram.

Half an hour later, he was gone and
Eunice Reeves, a slim girl of eighteen
years, sat at that red table under the
chestnut trees in a drab, second-class hol-
iday resort and wondered what was to
become of her. She wanted to die. But in
the end she went back to the school.
They had already cabled her father,
someone having seen her with Vincent
Knowles. Then the second crushing blow
fell upon her. Her father, enraged, has-
tily preparing to take the next boat to

(Continued on page 48)

1930

Make
YOUR OWN
FAGOTING

{/ f

’ ‘I“ ’

TRADE MARK REG:U. 5. PAT.OIT.

DOUBLE FOLD
BIAS BINDIN

Fagoting is easily made from
Nufashond Double Fold Bias
Binding. It is the new smart
note that replaces the Ila.
borious smocking.
Instructions for making
' Fagoting will be sent to all

’ who write.

NUFASHONDJ

$20 2 week from

HOME MADE
TIIAT is what Bertha Jenkins of Cambridge,
Mass.,makes through Lewis candy methods in
sparetime. Start athome. Weteachyourecipe se-
crets, furnish professional candy-maker's outfit, tell
you what to make, howto sell. You can be success-
ful, like hundreds of others. Write at once for
FREE BOOK. Lewis Training Institute, Dept.
1221-CS (A Division of Lewis Hotel Training

Schools), Washington, D. C.

i
CYPHERS CARD CO.,90-128 Pcarl St., Buffalo, N.Y.

WELL PAY YOU PLENTY

Sell Personal Christmas Greeting Cards Jli

Earn hundreds of dollars in your spare

time! Daily pay. Experience not needed.
Samples Free. Write today.
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Wanted: Women of good standing to
represent us in showing one of the
most remarkable gift catalogs ever
published. 50% commission. This
superb catalog consists of more than
100 color pages of costume jewelry,
handbags, silverware, leather goods
electrical appliances, vanities, an

many other attractive gift novelties,
made by the world’s foremost manu-
facturers. The merchandise and nov-
elties shown in our gift catalog are
exactly the same as now offered by
wholesalehouses toretail stores. Your
commission is 50%. Yes, 50% off the
prices listed by leading American
wholesalers. Beautiful illustrations in
full color make it amazingly easy to
take orders from friends and others.

Free Gift Book

Send for this ~
Free Gift
Book and de-
tails of our

I liberal agents
offer. Find out how you
to0 may fepresent us, part or
full time, and earn 50% cash
commission. Write today for
full information, free.

The NATIONAL WHOLESALE Corporation
1039-1045 W. 35th St., Dept.4497, Chicago, Il




OFFICIAL EMBLEM FREE

This artistic pin with its finely

sculptured head of Lincoln and its

classic old-coin shape is pure gold

plated with gold lettering on a band

of rich blue enamel. It will be sent

free to fully qna!i/‘inf members of
the Lincoln Club

Waich for pictures of the

Summer Competition win-

ners in the November issue
of Woman's World
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We tell you what to do,
and how to do it, and
then we help you do it

Really, it is so easy you will laugh when
you get our instructions telling just how to
go about it. Briefly, all there is to do is
show people a copy of Woman's World and
send their orders in to us. But the thing to
do now is to send in the coupon below and
let us show you how profitable and happy
the next few weeks can be.

el e 4 5 6
7 8 9(0)11 12 13

Come On, Boys and Girls, and Get
Your Share of Money, Prizes and Fun

MONEY to spend, money to save,
money for all the many things
you've wanted but never hoped to have,
can now be yours in Woman’s World
LincolnClub’s newest and biggest com.
petition for boys and girls.

Bicycles, foortballs, skates, sweaters — or
whatever it is that you want—will be sent
you in return for a few hours' pleasant work.
Dreams will come true for thousands of
boys and girls all over the United States
during the next few weeks, and if you say
the word, we will make them come true

for you. It's the best news since Christmas.

Just listen to this; Woman's World Lin-
coln Club’s fall prize competition for boys
and girls of all ages living in the United
States, begins October 1, 1930, and ends
December 20, 1930. Thousands of dollars
in cash and merchandise will be paid to
hustlers during this period. But over and
above all this there will be one hundred
and fifty extra prizes, totaling $1,005.00,
distributed to those who do the best work—
100 monthly prizes, fifty for each of the two
months, October and November, and fifty
grand prizes which will be awarded De-
cember 20, 1930.

Nobody Loses! Cash and Rewards Whether You Win a Prize or Not!
150 PRIZES—$1,000.00 IN CASH

In Addition to Regular Premium and Cash Rewards

In this splendid competition, no one is
disappointed, for everyone receives a gener-
ous cash commission or a liberal merchan-
dise reward, as shown in the big NEW
BOOK OF REWARDS (copy of which
will be sent you free) for his or her ser-
vices. And the more you do, the more
you get.

The winners not only receive these same
cash or merchandise rewards, but they also
receive the Grand Prizes to which their
efforts entitle them. There really is no
limit to what you can earn and receive.
Mail the coupon now.

FREE ENTRANCE COUPON

WOMAN'S WORLD LINCOLN CLUB
4223 West Lake Street, Chicago, Ill.
Please enroll me in the new Lincoln Club Competition and send me Free the

p Book of Rewards, full details of the competition, helps on securing orders and

. a 100-Point Certificate toward the prizes.

Competition Rules

1. Competition open to all boys and girls
living in the United States.

2. A choice of either cash commission or
merchandise reward is given for every order
sent in. You receive pay®for everything
you do.

3. All prizes are in addition to commis-
sions or rewards.

4. A one-year order counts 100 points
toward the prizes. A two-year order, 200
points, A three-year order, 300 points. A

_hve-year order, 500 points.

5. Residents of Chicago or sons and
daughters of Woman's World employees not
eligible in this competition.

6. Duplicate prizes will be awarded in
cases where there is a tie.

7. Club orders containing Woman's World
do not count toward Lincoln Club prizes.

Date

Name

Address

Are you already @ Lincoln Club member?.

50 Monthly Prizes for October

To the fifty boys and girls securing the
most points during October, the following
special prizes will be given:

10 prizes of $5.00 each
15 prizes of $3.00 each.
25 prizes of $1.00 each

Final October reports must be mailed to

reach our office by October 31, 1930.

50 Monthly Prizes for November

To the fifty boys and girls securing the
most points during November, the following
special prizes will be given:

10 prizes of $5.00 each...
15 prizes of $3.00 each..
25 prizes of $1.00 each... .. 25.00

Final November reports must be mailed

to reach our office by November 30, 1930.

50 Grand Prizes to Be Awarded on December 20, 1930

To those fifty boys and girls securing
the most points between October 1, 1930,
and December 20, 1930, the following
Grand Prizes will be awarded:
1st prize
2nd prize

$100.00
75.00
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5 prizes at $50.00 each (or a
Ranger “Motorbike,” if desired) $250.00

5 prizes at $20.00 each 100.00
10 prizes at $10.00 each 100.00
28 prizes at $5.00 each 140.00

Final reports must be in our office Dec. 20.

100 POINTS FREE—USE COUPON NOW!

Full derails about the $1,000.00 competition, helps on getting orders, a big
new Book of Rewards, showing 100 different articles given as rewards as well
as liberal cash commissions on each order—all sent you free upon receipt of

coupon. Also, 100 points free, if you act at once.

This is your one big chance to win money for Christmas,
money for clothes, money for anything you want—and all in
return for a few hours’ pleasant work. And the prizes, mind
you, are in addition to a hundred different rewards you receive
for everything you do.

But hurry, boys and girls! Be the first in your town to sport
the Lincoln Club pin and to receive these splendid rewards.
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CHILDREN certainly do love the
pleasant taste of Castoria.

And mothers like what Castoria
does for a child. It brings such quick
comfort and it can’t harm.

When a child becomes restless,
can’t sleep, won’t eat, has a little
cold or fever, you can always give
Castoria! How quickly it brings rest;
and how perfectly safe it is. (The
formula is in plain English on the
wrapper.)

Castoria is mild—yet is effective
in sudden attacks of colic or other
little upsets. And remember this:
Castoria is especially made for
children of a// ages and only requires
a more liberal dose for older children.

Every drugstore has Fletcher’s
Castoria. Be sure to read the little
book on babies and children which
you will find inside the wrapper.

) 4316 WOMEN

Farn Cash Incomes
this Easy, Pleasani Way

And now this same opportunity is
e open to you! Without experience,
World's Star will help you make big money sell-
ing World’s Star quality hosiery,
underwear and lingerie at amaz-
ing low prices. You earn from
Itho start, Ask for full particu- :
ars. Start on YOUR road to y

independence — NOW! PO{IIJI

WoORLD'S STAR KNITTING Co. 18 -REE
2010 Lake St.Bay City,Mich. PLAN :

uild Your Own Business

Turn Your Spare Time Into Profits

Our system permits you to build a business which
is yours by registering your customers, We merely
help you develop it and finance it for you, No ex-
perience is necessary. By tull or part time effort
you can earn immediate commissions and build
a permanent, substantial, independent business with
our seven dollar product. As our representative you
can enjoy a pleasant, dignified occupation in any
locality you prefer. Every family, without excep-
tion, is a prospect for this household necessity which
is fully guaranteed, of rare beauty and exceptional
value, Woman’s World and the manufacturer guaran-
tee satisfaction or your money back. For further
information, please address Dept. T-E, P. Q. Box 504,
Charlotte, N, C

Boys - Girls, Earn Xmas Dollars

8end for 60 sets Xmas Seals. Sell 10¢ aset. Send us $3, keep §2.

FREE gifta for promptness,
N. Y. PREMIUM HOUSE 296-T BROADWAY, NEW YORK

— VACUUM —
CLEANERS

To Only

Rebuilt=guaranteed=10 days’ free trial
Express or parcel post paid anywhere
Easy Payments, No References Required
We have many very good § Mt -3

used bargains at only
Also sale Brand New Cleaners at $30 less
than adverrised price. Terms $3 a month.
Vacvum Cleaner Specialty Co.
111 W. 42nd St, N.Y.City. Dept, 8-A
Just say: “"Send me information and terms
\ on guaranteed Vacuum Cleaners.”
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Colored Wool For Rugs $1.15 [b.
Knitting Yarn at Bargain
Samples FREE, Write Dept. D
H. A. Bartlett, (Mir.), Harmony, Maine

YARN

EASY MONEY

SPARE OR
FULL TIME

\Q Our magnificent Christmas
Greeting Card Assortments
conlain dainty water color designs,
p beautiful engraving and embossing,
tipped-on illustrations, sparkling raised
gold metallic effects, marvelous creations in parch-
ment and deckle-edged folders—every card and folder
with an artistic harmonizing envelope.

21 Beautiful Christmas Cards and Folders

Costs You 50c Sells For $1.00
WE PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES

What Others Are Doing

Mrs. Finch of Vir&inia made $575. Mrs. Miller of
New York made $450. This is what they say: ““Every-
body thinks they are wonderful.” “I found your as-
sortment the most attractive on the market.” “Could
easily be sold for $2.00 a box.”" *Your Christmas Box
Assortment sold like hot cakes.”

If you want to make money write immediately for full
particulars and free samples.

Waltham Art Publishers, Dept.B.0., 7 Water St., Boston, Mass.
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The Mystery of the Pavilion
(Continued from page 46)

fetch his erring daughter home, was
stricken with apoplexy and died.

All this, Augusta and I heard, not
consecutively as I have told it, but in
snatches, with long silences between the
sentences, during which Eunice Reeves
sat bent over, staring into the fire, or
walked up and down the shadowy room.
The long confession of a tortured, ingrow-
ing soul. All these years, from that mo-
ment when she had returned home to find
her father dead, until last night, she had
lived here in this gloomy house, trying,
as she said, to cleanse herself. She had
found her first happiness when Doris
came to live with her. But that hardly
won peace was shattered in one mo-
ment—when, two days before, she had
seen Vincent Knowles stop his car to take
Doris in.

“I knew, then, I had to kill him.”

She had gone over to the islanc after
dark, with the intention of pleaaing with
him once more, had hidden in the shrub-
bery near the breakfast room window,
and had taken the knife from the serving
table when the butler was serving the
coffee in the drawing-room. After that,
she had hidden herself again and waited.
She had seen Vincent come out onto the
terrace again just before eleven and pres-
ently stroll toward the pavilion.

She then took a roundabout way to the
beach, keeping hidden in the cedar grove
until she was able to reach the shore.

When she finally left the shore in order
to come up behind the pavilion, the fog
was coming in and she was no longer
afraid of being seen. She -had heard
nothing and seen no one, and when she
came up on the rocky point, Vincent
Knowles sat in the pavilion with his back
to her, one arm over the back of the
bench, his head leaning easily against a
pillar. It was dark when she went in at
the open doorway to the pavilion. It
seemed to her that he sat there smiling
at her, in an unbearable silence.

HEN she came out of the pavilion

again, she was blind to all things
about her; she saw only the rocky steps
down to the beach, and she stumbled down
them. Then there came an instant of
awful terror, of complete confusion. She
heard footsteps behind her, a sort of sob,
and someone seized her arm. She did not
even look around. Blindly she struck out
against that clinging hand, and her pur-
suer fell back against the rocks. She fled
along the beach toward the cedar grove.

Half blind from the horror of what she
had been through and scarcely caring now
what happened, she got back to the canoe
which she had hidden under the willows
at the foot of the kitchen garden. But
when she had climbed the steep -cliff
path up to her own garden, she found
that suddenly her strength was gone. She
staggered to a bench under the deep
blackness of an oak tree. How long she
lay there in a sort of stupor, she did not
know, but she was sharply roused finally
by light footsteps on the gravel path near
her. It was Doris, creeping along the path.

Of course, Eunice Reeves followed her.
She saw her niece creep down to the boat
landing, softly slide the canoe into the
water and head for the island. Then, in-
deed, it seemed to the distracted woman
the full terror of this nightmare was upon
her. And yet, all at once, with the girl
she so loved moving straight into peril of
suspicion, her brain cleared and became
cool and quiet. She ran down the drive-
way and crossed to the island by way of
the bridge. She was hurrying toward the
garden to intercept Doris when she heard
the shot Doris had drawn from the
watchful trooper in the garden.

It was midnight when Eunice Reeves
reached this part of her confession. To-
ward the end, she had grown much qui-
eter. It was as if a sort of exhausted peace
had come to her with her soul drained of
its tumult at last. But Augusta and I
looked at each other in the deepest dis-
may. What were we going to do with
this poor soul?

But if there were horror and doubt in
our minds, Eunice was clear enough

(Continued on page 51)
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SAFE, SURE RELIEF

CORNS

GONE FOREVER

The minute you apply Dr. Scholl’s
Zino-pads, corn pain ends. But that
isn’t all. Once gone, corns need never
come back if you apply Zino-pads where
the shoe rubs or pmcﬁes. Their protec-
tive feature removes the cause—i]:iction
and pressure of shoes—and the sooth-
ing medication they contain is quickly
healing.

Cutting your corns may lead to blood-
poisoning, and harsh liquids and plas-
ters expose the toes to acid burn.

Zino - pads are absolutely stge — 80
guaranteed. Thin, dainty, cushioning.
Sizes for CORNS,

CORNS BETWEEN TOES—CALLOUSES—BUNIONS

\v\iﬁ ol Y

At all Drug, Shoe & Dept. stores—35¢ box.

D2 Scholl’s
Zino-pads

Put one on=the # pain is gone!

RERADIC "

LOWEST WHOLESALE PRICES
168 J)ages of radio bargains. New 1931 Screen
Grid, all-electric, A. C. Sets in beautiful Con-
goles—also battery operated sets. Write today.

ALLIED RADIO CORPORATION
711 W. LAKE ST. DEPT. 183 CHICAGO

Brid 'ake ord

playing cards at prices below retail cost, Your friends and
manly others wilP

whole

FREE Samples

way to earn extra money at home. No investment required.

Sell Playing (ards

ge Players lers for new attractive line of

be glad to buy from you at these low
sale prices. You make very liberal commissions.

Write for FREE sample cards.
Find out about this easy dignified

ICAGO PLAYING CARD COMPANY

CH
1039-1045 West 35th Street, Dept. 4497 Chicago, Hlinols

Manage a Tea Room

Pz

PPORTUNITIES everywhere in Tea Rooms
and Motor Inns. Open a tea room in your
own home with little capital or manage one al-
ready going, Excellent salaries paid to trained
managers; shortage acute, We teach you entire
business in your spare time. Be independent.
'rite for Free 64-page Book, “Fortunes in
d."”" LEWIS TRAINING INSTITUTE
(A division of Lewis Hotel Training Schools)
Dept. C5-1271 Washington, D. C.

Just a Shake or Two
Completes the Toilet
Cuticura Talcum

Refreshing and Cooling

Price 25¢c. Sample free. &
Address: “Cuticura,” Dept. 6B, Malden, Masa. /
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(Continued from page 7)

Mutsarif has ordered the commandant to
get his troops out of Urfa.”

“And the commandant?”

“Has told the Mutsarif where he can go,
of course. All in all, there’s likely to be
dirty work, and we'd better move the
children back to the Orphanage. At least
they'll be safe in case of a bombardment.”

“Bombardment! You think it'll come
to that?”

“It may,” said Deering quietly. “At any
rate,” we'll not take any risks. You and
Miss Allen can start moving the young-
sters. TI'll go over to town and bully the
Mutsarif into letting us have a cart or so
for our supplies. Summers will stay here
and tend to things until we've cleared the
place. And Useless...”

A voice spoke suavely from the door-
step, “As the Captain Effendi was about
to say, I shall stay here with my master.
The Effendi will leave with me a gun and
a shiny belt with cartridges?”

When he reported to Summers two
hours later, he was wearing a shiny belt
and he carried not one but two guns. He
saluted military fashion. “The Captain
Effendi orders that I bring you one of
these and then return to him at the
Orphanage. But I have told him I am a
fighting man and no child.”

Summers chuckled. “What did Captain
Deering say to that?” he asked.

The boy turned large, serious eyes upon
him. “He said I was to go to the devil...

| so I shall stay with you, Effendi.”

F THE Mutsarif even sent the bullock
carts (which is very doubtful), they

| never reached the Compound. Long be-

fore they could have wound their slow
way down from town, a band of Kurds
had taken possession of the roadway.
Summers was busy checking over the
supplies in the cook house and carrying
some of the more perishable commodities
up to the Compound when Useless dis-
appeared. For a time, Summers worked
alone, his temper rising with the heat.

His head began to whirl and he sat
down by the door. A little individual
cloud of dust detached itself from the
general whirlpool and drifted toward him.
Through heavy eyes, Summers watched it
until it became Useless, clad no longer
in his uniform but in a nondescript as-
sortment of dirty gumbaz, tattered abba
and a kafieh, held to his head by a double
circle of twisted horsehair. He paused
and saluted cheerfully.

“The XKurds are attacking, Effendi.
They have taken the roads and the up-
per part of the city. They mean to drive
out the French and bring back their
friends, the Turks.”

“Who told you this tale?”

“A Kurd, Effendi. One who guards at
the Samsat gate. 1 told him my father
was a Kurd and that 1 had come with
my tribe.”

“You would!” exclaimed Summers.
“What more did he say?”

“Only that every child knew the French
had no supplies.”

“He was right,” said Summers bitterly,
‘“which makes the stuff here more valu-
able., I think we’ll not try to get back
to the Orphanage. Our best bet is to stay
and keep the Kurds out of the Com-
pound.”

Useless was in full uniform that night
at supper. Over-full uniform. To the
British coat and belt he had added an
Astrakhan fez and a pair of blue French
puttees. Also, as he served, the end of
a red sash dangled and swayed below the
coat. Summers surveyed it with a grin.

“I’'d tuck up that Algerian sash,” said
Summers good-humoredly. “The French
ccmmandant is coming to take up his
quarters with us and he might ask em-
barrassing questions.”

“The French commandant!” TUseless
paused and his eyes brightened. “He is
the big man with the jewelry upon his
uniform?”

“Jewelry? Oh, I see—you mean his
medals. He -is rather like a Christmas
tree. Yes; that’s the commandant. We’ll
give him that front room on the second
floor.” Summers - chuckled gleefully.

“Now, there’s a nice job for you! The .

room’s full of the boxes I brought over
from the cook house. Canned goods, you
know, and supplies. You might move ‘em
out into the hall when you get the com-
mandant’s bed ready; and, oh, yes, take
the mattress from Captain Deering’s room
and put it up at the window. We can’t
afford to have those devils taking pot
shots at us.”

HE firing grew steadily worse all

evening. What had been a distant
pop-popping at seven o'clock became a
near-by rat-a-tat-tat by nine. Two de-
tachments of Algerians had moved into
the Compound and were starting a coun-
ter-offensive toward the roadway. The
commandant arrived, greeted Summers
briskly and retired to the dining-room
with his maps and papers. With him were
two lieutenants, and far into the night
Summers could hear the steady drone
of their voices. From the Compound
came the sharp chatter of the soldiers
and occasionally the crackle of a machine
gun spitting lead. At midnight the com-
mandant appeared from the dining-room
with his officers.

“Que le diable!” he exclaimed. “What
is that new noise from the town, that
wailing sound?”

“That is the muezzin calling from the
mosque, mon Commandant,” explained
Useless. “He says it is Allah’s will to
drive the forengi from his land.”

The commandant swung around sharply.
“Who is this boy that he knows so much?”
he demanded of Summers.

“A boy from the Orphanage, mon Com-

mandant. Don’t worry, you can trust
him.”
“Vraiment? Are you sure?” asked one

of the lieutenants. “He looks like a boy
I saw yesterday with the camel driver we
caught trying to smuggle ammunition
through the lines. The driver told us the
boy’s father was a Druse from Lebanon.”

Summers laughed. “That explains the
Astrakhan fez,” he said, and broke off
shortly as a particularly loud and per-
sistent bombardment began from without.
“Good Lord, that’s getting close, isn't it?
I'm afraid our friends the Kurds have
managed to sneak into the vineyard be-
yond the road.” There was another short
attack, accompanied by the tinkle of
broken glass, and the lieutenant hurried
from the room. “There goes the window
of your bedroom, mon Commandant! It's
lucky they've got only mitrailleurs —a
cannon would make it damned unpleasant
all around.”

Summers stepped to the door and
peered through the narrow opening. The
Algerians’ guns were answering from the
Compound, and near the road a second
detachment of French, lead by a sous-
officier, was deploying into the newly dug
trenches to repel the threatened invasion.
In the rocm behind him the commandant
was walking back and forth with nervous
steps.

“Cochons!” he was muttering fiercely,
“imbeciles! To send us here without can-
non!” He broke off suddenly and stared
upward. “Mon Dieu!” he exclaimed, “c’est
le sange!”

“Blood!” Summers whirled about and
stared up at the ceiling, where a red spot
was slowly spreading over the white-
wash. Even as he looked, a little stream
dripped through a crack and dropped to
the floor. “My God, it’s Useless,” he cried,
and sprang up the stairs. He threw open
the door of the commandant’s room and
struck a match. By its wavering flame he
saw that the boxes had not been cleared
from the room, but neatly piled in front
of the window. From one of them flowed
a thin scarlet stream. He raised his voice
and called, “Useless!”

“I am here, Effendi.”
standing in the door.

Summers caught his breath in mingled
relief and anger. “Didn't I tell you to
put Captain Deering’s mattress in the
window?”

“Iwah, Effendi, but the canned goods—
it is thick, it is strong. I think it will be
much safer for the Commandant Effendi.”

“Also, you didn’t have the trouble of

(Continued on page 50)
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Useless

(Continued from page 49)

carrying the stuff into the hall,” said
Summers grimly. “Where is that mat-
tress?”

Useless shuffled a bit and spoke depre-
catingly, “I have removed it to the Ef-
fendi’s room that I may sleep upon it.”
He broke off and listened. “Wellah, the
Commandant Effendi calls from below.”

At the foot of the stairs the comman-
dant was bursting forth into a torrent of
words. “My map!” he roared. “It is gone.
I have left it on the table in the salle a
manger and when I return, it is gone!”

“Tt must have slipped under the table.”

“Mais non! There is a spy in the house.
My map has been stolen!” His eye lighted
on Useless. “Ce garcon la. He has stolen
my map! Cré bon sang!” He started for
the boy. but Summers put up his hand.

“Wait. Just a moment. You must be
mistaken,” but even as he spoke, his
heart failed him. The boy was standing
against the wall, his eyes wide with ter-
ror. Suddenly he turned and made a
dash for the outer door. The comman-
dant stepped in front of him.

“Arretez!” he shouted. Summers looked
at the commandant as he stood there be-
fore the door, arms extended. chest out,
and suddenly he laughed.

“Mon Commandant, your medals—you
aren’t wearing them?”

HE Frenchman looked down in sur-

prise. “Mais non, they annoy me. I
have taken them off in there and put them
down.”

“On the map.” said Summers calmly.
He held out his hand, “Come through,
Useless.”

The boy put his hand in his pocket
and slowly, regretfully drew forth a small
package wrapped in a crumpled paper.

“There’s your map—and your medals,
mon Commandant,” said Summers. He
turned to the boy. “Look here, young
man. I've had all I want of this! You
can stay here all night, but in the morn-
ing youre going to cut along to the
Orphanage and stay there. Do you un-
derstand?”’

Useless dropped his head. “I have done
wrong to take the pretty things from the
Commandant Effendi, but he is so glori-
ous that I thought . . . It is very foolish
of me, Effendi, but I have thought if I
put them on my uniform. I might look
like that also—so big. so like a fine sol-
dier . ..” His voice trailed off into a
little sob and the commandant patted his
shoulder awkwardly.

“Eh, eh, taise toi, mon enfant. It does
not matter.”

Summers removed the handkerchief
from his mouth and coughed. “That will
do, Useless,” he said. “Return the med-
als. I'll tend to you later. In the mean-
time, you might get us some coffee.”

“Ya, Effendi!” The boy was beaming
again. He started for the door, then
paused. “And in the matter of tomorrow
—is it possible that my master will permit
his servant to remain?”

Quite suddenly Summers laughed. “Oh,
ves,” he said, “I fancy you'll remain
with me the rest of my life. Now cut
along and get that coffee.”

He turned to find the commandant at
the door. The Frenchman was listening
with peculiar attention and it struck
Summers that the firing outside had
ceased. He had grown so used to the
steady crackling that he had scarcely
noticed it, and now the silence seemed
more terrible than sound.

“What has happened?” he began. then
broke off as a dull reverberation shook
the house.

“Sacré blew!” The commandant hurried
out the door and ran across the yard of

| the Compound. Summers could hear him

roaring orders in the midst of renewed
rifle fire.

The kitchen door flew open and Useless
burst into the room. “It is the cannon
they use for Ramadan, Effendi!” he cried.
“They have brought it down from the
mosque and filled it with stones and
powder.”

The dull boom sounded again, followed
by renewed shouting.

“My God!” exclaimed Summers. “If
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they keep that up, they'll have us within
range in no time. They can’t be more
than a mile away.”

“Three-quarters only, Effendi,” said
Useless. “I saw them hiding the powder
when I came through today.”

“You saw . . . Why didn't you tell the
commandant?”

The boy shrugged his shoulders. “Am
I a spy that I should- tell the forengi
what my people do? What are the French
to me?”

“But it's not only the French that are
involved, If they get the range of this
building, we’ll all be blown sky-high!”

“Wellah, how could I guess they would
turn their accursed gun against my mas-
ter?”

The cannon boomed again and the com-
mandant burst into the house, followed
by a little group of Senegalese. They were
carrying two wounded men and a third
followed, his arm hanging limp.

“We will have to make a hospital in
here.” said the commandant. “The doc-
tor,” he pointed to the man with the
wounded arm, “thinks we had better use
the cellar.”

“Good idea,” agreed Summers. “You
take the men down and I'll bring down
the mattresses from above. Useless—"
He turned, “Where is that dratted boy?"”

“Un petit garcon arabe? 1 have seen
him slip out as we came in. mon Lieu-
tenant.” said the doctor, and Summers
cursed under his breath.

For an hour he worked like one pos-
sessed, bringing blankets and mattresses
from the rooms above, heating water and
carrying it down the stairs. It was all a
nightmare, an unbelievable nightmare in
which the crackling of guns was punctu-
ated by the dull boom of the cannon.
Once it found the range and a corner of
the wall caved in noisily, bringing more
wounded. The doctor had his arm in a
sling and Summers was bending over.
helping him with a head wound. when
he stopped suddenly.

A reverberating explosion shook the
walls about them. Summers scrambled
up the stairs and out into the Compound.
The firing had stopped and a group of
Senegalese were crowding the walls.
watching the reflection of a distant glow
against the dark horizon. Summers found
himself beside the commandant.

“What is it?” he asked breathlessly.

“It is the enemy. I believe their am-
munition has exploded!”

“Thank God.” murmured Summers.

“A la bonne heure! The fire will bring
reinforcements to us from Tel-Abiad.
See, it has caught the cypress trees be-
yond the vineyard and that should show
for miles. not so?”

For several moments they stood watch-
ing the blaze, then Summers put his hand
on the commandant’s arm. “Listen.” he
said, “do you hear a horse galloping?
I—I may be crazy, mon Commandant, but
I ask you, please order your men not to
fire if anyone comes to our gate.”

HE commandant looked at him, then

gave an order which was passed on
down the line. The hoof beats came
nearer, muffled by dust. until, suddenly,
a rifle cracked twice out of the dark-
ness. The hoof beats broke off abruptly.
and for a long moment there was silence.
The fire flared higher and higher. Sud-
denly a soldier at the gate gave a sharp
cry. Summers sprang forward and peered
out, then threw open the gate. Useless
was silhouetted against the glare. For a
moment he stood very straight and sa-
luted.

“Salaam aleikum. The dogs have barked
at my master and I have silenced their
barking. You know the sash, the red
sash of the Algerian? 1 have untied it
from about my middle and put one end
in the brush where their powder is hid-

den.”
“Oui,” the commandant, too, was lean-
ing forward, “oui . ..”

“Then I have borrowed a cigaret from
the man who is guarding the pile. He
was a Bedouin from Seruj, that one, and
I have told him that my father ..."”

(Continued on page 51)
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thing in the world to avoid. Merely
sprinkle a little Sani-Flush in the bowl,
follow the directions on the can, flush, and
immediately the bowl is spotless.

By the use of Sani-Flush all unpleasant
odors are instantly eliminated, all germs
are killed, and all incrustations are swept
away. Even the hidden trap, which no
brush can reach, is cleansed and purified.

Purchase a can of Sani-Flush at your
grocery, drug or hardware store, and ban-
ish forever the most unpleasant of house-
hold tasks. Sani-Flush is sold in convenient
punch-top cans, 25c; in Canada, 35c. The
Hygienic ProductsCo.,Canton,Ohio.(Also
makers of Mero—a fine water softener.)

Sani-Flush

Sell Colonial Christmas Cards

% Everyone sends Christmas Cards! You
can easily make money taking orders
/now for Colonial's beautiful line of
Personal Christmas Cards.
Sensationalvalues, designs
of unusualappeal. Sender’s
namebeautifully inscribed on each card
= your friends will buy gladly.
| Profits for Everyone
Any ambitious man or womancan earna
handsome incomeduring fullorepare time.
Youmake a liberal profit in advance. No §
money or experiencerequired. Send today
for selling outfit and complete details.
Colonial Greetings, Dept. DB SAMPLE /' ﬁf[
749 Monroe Avenue, Rochester, N.Y. HiYolo}'d

-
e

%

CNT 06 YD ':'G\M%G%
9 Sati .
Guarantee of Satisfaction
We stand back of every advertisement
. [
We guarantee these advertisements to o
you because we believe advertised
goods offer you the fullest protection,
We will refund your money if you are
% not satisfied with the value received or %
% treatment given by any advertiser in %
s A
President
C_ RO B IR DU EIRA D
Glass Trees of Froits and Leaves, Pictures, Prices and Directions
for making, Pearl and Rhinestone Chokers, Shade Pulls. Beads for
every purpose, Bags, Portieres, Mats, Looms, ete. Send 10¢ for

in WOMAN’S WORLD.

quality and service.

WOMAN’S WORLD.
BEADS JEWELS FLOWERS
60 page book.  Joe Michel, Dept. A, 48 W. 45th St., New York

LR -
~Wna TEACH you to make finest candies—sell at
big profit. Home Study Course based on manu-
facturer’s 35 years® success. Ladies and
men. Write for Free Book, illustrated.

CAPITOL CANDY SCHOOL

Dept. G-6562 Washiggton, D. C.

| —any other . .

The Mystery of the Pavilion

(Continued from page 48)

about what she must do. She was going
straight to the island to give herself up.

Augusta, her face full of pity, put a re-
straining hand on her arm. “My dear,
won't you wait until morning? Nothing
can be gained by your going over there
tonight. Try to sleep tonight, and in the
morning come to us. Let us decide for
you what is right and best to be done.”

I knew well enough what Augusta
meant. If Bat Herman denied the knife,
would the police believe him? And if
they did not believe him, and merely
called it a day when they had caught the
man who fired that probably fatal shot,
why should Eunice Reeves make her un-
necessary sacrifice? I could see that Au-
gusta, for once in her life, needed time to
think about the ethics of this situation.
I already knew what I thought about it—
or rather felt. I have never suffered more
from pity for anyone in my life than I did
for Eunice Reeves in that moment.

I added my pleadings to Augusta’s, but
it was not until we pointed out what
effect this revelation would have on Doris
and on her future that we saw her waver
in her determination to give herself up.

She sat down again in the high-backed
carved chair; her head fell wearily back
and she closed her eyes. “I want to be
alone,” she whispered. “I must think and
—pray.”

(Concluded in November issue)

Sljnopsis of the Sfory

Vincent Knowles is found murdered,
shot in the back and stabbed in the heart
with a silver knife, in the pavilion on his
island estate, after having entertained
Lola Guiness, Sidney Shallot and Mark
Marcin at dinner. Jane Prescott and Au-
gusta Winship set out to prove the inno-
cence of Julie Dyke, Vincent's niece and
sweetheart of Jane’s nephew Michael.

They find clues which implicate Doris,
niece of Eunice Reeves, and Augusta dis-
covers that the girl had a key to the
building in which Vincent maintained an
apartment.

Working on one of Augusta’s hunches,
she and Jane wait outside the building.
In a little while Lola Guiness enters the
house, pursued by a man who, Augusta
explains, must be Lola’s husband, “Bat.”
The two women follow, and at the door
of the apartment listen to “Bat’s” con-
fession that he shot Vincent, but knows
nothing of the knife.

Useless

(Continued from page 50)

“Never mind,” said Summers, “what
you told him . ..”

The boy’s voice was very low. It seemed
to be coming from a great distance, “I
rolled the cigaret in the end of the sash
and left on my horse. But someone has
shot at me, and it struck—I do not know
where—but it hurts, Effendi ...” He
slumped suddenly, like a candle that
melts in the sun. Summers caught him
as he fell. The commandant was on the
other side and they carried him to the
cellar, The officer held a candle while
the doctor examined the boy. Summers
looked up at him and he shook his head
slowly.

“Only a moment,” he said softly, “le
pauvre petit.”

The boy opened his eyes and looked
about drowsily, then twisted in sudden
pain. Summers’ arm tightened about his
shoulder.
~ “Quiet,” he said, “quiet. It won't hurt
very long, Useless . ..” His voice broke.
“] mean, Ali, Abu...”

The boy shook his head. “Bismillah al
rahman, al rahim. I have lied to my
master. I have no name except that
which he has given me.” He paused for
a moment and Summers caught his breath
as the boy’s hand reached up weakly and
touched his cheek. “Call me ‘Useless,’
Effendi. You are my father and my
mother. I have never known—any other
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How a Little Home Business
Brought Independence

“They've cut our piece rate again,” John
said bitterly as he gloomily ate his supper.
“I've been working at top speed and then only
making a bare living, but now—"

1t had been hard enough before but now—
with John's pay check even smaller—I feared
it would be impossible to make ends meet.

Idly I fingered thru the pages of a magazine
and saw an advertisement telling how women
at home were making $15.00 to £50.00 a week
supplying Brown Bobby greaseless doughnuts.

“Why can't you do the same?’ I asked my-
self. “Why can’t you do what others have
done? Investigate!” I did. In a few days I
received details of the Brown Bobby plan, It
seemed too good to be true because it showed
how I, without neglecting my housework or
little Jimmy, could easily make money.

“Well, to make the story short, T went into
the business without telling John. 1 passed out
sample Brown Bobbys to my friends., gave out
a few samples around restaurants, lined up a
couple grocery stores. In my first week, I sold
238 dozen Brown Bobbys at an average profit
of 15¢ a dozen.

Ftow IMADE, UP /27 JOHN'S
Shrunken PAY

When John brought home his next pay check,
!_l(- threw it down on the table and said gloom-
ily, “I'm sorry, honey, but it’s the best I
can do.”

“It’s not the best you ean do, darling,” and
I almost cried when I told him of the money
I had made selling Brown Bobbys. It was the
happiest moment in my life,

Inside of three weeks John qguit his job at
the factory to devote all his time to Brown
Bobbys. Now we are dissatisfied at less than
$150.00 a week,

. Women interested in making $15.00 to $50.00
in rhon- spare time are invited to write for
details of the Brown Bobby plan to Tood Dis-
play Machine Corp., Dept. 5610, Chicago, Il

1

g Foop DisrLay MacHINE Corr.,

1 Dept. 5610, 500-510 N. Dearborn St., Chicago, Iil.

§ _ Without cost send me details of your Brown Bobby
1 Plan.

: DL ¢ o gmois s as i sV s bt s S A A s s
§ Address

' ........................

De Luxe
Book
in Colors

Postpaid
10c¢

Why pay more?

FALL AND WINTER FASHIONS

HUNDREDS of chic models from Paris with style notes
from New York and London are presented in colors
and in black and white in Woman's World’s new Book of
Fall and Winter Fashions (1930). There are styles and
models for every age.

Woman's World patterns, famous for their fit and ease
of application, are featured exclusively at 15 cents each.

WOMAN'S WORLD (Fashion Dept.), 4223 West Lakz St., Chicago

N Deformities
of the Bac

) Thousands of
% Remarkable Cases

- ¥ An old lady, 72 years of
- Wage, who suffered for many
Jyears and was ahsnlute]g
gelpless, found relief.
man who was helpless, un-
able to rise from his chair,
was riding horseback and
playing tennis within a
] ear. A little child, para-
Bt yvzed, was playing about
the house after wearing a Philo Burt Appliance
three weeks. We have successfully treated over
fifty-seven thousand cases in the past 29 years,

30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE

We will proveits value in your own case. There
is no reason why you should not acecept our
offer. The photographs show how light, cool,
elastic and_easily adjusted
the Philo Burt Appliance
is—how different from the
old torturous plaster, lea-
ther or steel jackets.
Every sufferer with a
weakened or deformed spine
owes it to himself to
investigate thoroughly.
Price within reach of all.
Send For Our Free Book
Describe your ease; it will [§
aid us in giving definite in-
formation at once.

PHILO BURT MFG. CO.
87-10 Odd Fellows Temple
JAMESTOWN, M. Y.

WOMAN'S WORLD, OCTOBER, 13530

DOCTOR’'S

% NURSE s
A ASSISTANT

LEARNED AT HOME IN 12 WEEKS
elous ling. M 21,

o vl dn thele vicinity WHILE LEA RNING:
We assist in securing positions. Write me today

4 MISS E. TULL, 6206 winthrop, Chicago, Illinois

Now, right Now, is the time to.
save, and Now is the time to sew! So get this
wonder-exciting bargain bundle NOW ., .when
you can get it for actual factory cost—only 79.
We pay the postage, Notonly is this bundle one
of the higgest bargains ever offered, it's specially
planned to be practical, . contains 9 or 10 useful
lengths of Ginghams, Percales, Muslins, Tickings,
Cretonnes, Voiles, Sateens, Curtain Goods, Flan-
nelettes, ete., for garments, patch quilts, etc.
ORDER BY NO. 202FW8956, AND SEND ONLY
79c. This is just an introductory value, to show you
that our prices are the lowest in America! When you
order this Bargain Bundle we’ll send you our money-
saving catalog...or if you only want the ecatalog,
send us a postal request.

hic420 Mail Order Co|

Cnicao Chicago, II1.

£51:1
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Satisfaction Guaranteed
or Your Money Back

30-DAY MAGAZINE

BARGAINS

25% to 50% Savings in
Popular Magazines at
the Stroke of Your Pen

LEAN, bright, interesting
magazines, selected by
Woman’s World editors, to ap-
peal to all the family at savings
of from 50c to $1.20—if
you act at once.

One stroke of your pen
provides your family with
wholesome reading for the
entire year. Good magazines
will make your home and
the family reading table the
most interesting place in all
the world. A small invest-
ment in good reading matter
now will pay you big divi-

dends in happiness
i throughout the year.
= These money - saving
prices are made possible
through the cooperation
of the various magazine
publishers, and can be
N guaranteed for 30 days only.

THESE OFFERS GOOD

SR
f"‘“M

CLUB No. FZ-1
Home Friend.
Good Stories
and WOMAN'S WORLD.

CLUB No. FZ-2
The Gentlewoman .
Illustrated Mechan
and WOMAN’S WOR

CLUB No. FZ- 3

Home Circle.
Good Stories.

$1.00

S e
- 50
$1.00

50.25
D.. 7:.7,9

+ I A
Any One Club—:60c

FOR 30 DAYS ONLY

& A
Any One Club—$1.00

CLUB No. FZ- 8
Needlecraft (2 yrs.) :

Home Friend...
People's l'(lpulllr M'

2
American Poultry J’rL ‘o5 | Save
Farm Journal . .25 [ $1.00
and WOMAN’S ‘VORI l) .50
b $2.00
- CLUB No. FZ-9
Save Household . $0.50
40¢ Good Stories. 25

Gentlewoman .
Everybody’s P’ltry N
The Country Home.......

Ve

ALL SUBSCRIPTIONS are for
one full year unless otherwise
stated. Order by club number.
Renewals or unexpired subscrip-
tions will be extended from pres-
ent date of expiration. These of-
fers guaranteed for 30 days only.

and WOMAN'S WORLD.. .50
$2.00

CLUB No. FZ-10
Needlecraft (2 yrs.)....
Household Magazine..

CLUB No. FZ-4
Better Homes & Gﬂrdens$0 60

Household Magazine. 50
Gentlewoman Maguzme 25
Good Stories... ]
Home Friend. . . 2B
and WOMAN'S WORLD.. .50
$2.35
CLUB No. FZ-5
Open Road (Boys)............
Household Magazine..
Good Stories... g ol
People’s Pupu]“r M’th]v 25
and WOMAN’'S WORLD.. .50
$2.50

F/Aizy One Club—§1 ;)\

Good Stories.......... Save
Successful Farming. & $1.00
and WOMAN’S WORLD.. b0 !
$2.00
CLUB No. FZ-11
Household Magazine. ... $0.50
People’s Popular M’thly.. .25
Mlustrated Mechanics...... 25| g0
Home Friend... 25
The Farm Journal.. 25 $1.00
and WOMAN’'S “'ORLD.. .50
$2.00
CLUB No. FZ-12
Save Needlecraft (2 yrs.) i
$1.05 Good Stories........... 25
< Gentlewoman’s Ma.g’uzme 25| Save
Home Circle... 25 $1.00
The Country Hume 25 4
and WOMAN'S \V(}RLD .50
$2.00
Save ] ] o e
One dollar does the work of two—if

2 0

CLUB No. FZ-6
Pictorial Review....
The Gentlewoman .
Home Friend..........
and WOMAN’S WO

CLUB No. FZ-1
McCall’s Magazine.
Home Friend..
IMustrated ]\lcclmmc 2
and WOMAN'S WORLD..

N
/Aﬂ_j/ One Club—$1.50

30-DAY COUPON

WOMAN'S WORLD,
4223 W. Lake St., Chicago, Ill.

Enclosed is §.........., for which

Save

50¢ please send me Club No............
Lo LR L R o,

g:,': SO BOX . i e s e e s s

jo order now., Use Coupon Below!
)

e O Y O M S S e .
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Romancing ip the Old World
(Continued from page .45)

gins, thread by thread, until the gossamer
net is completed. I had never known be-
fore the magic of hand-wrought lace, but
now I shall have always a passion for
this particular form of beauty created by
women’s hands. I am enclosing a picture
of the work of these Alencon schoolgirls.

Nightfall brought us to Chartres, fa-
mous for its cathedral. We went to see it
early next morning, passing through a
succession of fascinating streets in which
little gray donkeys trotted and Normandy
women in their starched white caps
pushed small milk carts before them.

I could spend hours trying to describe
the marvels of the cathedral choir screen,
which represents in carved stone all the
great incidents in the life of Christ—stone
that seems flesh because of the delicacy
and perfection of the workmanship.

Instead, I want to bring you this one
tiny human touch from the magnificent
edifice. As Jack and I were walking
slowly toward one of the small chapels
behind the choir, we kept hearing strange
little sounds near us. I had never heard
anything quite like them in a sanctuary.
“Peep, peep, cluck, cluck,” they came,
more unmistakable than ever.

I turned around at last to discover the
source of them, and what do you suppose
I saw? A woman, evidently on her way
to market, knelt on the stone flagging, in
prayer. Beside her stood a round basket,
from the loose lid of which several young
chickens and a duck were peering curi-
ously. She reached over at times and
tucked them more firmly inside, then went
on with her devotions.

We didn't feel any desire to laugh,
somehow. There is something touchingly
beautiful about the way these French
people use their churches. They come
and go as though their prayers were in-
deed interwoven with their daily lives as
prayers should be.

Now, Naney darling, I must be up and
away. My caravan awaits me. We have
two more precious days with our Ford,
and we are going to visit Versailles and
the nearer battle fields.

My love to you meanwhile, and another
letter soon.

“BEGS-"

A Livable and Inv:'tinq Home

(Continued from page 18)

furnish the little hall through which we
pass over to the other bedroom. The case-
ment windows have a pair of short cur-
tains, made of semi-glazed chintz in a
quaint design and lined with ecru sateen,
which hang from brass rods.

The west bedroom has twin metal beds
painted a deep amber color with small
floral decorations, and the furniture is
painted to match. There are braided rugs
on the polished hardwood floor with
mixed colors like those in the small flow-
ers of the wall-paper. The glass curtains
are of cream lace with striped mohair side
curtains of green, rose and yellow on a
gold ground. A gay printed mohair with
peach-colored ground and design in plum
and mauve is used for bedspreads. The
small chair is a painted Windsor with a
flat cushion covered in material like the
bedspreads.

The last color accent in our colorful
home is in the bathroom, where the little
draperies and shower curtain are of water-
proof material in an allover orchid floral
pattern, made with pinked edges, unlined,
and hung from brass rods. Ivory color
roller shades are fitted to the windows
and a small bath mat picks up the various
colors in tiles and fabrie.

And now our house is furnished com-
pletely except for those personal items
which make a house a home. Books, or-
naments and natural flowers should be
carefully selected and thoughtfully placed
to give atmosphere and charm. Do not
crowd the mantel shelf, tables and other
available spaces with useless bric-a-brac,
which only collects dust and gives a fussy
appearance inconsistent with the true
spirit of decoration.

1930

JUNE COLLYER
POPULAR STAR
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HAP PY-
with hatr like this/

To have lovely, lustrous, gloriously beautiful hair;
to hear little whispers of praise; to feel admiring eyes
charmed by the irresistible beauty of your hair—
wouldn’t this make you happy?

Your first Golden Glint Shampoo will make your
hair lovelier than ever. You'/lsee the remarkable differ-
ence the minute you use it! Tiny dancing lights—rich
undertones that hide from ordinary shampoos, blend
with a soft loveliness to give your hair a wondrously
beautiful effect. And how easy it is to use. You'd
never think so small an effort could bring such delight-
ful results. 25c at dealers’, or send for free sample
and letter of special advice.

FREE ]
J. W. KOBI CO., 613 Rainier Ave., Dept. K
Seattle, Wash. « « « « Please send a free sample.

Name
Address
City.
Color of my hai-:

State
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AGENTS WANTED

DELICIOUS CAKES IN A JIFFY! Amazing new prod-
wet.  Scientifically prepared. Contains all ingredients,
Simply add water and bake. No failures. Sensational
seller. Big profits, Wonderful repeater. Investigate sure,
Albert Mills, 8105 Monmouth, Cincinnati, Ohio.

AGENTS EARIN BIG MONEY TAKING ORDERS for
our beautiful dress goods, silks, wash fabrics, hosiery,
fancy goods. 1000 samples furnished. The National
Importing Co., Dept. CJ-47, 573 Broadway, N. Y. City.

AGENTS—MAKE A DOLLAR AN HOUR. Sell Men-
dets, a patented patch for instantly mending leaks in
all utensils., Sample package free. Collette Mfg. Co.,
Dept. 402, Amsterdam, N. Y,

SELL, PERSONAL CHRISTMAS CARDS. NAMES EM-
bossed in gold. Lowest prices, highest commissions.
Samples free. Also box assortments. K. Dunbar Co.,
New Brunswick, N. J.

ALERT PEOPLE—MAKE MONEY! SELL PRISCILLA
Dress Fabrics, Lingerie, Hosiery, Blankets, Men's Shirts,
Christmas Cards. Full or spare time. Samples furnished.
Write Today. G. Fitzcharles Co., Trenton, N, J.

SELL BEAUTIFUL 21 CARD $1. CHRISTMAS Assort-
ments. Also personal greetings. Up to 100% profit.
Experience unnecessary., Dochla Co., Dept. 9-G, Fitch-
burg, Mass.

Federal Distributors Earn Big Money. No capital or
experience needed. Exclusive Territory. Write for free
cutfit. Federal Pure Food Co., X-2311, Archer, Chicago.

GUARANTELED HONEYMOON DRESSES 88c. Big profit,
Undersell stores. Fast prints. Beautiful styles. Crosby,
431 Superior, Dept. D-508, Clncago

MISCELLANEOUS

NN NSNS NN NS NI NI NI NI NI NS NI NI NI NI NI NI NI NI NI NN
SALESPEOPLE—Woman's World offers an exceptional
opportunity to men and women who have thelr own cars
and are free to travel rural routes in the Middle West.
Our new Subscribers’ Service is the best ever conceived
and sells on sight. Hustlers easily earn $5 to $20 per
day. Write at once for particulars. Address Rural Sales
Dept., Woman's World, 4223 W. Lake St., Chicago.
WANTED IMMEDIATELY, Men—Women 18—55 Qualify
for steady government positions: $105—8$250 month. Paid
yearly vacations. Common education; experience unnec-
essary. Many needed soon. Write Instruction Bureau,
105, St. Louis, Mo.. Quickly,

PATENTS—Write for Free Book. “How to Obtain a
Patent’” and Record of Invention Blank. Send model or
sketch for Free opinion whether it comes within Patent
Office Itules. Vietor J. Evans Co., T42-0th, Wash., D. C.

FIRST FILM DEVELOPED six prints. 25c silver,
Enlargement free. Three prizes monthly for three best
prints. Superior Photo Service, Dept. R. Waterloo, Iowa.

$105.00—$250.00 MONTH. STEADY, Government jobs.
Men—Women 18—80. Sample conching free. Write imme-
Franklin Institute, Dept. P-28, Rochester, N. Y.

diately.
COMPOSERS—Verse or Music. DRBrilllant opportunity.
Write at once. VanBuren, 2143 McClurg Bldg., Chicago.

T]{[\l. OFFER— l\ndnl-. I-i]ms-—DNelnnvd Sc—Prints 2c,
Moser & Son, 1000 St. James Ave.,, Cineinnatl, Ohio.

z-l: burder ]lrlnts

FIRST FILM Dl-.\' ‘um*m
Interocean, Litchfield. Illinois.

20c.



Did You E‘er Give
Your Face a
Clasmic Pack?

OUR first Clasmic Pack will be a thrilling

experience never to be forgotten. .
mie Pack, developed by 13 years of research
and improvement in the famous Boneilla Lab-
oratories, is the quickest way known to a
lovely complexion. You smooth a fragrant,
soothing, ereamy substance on your face. After
thirty minutes see the results—your face
amazingly refreshed, fatigue lines smoothed
away, color in the cheeks no rouge can bring ;
acts to remove crows’ feet, blackheads, pimples,
enlarged pores : a smoother, softer, more lovely
skin. Secure Boncilla Clasmic Pack, exactly
the same as used in the most famous Beauty
Salons of Europe and America, from your drug
or department store. The cost per treatment
is a few cents—money refunded if you are not

delighted.
CLASMIC

BONCILL PACK

B1c MONEY

Lor Your Spare Time
: seeesook | Hand Color Greeting Cards

Send for big Free| We show you how to color beauti-
gﬂ‘:ﬁ;:::’é‘glggi fully, Start making money first day.
and telling all|NO talent necessary. Color 100 cards
about Coloring|an evening—$6 to $15 profit! Many
and “11'"§-t Orl make bhig money every season, in
bettorsend for 81| spaye time. Get $1 Trial Box con-
o taining an assortment of cards, (sell
for $3 to $4 when colored) paints,
brush and instructions. Act quick!

Write NOW to:

Little Art Shop, Dest. 236-K
Gé£ FREE Book or Dollar Box

25 TULIPS 25¢

Most brilliantand beautiful assortment
of colors—Pink, Rose, Scarlet, Crim-
son, Maroon, Lilac, Lavender, f‘nrp!e.
ite, Yellow, Mottled and Striped.
25 baby bulbs for 25c; 125 for $1,
postpaid. Bulb growers plant this
gize for pmpagating purposes. Don’t
miss this grand opportunity of getting
started with a big planting of Tulips
this fall,
Fall Bulb and Plant Catalog Free.

BURGESS SEED & PLANT COMPANY
ZI1 T. S., Galesburg, Michigan

EveryQuilter

should have our instruction
book on quilt making, contain-
ing 500 quaint and beautiful,
old and new, patchwork and ap-
plique designs for quilt blocks.
We will mail this quilt pattern
book, and our catalog with price

list of new quilting designs, and
eharming embroidery and erossstitch block designs for 25¢.
LADIES® ART CO., Block 40 ST.LOUIS, MO,

To easily
Hang up Things
Moore Push-Pins
Glass Heads, Steel Points, 2 Sizes

No hammer needed
100 packets everywhere
MOORE PUSH-PIN CO., PHILADELPHIA

SHOW 500 SAMPLES)

Beautiful Silks, stunning Rayons, smart
Prints, and stylish Percales. You can
make extra money during spare time
getting friends' and neighbors’ orders.
Exclusive territory. Rush name and
address.
MITCHELL & CHURCH

Dept. 83 Binghamton, N. Y.

Fact "] n Home Spare Time )
BIG DHOFITS Birst Week. We farnishTools
and Supplies--show you

mak
@“ e Y B O ko
se) large line » [ andlesg.

T else like it, " Booklet FREE.

AT Nothinx s e Ve R RAGEDALE

HOME brawer 208 East Orange, N. J.

GO 'NTO Menorwomen,earnfineincome Inbusinessof
68 YOUR Owaungrs[Elins “‘Specialty Candy

° Invitationsor Announcements
100 Script Lettering $3.50
including two sets of envelopes

Write for Samples 100 Visiting Cards $1.
W. OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1062 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa.

The Genie of the Ring

(Continued from page 43)

“Then it's all O.K.,” said Mr. Willis. He
was holding her eyes in a steady blue
gaze. “It's all O.K., and before I leave
tonight, you and I are going to be mar-
ried, and you are going with me to—to the
little white house which I have bought
already. Will you, dearest?”

She did not look at him now. ‘She fum-
bled a bit in her small purse, took out a
folded yellow paper and laid it in his lap.
“Read it,” she said, in a strained voice.

Mr. Willis, frowning a little, read it.

“You see?” The Girl, gathering her
courage together, told him the rest. “I
mustn’t tell you his name. He—was in my
life for two years, till I ran away from it.
And he wanted me to go with him. on his
yacht.”

“You mean,” Mr. Willis was frowning
more deeply, “to be married?”

The Girl lifted her eyes to his bravely.
“Not to be married,” she said, “just to—
go. He’s—that kind of man.”

Mr. Willis was bending forward. “Keep
looking at me,” he said. “Listen. When
you first came, I knew you were un-
happy, and—courageous. You didn’t want
any of us to help you, you wanted to get
on top of it alone. You were terribly stiff
and—and uncompromising, but I began to
love you right then, and —and after a
while you began to love me. Don’t tell
me,” said Mr. Willis, “that you didn’t.”

“If I did,” murmured the Girl,
would be a lie.”

“All right. Now keep on looking at me.
I don’t care a darn about that man. The
thing is—you didn’t go.”

The Girl’s lips parted, quivering.

“Now I'll tell you the rest of it,” said
John Willis. “Your eyes are as true as
two star sapphires. It's—it's why I bought
one for you, and it's why I want you to
go with me, to world’s end, or to the lit-
tle house. Now, then, will you, my very
dearest?”

The Girl leaned toward him.
would be—so heavenly sweet!”

But John Willis was kissing the ring on
her finger, her hand, her mouth . ..

it

“Oh, it

The Uital Effect of Diet
on Health

(Continued from page 36)

tomatoes; green peas; onions; turnips;
potatoes (sparingly); watercress; string
beans —in other words, all vegetables
which are not high in starch like lima
beans, navy beans, etc. Cooked vegetables
should be served without white sauce;
salt, pepper and a small amount of butter
should be added; some may prefer a little
vinegar on certain greens. Vegetable
salads should be used freely, such as let-
tuce, tomatoes, etc., as well as cole slaw;
they add bulk as well as mineral elements
and vitamins.

Desserts: These should consist almost
entirely of fresh fruits, which may be
varied with ices and gelatine dishes, but
the amount of sugar used must be kept
low.

Let us assume that the desired weight
has been reached; one then naturally
asks, “Well, what do I do now?” One
can best answer this question by saying
that the system wused in reducing the
weight is the key to maintaining it at the
proper level. It is obvious that the addi-
tion or increase of those foods, the omis-
sion or reduction of which caused a de-
crease in weight, will again increase the
weight; the same holds for exercise. The
maintenance of weight at the desired level
is a comparatively simple and easy matter
if one follows the suggestions in this and
in last month’s article. But it is so easy
to slip back into the old habits of eating
too much and exercising too little unless
one has formed the habit of exercising
and also of eating less food. To stay nor-
mal in weight, one must remember why
one gained in weight, namely, overeating
and underexercising. The scales will tell
you whether you are slipping or whether
you are adhering to your new system
of living.
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Millions
this aid to eye
\[J)Seeout\/ and health

Murine is used by l‘lli.“lo‘,l:‘i
.nf pcoplc to keep u;m.rﬁi, :.
clear, bright and 1ea )il
Many have bm-l‘: “S].;!gves
for over 30 years: ll.r( ie “,(
the eyes of irnfu 110111 raml-
strain, and noticeably o
hances their sparkle.
at drug and

dep’t stores.

A NEW

Fascinating
Way to

~ Earn
> .. Money
i at Home

No Selling—No Investment

If you could do something at home in your
spare time to earn more money—something
sure and simple, which required no invest-
ment, you would investigate it, would you
not? If you would, YOU OWE IT TO
YOURSELF TO INVESTIGATE

FUR-CRAFT

—the art of reviving furs to their original fluffi-
ness, lustre, and beauty, Here is the neweat, sur-
est, most svmple and delightful home-craft ever
offered to women for !ncreaumg their incomes.
The demand in every community for this service is
TREMENDOUS and pays handsome profits, We
show you how to gimply and quickly re-construct
“‘rubbed’’ furs; how to take a dull, worn fur of
eny kind and re-create it—to re-eapture its original
sparkle and brilliance,

Women everywhere NEED and DEMAND
this service and are glad to pay you well.
Very valuable to know if even for your own furs.
No special tools necessary. No investment, We
show you how and help you to get customers. No
canvassing. Our 27 years sueccess your guarantee,

Write for FREE BOO

Investigate this exclusive, dignified and

highly & ccram |
nity. 2 \
without obligation—tells the full story of
this new fascinating homecraft. Mail
coupon NOW,

rofitable money-making opportu- ¢,
xplanatory sent free and

=NORTHWESTERN FUR COMPANY) o2
H Dept. 4497, OMAHA, NEB,

I Send me your FREE Book telling how I can make big H
I money at home in FUR-CRAFT. No obligation. 1

1
I Name =
IR S

e :

“I MADE

summer.”’

A post card or letter to

Miss Caroline Reid

brings full information
without obligation

Writes Young Mrs. Upham—""AND
ALL BEFORE LUNCHEON!”

“TS' VERY one of the subscribers whose names

you sent me renewed,” she continued, “‘and
every one gave me the names of friends who were
interested in Woman's World. It looks like a busy

A Substantial Monthly Income for You

We want one woman in each town who has a litdle
spare time during the day to act as our Neighborhood
Secretary and to help us handle our renewal orders.

The work is congenial and interesting and the |
pay is liberal enough to make it highly worth your
while. No experience is required. We send you
each month the names of people in your locality
whose subscriptions are expiring, and the rest is merely
a matter of making a call.

Let us show you how easily you may have a substan-
tial monthly income through our new plan of spare-
time representation.

WomaN's WoRLD, 4223 West Lake St., Chicago

$3.00 IN TWO HOURS,”

|

Made of glass,
for
for
Color,
One of hundreds of
equally
ing Pohlson Gifts.

Ivy Bowl

Choice of chain _

hanging or base T
table decoration.
blue or rose.

interest=

Postpaid $1.00

POHLSON, Pawtucket, R. L Dept. 48

Make money with Christmas Greeting Cards in
Box Assortments. $2 to $4 per hour easily earned.
Qur magnificent Assortment contains 21 high grade
Christmas Greeting Cards and Folders,each with envelope.
Steel engraving, water color printing, sparkling metallic,
gold and silver effects, panelling and bordering. Sells for

1.00, costs you 50c. All Shipping Charges Prepaid.

Write immediately for particulars and free samples,

Supreme Greeting Card Co., 99 Broadway, Dep. 1  Cambridge, Mass.

Real dyes so

Dresses, drapes or lingerie look
new when they’re re-dyed with
Diamond Dyes. No spotting or
streaking; never a trace of that
re-dyed look. Just rich, even,
bright colors that hold amazingly
through wear and washing.

easy to use!

Diamond Dyes are the highest
quality dyes you can buy because
they're so rich in pure anilines.
That’s what makes them so easy

Diamond<Dyes

Highest Quality for 50 Years

1930

to use. That's why they've been
famous for 50 wyears. 15 cent
packages—all drug stores.

[531]
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A Conscientious Horse

A traveler in the west noticed that a farmer was having
trouble with his horse. It would start, go slowly for a
short distance, then stop. Thereupon the traveler ap-
proached the farmer and asked solicitously, “Is your
horse sick?”

» “Not as I know of,” was the farmer’s reply.

“Is he balky?” the traveler asked.

“No,” replied the farmer hastily, “but he is so danged
fraid I'll say ‘whoa’ and he won’t hear me, that he stops
every once in a while to listen.” —Mgs. N. M., Pa.

Sewing Patches op Overalls

In sewing patches by hand onto the legs of overalls, I
slip a folded newspaper or small magazine inside the leg
under the patch, making a small surface on which to sew
without wrinkling the material. —L. M, Il

A Plumbing Aid

When the drain from the kitchen sink or bathtub be-
comes stopped, the trouble can often be remedied by the
use of an automobile pump. Take an old inner tube,
having the valve stem intact. Cut around the stem a
circle of the rubber about five or six inches in diameter.
Wet the rubber and hold it firmly over the drain while
someone else applies the pump. —Mzs. H. E. C., Nebr.

Simply a Matter of Business

“I rejoice that the world is filled with sunshine.”
“You're an optimist, eh?”
“No, an awning manufacturer.”

Matching Embroidery Floss

When beginning a new piece of embroidery, especially
if it is a large or a complicated piece of work, I find it
very convenient and a time-saver to copy down the num-
bers of the shades of thread I am using on the piece, so
that I may more easily get the correct shade when it be-
comes necessary to replenish my supply, without taking
samples to the store. Also, if at any later time I wish to
make another piece of work in the same pattern, I can
easily refer to my shade number card and get my thread
in the exact colors needed. —Miss L. R. E., Iowa.

The Useful Crochet Hook

Use a new small steel crochet hook to pit cherries for
pies or preserves, and a very small one to take the seeds
out of gooseberries and currants, when making the imi-
tation Bar-le-Duc conserve, where the skins are left in
but the seeds removed. The heavier hook is fine for
pulling out obstructions from the plumbing pipes; if the
bodkin is missing, a tiny hook will pull the lingerie rib-
bon through successive openings in a garment and will
keep the ribbon flat during the process.

—Mas. B. M., Okla.

A Skilful Borrower

“Hello, Brown, are you using your step-ladder this
afternoon?”

“Yes, I'm afraid I am.”

“Splendid! Then you won’'t mind lending me your lawn
mower.” —Mzs. M. G., Mo.

Scalloped Asparag-:s

1 bunch fresh asparagus or 1
can of asparagus
4 hard boiled eggs

—Miss E. P, I

1 cup milk
34 cup fine dry bread crumbs
14 cup grated cheese
Tablespoon flour Cayenne or white pepper
14 cup butter Salt

Cut off tips in two-inch lengths, reserving stalks for
soup. Canned asparagus will only require baking in the
sc.allop, but fresh tips must be simmered ten minutes in
slightly salted water. Make a cream sauce of the flour,
a tablespoon of the butter and the milk. Butter shallow
baking pan, put in a layer of drained aspara-
gus, sprinkle with finely chopped egg, dot
with butter and sprinkle with pepper and
salt. Repeat until dish is full, having a layer
of the asparagus for the top. Turn in the
cream sauce, cover thickly with the erumbs
and dot with the remainder of the butter.
Sprinkle with the choaese, cover and
bake fifteen r:inutes, then uncover and
brown. —M. M. P, N. Y.

ON WHICH THE LIGHTS AND
SHADOWS OF OUR READERS’
LIVES ARE REFLECTED

Keepim} Housebold Records

An order book with duplicate yellow sheets and carbon
between them and the criginals is a veritable life saver
at our house. All laundry, butcher, grocery, dairy and
other lists are thus duplicated. If the original is lost or

disputed, the duplicate is always there for proof.
—B. S. M, 111,

AND HIS HOMELY PHILOSOPHY
ON ACTION

Strike while the iron is hot!

Here’s somethin’ that’s more to my likin'—
A surer policy, friend,

Is t’ make th’ iron hot by your strikin'!

I believe that there’s about as many draw our-
sel’s up and take a fresh start along in th’ fall
of th’ year as takes an inventory January first.
And when we resolve by hook or crook t' im-
prove our mortal lot, we aim t' do it by some
sort or t'other of action. Man is an animal th't
cannot long be left in safety without occupa-
tion. It is only by up and doin’ th't a body gets
mastership of his faculties.

Th’ man who travels surest, though he pause
sometimes, still plods ahead. Every sinew in th’
human body depends on action fer its strength.
It is a heap sight more profitable t' wear out
th'n it is t' rust out. Time is short and what a
man should get done in his span is past countin’.
Let's don't worry so much about th’ dim dis-
tance. Let's do the thing th't is just at hand.
What a body knows should be seen in what he
does. Every good thing is its own reward. That
is jest as true of labor.

Th’ Puritans didn’'t just set and think about
things. They did ’em—fer which we are all
duly grateful and from which we are all daily
benefitin’. What we do makes or mars us. A
man is th’ child of his own deeds. And active
natures are th’ cheerful, productive kind. Gloom
lives on th’ shoulder of th’' idle man. Jest
drawin’ your breath ain't livin’.

I've a notion that th’ Lord reaches us good
things by our own hands. Rightness expresses
of action what straightness does of lines. And
there can no more be two kinds of right action
than there can be two kinds of straight lines.
I wonder if we would not often be ashamed of
some of our very best actions if our friends c¢’d
see th’ motives behind ’em? To me, nothin’ is
more terrible than t' see ignorance in action.
Know what you are about. Be sure you are on
th’ right road before you push ahead too far.
But—satisfied that you are headed right—keep
everlastin'ly at it.

It is dark here on th’' old Elbow tonight.
Watchin’ out over th’ pasture, I notice th't th’
firefly only shines when on th’ wing.

M /() W T.SA

We ask you to send us for this page jokes, recipes
and homemaking ideas for saving money, time and
labor. For original suggestions of mot over 100
words that we accept, we will send you 50 cents
promptly.

v

Avrranging Flowers

Sometimes in displaying flowers, the longer stemmed
ones cause the “frog” or holder to tip over. To avoid
this, the bowl should be filled half full of small pebbles,
then by sticking the flowers through the holder and on
into the pebbles, they can be firmly anchored. Even with-
out such a holder, one may display flowers nicely by put-
ting pebbles in the bowl and sticking the flowers into the
pebbles. —Mgrs. F. E. W., Kans.

A Wash Day Hint

Much stooping on wash day may be avoided by placing
the wet clothes in a large bucket ‘which is then hung from
the clothesline at a convenient height by means of a
piece of very heavy wire. The bucket can be pushed
along as the clothes are hung up, and the next piece is
always within easy reach. —L. S, 1.

Unthinkable

“I suppose you will want me to give up my job, Henry,
when we are married?”

“How much do you make?”

“Thirty dollars a week.”

“That isn't a job; it's a career.
terfering with your career, darling.”

The Care of Fine China

When washing delicate china and glassware, fold a
towel and place it in the bottom of the dishpan. This
often prevents the dishes from slipping and chipping.

—Mzgs. A. B, Wis.

I couldn't think of in-
—Mgs. N. T., Ind.

Harmony ip Linen

Judge: “So your name is Muggleworth?”

Applicant: Yes, Your Honor.”

Judge: “And you want the court to change it to Pull-
man. Now, just tell me why you want it changed.”

Applicant: “Well, Your Honor, to tell the truth, it was
my wife’s idea. She got to thinking that we ought to
have the same name that is on our towels.”—D. R., Ohio.

Anpotber Use for the Double Boiler

Chops or steak or fried ham which are to be reheated
are usually very dry and hard, and heat from the oven
will only make them meore so. Use instead the double
boiler, keeping the water at a rapid boil. With a little
butter added for sauce during the heating, the meat will
be as tender and tasty as if freshly fried or broiled. Fried
potatoes, fried hominy or mush can be reheated in similar
fashion. —E. B. D., Mich.

Laugbing Shirts

Salesman: “These shirts simply laugh at the laundry.”
Customer: “I know. I've had some come back with
their sides split.” —Mss, H. E. C., Nebr.

Walbut Spice Cake

14 cup shortening 1 teaspoon cinnamon

1 cup powdered sugar 14 teaspoon cloves

6 ecgs 14 teaspoon nutmeg

2 level tablespoons cocoa 1 cup finely chopped walnuts
powder 1 cup soft bread crumbs

2 teaspoons baking-powder
FILLING
1 ezg white

14 pound marshmallows
Teaspoon orange extract

1 cup powdered sugar
14 cup hot water
Cream shortening with powdered sugar, add the well-
beaten egg yolks. Sift together spices and cocoa and add,
then the nut-moats, and bread erumbs mixed with the bak-
ing-powdar. cat until stiff five egg whites, reserving
cne for the filling, and fold in lightly. Bake
in two layers, and put togethar with the fill-
ing, for which melt the cut-up marshmallows
over boiling water, and cook sugar and water
to the thread. Turn the boiling hot sirup over
the well-beaten egg white, add the melted
marshmallows and the orange extract. Beat
until nearly cold. This is an English
cake, and very delicate and good.
—Mgs. E. L. B, Ark.
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MEN'S VOTE STIRS WIVES !

'HUSBANDS’ DEMAND FOR COCONUT PIE BRINGS ACTION!

EXTRA THRILL L rag, N 3
FOR COCONUT i} N R -
PIE LOVERS

Baker’s moist-packed
Coconut,Southern Style,
makes favorite pie more
luscious than ever!

News travels fast. It wasn't many
months ago that women didn’t know
... didn’t dream that men love coco-

| O 4 3 ;
Inthe Men’s Grill at the Roosevelt Gateway Restaurant,
New York City, coconut pie is a sell-out every time!

nut pie so much.

But today..here, there, throughoul
theland . .. kitchens are savory with
the smell of coconut pies—home-

Never before was there such a check-up of husbands’ tastes! The picture here shows the Inquiring
Reporter busy getting returns in one of the principal cities visited. Is he interviewing your husband?

made—luscious! Women are serv-
ing coconut pie far oftener than ever
before! Men are getting—at home—
the treat that they love so much!

Here's how it came about. Last
spring, Inquiring Reporters stopped
men on the streets of America’s lead-
ing cities and asked “pie” questions.
The answers showed:

Men love coconut pie, and no mis-

take. They want it often—and get it
often, in the lunch-rooms and restau-
rants, where the choice is theirs. Far
oftener, their replies showed, than they
had been getting it at home!

But now that wives know . . . what
a change there’s been! And now that
you know . . . why not . . . today .
make that husband of yours a coco-
nut pie? And make it—actually—the

best coconut piethat he’severtasted!
You can. For a new method of
packing brings you coconut that
is far creamier, far more luscious!

If he loves coconut wait till he
tastes Baker’s Southern Style

Think of it!—all the creamy, fresh
deliciousness of fresh coconut—kept

fresh and fragrant, in a tin! Southern
Style makes all coconut treats ever
so much more delicious! It’s marvel-
ous, in pies, atop a cake, in puddings,
little cookies, candies, all your fa-
vorite coconut dishes! Try it. You'll
love it! It tastes for all the world like
fresh coconut, just grated!

Want to hear how to make an
especially luscious Coconut Custard

filling? A Hawaiian Fruit Pie? Coco-
nut Maple Rolls? Butterscotch Fill-
ing? Sunshine Tarts? All sorts of pies,
tarts, cakes, puddings, and quick-
and-easy treats?Send today. A FREE
booklet of 87 recipes is yours for the
asking! Illustrated in color! Full of
ways to please a husband! It’s the
world’s best help in planning gor-
geous triumphs to crown a meal!

© 1930, G. F. corP.

BAKER'S COCONUT

CREAMY ... MOIST
LIKE FRESH COCONUT
Ask for Baker’s South-
ern Style at your gro-
cer’s. Or send 10c for a
half-size trial tin. Mail
the coupon today.

Booklet of 87 Delicious
Recipes—Send Today !

COCONUTCREAM PIE,
SOUTHERN STYLE

5 tablespoons flour
4 Lablespoons sugar
Vs teaspoon salt
143 cup cold milk
1'/2 cups milk, scalded
38 egg yolks, slightly beaten
1 cup Baker's Coconut,
Southern Style
1 baked 9-inch pie shell
/2 cup tart jum
1 cup eream, whipped
/2 cup Baker's Coconut,
Southern Style

Combine flour, sugar, and salt;
add cold mille and miz well, Add
sealded mille gradually, place in
double boiler, and cooluntil thiclk-
ened, stirring conslantly. Pour
small amount of mixture over egg
yolks, return to double boiler, add
1 cup coconut, and cool 8 to 4
minules longer. Cool. Pour filling
into pie shell, cover with jam, pile
cream lightly on top, and sprinkle
with V4 eup eoconut,
Serve tmmediately.

All measurements ave level

Baker's Coconut is a Product of General Foods Corporation

Name.

Frankrin Baker Co., (Inc.), Hoboken, N. J.
(MARK X FOR CHOICE)
[] Please send me recipe book (free)
[1I enclose 10e for a half-size can of Southern-Style

B.—W.W.-10-30

Address.

City

State.

Fill in completely—print name and address

In Canada, address General I’ar)ds';‘]_.ttl.,
Sterling Tower, Toronto 2, Ontario
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Kalamaszoo Stoves
and Ranges approved
by Good Housekeep-
ing Institute

foytiiring

FREE BOOK

New Styles-New Colors

v

SAVE 1/3 to 12 at Factory Prices

New, Free, fresh from the press . . . Kalamazoo’s 30th Anniversary
Sale Book. Full of surprises—sparkling with color—alive with
NEW features! 200 styles and sizes of Quality Stoves, Ranges, and
Furnaces— bigger values than ever—Factory Sale Prices that save

Heats 3 to 6 rooms. Your choice of
Black or Walnut Porcelain Enamel—
only $38.25 up. And just think, you
can order NOW for only $5 down.

you V5 to V5. And a brand NEW Credit Policy—NOW ONLY $5
DOWN on any Stove or Furnace regardless of price or size. Write

for this wonderful NEW FREE Book Now!

New Cabinet Heaters
A wide variety of Cabinet Heaters—
the NEWEST styles, in Black and in
rich, Walnut Porcelain Enamel fin-

ishes. Bargains that will open your
eyes. %ual_ity unbeatable. Don’t
order a Cabinet Heater until you re-

ceive this NEW Book and compare
Kalamazoo Quality, Terms and Prices
with others. Look through the Fur-
nace Section, too. NEW improve-
ments—easiest terms.

Beautiful Colored Ranges
Modern Coal and Wood Ranges, and
Combination Coal and Gas Ranges, in
glistening, colorful, Porcelain Enamel.
(Your choice of 5 beautiful colors—
Pearl Gray, Delft Blue, Ivory Tan,
Nile Green, Ebony Black). NEW gas
stoves, NEW gas ranges, and NEW
oil ranges—all in fascinating colors.
Also Washing Machines, Refriger-
ators, Kitchen Cabinets, Vacuum
Cleaners and other Household Goods—
all at big savings. You simply can’t
afford to be without this Book—it’s the
best friend your pocketbook ever had.

750,000 Satisfied Customers
Mail coupon TODAY! This sensa-
tional NEW FREE Anniversary Book
has more bargains than 20 big stores
a thrill on every page for thrifty fam-
ilies. 750,000 satisfied customers have
saved 14 to 14 by buying direct from
the factory. Factory prices are always
lowest. There’s nothing between you
and Kalamazoo but the railroad tracks.
Kalamazoo Terms are NOW easier
than ever before—some as low as $3
down, $3 monthly—and a YEAR TO
PAY. No stove or furnace over $5
down. Kalamazoo gives you 30 days
FREE TRIAL in your home, 360
days’ Approval Test, a 5-Year Guar-
antee on materials and workmanship,
a $100,000 Bank Bond Guarantee of
satisfaction.

24 Hour Shipments

Kalamazoo is close to you—all stoves
and ranges shipped within 24 hours
from Kalamazoo, Michigan or factory

Trade Mark
Registered

A Kalamazog '
Direct toYou”

branch in Utica, New York. Fur-
naces in 48 hours. No delay. Safe
delivery guaranteed.

Modernize Your Home

Where’s your pencil? Sign the
coupon NOW, and mail today.
Modernize your kitchen with a
colorful Kalamazoo Range—as
easy to clean as a china dish.
Brighten your home—lighten your
work. All Kalamazoo Ranges are
approved by Good Housekeeping
Institute.

Cabinet
$ 2
Heaters 38“3

$5 Down Brings You
Cabinet Heater Comfort

Don’t shiver through another win-
ter. Don’t subject your family to
winter ills and doctor bills—that’s
poor economy. Nothing will bring
you so much comfort and happi-
ness as a NEW Kalamazoo Cab-
inet Heater. Built like a furnace.
Gives you healthful circulation of
warm air. Holds fire overnight.

“We received the range in good con-
dition. We are very well pleased with
it. It has proved satisfactory in every
respect, Everyone seeing it exclaims,
‘Oh! w a pretty ovel” It is the
heater and baker we ever had."
W. P. SHAFFSTALL, Franklin, Pa,

o

Free Furnace
Plans—
Free Service

Send us a rough
sketch of the
floor plan of
vour home.
We'll furnish
youFREEplans
—no obligation
atall. We'llshow
yvou how easy
it is to install Helght. 3 77

your own furnace—thousands have.
You can save $40 to $60 on a Kalama-
zoo furnace. Exclusive Kalamazoo
furnace features are Hot-Blast Fire-
pot, new ring type Radiator, easy
shaking Grates, upright Shaker. You
can order on the easiest of terms—this
NEW Book gives you full information.

30 Years of Quality

You have heard of Kalamazoo Quality for
30 years. Kalamazoo stoves and ranges are
built in our big 13 acre factory. Kalamazoo
has tremendous buying power—that means
purchasing the best raw materials at lowest
prices. Big scale production enables us to
manufacture efficiently at extremely low
cost. By selling direct from factory to you,
eliminating entirely all “in-between’’ profits,
ou get absolutely rock-bottom factory prices.
b’n(lcrﬂlm:d you buy from a factory—not
from a mail order house, a wholesale house, or
aretail house. You get lowest Factory Prices.
Mail coupon TODAY for NEW FREE Book.

KALAMAZOO STOVE CoO., MFRS.

§51RochesterAve.,Kalamazoo,Mich.
Warehousing and shipping points, Utica, N. Y. and
Kalamazoo, Mich. (Write only to Kalamazoo)

Furnaces sblzg

D

/ Ranges 37

750,000 Satisfied Customers Have
Saved Money by Mailing This Coupon

Coal and
Wood Ranges
Gas & Combi-
nation Ranges
Gasoline
Ranges
Cabinet
Heaters
Pipe Furnaces
Direct Heat
Furnaces
Qil Stoves
Household
Goods

[l
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Important: Be sure to put an (X) in column at left to
indicate articles in which you are interested.

KALAMAZOO STOVE CO., Mfrs.
551 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Mich.

Dear Sirs: Please send me your FREE Catalog.

Name

(Please print name plainly)
Address
Gy . T .
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