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| Bon Ami Powder—
' @ bathroom necessity

makes kitchen utensils
m irro r-ériglll( It’s great fun for Betsy to make a looking-glass out of

mother’s aluminum pan. And mother smiles too. Because
Bon Ami is so kind to her fine kitchen utensils.

Spotless and healthfully clean—not a scratch! Bon Ami
absords all impurities, takes off the tiny morsels of food
that stick to the surface. From the inside of coffee and

For the Family Car  teapotsit removes the brownish stains that spoil the flavor.
—m;:tﬁ/:; af’d Baking pans, frying pans, roasters—the whole family of
immings : ;
AR pots and pans o.f alumn.mm, agate,.enamel and tin can be
cleaned and polished with Bon Ami Powder or Cake.
Don’t forget these “Partners in Cleanliness” have ' g
dozens and dozens of uses throughout the house. And

they never redden or roughen the hands.

THE BON AMI COMPANY . . . ... NEW YORK
In Canada—BON AMI LIMITED, MONTREAL “Hasn"t

Seratched . o%
et g :
Powder

and Cake

every home

needs both

A Fairy Book the Children Will Enjoy!

An interesting fairy story in amusing thyme. All about the adventures of two funny
Bunny Knigﬁts and the Beautiful Princess Bon Ami. Full of delightful colored
pictures. Send 4c in stamps. Use the coupon or write us—address The Bon Ami
Company, 10 Battery Place, New York, N. Y.

NAME

ADDRESS

Do you use Bon Ami Cake [1 Powder [0 Both [
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Food for Body and Soul

O MANY of us a doughnut is a doughnut
—but to the boys in the muddy trenches of
the shell-pocked soil of France, the Salva-
tion Army doughnut was memories of
home. To them it brought visions of mother’s clean,
fragrant kitchen where a part of the Saturday
morning activities was the frying of these golden
brown circlets to fill the crock in the pantry against
the onslaughts of hungry boys. It meant even more
than that; it became a kind of spiritual anchor to
windward, embedded in all the love and traditions
of that home from which they had been so ab-
ruptly torn, and, in some inexplicable way, it made
of them more cheerful comrades, braver soldiers
and better men.

Angels of mercy, were these cheery-faced, blue-
bonneted lassies of the Salvation Army who, from
dugouts in advance of the artillery, and, on occa-
sion, even in the front line trenches, dispensed food
both for weary bodies and hungry souls. And then,
after the battles which were so costly in human
life, back in the field hospitals, beside some narrow,
white cot, when food no longer was needed and
when tired eyes were closing forever on the fiendish
drama of war, many and many is the farewell
message that these same lassies have taken from
faltering, blood-flecked lips for mothers and sweet-
hearts in their far-away homes.

But it is not only on the battlefields of France,
not only in time of war, that the Salvation Army
lassie goes albout on her errands of mercy. Day by
day, unheralded and unsung, humanity wages its
struggle against the odds that confront it—and the
conflicts of peace are often more disastrous than
the bloodiest battles of war. The weak, the fallen,
the abandoned dereliets of society, and all the hu-
man butterflies whose wings have been singed in
the flame of youth—these are the omes to whom
the Salvation Army comes with its message of com-
fort and courage, hope and cheer. Its 22,362 officers
are constantly at work in the “no man’s land”
of a stern old world and through its ministrations,
social liabilities are being mended and restored to
responsible units in the social scheme.

Because of the high character of service that is
thus being rendered by this humanitarian organiza-
tion, Woman’s World is pleased to present as the
subject of its cover painting this month, Miriam
Story Hurford’s “The Doughnut Girl,” te which
Douglas Malloch has added an interpretation in his
inimitable verse.

Also, since the doughnut has become the humble,
human symbol of the fundamental work of the Sal-
vation Army and since the Salvation Army dough-
nut is at once the cheapest and the most expensive
ever made (for, while they are being given away
by the thousands, as high as five hundred dollars
has been paid for one)—we are presenting with full
permission, the recipe for the most famous dough-
nuts ever made. And, as you eat the doughnuts
made from it, just remember that they are not only
food for the body, but that frequently they have
been food for the soul as well.

The Dougbnut Girl’s Recipe

14 teaspoon cinnamon
14 tablespoon butter

4 cups flour
114 teaspoons salt

4 teaspoons baking 1 cup sugar
powder 1 cup milk
14 teaspoon grated nutmeg 1 egg

PUT flour in shallow pan, add salt, baking pow-

der and sugar. Rub in butter with tips of fingers.
Add the well beaten egg and milk and stir thor-
oughly. Toss on floured board. Roll to one-fourth
inch in thickness, shape, fry and drain. Millions
of doughnuts have been made from this recipe.

R o R
The Donghnur Girl

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

“Quick, Mother, here’s the doughnut girl!
Oh, let me run right down

And get some doughnuts from the girl,
Some doughnuts nice and brown.

Just see the way the people come,

For ev’ryone is buying some—"
“"Well, dear, I'm very glad of that;
And here’s the money, and your hat.”

“Oh, Mother, she’s the nicest girl!
I liked the dress of blue

She wore today, the doughnut girl.”
“Yes, dear, they always do;

And all the money they take in

They use for fighting want and sin,
Yes, every cent they make today
They always spend some noble way.”

“They do?” “My dear, the doughnut girl
Is really, after all,
A sweet Salvation Army girl
Who lifts folks when they fall.
She helps the poor, and peace she brings,
And, oh, just does a lot of things
For lots of people you and I
Might never find, might never try.”

“I guess God likes the doughnut girl,
If that’s the kind she is.”

“Yes, dear, for God loves ev'ry girl
Who's doing work of His.”

“And, Mother, it’s the nicest thought

To think that something we have bought
That makes us glad, like doughnuts do,
And then helps other people, too!”

e e e

About Contentment

NOT having the means of satisfying your wants
is no disgrace—circumstances, health, a thou-
sand things might interfere—but not having any
wants, that is the unpardonable sin. The history of
civilization is a chronicle of the achievements of
men and women who wanted to know, wanted to
see, wanted a myriad of things and struggled and
fought to secure them.

True contentment doesn’t lie in an absence of am-
bition, or in an indifference to higher, finer and bet-
ter things, but rather in the knowledge that you
fought a good fight and that, though the breaks
may have been against you, you have had an ideal,
a purpose, an upward urge and have given your
best efforts to attain it.

Tongues in Trees

“E VERYBODY talks about the weather, but no-
body ever does anything about it,” Mark Twain
once said. And, for that matter, we are still talking
about it with the same old absence of results. We
say it is unusually hot or cold or wet or dry and
contrast existing conditions with years gone by,
when, as a matter of fact, there is w rather precise
regularity in the cyclical recurrence of these periods
of climatic extremes.
This fact is now being proved by scientists from
a study of the rings of growth of trees. In these
rings there is revealed with unfailing accuracy “the
story of sunspots, drouth and rainfall, of fat years
and lean.” The giant sequoias, some of which date
back to the time of Christ, tell the story of climatic
conditions for the past two thousand years, and
from this story scientists are now learning to pre-
dict the weather that we may expect for years, nay,
centuries in advance, just as they have learned that
comets have their regular orhits and make their
flaming appearance at stated periods in the mid-
night sky. :
Truly, as Shakespeare said, there are *. . . tongues
in trees, books in brooks, sermons in stones, and
good in everything.”

What Doth It Profit a Man?

HE tragic part of life is that we cannot retrace

any of it. We cannot reach back througzh the
vears and pluck the blossoms of love, and kindness
and humanity that we passed so hurriedly by in our
feverish quest for wealth or place or power.

That, in short, is the theme of Zoe McKenzie
Smith’s “A Beautiful Journey,” appearing in this
issue. It is the story of two divergent ways of liv-
ing, and of a young couple who tried them both.

Lickin’ and Larnip

IT IS a half century, in point of time, since the
Hoosier schoolmaster attempted to inoculate the
youth of “Flat Creek” with a desire for informa-
tion. And still more remote so far as popular sen-
timent is concerned, are the days when even the
rudiments of education required forcible feeding
and when Old Pete Jones summed up the methods
of successful pedagogy in his now famous utterance
—*“Lickin’ and larnin’ goes together. No lickin’, no
larnin’, says 1.”

But did it ever occur to you that the boys and
girls of the Hoosier schoolmaster’s day were, natu-
rally, no more unruly or no less impressionable than
our own youngsters who are starting out to school
this month? If lickin’ was essential to larnin’ fifty
years ago, it was not because of any peculiarity in
the mental make-up of the child, but rather because
of the indifferent attitude of its parents and the
slight valuation which they all too plainly placed
upon an education.

Nowadays, we parents appreciate the vital neces-
sity of scholastic training as the foundation for
success in any line; teachers receive the moral sup-
port and backing of the folks at home and lickin’
is no longer the recognized road or goad to cultural
advancement.

But now there is another step which parents can
and ought to take. If you would stimulate tremen-
dously your children’s enthusiasm for their studies
and if you would increase the ease with which they
concentrate upon their lessons, just devote a few
minutes each day to a kindly discussion with them
of the things they learned at school. Merely talking
about their problems will often smooth out the
points they failed to understand—and the fact that
their work is worthy of your attention will multi-
ply its interest to them.

= 1=
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“Rig ht much life in that soap, says Mrs. Kings Eliza

|-

ACTUAL VISITS TO P & G HOMES No. 14

We heard about Eliza recently when we
were going about from house to house in a
pretey little Virginia town, asking women
what kind of laundry soap they used.
When we asked Mrs. King*, she laughed
and said, “*You really should talk to Eliza
about her P and G Naphtha Soap.”

“'Eliza is your maid?"’ we asked, with
caution.

“Eliza,” said Mrs. King impressively,
‘is the pillar of this family. She has lived
with us for ten years. She brings up the
children, makes the most wonderful fried
chicken and beaten biscuits, and hangs out
the whitest clothes you ever saw."’

“'And she likes P and G?"’

“Indeed she does. Once I asked her why
she liked it. ‘There's right much life in
that soap,’ she said. You sce, she doesn’t
have to rub so hard to get the children’s
clothes clean. And they are a test of any
soap—how do nice little children get so
dirty?"’

“Then, too,”” Mrs. King went on, “it
keeps the clothes looking bright and fresh

*Of course, this is not her real name,

‘and in the children, too/"adds Mrs. King |

—and Eliza is proud of her clothes. And
she can use it with cold water any time she
wants to rub out a dress for Mary-Eliza-
beth or a blouse that Billy has gone climb-
ing in. ‘'Deed, Miss Harriet,' she will say,
‘that soap is a good friend to me'."’

Less rubbing, whiter clothes, brighter
colors—in any kind of water, hot or cold,
hard or soft! Do you wonder that P and G
is used by more women than any other soap
in the world?

This unequalled popularity means that
P and G is made in enormous quantities.
And since large-scale manufacturing costs
less in proportion than small-scale manu-
facturing, a very large cake of P and G can
be sold to you for actually less even than
ordinary soaps.

So P and G costs less because it is so popu-
lar. And it is so popular because it really
is a better soap.

PROCTER & GAMBLE

FREE! Rescuing Precious Hours—''How to take out
15 common stains—get clothes clean in lukewarm
water—lighten washday labor.'" Problems like these,
together with newest laundry merbods, are discussed
in a free booklet—Rescuing Precious Hours. Send a
post card to Winifred S. Carter, Dept. NW-9, Box 1801,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

The largest-selling soap in the world

© 1928, P. & G. Co.
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“You—vyou cad!” be shouted. “You’d dare ask ber to marry you, and not put ber first!”

Illustration by William Hottinger

CGhe o(EOUe of Old I ron THenes

SUDSY spume racing over
the reefs at the turn of Mack-
erel Cove into the bay, a
blanched curl of smoke
caroming back from the en-

"f.s.'t\(r;'ﬁx ,73 gine on the siding = at the
é} @@-ﬂf?ﬁ&g village, fantastic festoons

& %ﬂﬁ 2] tangled in the heads of larch
SCANTSTA  and maple saplings on the
lower slope of Cheap Hill.

Mark thrust out a great flail of a hand and
tested the air. “Wind stirring,” he said aloud,
after the fashion of a man who is much alone.
“Driest August since the big fire.” S

“Hello, OI' ITron Hands!"”

Mark lurched forward and stood, straddle-
legged, peering at the mite of a shrunken lad on crutches.
“Who taught you that?”

His voice was querulous. Half the countryside knew
him by no other name, yet it grated unaccountably on the
lips of this strangeling.

“That's what Miss Letty said when you went leggin’
it by to the village this afternoon, not lookin’ our way at
all. She said: “There goes O1' Iron Hands, God bless him I’

Miss Letty home! A hot, incredulous joy, followed by
a dull pain, stabbed at Mark’s throat. Impulsively he
turned back toward the lane that led to the Rulison farm,
then wheeled and again went shambling up the hill. moe-
casin-clad feet plodding softly through the dust.

Why had she come? Why hadn’t she let him know?

By GERTRUDE ROBINSON

A story of the differing
loves of two men, one of
wbhom wanted merely to
get a wife,while the other
wanted to give a life. A
dramatic commentary
on the value of giving
versus getting

THeeBesho e
shooas® oo

L XTY TT% T
RFoevbeaBos

Could it be Luther’s coming had anything to do with it?

The setting sun cast his shadow ahead of him in gro-
tesque, bulging lines—the great square head, shaggy and
thrust forward, the stooping shoulders, the long and heavy
limbs. His hands, enormous, hard and horny, swinging
loosely, made uncanny excrescences at the level of the
knees of the shadow. From it his eyes shrank. Mark
had never become accustomed to his own ugliness.

HAT was the lad shricking after him? He half
turned. The exereseence at the right knee of the
shadow shot out in a shovel-like motion of farewell and
dropped. The shadow edged along up the hill.
“Didn’t ask my name, ‘She calls me Pint O’ Cider,

only Peter once in a while. Pint O" Cider!”

Pint O’ Cider. Just like Letty to call the serap
of a lad that. No bigness to him at all. So she
was really home. It hadn’t seemed real before, till
the lad said that, Maybe he’d be seeing her —
before Luther came. His heart was thumping
ridiculously, as it had years before when for once
he got ahead of Luther and took Letty home from
a church supper.

On the steps of Janeway House, Mark sat down
to read again the letter. So, after fifteen yoars,
Luther was coming home to Cheap Hill. Very
brisk and suggestive of Luther, the letter. Luther
had made good. He was a specialist in nervous
diseases with a well-known office in Cleveland, a
brother to be proud of. Not often, but occasion-
ally, Mark wondered whether he might not have done as
well had he been set free to satisfy his passion for heal-
ing misshapen things.

N THE doorway appeared Aunty Pye, who kept his

house. She was a brittle-looking little old woman in
starched blue and white percale always protected ‘b_v a
long white apron edged with lace she had herself designed
and of which she was inordinately proud. In the pattern
a plump mouse was forever being chased by an equally
plump kitten. Her white hair was rolled in a fluffy, cot-
tony mass over a cushion on top of her small head. Aunty
Pye was the sister of Mark’s long dead mother, and from
this side of the family came (Continued on page 30)
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“Believe it or not, you'd stop traffic,” Julie opined

Drawing by C. J. McCarthy

W_QLAMOUR G

AST BEND"—“Hamilton”—
“Hickory Grove” — “Cross-
town”—the drab small towns
slipped past, as alike as peas
in a pod. Dried peas in a pod.

Yet Julie, huddled eestati-
cally against the window of
her Pullman eompartment,
S thrilled to the sight of them
and to the sound of their inapt names which the
tubby little brakeman bawled through the day
coaches. She had anticipated only Alansburg, the
tranquil, maple-shaded village with its brick uni-
versity buildings at one tip and willow-fringed
lake at the other. It was amazing that she should
thrill from her smart French hat to her pretty
arched slippers at the mere environs and old memories.

“All the loved spots that my infancy knew !” she jibed
at herself, wiping her eyes and adoring a green wagon
full of bright yellow corn, drawn by stout draft horses
and driven by a giant in faded blue jeans.

How would the old town seem, after fourteen years?
How would its immutable gualities appear to one who had
shuttled between New York and Paris for ten years—with
side trips to London or Rome or Palm Beach or Buenos
Aires? And what would it think of Julie Clayton—the
new Julie? Did Alansburg remember the old Julie at all?
She rather hoped not.

She smiled slowly, a confident smile but not a vain one.
Of all women in the world, Julie had the least innate
vanity. But she knew as she sat there that she was,
superficially, as faultless, as finished, as an exquisite
etching, or a Kentucky thoroughbred groomed for a race,
or a slim, trim yacht ready to sail. It was her business
to look so, her business to know how women might be
superlatively attractive. For nothing else was she paid

By ANN WEST

The story of a woman
who revived ap old love
with a pew dress, and of
another woman who won
a new love with an old
dress—in which is dem-~
onstrated a fine point in
feminine Strateqy
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twenty-five thousand a year, exclusive of such minor
perquisites as a kaleidoscopie life of travel and authority,
a personal maid, a wardrobe to make a movie queen green
with envy.

Well—at least, she had not brought a maid on this trip.
That would have been a bit thick for Alansburg. And she
had contrived to reduce her luggage to one huge trunk and
several bags. College days were not so distant that she had
forgotten the possible resources of Celeste's guest-room.

OON she would see Celeste! At the mere thought of

it, she stood up and took a swift turn about the
cramped compartment. Lovely, lovely Celeste!  Queen
of the campus by right of graee and beauty and charm.
She was enshrined in Julie's heart. Now she was married
to a plodding professor of science in the little college in
Alansburg, when she might have chosen from a dozen
moie colorful destinies, What would twelve years of
domesticity in a village have done for Celeste? There
were two babies, Julie reealled swiftly, And Doctor

Wheeler's salary must have been frightfully small.
She remembered the endless eontriving and make-
shifts of Alansburg faculty wives,

No one had better reason to remember it all
than Julie. It was she who helped prepare and
serve faculty dinners for the comfort of eating
part of them herself. She who mended and washed
dishes and minded babies to pay for a cold eubby
of a room—so cold that she must study in the
college library. In those days, Julie could have
packed all her belongings in a matting suitcase—
and did. Life was a breathless affair of ceaseless
hurry, two tasks where one should have been,
fatigue, shrilling alarm cloeks in the bitter dark
of winter mornings, making one dollar do the work
of three.

In the gay college life, no one noticed the plain, shabby
girl who never had time to arrange her hair becomingly
or powder her nose or stop to chat, No one, that is, save
Celeste. From her intangibly royal station, Celeste stooped
to interest herself in the brilliant nondeseript girl who
was doing a four-year course in three., Celeste had made
gifts when she eould manage to have them accepted and
had put a bit of pleasure in Julie's way whenever she
could. For two unforgetable summers, she carried her off
to the Dales’ family place at the seashore and brought
the roses to Julie's cheeks.

EVER had Celeste ceased to love Julie—even after
the Dales lost their money and it was Julie who rode
the crest of the wave. And now—
“Alansburg, lady !" announced the porter, appearing to
take her bags.
Julie's fingers trembled so that she could scarcely get
a tip from her purse, and her heart beat high as it had
not done since the morning that her firm made her head



buyer and general manager for the dozen smart shops
seattered in as many eities over the earth.

Just as she left the room, she caught a glimpse of her
own animated face; with a chuckle, she tucked the tiny
sophisticated veil of lace which shadowed her eyes into
her hat. Really, that French touch was a bit too much
for an arrival in Alansburg.

The little station was a bustle of confusion, the usual
ral-rah turmoil of a railway station in any ecollege town.
Sleek-haired undergraduates in sweaters, with cigarets
dangling from their mouths, and slim, overrouged girls in
rakish sports togs elbowed about in self-conscious im-
portance. An amazing number of rickety taxicabs were
backed to the curb and their drivers raised a deafening
clamor. Students’ flivvers, stripped  to skeletons and
adorned with more or less humorous legends, crowded
the street.

Into the melée stepped the suave Miss Clayton. A small
island of awed silence surrounded her at once. DBut she
was too aceustomed to that to notice it. She was looking
cagerly about for a slender, bronze-haired, glorious-eyed
figure whose image was enshrined in her heart . ...

A dowdy, tired-faced woman gripped her arm, It
couldn’t be Celeste! DBut it was.

“Julie—oh, Julie, darling!”

Not until they were in the cheap
little old roadster and had escaped
the tangle of wheels into broad quiet
Market Street could Julie speak or
find courage to look again at Celeste.
joth women were in tears.

“I knew I'd be glad—and I knew
you'd be wonderful —but I didn't
realize how wonderful—" Celeste was
saying with husky breathlessness as
she carelessly swerved about a sharp
corner.

“I'm mot! You're such a duck,
Celie—and TI'm so happy—and such
a goose!” wailed Julie, abandonedly
mixing her poultry.

“We'll drive out the old Post Road
for a little way until we regain our
sanity,” Celeste decided, while she
jerked the wheel away from a push-
cart and wiped her eyes at the same
time.

ULIE took stock of her once
queenly Celeste as they sped out

cils. ITer cultural and reereative hours were as surely
observed as her business obligations. She kept to the trend
of books and art and social graees. She could revel, in her
many-faceted days, in a symphony or a musical comedy,
a Russian play or a football game, a studio party or
solemn scientifie conclave. Secience had been the enthu-
siasm of her school days. Julie was glive to her finger tips.

“I'm probably missing the best in life,” said she. “But
I'm having a lot of fun. And you, Celie? Of course, you're
happy. If ever I saw a love match .. .”

ELESTE'S big shadowed eyes looked far off across the

meadows into a woman’s never-never land, and in her
face was the baffled brooding of an ardent nature stifled
by realities. - “Yes—" she said, lips quivering a little,
“it was that. It is that. I wouldn’t undo it if I could.
But—oh, Julie, it's been hard! Ellis is a dreamer. He
has the spark—he is one of those men who blaze trails in
human knowledge., But he is impractical. Maybe he’ll
never get on. It's that which takes courage.

“Ie writes a lot, you know, and sometime his books
will be recognized; but it will be after we're dead, prob-
ably. Alansburg is in a rut; it doesn’t boost its men—"
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Julie noted that he wore a worn, well brushed business
suit and polished, patehed boots. Probably he did not own
a dinner coat.

He was a bit afraid of Julie, this exquisite woman in
the slinky blue and silver dinner frock, She was the sort
of person, now, from whom it is difficult to look away.
And yet, she was not beautiful, had never been so. Her
features were vividly expressive, but commonplace. Her
make-up was so perfect that one did not notice it at all,
exeept to be conseious of her flower-like freshness. Straight
black hair was drawn severely back from a perfeet hair-
line which elimaxed in a faseinating little point exactly
in the center of her forehead and swept sleekly to the knot
at the turn of her neck.

Julie's figure had always been perfect, although in the
old days the cheap, badly cut gowns she wore had served
to conceal the fact. She wore, tonight, one of those frocks
which eccase to be such by virtue of artistry. It was a
poem—a moonlit, star-spangled night translated into a
sheath of velvet and silver. Oriental eardrops, almost
sweeping her ereamy shoulders, matched the exotic chain
and bracelet which so few women could have carried off
successfully but which on her looked exactly right.

“0Odd that I ean’t remember you,”
Ellis said with a musing smile.

“No, it isn't, really,” Julie pro-
tested. “I was, doubtless, the most
obscure student in the known world.
If Celie hadn’t been an angel, she
wouldn't have known me either.” Her
eyes sparkled at all the memories
that erowded back, “But I actually
was in one of your classes, you know.
You are a marvelous teacher, Doctor
Wheeler.”

His slight, impatient gesture was
eloquent of repressed rebellion. “I am
not,” he said slowly, as though he
could not help it, “by nature or in-
clination, a teacher, at all.”

A heavy silence settled upon the
room—the shabby, pitifully neat lit-
tle room. Julie groped for the right
words which would not earry the in-
sult of too great sympathy.

The shrilling of the doorbell saved
the moment and Ellis rose to answer
jt. The guests, seven in all, drifted
in on a gale of genial chatter and
were individually rendered somewhat

the country road and her heart was
suddenly heavy. How could domes-
ticity, near-poverty, care, have so
changed her? She looked what she
was, a tired, overburdened, discour-
aged woman. She looked as any
woman looks who has wholly forgot-
ten herself. Julie saw that the only
externals to which Celeste still clung
were enough nondeseript garments in
which to appear decently.

Nothing could dim the soft fires
of her hair—mnothing, at least, save
the little streaks of white which had
already begun to encroach. But the
heavy mass of it elung preecariously
to insufficient pins hastily adjusted.
And, of course, the dark red hat was
all wrong in color, size and line.
Alansburg milliners could not be ex-
pected to achieve the sort of thing
essential to hair that may not be
bobbed on penalty of a crime against
nature and beauty. Julie sighed.

And that awful erepe frock! What color had it been
before it was washed? Washed unsucecessfully. Celeste’s
once pretty skin was neglected, sallow, guiltless of pow-
der. All the fresh pulsing color was gone. Her hands were
red and rough ; her shoulders drooped.

But it was not all this, really, which caught so unbear-
ably at Julie’s heart, but something more subtle, an inner
blurring of the ardeney and charm which had been the
girl Celeste. A dulling of the spirit.

Celeste turned the little ear into the shade of a wide
oak and stopped. “Julie—you look precisely like your
picture in that article about you in the Smart Vogues
Magazine! When I saw it, last month, I almost passed
away. I burned the oatmeal and forgot the children’s
tecth and bought a new bridge lamp instead of paying the
milk bill. T knew I had to see you, if it came to pawning
my engagement ring to come to New York. It's dear of
you to come all this way—just to see me. You're famous
and enormously suceessful—and, you're the loveliest thing
I ever saw.”

Julie laughed and hugged her. “How you talk, Celie!
You always reveled in superlatives. Anyway—it's just
clothes and knowing how to wear them. 1'd jolly well
better know how, or I'd be back in a stuffy fitting room
at five dollars a day.” That wasn’t exactly true, of course.
She had lived thriftily, invested in stock of her excellent
firm and made one or two lucky turns in real estate.
Julie was, in faet, in a position to retire if she wished.

“No,” Celeste denied, “it isn’t clothes, altogether, You
look—"" she groped for the right words, “you look so—so
fit, sartorially, physically, mentally.”

That about expressed it. Julie had not become one: of
those efficiency experts who are as hard as their blue pen-

My thoughts are as a flock of sheep;
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The cup that catches the moon’s soft rain,

dazed when presented to Julie.
“QOnly one bachelor, Julie,” Ccleste
had told her an hour earlier as they
struggled to put the two plump, ob-
streperous boys to bed. “Unattached
men, over the age of seniors, are al-
most unknown in Alansburg. Did
you ever know Martin Swain?
(‘Stand still, Robert, until mother
gets this sleeve.’) Martin was in our

Theybrowsethrough meadows cool and deep,
They wander o’er the traveled way e

And keep in order all the day.

The elf that brings the spring again.

They come at last, off in the night,

class, but I certainly didn't know
it at the time. He was an awful
grind and never went anywhere and

At night, when all the world’s asleep,
I have no power o’er my sheep.
They scurry off and seek to find
The hidden places of the wind,

She broke off contritely. “What am I thinking of!
Spoiling the first hour of your visit! We always did tell
each other our soul seerets, didn't we?”’ She summoned
a smile. “You’'ll like IEllis. Ile’s an old dear—with his head
in the clouds and his feet deep in the mysteries of the earth.

“We'll Lave to go,” she sighed, reluctantly starting the
engine. “I've the roast in the oven with the thermostat
turned just right, and the dessert and salad are ready in
the ice box. But we dine at seven in Alansburg, you
know. You haven't forgotten? There will be several
guests. I'm sorry but it had been arranged before I re-
ceived your message.” ®

Julie’s heart was full of pity. “Twelve years of wash-
ing dishes and peeling potatoes and dusting and taking
care of babics —mno wonder she looks like that!™ she
thought fiercely. “All for a selfish man who probably
thinks more of the exact lightness of the shorteake than
of his wife’s red hands.” s

Later, while Celeste, with the aid of an awkward col-
ored-woman-by-the-day, put the finishing touches to her
dinner, Julie faced the “selfish man” across the hearth in
the living-room. He did not look the part. Rather, like
Celeste, he seemed worn down by life ; his sensitive, clever
features had sharpened, he was thinner and decidedly gray.

Julie remembered the suave, clegant young instructor
in science, fresh from Yale and Oxford, who had set the
girls in a flutter when he ecame to Alansburg. Ellis Wheeler
was one of those brilliant young men who take a pot-

boiler job in a backwash of educational activities and find,

themselves—through family responsibilities or lack of
oxecutive sense or sheer obscurity—unable to swim out to
broader waters. He appeared tired and discouraged, but
the spark of aspiration and vision was still in his eyes.

To a canyon cut in shimmering white.
They peep o’er the ledge, but cannot see,
They shudder at the mystery,

And, turning, they come home to me.

helped the janitors for a living. But,
you know, he's one of those shy vio-
lets that turn out to be sunflowers.
(‘Dicky! Put down that tooth paste
and come here!’) He developed from
a clumsy, inarticulate boy into an
unusual man. He's good-looking in
a rugged fashion ; rather quiet still—
though it’s poise and not stupidity.
And he has seads of money. He's
opened those new quarries near the
railroad, and he’s made a lot in real estate, and is presi-
dent of a bank which he opened to float his own money.
Good heavens! I think I forgot to order coffee!” she
broke off abruptly, tumbled Dicky from her lap and fled
to the kitchen.

ULIE tucked her dressing-gown about her and managed
to corral the youngsters into bed; then told them a
brief and thrilling tale of a giant and a dragon, on con-
dition that they go instantly to sleep when she finished.

Dack in her room, she stood in the middle of the floor,
thinking. Thinking of Martin Swain and smiling a erooked
little smile at her own self-deception. She knew, now,
that she had come to Alansburg to sce Martin, although
she had not acknowledged it to herself. True, she had
longed for Celeste; but it would have been jollier to have
sent Celie a ticket to New York and made a lark of
it for her.

Martin's devotion had been the only color of romance
in her eollege days, if it could claim so glowing a word.
Both had gone the same breathless pace to keep up with
life. They had no time for playing about. Martin’s favor
was expressed in little more than an occasional chance
meeting in laboratory or library, when his clumsy attempts
at gallantry were met with a sort of tolerant scorn. He
found courage at last to ask her to marry him—some day,
when he should have won his place in the world. It was
on a blustery, rain-swept evening when he tried to hold
a leaky umbrella over her on the way home. And Julie
had laughed. .

Thinking of it now, she caught her breath. How crugl
girls could be! She had never forgotten the look in his
eyes when she sent him away. (Continued on page 22)
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“I don’t see what’s wrong with our life,” she choked out

=JOBBIE WILLING, with a smudge of
dark mustache, another shirt, and a
zest for living, swung into Desert
Bridge, paused, as it were, for a
month’s work on a special edition of
“The Desert Bridge Banner,” and five
years later, due to the gentling influ-
ence of a pair of clear hazel eyes and
a tantalizing dimple, was still warm-
ing the editorial chair of that publication, which he had
managed to change from a weekly flutter to a more or less
permanent wave. He had a sweet, rounded young wife,
two Better Babies (better than anyone else’s) and a
second-hand Ford which he had repaired and re-tired on
every spoke of road leading out of Desert Bridge. Ior
Desert Bridge had become for Bobbie Willing the hub of
the universe.

“Until T met Blythe here,” admitted Bobbie, “I was
just kind of cireulating around.”

There was a flashing bit of business from Blythe’s
dimples and happy eyes. “I married him and took him
out of ecirculation,” she said.

Yet Bobbie knew all the roads around. Friday morning
any week of spring, summer or fall, you might sce the
Willings (mother and daddy, the two Better Babies and
the dog) leaving town in the good old auto. It was
understood that back-shop work was not for BDobbie. Let
Silverton kill the paper. It was his paper, anyway.
Bobbie, when the rag was off the press, hied him where
the trecs were greener, the skies more blue. Blythe Will-
ing, sweet and rounded, whenever her husband beckoned,
was ready to go. Such a comfortable woman !

She might pause a moment in pretended concern, a
contemplative finger making another dimple in her soft
cheek, to consider, “The house is dusty and I ought to
wash, but we won’t be here to see the dirt; and if we're
gone, no one can come, so why shouldn’t I enjoy myself?
Anyway, work will wait, and who knows how many more
such perfeetly good days with Mount Adams floating its
clouds like silvery scarfs, and the hills all blue, and the
air so sweet, we may have? Of course I'll go, dear.
About twenty minutes?”

Sometimes they’d drive up The TTill to the pines, where
ferns and grass grew lush in the heavy dew and elear cold
springs burbled out of roecks, and it was so quiet you
could hear a bee dusting his wings when home from a
flight. Here they'd make a bean-hole, fry eggs and bacon
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A Story of Two Divergent Ways of Living and of a
Young Married Couple Who Tried Them Both
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on a flat, hot rock, toast bread or bake johnnycake in the
hot coals. At might, snug in their beds of bougls, they
rested in a sleep too deep for dreams. Sometimes they
rambled to a not too distant stream or lake, and while
Blythe mended or read and tended the babies, Bobbie lay
and fished and whispered to her, or just lay and fished,
or just lay. Lazy, idle days off in the quiet. DBeautiful,
happy days!

ND somehow, unreasonable and inexplicable as it
seems, Bobbie Willing would return to town the
gleeful victim of some new enthusiasm. He never lme?v
Low he came by these ideas of his. They seized upon his
most casual moments, transfixed him where he stood, and
Blythe, observing him, soon knew the signs of the glazed
and inward eye, the rapt, dumb look. Her dimple_would
rush in and out, her eyes soften adoringly, her voice _fall
to a gentle croon, until such time as the infant idea
should be strong enough to be delivered into the world in
the form of words. Usually, written words first. Words
serawled on an envelope, the back of a check, or, if he
had remembered to bring it, his leather-bound notebook.
When the idea was safely down, Bobbie would become
boyishly playful in his delight. Like
every man sure of his wife’s love, he
spread his fancies before her, gloated
over his creations, and, in the light of
her appreciation, perfected the thing

be had planned.

It was on such a journey DBobbie
oy Willing conceived the daringly gossipy
venture entitled, “Love Letters of a
Married Man.” There was mighty lit-
tle love in them; that is, there was
little enough of his own love in them,
but a good deal of other people’s
hinted at. Just the kind of letter
any naturally curious human enjoys.

Mark Silverton was pretty worried over printing the
first one. IHe was a well-to-do man with no mortgages
hanging over him, but he wasn’t one to tread heavily on
thin ice. He read and reread the letter Bobbie addressed:
“Dear Sally Lon”—who was presumably at the beach for
the summer—read it with eyes narrowed and lips pursed
tight. At least, he started with a face like that, quite
grim and terrible, but little by little the fierceness melted
away. He grinned. He chuckled. ITe roared and slapped
his fat knee. Gosh! It was good! All the gossip in town
spicily, briefly hinted at in just the right words. In the
pleasant manner of one who writes about his friends.
Wit mated with kindliness.

“Phe darned fool's a genius!” exclaimed Mark Silver-
ton to himself, swaying heavily back in the editorial chair
and wiping his eyes and blowing his nose. “I hope he gets
by with it.”

Bobbie had got by. Not only with the “Love Letters of
a Married Man” but with regular offerings in catchy
meter. Verse clever enough to be published in the big
magazines, everyone admitted, if the world weren’t so
populous with poets. BEveryone read Bobbie’s stuff. There
was always some unexpected quirk at the end, a humor-
ous implication handled with false dignity, or a jingly
little rhyming of a local circumstance. And DBobbie went
cheerfully on his way. When people got so much kick out
of a thing, tlu-)’could searcely kick about it.

There were other innovations. Speecial features that
appeared week after week with freshness and originality.
Tlive years of it. In the months when the radiator was
drained and the car hibernating, there were long quiet
evenings around the lamp. Bobbie had a horrible morris
chair in which he stretehed his idle length and gobbled up
fietion and fact with equal appetite.

Blythe made this haven for him. The babies, drowsy
and at their sweetest, were just out of their bibs each
night when daddy came. The better Better Baby of the
day was carried on daddy’s back a bucking journey
around chairs and through all the rooms and finally
dumped, deliciously bouncing, into his little bed. The
other Better Baby (who had not been so good that day),
waiting with shining eyes and little excited squeals for
his turn, had to be content with the more quiet jog of a
tired horsey, After their own dinner, the young parents,
tiptoeing in beside the two little beds, straightened tender
outflung limbs, tucked in the warm comforters and stood,
cach night, there in the soft gloom, with their arms

around each other, realizing, as people too seldom do, the
sweet dépth of their happiness. Such Better Babies!
Meaning, of course, better than anyone else’s babies!

“Darling, aren’t we happy?”’

“Heavenly, honey. How come I ever got the prettiest-
sweetest-lovingest girl in all the world?” (Bobbie em-
phasized his stuff with sibilant-sounding little punetuation
marks of his own.)

“QOh, Bobbie! How come I ever got the handsomest,
cleverest and best man that ever lived?”

With such expressions of confidence stored in his inner
conseciousness, how can a man doubt the wisdom of his
Creator or the worth of his own life? Bobbie Willing
walked with a little swagger to and from the peaceful
harmony of his small house.

That is, until the Gildys’ visit.

It was the middle of August that Bobbie Willing rose
on Friday morning and suggested that Blythe and the
Better Babies be bundled into the car for the last excur-
sion of the summer. Not that Bobbie expressed it that
way. He didn’t hint, he had no suspieion even, that that
was to be their last trip for many long months. Why, he
supposed, innocent of coming events and influences, that
there would be such delightful drives for two months yet!

“T really oughtn’t to go,” Blythe confessed, busily pack-
ing up just the same. “The house needs a good cleaning
and—but, oh, well, we shan’t be here to see the dirt and
if we're away, no one ean come, so I guess we're safe.
Anyway, a house isn’t just to keep, is it? Don’t forget
your flashlight. We can get some bacon as we go through
town.”

The little vacation was spent as usual, and on Satur-
day afternoon they threw the stuff into the car and started
home. They had gone up on The Hill (everyone always
speaks of it capitalized) above Desert Bridge, miles above
and closer to the sky. Now, as they eame back through
the wheat land, some fields in stubble, some with grain
still standing, they drove around a curve and met, almost,
so close was the field to the road, that great mechanieal
wonder, the combine, in operation. Drawn &y an engine,
the monstrous inanimate thing eame on, reaching out its
long arm to cut a wide swath of grain and leaving behind
it as it passed the yellow stubble, and, dotting it, the
wheat that only a moment before had swayed in the wind,
now sacked, sewed and ready for market.

OBBIE came to a stop. Tears came to his fine eyes
as he watched. When he started the ecar again, he
cleared his throat with rough thoroughness.

“You know, Blythe,” he said, “some people sce God in
trees. I do myself. Wonderful things, trees are. And
some people think of God when they see the ocean, the
desert, Niagara Falls, mountains, lightning, tornadoes, or
a peaceful landseape. I find Him there, too; but when I
see a thing like this — this almost-thinking mechanical
monster—this combine, with two or three pygmy men rid-
ing and directing its mighty efforts, I feel—well, I feel all
choked up with awe. It's, you know—it's more wonderful
than the display of elements or than mountains or trees.
They are the Creator's work. DBut man-—Ilittle ant-like
creature on his mound of dirt—evolved this miraculous
contrivance.”

Blythe agreed with a soft little throaty sound.

“And that’s as far as most men see¢ into the matter,”
Bobbie went on with vehemence, “but I—somehow I al-
ways see God behind such things more than in anything
of nature. God made man, and man is His greatest ere-
ation. Only man, struggling toward God, imitates his
Creator. I—" Suddenly a strange light flared in Bobbie's
lean brown, sensitive face. He drew out of the road and
stopped, and while Blythe looked over the hills with a
knowing, tender smile, and the engine idled, he took out
an old envelope and a peneil and wrote with eager haste,
When he had made fine writing on all the available spaee,
he thrust it inside his coat with a grateful sigh. “Got the
subject of my weakly pome,” he told his wife and he was
gleeful. "lut'll be good, too, and something that any mind
can grasp.

They kissed each other, arranged the Better Babies
more comfortably in their ear-cradles and drove on into
the twilight. Singing softly and sentimentally, they came
to their own gate,

“Bobbie!" eried Blythe, aghast, as he parked the ear,
“The light’s on! Somcone’s in the house!”

]llyth!' was right. The Gildys had come.

Running lightly up the steps, Blythe opened the door,



saw IMloyd and Janet Gildy in the fireside chairs, and
with a rush of tender friendliness, flung herself upon her
chum. “Oh, Janet!” she sang out, “I'm so glad to see
you! It's so good to see you! And hello, Floyd! How
are you?"

Janet Gildy—before she was Janet Gildy—had been the
chum, the inseparable friend of Blythe, all through high
school. They had roomed together at Normal, and had
both applied for and been elected to teach in the schools
of Desert Bridge: Blythe the first grade, Janet the fifth.
Then, the second year, Janct had resigned during the
Christmas holidays, snatched a young farmer from his
acres and took him to California on their honeymoon.
They had not returncd until now. Meantime, Blythe had
married the young editor of “The Desert Bridge Banner”
and the two girls, separated for more than six years, had
exchanged a few letters, which were followed by a casual
eard or two and then a long silence.

“Oh, Janet!” Blythe cried, giving her friend another
quick little squeeze, “You surprised me so gy

“Surprised you? Well, maybe you think we weren’t
surprised to get direeted to your house and find it eold
and unwelecoming! You should have got my letter!”

Blythe giggled. “It's probably in the office, safe as
can be.”

“You haven’t changed much, Blythe, though I suppose
you secarcely look your best right now. This is our first
vacation! We came up to see about selling the farm.
And I wanted to see you, of course. But where have you
folks been? We were afraid you were off for the week-end.”

BLYTHE laughed as she unbundled the babies. “Oh, on
our weekly vacation! We slip off somewhere several
times a month. That's why you found my house in such
a state, Janet. I just leave things as they happen to fall
when we're getting ready.”

“Weekly vacation?” gasped Janet.
one a year!”

Oh, afterward, Blythe could remiember how innocent
and naive she had been. The little fool! She and Bobbie
had taken their guests into their eonfidence as into their
home, with no reserves, no false display, no apologies.

Yet, in the two days of the Gildys’ visit, the Willings
came to a fork in the road. The pleasant way they’d
come for five years—was that the best road after all?
Or was it only the easy way?

Janet was pretty plain with Blythe toward the last,

“We can’t afford

actuated by a sincere desire to help. Oh, at this rate, the
poor Willings would never get anywhere, would never
amount to anything!

And Blythe listened, convinced little by little, as it is
not to be wondered at. The Gildys were Somecbodies.
They had a combined income of about eight thousand a
year, for they both worked, and their life was arranged
on schedule by the efficient and whirlwind Janet,

“Kvery hour has to count!” explained Janet grimly.
“We both have evening jobs we do at home, and book-
keeping on Saturdays. Now, when we're young, is the
time to make the hay. We must bend every effort toward
succeeding, Save every cent we possibly can.”

“Save?’ gasped Blythe, her face young and childish
beside the thin, determined countenance of her friend.
“With eight thousand a year?”

ANET set her lips. “I should say so. This car we
J came in is our first ecar, the first we've allowed our-
selves, and we got it awfully cheap because the fellow
who owned it in the first place got into trouble and had
to have some eash quick to save himself from disgrace.
It was our chance. Then we save on clothes, too. I just
have one nice outfit. I spend less than you do, I suspect.
I notice you have a dainty taste for silk undies and
such—"

“They are just as cheap!” declared Blythe.

“Not for me. There is the washing to be done at home.
I haven’t time to dabble. Sometime I expect to have lovely
things. But not now while we're laying up.”

“I suppose you have a lovely home, though, Janet. Lots
of people do put their money in their homes rather than
on clothes and trips and the like. We plan to buy this
little house on easy payments as soon as we can.”

Janet raised horrified eyebrows. “This place, dear? For
heaven's sake, why?’ And her scornful glance pointed
out to poor Blythe the shameful shortcomings of their
contemplated purchase.

“Oh, we've been so happy here. And we just want to
own our own home, you know. Besides, if it were ours,
we'd improve it so!”

Janet gave a shrill sound of pity and distress. “Why,
Blythe, don't you know it doesn’t pay? Make your land-
lord improve it for you. I should think—" She hesitated,
then began more tactfully, “Now, we can’t afford to own
our own home yet.”

“You can't afford it? Do you rent an apartment?”’

“Well, we
can’t afford to
have the kind
of home we
want yet. We
have it in mind
pretty well. A
niece location
and a house of
realmerit,
planned by an
architecet and
decorated by
an interior dec-
orator. Fire-
places, oil heater, hardwood,
period furniture and every-
thing. Until we can have such
a place as that, we get along
in a small apartment. It's so
much cheaper. One room, bath
and kitchenette. We're never
home, so why pay rent on
more ?”’

It seemed to Blythe that she
had somewhere in mind some-
thing to say for her own atti-
tude but she could not for the
life of her find the key to that
particular cubbyhole of con-
seiousness where the argument
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was stored. So she answered weakly, “I suppose it's the
way one should do. Have a high ideal and strive toward
it. We've—why, I guess we've just been satisfied with
anything !”

“Well, some people are ambitious and some aren’t.”

“There are no. apartment houses in Desert Bridge,”
Blythe explained a bit defensively, “and then, anyway,
vou see, we have to have more room for the Better Babies.
How about children, Janet? Aren’t you going to have
some pretty soon?” :

Janet shrugged. “My dear, we ean’t afford to! Really,
can you conceive of our splitting our income almost in
half and at the same time doubling our expenses? It's too
much to expect of anyone. So I don’t suppose we'll ever
have a family. Though I'd rather like one child.”

Every hour Blythe learned something from the Gildys.
For instance, there was the suggestion Floyd made when
he learned the arbitrary office hours that Bobbie observed.
They were eating dinner and Floyd was enjoying the kind
of cooking mever found in public eating places. Blythe
had a knack that way.

“Do you mean to say, Bob,” asked Floyd Gildy, ceasing
to trouble the leg of chicken with his fork and taking it up
frankly in his fingers, “that you practically have half your
time free? Why, man alive, you could double your in-
come! Why don’t you get another job or two? You can
do this little writing business evenings while you rest.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that.”

“Why not? Man, this is a busy age. You want to grab
opportunity while you're young.” While you're young!
Thirty, aren’t you? Well, in the next ten years you ought
to be laying up for old age. Do you know the statistics on
men over sixty? It's disturbing knowledge. It's—it’s dis-
tressing. Few men of sixty are self-supporting. Old and
broke and nobody to care.” And Floyd Gildy dropped his
tired eyes to the pleasant pursuit of calories again.

“That’'s a cheerful thought,” commented the irrepress-
ible Bobbie. “T’ll keep it in mind. It ought to be good for
an editorial or a sad and solemn poem.”

The Gildys washed their hands of Bobbie. He was too
light-minded and giddy. Janet concentrated on Blythe.
“0Oh, no; we can’t go to chureh,” Janet cried. “Why,
Sunday is our busy day. Sometimes, if we get our clothes
cleaned and pressed and the apartment cleaned in time, we
go to a movie. But we haven't time for church. You
know, the obligations and all. Sometime, when we get our
pile made, we expect to join one of the big churches. Not
some little struggling affair.”

“Wh-what denomination ?”

“Oh, T don’t know. We'll get in with a nice bunch of
people. You know, Blythe, it’s perfectly absurd for you
to rush around to teach a Sunday schoel class and give to
the church. Why, they shouldn’t expect it of you!”

“Bobbie and I—" began Blythe gently.

But Janet interrupted briskly. “Quite often,” she told
her old chum cheeringly, “the woman is the motive spirit
of the pair. The urging influence. The ambitious element.
I suppose no one will ever know how many successful
men have been almost forced to succeed by their clever
and resourceful wives!”

HE seed was sown. Blythe listened humbly. She com-

pared her own drifting, happy-go-lucky existence with
the hard-driven, sacrificing career of the Gildys and stood
appalled.

“Do you know what I'm going to do?” she asked Bob-
bie one evening after the Gildys had gone back to Califor-
nia. “I'm going to sign up as substitute teacher in the
schools here. A day or two a month at about five or seven
dollars per will be pretty nice. And I'll get Mabel Jen-
nings to stay with the children. Then, by the time they
are old enough to go to school themselves, I'll get a regu-
lar position!” Her voice at the end sounded a little paean
of rejoicing.

Bobbie frowned and felt for the bristles of his smudge
of mustache. “Oh, I don’t like that idea at all, Blythe.
Aren’t you satisfied with what I give you? I can't be
princely with my offerings but all I've got is yours!”

Blythe’s lips quivered with the intensity of her feeling,
“QOh, darling, it’s not that I'm dissatisfied! Who could
be dissatisfied with such a dear, generous husband? But
T'm thinking of the future. T7c—we must think of the
future. We aren’t laying up anything for old age. We
don’t even worry! We just drift. Life flies by so fast,
and what will we have when our children get bigger and
real expenses come? We've got to wake to our responsi-
bilities. Don’t say you forbid me, Bobbie !

“Of course not!” Bobbie (Continued on poge 24)

i T

Lasy, idle days off
in gbqe quiet. Beautiful,

Rhs s f)appy daqs
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And there was the girl. His Charmian. She was being carried on shoulders, too—of ringmasters
and groundmen who fought to touch so much as a satined toe

g[ere Gomes the c% andwagon/

N THE big top, the arena
superintendent’s whistle
sounded, The wide ecanvas
curtaing across the hippo-
drome entrance parted. A
N wave of handeclapping and
 rattling of programs swept
through the tent, Six abreast,
on prancing white steeds, the
Behind
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ringmasters rode into the hippodrome.
them came a golden bandwagon with its erash of

drums and brass. And behind the bandwagon—

the grand promenade of the circus’ “glittering
ealaxy!” Des Moines was here! The show was

on. Charmian, wrapped in a white velvet ecape

that hid her figure underneath, slipped along the perform-
ers’ corridor and talked rapidly with Pim Pim, who waited
with his battery of clowns to fall into line behind the
elephants. Through the canvas opening she pointed across
the arena to the box which held Tony’s mother. Pim Pim
nodded, his grotesque grin widening.

Mrs. Perrin, trembling, her hands fluttering ceasclessly,
watehed the passing spectacle with a growing ecestasy of
wonder that burst from her in little gasps. Others in the
box watched the old lady as closely as they watched the
glittering parade.

A stir above the boxes rose to the highest tiers. The
clowns were coming, tumbling, screeching, bursting their
balloons and defying the huge policeman with a pumpkin
head. Mrs. Perrin jumped in delight. Suddenly Pim Pim

By H. L. GATES

Be sure to read this dra-
matic climax of one of
the most sensational
stories of American
circus life ever written.
Laugbs and thrills await
you in this tremendously

gripping installment
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left the line with a deft handspring that brought him up
standing at the box rail. His face seemed to open so broad
with his grin, and his cackle brought joyous response
from the youngsters in the stand.

“Why, there’s Mrs. Perrin, of Sharonville,” the clown
eried in his shrill arena voice. “My goodness!”

RS. PERRIN started, her eyes widened. Pim Pim
climbed the rail and took her hands. “How’s Par-
son Simpkin, Mrs. Perrin? Think of you coming to the
circus! I must tell all the folks. How’s Mr, Tony and
Miss Charmian? And Eph Perkins? How's everybody
at Sharonville ?”
Mrs. Perrin’s mouth dropped open. hen she slipped
forward in her chair. But Pim Pim, with his cackle, was
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tumbling away. She turned to her grinning neigh-
bors in the box. “Lands sakes!” she said to them
collectively. “Aren’t circus people nice?"”

She rose to her feet to look after the clown.
When she sat down, she embraced her neighbors
again with a bright nod. “Mr. Tony that he asked
about is my son, and Miss Charmian’s my daugh-
ter. That was them who were here a little while
ago. I must tell them when they come back.”

The genial man spoke down over her shoulder,
“Do you know many eireus people, ma'am?"”

“Lands sakes, no. I always thought they were
wicked. DBut they’re so polite! My boy and my
daughter said they weren’t wicked at all. They
must be right.”

Through the remainder of the performance, Mrs. Perrin
maintained a running fire of comments, exclamations and
confidence with her “neighbors.” The trained rooster that
boxed a clown reminded her of “Freddy.” “He was my
pet,” she confided to the genial man. “He died last spring.
The hens missed him terrible, My Tony missed him, too,
when he eame home last fall.”

HIE was nervous, once or twice, because Tony and

Charmian hadn’t returned, but either the good-hu-
mored one or some new commotion in the arena imme-
diately occupied her mind, She was completely held by
the changing panorama before her. Occasionally she
would turn to those around her and remind them, as if
the wonder must be as new (Continued on page 41)



The Home Life of the
Harold Lloyds

A Close-up of the Family of Ope of the Most Popular

quures op America’s Silver Screen

By C. CLYDE COOK
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A Personal Message to Woman’s World Subscribers

'y intellizgence has good judgment enough to leave the opera-
The man of more than ordinary thinking power is, as far
time an unconscious believer in
there are wives who are unable to manage their
are able to manage themselves, but this ratio certainly is very limited.

The upbringing of our daughter,
Mildred Gloria, who is now three years old, he infrusts almost entirely to me, other
The actual management of the house he
His work at the studio,
is all that he cares to handle.
from home, and,
Harold loves to read, as I do.
ment we find nothing more diverting than a game of bridge, and I might add that among
the books I mentioned we love to read will be found the writings of Mr.

HE average man of ordin:
tion of hiz home to his wife.
as I have observed, mninety percent of the
cent tyranny. True,
than they
Harold never

interferes in the running of our home,

exercising of the customary fatherly devotion.
never seeks to control nor to interfere with.

drain, both mental and physical,
more than an occasional evening away
interested in pretty much the same things.

Lenz, two of our best-known bridge whist experts.
The one sure way
a chalk line, a cert

to destroy the affections of a man is to attempt to make him follow
ain routine to pursue, and to restrict his liberty.
opinion should belong to some lodge, some organization that will take him out one evening

the benefi-
homes any more

than
with its constant
Neither of us craves
fortunately for us, we each are

For entertain-

Work and Mr,

Every man in my

a week. Many marriages go on the rocks because of a too constant association. Every

wife, as well as husband, should have some outside interests, especially in these modern

days.
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QU simply eannot serve two masters!” wails  Below—Harold, him- %""\‘_\\
the sardonic wiseaere who has been a “Jack-  self, from a recent e
of-all-trades and master of none.” He is photograph. Right—
ﬁrm]y convineed that the place for woman Mildred Davis Lloyd
is in the home, and he preaches this rather and their daughter, N

- : ancient dogma with a philesophic wag of
!llb bullet-shaped head deqpltp the deplorable fact that his
woman, whose place is in the home, takes in washing
for a living!

Women the nation over have proved conclusively that
a woman’s plaee is not always in the home. Some of the
most responsible positions in the eountry are most capably
filled by efficient women. In addition to tending to busi-
ness or following ecertain professional eareers, they also
conduct happy and successful homes. Take such notable
women as Mabel Walker Willebrandt, Carrie Chapman
Catt, Madame Schumann-Heink, who are living testimo-
nials of the modern version that a woman's place is where
she is most efficient.

Out in Hollywood, the town celluloid is reputed to have
built, there is a happy couple that has successfully com-
bined a professional ecareer with a happy home life. The
average American will tell you that nine out of every ten
marriages among motion picture people are disastrous.
The official erape-hangers will argue that the matrimonial
barque of the majority of picture people is predestined
for the rocks almost from the moment of the deluge of
rice and ancient shoes. Be that as it may, two of film-
dom’s most celebrated members are a living refutation
of the old saw that “you cannot serve two masters!”

Harold Lloyd and Mildred Davis Lloyd are doing this
very thing and doing it in such a pleasing way that few
people outside of the pictures are aware of the fact. Quite
naturally all movie fans are familiar with the wholesome
comedies in which Harold Lloyd appears. They ean enu-
merate with surprising accuracy each and every motion
picture in which the comedian has appeared. Perhaps
they can even tell you of the trials and tribulations
through which Harold passed before attaining his present
position in the cinema firmament. And not a few will
recall some of the cinema exploits of Mildred Davis, the
sweet little Portland girl who became Harold’s bride after
appearing in some of his leading sereen productions. But
how many can tell you of the home life of this couple?

An Inborn Love of Home
The intimate friends of Harold Lloyd are quite familiar
with the eomedian’s love for a home. From boyhood,
back in Nebraska where Harold used to peddle newspa-
pers in order to be of some assistance to his mother, he
seldom ever formed associations that would tend to take
him from home. When his father and mother moved to
Denver, Harold entered into the home life with new zest.
After meeting the trains on cold wintry nights with his
wares, instead of playing around with the *“‘wise” boys,
Harold preferred to slip home and enjoy the warm fire

while reading avidly of his favorite authors.

Gloria. A happy

filmland trio

So many stage and screen actors, once they reach that
dignified pinnacle of fame and success, are accused of
becoming obsessed with the “gay night life,” cabaret par-
ties and other frivolous pastimes. But success never had
such a demoralizing influence upon this clean-cut Amer-

ican. Rather it accentuated his love for a home, and after

.his marrviage to Mildred Davis, Iarold discovercd new

interests and a stronger appeal ‘i ‘home life, It then
grew to be a monumental” institution, symbolizing the
thing which should be very dear to the hearts of all

o both
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American people, and he and Mildred

found that, without the sanelity
and seclusion of their home, fame would
be a most hollow shell indeed !

The unanimous report of Mildred's girl associates is to
the effeet that “Mid” is supremely wrapped up in her
home and a darling little girl, Mildred Gloria, who clings
as tenaciously to the heartstrings of her fond parcents as
the well-known leech. The furnishings in the Lloyd home
in Beverly Hills, the superior quality and good taste of
all tapestries and architectural designing, are all reminis-
cent of simplicity in earlier days. The Lloyds simply do
not go in for the usual “round of banquets” sueh as secms
to typify Hollywood; or at least is the consensus of
opinion throughout the United States. They derive an
abundant amount of satisfaction and enjoyment from
remaining in the quietude of their own home, entertaining
little Mildred Gloria, or entertaining a small group of
their most intimate friends.

A Thoroughly Domestic, American Couple

The time-honored eonception of a moving picture star’s
home is one of extravagant luxury and utter lack of
cconomy, with the pampered cinema star having every
whim obsequiously granted by groveling servants. In the
case of Mildred Lloyd, however, this becomes another
exploded belief, for Mildred is a typical home bedy who
delights in direeting the work in her household and doing
the little domestic duties which a loving mother alone can
perform. As a consequence, there is a wealth of comfort
and hospitality in the atmosphere of the Lloyd home, and
the easual visitor, upon entering the portals, instantly
senses the presence of a home-loving Ameriean eouple.

“I sinecrely believe that the motioh pieture star who
combines a happy home life with his eareer,” Harold
Lloyd declared enthusiastically, “will prove more of a
success on the screen. Also, his acting before the camera
will have the ring of sincerity and realism, which secms
palpably lacking when his home life is unhappy. He ap-
pears to be surrounded by an aura of contentment when
his home surroundings are cheerful, and his presence in
the studio serves to cheer up those around him. That is
why we always try, during the production of a motion
picture, to maintain an atmosphere of cheerfulness around
the studio set. As success begets success, so cheerfulness
begets cheerfulness.”

The writer had the privilege of observing the famous
comedian both in his home and around the studio, during
the aetual produetion of his latest comedy suceess, “The
Kid Brother,” and there was always a radiating influence
of happiness about him. (Continued on page }9)
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Fish Seasons
and

Best Cooking Methods

or

Many Darieties

|

| SEASON ‘Brest CooxiNe METHODS
SR N SR PR N L P e e Fry
Alewife (Herring Family) ‘
T e . S March to May....... ‘Bukc-, broil, sauté
Dried ... ool sl All year............ Bake, broil, sauté
PArPacidn . e v SPEER R e e Bake, broil
Bass—Black ............ G0 L AT SR SR Fry, sauté, bake, broil
Saal e LT R A A R T F'ry, sauté, bake, broil
Striped G WL year. .. oh e Fry, sauté, bake, broil
JEHELE 0 s om0 All" FOAT <o cianies ol cii Fry, sauté, bake, broil
IBTook TBront e ok - .o ek AN FenEL St T F'ry or broil
Bullheade oo . o Spring to fall.. ..o Fry, steam, boil
Carp <oins e S AR Al year. oL it Bake, broil, fry
Cathsh & il e e s osisin N e s Fry
Clame o L2 VTN AT vear i . i Raw, steam, fry
S i B o e JeE May to middle October (Raw, steam, fry
Little Neck..c.vvonios IFall, winter, spring. . |Raw, steam, fry
1S G G S ) i TFall to end of spring. |Raw, steam, fry
tlod e i All year. ... ivoneiss Broil, bake, steam, boil
Crabs—Atlantic hard..... All year... ..« <.« |Boil, broil, fry
Atlantic =oft. .. .. .0 .. May to October...... Boil, broil, fry
Pacific hard........... All year. ssesmiaed e Boil, broil, fry
rawhsh e o v a September to May... |Sauté, fry
(B b o P Co I e ) eSS All year....isees - Bake, steam, boil
Hel i aeo i e s AR v e s s Fry, broil
Finnan Haddie (Smoked).|All year............ Steam, bake, boil
Flounder & leitic. Uil AL yoar-o.s ke Fry, broil, bake
Prostash s g e e September to May... |Sauté, broil, bake
B AdAock e e e s oty s Rl eyonri. il et Bake, broil, steam
AR E e tes s suatsie terie Al venr. Sl s Bake, steam
BHalbbit co e owsate All FeaAr. cccceannnns Broil, bake, steam
FlerTine ool n TE e Al venr oo Broil, fry, bake, steam
Kingfish or Cavalla (Mack-
erel Family) ... ...... WO LR o) O O Pt P S Broil’ bake
Tiake Hertdng.coocs o voiiae AL ORTS, Lfiie e o eer Fry, broil, boil
Tiake IDTORY I il - o v e April to November. .. |Bake, broil, sauté
Ling (lake fish)......... AUV weatT ok o s Bake, steam, broil
FIODBEOE s loals o e v s sisinisiage AL YORT s eie e e Broil, bake, boil
Mackerel—Tinker (Chub) |Spring to fall....... Broil, bake, steam
Adantics ol UTEEES L L L Fall ceiovoiiianan s Broil, bake, steam
PaeHe St o e e Spring to fall....... Broil, bake, steam
5L R E o e Ve T ot S AL FORY S o e via s st Broil, fry, bake
Mugkellunge. ..o vsing- ANt venr. R LTl Broil, fry, bake
OIYEEET " s o vimie s sattiasioh September to April... |Raw, fry, ete.
ORI 5% 2 ito vs s iats alote mike All FeaAr. s sevassas Iq‘ry’ bro]’], bake
Bickeral! - o léaiinindqyvn e AN menn ta e ud elarare misiare Fry, broil, bake
Pike Sl e s dpeael s AN VORT &3 S o afevie i Fry, broil, bake
POmpPano; i « « sl o siaes EANL: FOAT o b siaieininiaieind Broil, “ry, bake
Porgies .. usiiiesaaiasaat AR F ORI S alais iivare s o b Broil, fry, bake |
Mablefnhre s ot i Sl (ANl yenr. .. Bake, steam, broil
Salmon—Atlantic ....... April to October. .. .. 3ake, broil, steam i
Pacific ... ..isidapnees AEveRT o e aanee s Bake, broil, steam |
Sardine, California....... VR e Fry, broil, bake !
Seallops v . v siaesisnsioss s e R e PO T'ry, broil
R b ey R e R November to May. ... [Broil, sauté, bake
ShAdR T Rl ol S January to June..... Bake, broil
Shrimp—Gulf of Mexico..|March to November. . [Boil
Pacific Coast........... September to May. .. [Boil
TN D R e st e A L AN YelT o aaamisisa Boil, fry
S [ e ey Y NP Fall and winter...... Fry, broil, bake
Snappers ........coieean AT year bl Bake, boil, broil
Cfad e B s £ S AT year . o hinanse s Fry or sauté, broil
Spanish Mackerel........ September to fall, ... |Broil, fry, bake
Spanish Mackerel..... .+« |Winter in Florida. ... |Broil, fry, bake
SRR B e Spring to late fall.... |Broil, bake
Swordfish—Atlantie ..... June to Oectober. .... }Ih'oi]. bake
T L L e o D e July to September. .. Broil, bake
Tautog or Blackfish...... AlEvage. Ao !Brnil. fry, bake
Terrapin ............... {October to May. ..... Broil, fry, bake
IR sl s iwe s siv i s Oectober to May...... Bake, steam, broil
D e o o = s aie aa s ala s B Y OAD e s s e amninis Bake, steam, broil
EOGE SRR ¢ o v el sie e s ZE YT e Bake, steam
Nhitebalth. .. .\ . v August to June...... IFr',v
NIt 0 o sl |April to December. .. Bake, broil, fry
Yellowtail (Tuna Family) | Most of year........ rBrc-il. bake, fry
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Practical recipes for some very savory dishes
cat fish on Friday and usually on ne other day. There is no good
with the best ways of cooking fish, best in order to bring out or perhaps to
Cooking Methods Determine Flavor
juices and turned the delicate flesh into tough, stringy fibers, while we bake it so
Fillets of Fish
containers, iced so that the ice doesn’t actually touch the fish at all and then
handling and preparation of the fish at the receiving plants, from which, by the

By Lily Haxworth Wallace

reason, though, why fish should not be served at any rate two or three

retain its own inherent good flavor or in the instance of the less flavorful varieties
We are too apt to put a piece of fish into a pan with an all too generous
slowly that these same juices are wasted. Most fish, especially fillets, should be
Speaking of fillets of fish, it is only quite recently that fish has been brought
shipped by fast train, or in some cases the fish itself is frozen. In either instanece,
way, it is shipped the same day it is landed, ready for cooking with a minimum

y NFORTUNATELY, we have become imbued with the idea that we should
times a week—no good reason other than that some of us are not aequainted

to serve with it such appetizing sauees as to render it delicious.

amount of its native element (water) and to boil it until we have dissipated the

baked for a brief period in a very hot oven.

to us in this appetizing and wasteless form, either packed in hermetically sealed

all bone and waste are removed and almost surgical care is exercised in the

amount of home preparation.
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Recipes foz‘
Eight Tasteful
Disbhes Illustrated

on the Opposite Page

Baked Stuffed Haddock

14 teaspoon mixed herbs
1 egg or 14 cup milk

1 cup bread crumbs
13 cup bacon fat or diced bacon or

pork 1 medium-sized haddock
1 teaspoon parsley Salt and pepper

Mix the bread erumbs, bacon or pork and seasonings; moisten with the
beaten egg or milk. Stuff the fish after scaling and cleaning (leave
head on), sew up the opening over the stuffing and place in a baking pan,
laying a few strips of pork or bacon over the fish or putting a little
bacon fat into the pan with it. Add ome cup of water and bake in a
moderate oven—350-375 degrees F.—for one hour, basting ocecasionally
with the liquor in the pan. Two-thirds cup oysters or mushrooms may be
added to the stuffing for variety.

Cost of making, 80c; time of making, 114 hours; serves four.

Planked W hitefish

Mashed potatoes
Peas
Stuffed tomatoes or peppers

1 three-pound whitefish
2 slices diced bacon
Salt
Paprika

Lay the whitefish, which has been cleaned, split and boned, skin side
down (tacking into place), on a hot oiled plank. Sprinkle with diced bacon,
salt, paprika ; place near flame and broil until golden brown, then remove to
a little distance from the fire and cook more slowly about twenty minutes.
Just before done, remove from fire and arrange on plank around the fish a
bordér of seasoned mashed potatoes, forming nests in this. Replace in the
oven and allow the potatoes to brown delicately. Have ready stuffed tomatoes
or peppers for an additional garnish with parsley or watercress, radish roses
or stuffed olives and fill the potato nests with hot seasoned peas,

Cost of making, $1.50; time of making, 1 hour; serves four.

Canned Salmon Salad

1% ecups mayonnaise

1 hard boiled egg, sliced
Watercress

Strips of pimiento

1 large can salmon
11, cups diced celery
1 teaspoon onion juice
Salt and paprika
1 tablespoon lemon juice

Drain and pick over the fish, removing all skin and bone. Blend with
the celery, onion juice, salt and paprika, lemon juice and half the mayon-
naise. Pack into a mold or bowl and chill. Unmold and garnish with the
sliced hard boiled egg and cress, pouring the remaining mayonnaise over
the salad and adding strips of pimiento for a high note of color. Serves six.

Clost (-)f making, 96e; time of making, 40 minutes, chilling additional;
serves six., % :

New England Salt Fish Dinner

This consists of codfish boiled in milk or water, then covered with a
cream sauce to which hard boiled finely chopped egg has been added, the
fish then being served with an accompaniment of plain boiled potatoes,
boiled beets and onions seasoned with butter and a little minced parsley.

Mixed Sea Food Cocktail
For 1“:1(-11 service allow two oysters, two shrimps and two elams, or a similar
proportion of other desired combinations, (Recipes continued on page 13)
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Sea FoodServiceGlovified

Instrudtions for preparing this wholesome food
By Lily Haxworth Wallace

HERE is no food more abundant than fish ; ocean, lake and river abound in
E}.I it. True, some of the inland waters must be repopulated from government
®

hatcheries, but for those living within easy reach of the coast, at least, the
supply is practically unlimited and we can almost always find some fish in
market which is reasonable in cost.

Exhaustive tests by food scientists have proved beyond doubt that the proteins
of fish are just as readily digested as the proteins of most meats, while fish fat is
almost completely digestible. In this connection, remember that different groups
of fish store their fat differently. Cod, though classified as a lesn fish, has a high
fat content; this, however, is practically all contained in the liver, from which
it is pressed and used as a food medicine. Salmon, herring, shad, mackerel and
others have their fat distributed throughout the body tissues, while some fish are
almost entirely lacking in fat.

Elements of Nutrition
The nutritive value of fish when properly cooked is high though lacking per-
haps somewhat in carbohydrates or fuel value. This, however, may be balanced
by the addition of a rich sauce into the composition of which flour or butter or
both enter, or by the fat it absorbs in cooking. The bland dry fish, like haddock,
may also be enriched by the addition of a stufling or dressing.

Medicinal V alue of Sea Foods
The iodine content of fish is a very essential food constituent and its absence
from the diet of many inland people who are unable to secure sea foods unless
supplied in other ways often leads to diseased conditions.

Baked
Stuffed
Haddock
Recipe on
page 12

Planked
W bitefish
Recipe on
page 12

Smoked
Salmon
Club
Sandwich
Recipe on
this page

Mixed
Sea Food
Cocktail

Recipe on
bage 12
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New England
Salt Fish
Dinner
Recipe on
page 12

Canned
Salmon
Salad
Recipe on
page 12

Baked
Fillets

of Fish
Recipe on
this page

Broiled
Lobster
Recipe on
this page

Recipes for Eight Tasteful Dishes
(Continued from page twelve)

Smoked Salmon Club Sandwich

Fresh tomatoes Lettuce
French dressing Thin slices smoked salmon
Buttered toast Stuffed olives

Marinate tomato slices in I'rench dressing. Cover a sliee of toast with the
tomato ; on this put erisp lettuce leaves, also dipped in dressing. Cut the sal-
mon in convenient pieces, arrange over lettuce, top with toast and garnish

with a stuffed olive.
Baked Fillets of Fish

If very large, cut the fillets into convenient-sized portions for serving.
Roll up each picee, fasten with a small wooden toothpick, lay close together
in a plate and pour over each portion a teaspoon of salad oil and the same
of lemon juice. Allow the fish to marinate in this for one hour, then roll
in seasoned crumbs, dip into beaten egg and again into erumbs. Place in
a baki_ng pan and bake in a hot oven—400 degrees F.—fifteen to twenty-
five minutes, aceording to thickness. Garnish with cut lemon and parsley
or watercress and serve with tartar sauce.

Broiled Lobster

Some people boil lobster first, then split, brush it over with butter and
broil, basting frequently with more butter. Others broil the uncooked
lobster, first killing it by inserting a sharp knife at the joint where the
tail and body shell come together thus cutting through the spinal cord,
then splitting and broiling, basting frequently, The latter method requires a
longer period of cooking and results in a more tender lobster. Broil the large
claws and erack before serving. Garnish with parsley or watereress and serve
with melted butter, cut lemon and tomato eatsup or chili sauce, L

LAk
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Goggle smiled a

wide sniile. “Climb
aboard! I’ve come
to take you to the
ball. Climb aboard!
Room for everybody !

And mwcay they
went with a
whirr-whivr-whirrr.
And Leonora Dolly,
who algso came,

held to Polly’s hand

THE BUTTERFLY BAL

The Elite of the Fairy Kingdom Make Merry at the
Also Attended by Special Invitation.

Up above the dancers appeared
« marvelous butterfly

OLLY POM and Peter Pom, with Leonora Dolly Pom
between them, were sitting by the brook blowing
soap bubbles just as fast as ever they could.  Of
course, Leonora Dolly Pom didn’'t blow any—she just
watched with her blue eyes wide open and wished she could.

Peter Pom drew in a long, long breath that made his
chest puff out like a football. “I'm going to blow a big
one,” he said. Then he dipped his bubble pipe into the
sudsy water and blew and blew and blew. First there came
a little bubble that was round and shiny, and that wasn’t
blue and wasn’t green. Then it became a bigger bubble
that shone green on one side and blue on the other and red

. on top. And then, as Peter puffed out his cheeks and blew
some more, it became a big, bigz, big bubble that was purple
and green and red and orange and silver—and all the other
colors melted together.

Polly clapped her hands and cried: ‘“My, that's the big-
gest, beautifulest, bubbliest bubble that I ever did see!”

But the bubble kept right on growing until it was bigger
than Peter himself. “Now let go of it, Peter,” said Polly,
“or it might carry you away just like a balloon.”

So Teter, whose breath was almost gone anyway, let go of
the bubble. But first he spoke a message inside the bubble,
for the man in the moon to hear when it sailed up to the
sky, because he wanted to thank the man in the moon for
the nice visit they had had with him. Then the big, round,
shiny bubble, with all its beautiful colors, floated away up
into the air, And even the dolly laughed with delight.

“Oh, my!” said Polly, as the bubble disappeared over the
tree tops, “I'm going to save all my breath for six and a
half minutes, and blow a big balloon-bubble, too.”

UT she didn’t. Because just then sométhing happened.

And you'll never guess what it was if you try from now
until next Thursday morning! There was a tiny rustling
noise in the branches, and then—before they knew what
had happened—something fell into the brook—Plop!! And
then a little voice cried out, “Oh, help!”

Now, Polly and Peter had heard the voice of the honey
bee, and this voice wasn't his. And they had heard the sea
horses, and Mr, Thomas Turtle, and the turtle’s grandfather,
and Sir Charles Cricket, and all the birds—but this voice
wasn't like any of theirs. And they couldn’t imagine who
could have fallen into the brook.

So Peter hurriedly took off his shoes and stockings and
waded out into the brook, while Polly and Leonora Dolly
T'om stood on the bank.

“Please hurry,” said the volce in the water, “or I'll
drown. I can’t swim, you know.”

And there, holding onto a leaf, was a little creature
Peter had never seen hefore. Peter helped her out of the
water and then asked respectfully, “Are you a caterpillar?
And have you lost your clothes?”

By PAUL A. FLORIAN

“This is no time to ask questions,” said Polly firmly,

as she dried the poor wet thing with her handkerchief.’

“1'm afraid you'll catch cold,” she added.

The strange little creature said, “I've been just as wet
before, but of course that was from the dews. And I don't
mind,” Then Peter saw that she wasn’'t a caterpillar at all,
but a slim, graceful person with a silver jewel on her fore-
head. And she had a fine silk dress that was so very wet
it clung to her like her very own skin.

Then she coughed a faint little cough, returned Polly’s
handkerchief, and said to Peter, “No, I'm not a caterpillar
—but of course I was!”

“You were?”’ asked the children.

“Because I'm a butterfly—all butterflies were caterpillars.’

“PBut where are your wings? We never saw a butterfly
without any wings before,” said Polly and Peter together,

But at that question, the poor butterfly without any wings
began to ery most bitterly—as anybody would whe had lost
their wings. Polly slipped her little pink handkerchief into
the butterfly’s hand, so she could dry her tears, and said

“Why aren’t you now?”

r

sympathetically, “‘There, there. You probably lost them
when you fell into the brook.” p :
“No,” wept the butterfly. “I lost them this morning,

and I must find them soon or I shan’t be ready for the
butterfly ball tonight.”

“My, isn't that too sad!” said Polly, who had a very
warm heart.

“What color were your wings?’ Peter asked.

THE butterfly replied, “Almost all colors that you can
imagine, and even a few more. My name is Rainbow be-
cause I had so many colors in my wings.”

This gave Peter an idea. “If we made you some round
wings,” said he, “would you use them and go to the ball?"

“Why, yes, indeed,” said pretty Miss Rainbow, and she
almost danced when she saw what Peter did next.

He took out his soap bubble pipe and blew the loveliest,
roundest little bubble for one wing and then the prettiest,
roundest little bubble for the other wing and brought them
to Miss Rainbow. And the bubbles shone and shimmered
in the sun, with all the colors you ever saw or dreamed of.

Little Miss Rainbow was so very happy when she found
that the bubbles would make excellent wings! She didn't
ery, for fear of melting the bubbles, but took them in her
tiny hands and rose up in the air with them. Jut before
she flew away, she asked Polly and Peter and Leonora Dolly
if they would come to the ball. And when they S:liﬂ.ﬂll‘y'([
love to, she said, “Be ready when you see the first light of
the moon. I will send a messenger to bring you.”

And that night, just as the man in the moon peeped one
eye out, they heard a whirr-whirr-whirr just outside their

“Please hurry,”
said the voice
in the water

Gorgeous Butterfly Ball.

Polly and Peter

The butterfly said, “I had
washed them and left them
on a plum blossom up in
the tree to dry”

window, and a tap-tappa-tap
on the sill. Polly and Peter
and Leonora Dolly answered
at once—and who should be
waiting for ' them but old

Goggle, the dragon fly who
lived down by the mulberry

bush beside the merry brook.

Goggle smiled a wide smile and his long body shone
brightly in the moonlight, “Climb aboard! I've come to
take you to the ball. Climb aboard! Room for everybody !”

And away they went, with a whirr-whirr-whirrr, And
Leonora Dolly, who should have been fast asleep, held tight
to Polly’s hand.

FJYHEN they saw a ring of dancing lights in front of them,

down by the bottom of the hill—and that’s where Goggle
was taking them., And there they were! As Goggle stopped
on a broad leaf where they could sit comfortably and see all
that went on, he said, “We're just in time to see the grand
procession.”

Then the butterflies came! They fluttered in just as
silently as a flower opens its petals, and they were all
dressed in their loveliest wings and dresses. First came a
butterfly arrayed all in silver, just like a moonbeam come to
life; then came a bright butterfly who looked like a pansy ;
and then there followed all the colors you've ever heard of!
They formed four rings on the grass, one ring inside of an-
other, ‘and slowly fanned their wings in the air as long as it
would take to count sixty.

And then, down among the bushes, an insect orchestra
began to play and all the butterflies chose partners and be-
gan their graceful dance. Polly leaned way over on her leaf
in order to see the orchestra better, and whom should she
see but Honey Dee, who played the cello, and Sir Charles
Cricket, who played the violin, and a young grasshopper
who played the drums!

The dancers were swaying to the gay tune of the orchestra
when something very unexpected happened !

Up above the dancers appeared a marvelous butterfly !
And her wings, that shone and shimmered in the moon-
light, were round! She was by far the most beautiful but-
terfly at the ball; of course, Polly and Peter recognized
their friend, who had lost her wings that morning,

Of course, every year the butterflies elect a new queen
and Polly and Peter weren't a bit surprised when Miss
Rainbow was selected, because she was the most beauntiful
butterfly they had ever seen. And she flew over to them,
with her new crown on her lovely little head, and kissed
them all and thanked them,

Goggle, whose round eyes showed how sleepy he was (for
he very seldom stayed up at night), suggested that they had
better go home. And away they went in the moonlight,
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Appetites need sunshine, too!

There’s glowing health in this

TOMATO SOUP

H E N

your
family gathers
at the table in
expectant mood,
set before them a
soup that gives a
zest and sparkle.
A soup bright
and cheerful to
see, ruddy in
color, savory and
irresistibly tempting in flavor. Campbell's
Tomato Soup!

Why do you suppose this is the most
popular soup in all the world? Because it
has a tang and deliciousness all its own.
Your appetite responds to it eagerly and
gratefully — and remembers it as one of the
most delightful treats of the dining tahle.

LA A

Campbell’s Tomato Soup is the smooth
puree of rich tomato juices and luscious
tomato “meat’. Red-ripe tomatoes, sun-
sweetened right on the vines. Strained
through colanders of pure nickel with mesh
as fine as pin-points. Blended with golden
butter and cooked in tureens of solid
nickel, by French chefs skilled in all the
niceties of the most finished soup-making.

Cream of Tomato Soup !

Heat the contents of can of Campbell’s
Tomato Soup to the boiling point in a
saucepan after adding a pinch of baking
soda, Then heat SEPARATELY an
equal quantity of milk or cream. Stir
the hot soup INTO the hot milk or
cream but do not boil. Serve immediately.
For an extra-rich Cream of Tomato Soup
many prefer to use evaporated milk.

People realize that this is a soup with
a refreshing, appetizing flavor that is
absolutely unique — imitated but never
equalled — so charming, so welcome at all
times that the appetite never tires of it.
And no matter where you are this summer,
you can always obtain Campbell’s Tomato
Soup, for it is sold in every food store in
the United States.

L AN

This is an advantage in Campbell’s Soups
especially appreciated by those who are
out of touch, during the summer, with
their stores “back home”. Often they find
it difficult to obtain just the high quality
foods they require. But Campbell’s Soups
are available everywhere and their
splendid quality is always the same.

L A

Campbell’s Soups are so convenient,
too! They help to keep you out of the
hot kitchen. You simply add an equal
quantity of water, bring to a boil and
simmer a few minutes !

Your grocer has, or will get for you,

any of the 21 Campbell's Soups listed on
each label. 12 cents a can.
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Tomato Aspic for your
summer salads

Tomato“‘aspic™ jelly for delightful hot
weather dishes! Soak two tablespoons
granulated gelatin in one-half cupfulcold
water. Dissolve inone pint boiling water.
Add one-third cupful sugar, one-half
teaspoonful salt and one can Campbell’s
Tomato Soup. Pour into a cold wet ring
mold and set in a cold place to chill.
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breakfast is 7ot a meal

/

have an appéme
for breakfags

to be lightly waved aside!

WITH a thunder of hurrying feet and a swell-
ing chorus of excuses, the break-neck break-
fasters of a nation depart each morning from the
breakfast table. Millions of them—men, women

and children . . .. How many in your family?

Remember this: Your galloping breakfasters go
half-fed to the work of the day. They carry a
handicap of lowered vitality and increased ner-
vous strain. Indeed, breakfast is not a meal to be
lightly waved aside!

You have the emphatic word of the nation’s
doctors for it. They remind you that breakfast
follows the longest fast of the twenty-four hours
and precedes the hardest work. They tell you that
breakfast should supply balanced nourishment—
fuel and building materials to replenish the store
of energy and repair worn-out tissue.

They do not urge you to eat a large breakfast.
But they do most earnestly advise you to make
every breakfast safe by serving foods that are
rich in essential elements of nutrition.

It is this fact that has placed the delicious food

called Grape-Nuts upon so many American break-
fast tables. This food gives your body proteins

for muscle and body-building; iron for the blood;
phosphorus for teeth and bones; dextrins, maltose
and other carbohydrates for heat and energy; and
the essential vitamin-B, a builder of appetite.
Eaten with milk or cream, Grape-Nuts is an
admirably balanced ration.

Grape-Nuts is made from wheat and malted
barley. These golden grains are prepared by a
special baking process that makes Grape-Nuts
one of the easiest foods in the world to digest and
gives it its characteristic flavor and crispness.

The flavor is irresistible—nut-like, delicately
tinged with malt sugar. And the wonderful crisp-
ness of Grape-Nuts makes you chew thoroughly
and enjoy chewing! Dentists enthusiastically

Grape-Nuts is one of
the Post Health Prod-
ucts, which include

7 Post \
[ Health
\._.l'mdurl'i_"
i

also Instant Postum,
Postum Cereal, Post
Toasties, Post’s Bran
Flakes, and Post's
Bran Chocolate,

© 1928, P, Co., Inec,

recommend Grape-Nuts because of the healthful
exercise it gives to teeth and gums. They tell us
that excessive use of soft foods is largely respon-
sible for America’s dental ills.

Put Grape-Nuts on your breakfast table to-
morrow. See how satisfyingly—and economically
—it will play its part either in a small breakfast
or a larger one . . .. The following offer will
interest you:

Free! Two servings of Grape-Nuts and an
unusual booklet on the breakfast question

G—W.W. 9-28
MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!

POSTUM COMPANY, INCORPORATED, Battle Creck, Mich.

ackages of Grape-Nuts together
uestion — The n's Sideof It

Please send me, free, two trial
with the booklet, ““This Breakfast
—The Woman’s Side of It."”

Name

Street

City iiaes State

In Canada, address CANADIAN POSTUM COMPANY, LTD.
812 Metropolitan Bldg., Toronto 2, Ontario
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The first of these two
anecdotes is by the im-
mortal Franklin, one of
the greatest men this
country has ever produced,
and the sccond is typical
of any wide-awake boy.

CF1 a @%err}/ A ood

From DIVERSE PENS

lin, the English Ambassador and the

F'rench Minister, Vergennes, dining to-
gether at Versailles, a toast from each was
called for and agreed to. The British Minister
began with: “George the Third, who, like the
sun in its meridian, spreads a luster through-
out and enlightens the world.” The French
Minister followed with: ‘“The illustrious
Louis XVI, who, like the moon, sheds his
mild and benignant rays on, and influences
the globe.” Our American F'ranklin then gave :
“George Washington, Commander of the
American armies, who, like Joshua of old,
commanded the sun and the moon to stand
still, and they obeyed him.” ;

Q‘T THE conelusion of the war, Dr, Frank-

YOUNG teacher who graduated from the
normal school recently was asked one
= day last spring to substitute in a higher grade
than her own. She was anxious to handle
the new duties well. While instructing the
class in composition, she said: “Now, don't
attempt any flights of fancy. Don't try to
imitate the things you have heard, but just.be

yourselves and write what is really in you."”:

As a result of this advice, one little boy
turned in the following composition :

“T ain’t goin’ to attempt no flite of fancy ;
I'm just goin' to write what's in me, and I
got a hart, a liver, two lungs, and some other
things like that; then I got a stummick, and
it's got in it a pickle, a piece of pie, two
sticks of peppermint candy, and my dinner.”

Qhoughts on OGmmortality

By VICTOR HUGO

FEEL in myself the future life. T am like
a forest once cut down: the new shoots
are stronger and livelier than ever. I am
rising, I know, toward the sky. The sunshine
is on my head. The earth gives me its gener-

ous sap, but heaven lights me with the re--

flection of unknown worlds.

You say the soul is nothing but the re-
sultant of the bodily powers. Why, then, is
my soul more luminous when my bodily pow-
ers begin to fail? Winter is on my head, but
eternal spring is in my heart. I breathe at
this hour the fragrance of the lilaes, the vio-
lets and -the roses, as at twenty years. The
nearer I approach the end, the plainer I hear
around me the immortal symphonies of the
worlds which invite me. It is marvelous yet
simple. It is a fairy tale, and it is history.

OR half a ecentury I have been writing
my thoughts in prose and verse; history,
philosophy, drama, romante, tradition, satire,
ode and-song: I -have tried all.. But I feel T

have not said the thousandth part of what is
in me. When I go'dopn’to.the grave, I can .

say like many others-——I:have:finishéed my
day’s work. But I cannot say, I have finished
my life: My day’s work will begin again the
next morning. The tomb is not a blind alley :

it is a thoroughfare. It closes on the twi-
light, it opens on the dawn. . ..730 il
Nore: Vietor Hugo still lives through his

writings and his great spirit ministers to the
hearts of all mankind. —THE EDITORS.

In these inspired words

of Vietor Hugo there is

. painted a vision of man's

. “declining . years and his

_ultimate destiny that puts

~to -rout all our petty
doubts and fears.

ife

Friendsbip Uillage Talks op L

Gems of Thought and Glints of Humor from Writers Old and New-—Quzef Chats
and Friendly Cheer op Everyday Life and Its Problems |

@he CSchoolmaster

By OLIVER GOLDSMITH

ESIDE yon straggling fence that skirts the way,
B With blossom’d furze unprofitably gay,

There, in his noisy mansion, skill’d to rule,
The village master taught his little school.

<4 “ <

A man severe he was, and stern to view;

I knew him well, and every truant knew :

Well had the boding tremblers learn’d to trace
The day’s disasters in his morning face;

T'ull well they laughed with counterfeited glee
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he;

Full well the busy whisper, circling round,
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frown’d.

<4 < <

Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught,

The love he bore to learning was in fault.

The village all declared how much he knew ;
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,
And even the story ran that he could gauge.

b - N

In arguing, too, the parson own'd his skill,

T'or even though vanquish’d, he could argue still;
While words of learned length and thundering sound
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around;

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew,
That one small head could carry all he knew.

b | b Y N

But past is all his fame ;—the very spot
Where many a time he triwmphed, is forgot.

This extract
from “The De-
serted Village”
pictures the
return of the
author to his
boyhood home
after an ab-
sence of many
years.

Millions,of
tired and sor-
rowful hearts

have been’

cheered by this
beautiful poem.
We pass it
on as a gem
worthy of your
serapbools.

Beginning A gain

By SUSAN COOLIDGE

VERY day is a fresh beginning,
Ivery morn is the world made new:
You who are weary of sorrow and sinning,
ITere is a beautiful hope for you—
A hope for me and a hopé for you.

All the past things are past and over,

The tasks are done and the tears are shed:
Yesterday's errors let yesterday cover:

Yesterday’s wounds, which smarted and bled,

Are healed with the healing which night has shed.

Yesterday now is a part of forever, ", -’
Bound up in a sheaf, which God_holds tight:

With glad days and sad days and bad days which never
Shall visit us more with their bloom and their blight,

Their fullness of sunshine or sorrowful night.

R t = .~

Let them go, sinee we cannot relieve them,
Cannot undo, and ¢annot atone:

God in‘his merey, recéive, forgive them ;
Only the néw days are our own, * *
Today is ours, and today alone.

Here are the skies all burnished brightly,
Here is the spent earth all reborn,

Here are the tired limbs springing lightly
To face the sun and to share with the morn,
In the chrism of dew and the cool of dawn.

Every day is a fresh beginning;
Listen, my soul, to the glad refrain,

And, spite of old sorrow and older sinning,
And puzzles forecasted and possible pain,
Take heart with the day, and begin again.
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Sparkling Jellies

OR jelly making use only perfect fruit, slightly underripe rather than
averripe; measure all ingredients carvefully; beil rapidly and scal

promptly. Some [ruits contain much of the jellying substrmc:c called
pectin; others require the addition of commercial pectin to insure jellying, care
being taken to follow the pectin product rules which are individual for each
fruit with which it is used. .

Currant Jelly
Currants. Sugar

Remove the leaves from currants. Place in a preserving kettle and crush
thoroughly, heat and allow to boil about fifteen minutes or until juice flows
freely and skins are shriveled. Turn into a jelly bag and allow the juice to drip
through. For a clear sparkling jelly, the fruit must not be pressed nor squeezed ;
if, however, quality is secondary to quantity, use pressure. Measure the juice,
bring again to boiling, add an equal bulk of sugar, boil two to three minutes,
then test for jelly. Turn into sterilized glasses and seal. DBetter jelly results if
the sugar is thoroughly heated in the oven before adding it. A second-grade
jelly may be made by squeezing and pressing the fruit in the bag after the clear
juice has been taken. For this, use only two-thirds cup of sugar to each cup
of juice. ;

Crabapple and Plum Jelly

3 quarts crabapples. 1 quart plums. 3 pints water. Sugar

Wash, stem and pick over the fruit, halving but not paring it. Add the water
and cook gently until the fruit is tender, stirring and crushing it while cooking.
Strain through a jelly bag, measure the juice and cook it with an equal bulk of
sugar for five minutes, then test for jelly. If it sets, turn immediately into
sterilized glasses and seal, otherwise cook a moment or two longer and test
again, Press the pulp through a fine sieve and cook down with half its bulk
of sugar to make Apple-Plum Butter.

Cost of making, $1.10; time of making, 2 hours.

Raspberry Jelly with Commercial
Pectin
3 quarts raspberries. 334 pounds sugar
1 bottle commercial pectin
Crush fruit thoroughly, turn into a cheesecloth

Jams and Jellies of ‘Rare Flavor and Texture

Recipes by LILY HAXWORTH WALLACE

8

Delicious Jams

HE less perfect and symmetrical fruits may be used in the making of
both jams and marmalades because with both of these the fruit structure
is brokem down by rather long boiling and the whole cooked to a soft
rather pulpy mass. Dan’t be afraid to blend flavors; sometimes a little o’
this and a little o’ that can be combined to good advantage when there is not
enough of any one variety of fruit available to make up the desired quantity.
Good combinations are currant and raspberry, apple and blackberry, and pine-
apple, strawberry and rhubarb, the last named adding juice and bulk but not
flavor to those other fruits with which it is used. This is a good thing to
remember when favorite fruits are costly or scarce,

Rhubarb, Pineapple and Strawberry Jam
1 quart diced pink rhubarb. -1 quart diced fresh pineapple
2 quarts strawberries. ¢ pounds sugar. 3 pints water

Wipe and cut the rhubarb with a very sharp knife that the pink skin may all
be preserved, yet not in strings. Hull and carefully wash the berries and dice
the pineapple, removing all eyes. Boil the sugar and water together for twelve
minutes, add the pineapple and cook until it begins to get tender, then add
the strawberries and rhubarb and simmer half an hour. Turn into sterilized
glasses and seal.

Cost of making, $1.50; time of making, 174 hours,

Gooseberry and Raspberry Jam
2 guarts gooseberries. 2 quarts raspberries
6 pounds sugar. 1 quart water
“Top and tail” the gooseberries; that is, cut off the stems and blossom ends.
If the berries are large, cut them in halves or quarters, add the water and cook
until the berries begin to soften. Now add the raspberries and sugar and con-
tinue the cooking, stirring frequently, until quite thick. Turn into sterilized
glasses and seal,
Cost of making, $1.85; time of making, 114 hours,

Grape Jam
Grapes. Sugar

Squeeze the pulp from the skins and cook it with-
out water for ten minutes. Strain so as to keep back
the seeds, add the skins to the strained pulp, measure,

jelly bag and press out juice—there should be four
cups. Place in a large saucepan with the sugar and
bring to a rapid boil; add the pectin and again bring
to a vigorous boil, stirring constantly. DBoil half a
minute, remove from fire, let the jelly stand for one
minute, then turn into sterilized glasses and seal.
Cost of making, $1.60; time of making, 3% hour.
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Tempting Preserves

RESERVES and jams are closely related, the

main difference being that preserves retain the

form of the fruit. The best preserves are a
very heavy sirup containing definite portions of fruit
either whele or divided. The cherry recipe given below,
for instance, is made in such a way as to retain the
cherries whole without breaking or bursting. Suitable
fruits for preserving are cherries, strawcberries, apri-

bring to beiling point and cook twenty-five minutes
with three-fourths its bulk of sugar. Turn into steri-
lized glasses and seal,

If preferred, the grape skins may be passed through
the food chopper before cooking.

This makes a delicious spread for use with hot
breads or toast.

Luscious (Conserves

ONSERVES, too, may be made of just one fruit
or a blend of two or more. They almost in-
variably have the addition of either orange or
lemon—usually orange—to provide juice, the grated or
shredded rind also being used to provide a pungent
tang and flavor. Chopped nuts or almonds are com-
monly added to conserves shortly before the cooking
i8 completed but if nuts are objected to, this in-

cots, peaches, etc., and these may be a little more fully

gredient may be omitted. Conserves are very tasteful

ripened than for jelly making.
. Morello Cherry Preserve

3 pounds cherries. 4% pounds sugar. 3 cups currant juice

Wash and thoroughly drain the cherries, remove stems and prick each cherry
with a needle that the fruit may cook without breaking. Cover with half the
sugar and set aside overnight. Next morning bring remaining sugar and cur-
rant juice to boiling point in a preserving kettle, add the cherries and cook
gently until tender but not broken. Strain out cherries into sterilized jars, boil
down sirup rapidly until thick, then pour over fruit and seal.

Cost of making, $1.48; time of making, 114 hours plus overnight standing.

Apricot and Orange Preserve
5 pounds apricots. 6 oranges. 5 pounds sugar

Wipe, stone and halve the apricots. Grate the orange rind, remove carefully
all white pith and connecting fiber of orange and slice the fruit thinly, then
add to the apricots. Cover with the sugar and set aside overnight for juices to
begin to flow. Turn into the preserving kettle and cook slowly until thick,
about half an hour. Turn into sterilized jars and seal.

Cost of making, $1.72; time of making, 114 hours plus overnight standing.

Quince Preserve
12 quinces. 4 apples. 2 cups water. <4 pounds sugar

Rub the fuzz from the quinces with a rough ecloth, then peel, core and cut
into quarters or eighths. Prepare the apples in the same way but keep the
quince and apple rinds and cores and use them for jelly, Bring the water and
sugar to boiling point, add the quinces, cook until almost tender, then add the
apples and complete the cooking. Lift the fruit carefully from the preserving
kettle, place in sterilized jars, boil down the sirup until thick and pour it over
the fruit. Seal. If desired, two thinly sliced lemons may be cooked with the
fruit for variety of flavor.

In making jelly from the skins and cores add water almost to cover, ook
until tender, strain through a jelly bag, measure, add an equal bulk of sugar
and cook for five minutes or until the juice jells on testing. Then turn into
sterilized glasses and seal.

Cost of making, 98¢; time of making, 114 hours.

__f

s » Garnering the Season’s Luscious Fruits » »

when wused as an accompaniment to meats.

Rhubarb and Mint Conserve
3 quarts diced rhubarb. 14 eup water
8 cups sugar. 2 cups finely chopped mint leaves
Wipe the rhubarb and cut it with a very sharp knife, removing any long pieces
of skin which do not cut through readily. Put the rhubarb, water and sugar
together into a heavy pan, stir just until the juice begins to flow freely then
bring slowly to boiling point. Add the mint, which has been washed and dried
before picking the leaves from the stems, then very finely chopped. Cook all
together until quite thick, stirring frequently., Turn into small sterilized glasses
and seal. ¥
Cost of making, 83c; time of making, 114 hours,

Green Tomato Conserve
6 lemons. 1 pint water. 3 pounds sugar
O pounds green tomatoes., 1 cup preserved ginger

Wash the lemons and cut them into very thin slices. removing all seeds. Cover
with the water and simmer gently until the lemon rind softens., Add the sugar,
the tomatoes also washed and thinly sliced, and the ginger cut small, Simmer
gently until the lemon and tomato are thoroughly tender, then turn into steri-
lized jars and seal.

Cost of making, $1.24; time of making, 2 hours.

Peach Conserve

9

2 lemons. 1 cup water. 2 dozen large peaches
4 pounds sugar. 1 cup blanched almonds or English walnuts

Peel the lemons thinly, shred the rind, cutting away all white pith, and slice
the lemons themselves quite thinly. Simmer twenty minutes with the water.
Meanwhile dip the peaches into boiling water for a moment to facilitate paring, «
then slice them. Add with the sugar to the cooked lemons and cook gently,
stirring frequently, about three-quarters of an hour, when the fruit should be
thoroughly clear in appearance. Add the nuts, coarsely chopped, turn into
sterilized glasses and seal.

Cost of making, $1.34; time of making, 2 hours,
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Ward’s Newest Fall and
Winter Book is an
Impressive Exposition of
Merchandise Brought
to You From all over

the World

ND today for your own free copy of

E
S Ward’s new and greater Fall Catalogue:
You, too, may just as well profit by the
savings it places within your reach.

We know you will be delighted with this
new book when you receive it. After you have
studied its pages carefully you will agree that
it may justly be called “T'he World’s Greatest
Catalogue.”

You will find that many new articles are
offered in this big money-saving catalogue—
new things that you would expect to find only
in the large city stores. We search markets of
the world for better and newer goods for
your selection.

Newer Styles—Greater Selections

The styles in this book are newer—more up-
to-the-minute—and a greater variety to choose
from than ever before.

We are using more color illustrations, more
interesting photographs, to show you the
merchandise exactly as it is—to help you make
your selections. And as you read this catalogue,
remember that every statement—every claim—
every description and picture tells the truth.

This great book provides an opportunity
for you to save money on every purchase; an

opportunity to know

the lowest price before

you buy—the right price to

pay for quality goods; an oppor-

tunity to buy from a house whose
first rule has always been that you must
be pleased or you get your money back.

Tested Quality Goods at Lowest Prices

New, fresh merchandise, wider range of
choice and a better catalogue are not all that
we offer you. Values are better than ever in
the history of the Company because many
articles have been replaced as a result of in-
creased value in new products discovered
through our exhaustive laboratory tests.

Altogether, this is the finest catalogue of the
many we have issued. 56 years’ experience in
buying and manufacturing,in choosing worthy,
serviceable merchandise, has gone into its
making. The World’s Greatest Catalogue is yours
free. Send for ittoday. Study its pages. Seefor
yourself how Ward can save you money.

MONTGOMERY WARD & CO.

Chicago Kansas City St. Paul Baltimore

Portland, Ore. . Qakland, Calif. = Fort Worth
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Radio Broadcast

Listen to the
RIVERSIDE Trail Blazers

Every Monday night jrom stations

WI1Z KYyw WSM
WBAL WCCO KWK
WBZA WiR WHAS
WBZ WL W WMC
WHAM WBT KVOO
KDKA WSB WBAP
KOA
at 8 P. M. Central Standard Time
at 9 P. M. Eastern Standard Time

Everythi
for

Fall &« Wi

Send (ouponToday

TO MONTGOMERY WARD & CO., DEPT. 102-H
Chicago  Kansas City St. Paul Baltimore
Portland, Ore. Qakland, Calif. Fort Worth
(Mail this coupon to our house nearest you)
Please mail my free copy of Montgomery
Ward’s complete Fall and Winter catalogue.

NI s s vveesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss
Street & NOwveaees canesessnsesssanse e sesssnsesass
Rural Route Noi.svreeceasaeess-BOXNO s ssassnes
Post Office..covssnsssanss SRR State Tl L
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lijnst
isn’t
being done

on’t pay 50 cents for a half-pint of liquid

insect-killer — not when you can get a
half-pint of Black Flag, the deadliest made,
for only 25 cents. And a full plnt of Black
Flag for only 45 cents.

Black Flag comes in two forms — liquid
and powder. Both are equally deadly to every
insect pest that invades your home. (Money
back if you are not absolutely satisfied.)

Black Flag kills the flying pests — flies,
mosquitoes, etc. Black Flag kills the crawl-
ing pests —roaches, ants, bedbugs, fleas, etc.

Black Flag is for sale at grocery and drug

stores, hardware and department stores. Use

rid your home of insect pests.

this famous insect-killer — and completely
| BLACK
R rfiac A
KILLS

INSECT PESTS

Raisin Pincapple Whip

An interesting new dessert

Use Razsms for chbness

Abundant food value lurks in the delicious raisin

By Lily Haxworth Wallace

HERIE are three varieties of raisins
I in common us:: seeded raisins, from
which, as the name indicates, the
seeds have been extracted before packing;
seedless raisins, the product of a seedless
grape; layer raisins, which are gener ally
used as a dessert fruit and served more
particularly at the holiday seasons.
Today, in cooking, the frend is very
Jargely in favor of the seedless raisin—
firm, juicy and flaverful, ready for instant
use. Where a standard brand is selected,
the fruit has been thoroughly and care-
fully ecleansed before packing.

Raisin Cream Pie

114 cups mill 1 teaspoon iemon
14 cup flour juice
1 egg Previously baked
%4 cup sugar pastry shell
14 teaspoon salt \Vhim)_m! cream or
1 tablespoon butter meringue
24 cup raisins

CALD one and one-third cups of the

milk and thicken with the flour mois-
tened with the remaining milk. Beat the
egg, sugar and salt together and add to
the first mixture with the butter and
raising. Cook fifteen minutes, stirring oc-
casionally, cool, add the lemon juice and,
when cold, turn into a previously bal‘ed
pastry shell. Pile whipped eream en top,
or, if preferred, cover with meringzue, in
which event the pie must be returned to a
cool oven to set and delicately color the
meringue.

Cost of making, 65c: time of making,
1 hour, cooling additional ; serves six.

Raisin Bran Muflins

1 cup flour 1 cup raisins

24 teaspoon salt 1 egg

1 teaspoon baking 1 cup milk
soda 14 cup moelasses

2 teaspoons baking 2 tablespoons melted
powder shortening

2 cups bran

1" together the flour, salt, soda and

baking powder. Add the bran and

raisins and moisten with the egg, milk,
molasses and melted shortening stirred
together. Deat thoroughly, turn into well
greased muffin pans and bake in a moder-
ate oven — 350 degrees I'. — twenty to
twenty-five minutes.

Cost of making, 40c¢; time of making,
40 minutes ; serves six.

Prune and Raisin Conserve

1 teaspoon cloves
1 teaspoon allspice

24 cup chopped
blanched almonds

2 cups prunes

2 cups raisins

3 cups water

2 cups brown sugar
o7

25 cup vinegar or English wal-
3 inches stick cin- nuts
namon

S(l.\l\' the prunes overnight in the water
and in the morning cook them until
tender in the same water. Remove the
pits and cut the prunes into quarters.
Add the raisins, sugar, vinegar and spices
tied in a square of cheesecloth. Cook un-
til thick—about three-quarters of an hour,

add the nuts, cook five minutes longer,
turn into sterilized glasses and seal.

Cost of making, 80c; time of making,
2 hours ; makes about two quarts.

Oatmenl Bread with Raisins
cups scalded milk 1 yeast cake
cup rolled oats 15 cup water
teaspoon -salt About 2 cups whole
tablespoans mo- wheat flour
lasses 1 cup raisins
OUR the milk over the rolled oats, add
the salt and molasses and cook half an
hour in a double boiler. Cool and, when
lukewarm, add the yeast, which has been
dissolved in the water. Add also the flour
and raisins. Knead thoroughly, using ad-
ditional flour if necessary. Divide into
two portions, turn into well greased bread
pans, cover and set aside until very light.
Dake three-quarters to one hour in a mod-
erate oven.

Cost of making, 40c; time of making,
214 to 8 hours; makes two loaves.

Lol

California Salad

14 cup dried apricots
French fruit dress-

1 seedless orange
1 grapefruit

15 cup prunes ing
15 cup English wal- Lettuce
nuts 2 pimentos

1 cup plumped Whipped cream
raisins mayonnaise

IFEL and remove all skin and fiber from

both orange and grapefruit and break
the pulp into small pieces. Blend with
the prunes and apricots, both cooked until
tender and ecut into quarters. Add the
walnuts, broken but not chopped, and the
plumped raisins. Moisten with the French
fruit dressing, chill, pile on lettuce leaves
and garnish with whipped cream mayon-
naise (equal parts whipped cream and
mavonnaise) and strips of pimento.

Cost of making, 96c¢; time of making,
40 minutes, chilling additional; serves
eight.

Raisin Pineapple Whip

1 tablespoon granu- 3 teaspoon salt

lated gelatine 1, teaspoon vanilla
2 tablespoons cold 1 cup heavy cream
water 1 cup plumped
1 cup milk raisins
2 eggs 2 slices canned pine-

4 tablespoons sugar apple, diced

Stn"l‘l IN the gelatine in the cold water,
+J geald the milk in a double boiler and
beat the eggs with the sugar and salt.
T'our the milk over the egg mixture, stir-
ring constantly, return to the double
boiler and cook until the custard is thick
enough to coat the spoon. Add the gela-
tine, stir untii dissolved, next add the
vanilla and, when partly cooled, fold in
the stiffly beaten cream and the fruit,
Chill and serve in sherbet glasses.

To plump the raisins: cover them with
eold water, bring to beiling point and
c¢ook for five minutes, then drain and dry
thoroughly.

Cost of making, G0c; time of making,
45 minutes, chilling additional ; serves six,

RAIHIN.’H' are one of the fruits te which no artificial sweetening has been
added ; the grapes after picking are

and cured just by hot sunshine, wchich brings out and enhances their natural
sugar content, Raisins may be classed among the highly concentrated foods,
for they are packed full to overflowing with real food value. Because of their
rich lusciousness, they lend themselves admivably to many cooking purposes.

laid on trays rvight in the vineyards
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" Liver Loaf
with
= Spanish Rice

Serving Liver for Oariety

Some pew recipes for this very putritious viand

By Lily Haxworth .wal(ace

‘ N TE HOUSEWIVES are very apt to
get into a rut in our table service
and to serve the same old stock
dishes over and over again, instead of
varying our menus and improving our
dietary by the use of some of the less com-
monly served foods. Steaks, chops, roasts
and stews suceeed each other in more or
less regular order, but these might well at
times give place to some other meat dishes
which would add variety at moderate cost.
Take liver, for instance. You don’t like
it? That may be because you haven’t had
it properly served—just fried until it is
hard and leathery, so that it is no wonder
it is unpalatable. Liver is exceedingly rich
in nitrogen and also in its vitamin con-
tent. While some may claim that it is
difficult of digestion, that is apt to lie be-
cause it is not cooked slowly enough, or
perhaps not thoroughly masticated. Calf's
liver ranks highest in cost, but both
lamb’s and beef liver are good and palat-
able if carefully prepared.

Ways of Serving

Because of its leanness, liver needs some
form of fat served as an adjunet to it or
blended with it; that is why we have liver
and bacon. It is the reason also for the
covering of braised liver with pork fat or
bacon. When used in combination with
some starchy vegetable and some form of
acid, it forms a rounded, balanced ration
for occasional use and is particularly
adapted to service as a one-plate meal.
See our illustration, where we have liver,
bacon, starchy rice and acid tomato.

Then, don’t forget that chicken livers
are great delicacies. It seems foolish to
roast the liver with the chicken or to chop
it up in the gravy, which is really good
enough without this addition, when by
laying it aside, one may have a choice of
attractive dishes for breakfast or luncheon
next day, such as chicken liver omelet,
livers en brochette, timbales, curried
livers, etc.

Use liver for variety, cook it slowly and
either masticate it thoroughly or see that
what one might call “artificial” mastica-
tion is taken care of, by using the liver
minced or chopped in some of the dishes
of which it is a component part.

French Fried Liver
UT lamb’s or calf’s liver into 1%4-inch
squares, Roll in flour to which salt and
pepper have been added and fry about one
and a half minutes in hot deep fat. Gar-
nish with strips or curls of bacon and cut
lemon and serve with or without tomato
sauce.
Liver Loaf with Rice
1 pound beef liver Grated rind 1% lemon
115 cups water 1 tablespoon lemon
1% cups bread juice
crumbs 3 tablespoons drip-

1 teaspoon poultry pings, butter or
seasoning bacon fat
1 tablespoon finely 2 eggs

miinced onion
UT the liver into thick slices and sim-
mer these for twenty minutes with the
water. Cool the liver and mince it finely.
Measure the water in which it was cooked
and use about two-thirds cup of this to
moisten the bread crumbs; if very dry, a
little more may be needed. Add the liver,
seasonings and flavorings to the crumbs
with the bacon fat, butter or drippings
and the well beaten eggs. Blend all thor-
oughly, turn inte a well greased mold and
bake three-quarters of an hour in a slow

oven—325-350 degrees I. Unmold, garnish
with strips of bacon, sections of lemon and
p.arslcy and serve with a border of Spanish
rice.

Cost of making, 53c; time of making,
136 hours; serves six.

Liver and Bacon

1 pound liver 14 teaspoon pepper
1% tablespoons flour !4 pound bacon
14 teaspoon salt 1 cup water or stoclc

OUR boiling water to cover over the

liver, which has been sliced, and allow
it to remain for five minutes. Drain, pat
dry and sprinkle generously with seasoned
flour. Cook the bacon first and keep it hot
while preparing the liver, which is to be
cooked gently for about five minutes in the
bacon fat and seasoned when half done.
For the gravy, add to the fat in the pan
(about two tablespoons) the flour, stir un-
til golden brown, then add the stock or
water, bring to boiling peoint, stir con-
stantly, cook for three minutes and pour
around the liver, garnishing with the pre-
viously cooked bacon.

Cost of making, 40c; time of making,
30 minutes ; serves six.

DBraised Liver with Vegetables
1 pound beef liver 4 tablespoons drip-
1% cups diced car- pings or bacon fat
rots, celery and 14 teaspoon pepper
turnip, mixed 13 cups canned
1 large onion tomato
14 teaspoon salt
COOI\' the diced vegetables and onion in
half the drippings for ten minutes,
then turn into a baking dish and cook the
liver, which should be thinly sliced, in the
remaining drippings. Lay this over the
vegetables, add the seasonings and tomato,
cover closely and bake in a moderate oven
—350 degrees I'.—for one hour. If de-
sired, the gravy or sauce in the dish may
be slightly thickened before serving. Serve
with boiled potatoes, boiled rice or polenta.

Cost of making, 40c; time of making, -

115 hours ; serves six.

Chicken Liver Omelet

4 eggs 14 teaspoon pepper
4 tablespoons water 3 tablespoons butter
15 teaspoon salt 1 or 2 chicken livers
BEAT the egg yolks and whites together,
. add the water, salt and pepper and
turn into a pan in which half the butter
has been melted and heated. Cook just
until the bottom and sides begin to set,
then spread over the surface of the omelet
the chicken livers, which have been diced
and cooked for five minutes in the remain-
¢«ing butter. Finish cooking the omelet, fold
it together over the livers and serve im-
mediately, with or without sauce,

Cost of making, 35c¢; time of making,
20 minutes ; serves three.

Chicken Livers en Brochette

2 or 3 chicken livers Pepper, lemon juice
Squares of fat bacon and parsley
Strips of toast

UT each liver into about four pieces

and the bacon into 1%%-inch squares,

then place three or four pieces of each
alternately on skewers—a slice of bacon,
then one of liver. Bake in a hot oven—
375-400 degrees T. until the bacon is
erisp.  Season lightly with pepper and
sprinkle with lemon juice, Serve still on
the skewers on strips of toast, garnishing
with parsley and additional lemon.

Cost of making, 40c; time of making,
20 minutes; serves two.
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A truth that came
from a
million wash-lines

ERE’S a saying that wasn’t just “thought up”. It came
straight from the hearts of the women who use our soap.
It is what they tell each other over the washyard fences.

Time and time again they say:
“Nothing can take the place of Fels-Naptha”

And here’s why they say it...

Because Fels-Naptha brings them extra help—the extra help
of two active cleaners instead of one—naptha, the dirt-loosener,
and soap, the dirt remover. Working hand-in-hand they dislodge
the dirt and wash it away. They take out even the ground-in
grime. They do it without hard rubbing—and that’s extra help
that is well worth having.

Naptha is the safe, gentle dirt-dissolver used in “dry clean-
ing”. There’s plenty in Fels-Naptha. You can smell it. It is
mixed with unusually good soap, by the exclusive Fels-Naptha
process, to form the golden bar which makes your washing easier.

Fels-Naptha works effectively in washing machine and tub—
in hot, cool or lukewarm water or when your clothes are boiled.
Fels-Naptha is easy on your hands. And its extra help is fine
for general housecleaning, too.

Your grocer sells it. Get a 10 bar carton today. When you
do your next wash you’ll agree with the millions who say,
“Nothing can take the place of Fels-Naptha™.

FELS & CO., Philadelphia

THE GOLDEN BAR WITH
THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR
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A PALE
PERSONALITY

NOW

SHE IS
MAGNETIQUE /s
|

OMEN marvelled . . . men were
intrigued! Overnight the pale calla-
lily had turned flaming peony. Now she
was gay — bewitching — irresistible!

She had discovered the allure of a fra-
grancel Now her kerchiefs, her lingerie,
her most intimate possessions, were
scented with Djer-Kiss toilet water and
Djer-Kiss parfum. Her tale was Djer-
Kiss, her face poudre was Djer-Kiss.

Dier-Kiss Gailet Water
Intriguing! Mlagnétique!
$2.c0

Unwittingly, she had discovered the
parfum of love—of romance—of melt-
ing moods . . . Djer-Kiss, the one fra-
grance that adds to mere prettiness the

charm and mystery of “magnetisme”!

“Dijer-Kiss creations at all beauty counters

ALFRED H. SMITH CO., Sole Importers
New York Paris Montreal Chicago Los Angeles

Jer- LSS

Kerkoff-Paris

'Djerolé;l.’s‘s BGalc — Gra-

grant! Chiffon-soft . 35¢
“Dier-Kiss Pace Pow-

der—petal-smooth . 6o¢

“Dier-Kiss ‘Rouge=
six a”uringshn.des..sd

Glamour

(Continued ,f:_'om page 7)

But whatever were her
dreams in those drab days,
they had mnothing to do
with plodding old Martin.
And yet—

When the eldest son of a
noble English house came
with his meother, in Lon-
don, to interview Julie
concerning his sister’'s
trousseau, and returned
later to lay ardent siege to
her heart, it was Martin’s
steady eyes which came

such excursions from your
business schedule?”

“I take it, that's all. In
the long run, such diver-

sity is a benefit, keeps me
from becoming rusty and

one-sided. I've entree into
many scholarly sanctums,
otherwise closed to me,
through Doctor Farming-
ham—"

“Ah!” said Ellis, his
eyes avid with interest,

“that Canadian who is do-

between her and the roseate

vistas such a marriage

opened before her. So it had been, too,
when the South American plutocrat in
fiery Latin fashion laid his heart and
fortune at her pretty feet. And there was
Bart Ransley, one of the most eligible
and elusive bachelors in New York., And
the fastidious artist, Henley Seewell. And
even the head of Julie's firm, a quiet,
middle-aged widower, who stopped beside
her desk one afternoon and asked her to
marry him. Always, it had been like
that ; she did not think of Martin at all

except when potential romance assailed
her. Then she remembered, laughed
again, and sent the suitors on their

crestfallen way.

Martin Swain was the last guest to
arrive for Celeste's dinner; the thrill of
expectancy with which Julie had awaited
the moment died quickly, partly in very
surprise at the impressive personality he
had become, but more from the impersonal
quality of his greeting. His eyes held the
faintest hint of mockery, as though to
imply, “I refuse to be bowled over by your
swank, Julie Clayton!”

HE wished swiftly, as he took her hand,

that she had worn a less sumptuous
gown ; she felt foolishly theatrical. But
Celeste had said, “No dressing down to
Alansburg, Julie! Be as magnificent as
possible, honey, and give us natives a
treat. I looked for three trunks at least
and had a corner of the garage cleared to
hold them.”

As Martin bowed before her, they found
themselves for a moment apart from the
others. Conversations billowed confusedly
through the little house, with President
Bodwell’'s pompous dictums at their crest,

“What an event for Alansburg, Julie!"
Martin said, his eyes coolly appraising
what the years had made of her. “Your
coming should be distinguished by title.
“The Return of the Swan’—how’s that?
It’s delightful to see you.”

“Now, Mart, don’t try for airy persi-
flage—it never was your line, you know,”
she crisply advised. “Besides, one doesn’t
need to be reminded that one was once an
ugly duckling. You were no butterfly
vourself.”

“No—rather, an old gray moth,
and solitary. . I'm the same still.
does it feel to be a famous,
woman, Julie?”

“Of course, I'm nothing of the sort,” she
retorted. “I'm a hard-working business
woman with practical sense enough to
make money."”

“You're gorgeous,” he
though it didn't matter.

She was conscious of a sense of hurt,
a haunting disappointment, “From what
Celeste tells me, you are by way of be-
coming an important person yourself,
finanecially and otherwise,” she said lightly.

“By ‘otherwise,” meaning—?"

“That you are the only attractive eli-
gible in Alansburg,” she retorted, taking a
wicked delight in her own crudity.

Getting off on the wrong foot, they were,
with their barbed amenities.

Julie was glad that she was not seated
beside Martin in the erowded little dining-

ugly
How
affluent

smiled—but as

room. She wanted to think about him, to
catalogue him like the excellent business
woman she was. Ier conclusions were

swift and candid, as always, and merciless
to herself. Martin was no ordinary man,
He haa ability, distinction, personal charm,
And it was quite obvious that he was no
longer interested in Juliet Clayton. Not
even in the new Julie.

From the insidious sense of defeat which
crept upon her, she turned swiftly to meet
I21lis  Wheeler's gentle smile and eager
words, “Celeste tells me that you still
pursue the ‘ignis fatuus® with the rest of
us—seeking to know the unknowable,” he
said. “When we have time, I'd like to
hear of your visits to the foreign labora-
tories. What a privilege! There's nothing
like being on the ground when the work is
done. How do you find opportunity for

.

ing such marvelous work in
Paris ?”

“Yes. I met him at a house party in
England.”

That is how it began—on the high cool
plateaus of intellectual companionship. So
absorbed were they that they were un-
aware of the mild amusement they caused
about the table.

When coffee was served, Celeste, relaxed
and almost pretty in her vast relief that
the dinner was successful in spite of all
catastrophes, leaned across the table to-
ward Martin. “You see how it's to be,
Mart! I'll have no good of Julie—and
Ellis will be quite unfit for pedagogical
duties, Can't we get together and do
something about it %"

Julie, alert at last, turned with a smile.

“I shouldn’t be of much use, Celeste,"”
Martin replied, ‘“Miecroscopes and germs
and bugs always bored me stiff. I forgot
'em as soon as possible. But I might
vamp Jolie with my new car. It's a good
car,” he added convincingly.

Up went Celeste’s eyebrows.
she repeated.

Martin was fairly caught. DBut Julie
was not comforted to observe that he
failed to be disconcerted.

“Miss Clayton and I discovered, before
dinner, that we had known each other in
a dim and disowned past,” he drawled.

“Not disowned,” denied Julie. “On the
contrary, haven’t I returned to claim it?”
This she realized instantly was audacious
in its implication for Martin's hearing,
and amended quickly, “Such of it as seems
worth salvaging.”

Julie went to bed that night in a blue
mood. Deep-dyed blues. Such a mood was
not unknown to her-—or to anyone whose
destiny rests upon the glitter and froth of
things. Now and then, this frosting is
bound to break through and leave one
spiritually floundering.

“What do you amount to, Juliet Clay-
ton?’ she wished to know. “What’s the
good of all your pretensions and gewgaws ?
Pretty soon, you’ll be old—and still primp-
ing and trying to look young and frisky.
You've seen ‘em-—those successful owners
and managers in business who are middle-
aged and older, caleimined and togged out
and simpering! What a fate! What does

“4Tulie’ 77

it get you that you've money and real
estate and stocks? Just nothing. You

think you're very smart; everyone thinks
vou're clever. Well, you aren’t. Your life
is fine and silken—and empty . . .”

HE railed at herself until the strident
old clock in the college tower clanged
three. Then she began to cry.

“Martin doesn’t like you any more,” she
informed the helpless replica of herself
which she berated. ‘“You came back to
see him—why, of course that’s what you
came for! Only you weren't honest
enough to admit it. And he is disgusted
with you. No wonder—you're such a pea-
cock., He didn’t like your four-inch heels
or your earringe or your dress without
enough back.”

She slept at last, straight through even
the buzzing activities of the little house
between seven and nine, and awoke with
a headache, the natural reaction of such
prolonged self-scorn. Dut a cold shower
and setting-up exercises, and the faultless
little sports frock in a flattering shade of
blue, restored her outward complacency.

Celeste, in crumpled white linen over
which Bobby had upset his cocoa, was
putting fresh bread in the toaster as she
came into the kitchen.

“Oh, Julie! What an adorable dress!
I could eat it. Let me see all your things
after breakfast, will you? Honey, I'd have
brought you a tray, but—"

“At your peril you bring me a tray!”
scolded Julie. “I'm so ashamed of being
s0 late. Here—let me beat those eggs.”

Celeste had cleared the breakfast nook
and spread a fresh cloth and now she
settled with a sigh of delight in a feminine
confab.

“Our

mornings are such a scramble.

{Continued on page 23)




Glamour

(Continued from page 22)

Ellis has a class at eight
and the kindergarten bus
comes at nine for the boys.
I ec¢an never remember,
after they're gone, whether
I've eaten any breakfast or
not. Here's grapefruit,
Julie."”

“Everything tastes
yummy,” Julie said appre-
ciatively.

“Ellis wants you to come
over to the college at
eleven, if you like. He has

2™ 670N
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—here was something else
to be done. She was not
sure what, but she meant
to set about it. Swiftly
she mounted the stairs.
Celeste was sorting innu-
merable small garments
from a laundry basket. She
was white with fatigue and
Julie saw at once that she
had been crying.
“Celeste—"" Julie pulled
a tiny shirt from her hands
and gripped her shoulders

=)

an idle hour and he wants
you to see the new appa-
ratus he bullied them into getting for the
department, I can’'t go along because I
must be here when the boys come home.”

Julie spent w# interesting morning. She
liked Ellis Wheeler. Perhaps, as Celeste
had said, he was a dreamer; but in his
own field of work he was something of a

superman, and he had personal charm
which was engagingly unself-conscious.
They were congenial, and Julie had the

exhilarated sense which comes with being
able to stir a fine mind to unwonted bril-
liance.

That day was the beginning of a de-
lightful companionship. Celeste, constantly
overwhelmed with duties from which it
seemed impossible to relieve her, beamed
approval.

But Julie's heart was not in
Every hour she wondered, “Will Martin
come today?’ At every ring of the door-
bell or telephone, her face lighted up ex-
pectantly.

At last, Celeste said, “Oh, I forgot to
tell you, Julie — Martin Swain paid his
bread-and-butter call the other day, when
you were out. He told me to tell you he
regretted missing you.”

Down went Julie's heart to her spike

all this.

heels. So—this was the end of every-
thing. But she stiffened her pride and
went through stodgy dinner parties and

fussy bridge teas spiritedly.

O‘\‘ HER last afternoon, she came in
after a walk with Ellis glowing with
health and vivacity, but subconsciously
fighting tears, and dropped down at
Celeste’s  old piano to play snatches of
opera and topical songs. She had a knack
for the sketchy sort of thing which de-
lights the musically uninitiated and
makes a trained musician tear his hair.

“Here’s a choice bit that a street vendor
sang under my window in Paris,” said
she, and proceeded to talk it off—she had
no more singing voice than a crow—to the
accompaniment of rolling minor chords.

Ellis laughed, as he had not laughed
for years. Then, still skimming over the
keys “by ear,” Julie drifted into a poign-
ant melody from a new American score.
When she finished, she was thinking of
Martin ; but as she lifted her eyes abruptly,
the light in Ellis’ eyes startled her.

Ellis was not listening to the music
consciously, nor thinking of Julie the stu-
dent with whom he talked science. e was
thinking of Julie the woman.

She looked again at the keys and some-
how went on playing, though a band of
steel seemed to tightem about her heart,
With a crashing chord to finish, she looked
up.
Ellis was pale but again in command
of himself. He looked at his watch. “I've
exactly five minutes to make my last
class,” he said evenly, “What time does
your train leave, Juliet?”’

“At six.”

“T’I1 be home in time to drive you and
Celeste to the station,” he called back,
running down the walk and struggling
into his topcoat.

Alone, Julie leaned her head on her arms
against the cool, polished wood of the
piano. What a tangle life was! What an
utter mess she had made of things! Every-
thing was the same—yet everything was
changed, She had upset her own life by
coming back. It seemed highly probable
that she had upset Celeste’s. She was
desolate, ashamed, appalled.

Yet of one thing she was sure: Ellis
loved Celeste — would always love her.
That thought was her beacon of reassur-
ance. This fascination which possessed
him did not go deep. It was only that he
seemed to find in Julie some realization of
the shining visions of youth and aspiration
which he had lost; an escape from hum-
drum reality. Julie knew this, though per-
haps Ellis might not.

She stood up abruptly. A gallant soul,
Julie. She had faced a lonely existence
with supreme courage and had wrested
gifts from life, doggedly, relentlessly. Now

hard. “What is it? Tell
old Juliet !

Celeste smiled though her lips quivered.
“Nothing in the world, honey—except that
I have ‘down’ days, sometimes. I think
I'm just plain tired of being a dowd and
a drudge. I suppose I was thoroughly
spoiled when I was a girl. People thought
me attractive and I had more attention
than was good for me., Now that I'm
plain and—"

“Now that you're what?"’ cut in Julie.

“I am, Juliet. And seeing you so lovely
has—"

“Me, lovely!" jeered Julie inelegantly,
“Sometime, when I'm not so busy, I'll
laugh at that. You come with me. I'll
show you how lovely I am!”

She kicked the laundry basket under the
bed and half carried the almost hysterical
Celeste into her own room where she es-
tablished her comfortably, propped with
many. pillows,

“Now, observe,” she commanded,

She whipped out of her street dress,
then dipped a handkerchief into one of the
silver jars on the dressing table and with
two strokes swept the ereamy texture and
bloom from her face, leaving it dull and
lifeless as it had been in her college days.
With deft fingers, she pulled the pins from
her none too thick locks and deliberately
parted them precisely in the middle of the
“cowlick”—which, as anyone knows, no
self-respecting “cowlick’ will tolerate. One
side humped up stubbornly and the other

straggled down unbecomingly as Julie
knotted her hair at the worst possible
angle.

Next, she delved into her neatly packed
trunk and brought out a dull sand-colored
gown which buttoned primly to the chin
and was very elegant, French, and ex-
pensive—but never made for Juliet Clay-
ton. Modistes were always entreating her
to accept models for her personal wear
and this, by some chance, had come into
her possession. As she fastened the last
aggressive ball button, every vestige of the
exquisite new Juliet vanished, She turned
and grinned at Celeste.

“Raving beauty—what ?”

“Good heavens ! gasped Celeste,

“You see?’ Julie prodded, *“Now, Mrs.
Wheeler, get off that bed and I'll show you
how beautiful you are.”

HE details of that beautification were

a solemn rite. Julie was an artist in-
spired to create. She knew the rare natural
graces with which she had to work; they
were not lost, only obscured. And when,
at last, she had made a close sleek crown
of the glorious hair for Celeste’s proud
little head, she reached once more into
her trunk and brought out a soft lettuce-
green frock which suited her tawny color-
ing as leaves suit a rose. “Hm-m!” she
breathed as she slipped it on. “Now look
at yourself.”

Celeste looked—and looked—and grew
radiant and young before Julie's very eyes.,
‘Why, Julie!”

“Believe it or not, you'd stop traffie,”
Julie opined. “From this day forth, Celie,
you are to take an hour or two every day
to rest and prettify yourself. You hear?’

“But how—"

“I don't know, But you must. Letsome
buttons go—or do without dessert—or cut
a committee meeting— .

“There,” she added swiftly, “I hear
Ellis coming in. Let’s go down. I'm all
packed and I ean travel in this thing I
have on.”

Celeste was far too dazed by her own
transformation to protest at anything. As
they entered the living-room, Ellis was
lighting his pipe before the fire and he
looked up with what seemed an effort of
will. Julie came first; when he saw her,
his blank amazement would have been
ludicrous in a man of less dignity. He
simply stared and was speechless. The
lighted mateh burned his fingers and he
dropped it without wineing. For just a
split second they stood so . ..

“Hello,” said Julie. But she wasted her

(Continued on page 35)
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measurementsare level. Cook Minute Tapios
lagges,and water in double boiler 15 minutes,

iocaisclear, stirring frequently. Placeapplesin greased
baking dish. . Add raisins, sprinkle with sugar, nutmeg,
and cinnamon,and dot with butter. Add tapioca mixture
andbakein moderate oven(3 50‘F.)3e minutes,or until
applesaresoft. Serve hotorcold withlemon, maple, or
hard sauce, or garnish with whipped cream. Serves 5.

Clever new dégserts for grown-ups
—and for growing-ups, too!

HERE is a dessert that makes a strdng
appeal to grown-up and growing
petites and it is so safely nutritious that ydu
can use it equally freely for both.

And it is only one among many Minut
Tapioca desserts just as delightfully good.
By varying the other ingredients you can
have the most fascinating array of different

mouth-watering dishes—all the gay colors

that make desserts popular, all the tempting
flavors and tastes.

And the youngsters needn’t look envious

The dragging repetition of making separate
desserts for the adults and the children is so
needless! For Minute Tapioca desserts are
perfect for both, The children don’t have
to watch the grown-ups wistfully
across tiresome bowls of monotonous,
«¢good-for-children’’ food.

Minute Tapioca is ideal for children
—nourishing, easily digested. It is par-
tially cooked before it comes to you-—
brief cooking, and no soaking at all, is
enough to prepare it for use.

Experts call it the “precision ingredient”

Culinary experts everywhere praise another
remarkable virtue in Minute Tapioca, be-

sides its excellence for desserts. They call

MINUTE
TAPIOCA

© 1928, P. Co., Inc.

it a precision ingredient because it takes the
guesswork out of many troublesome recipes in
other forms of cooking. Ithelps to make results
precise. So often it can assure just theneeded
texture, just the flavor, just the appearance—
otherwise uncertain and difficult to obtain.
It keeps berry pies from spilling and run-
ning—holds up tender souffles, airy omelets
— binds left-overs into tender croquettes or
loaves. In many such new  ways, Minute
Tapioca can save you much time and ex-
sense—and heartache—in cooking.
his $20,000 cook book tells you—FREE!
unusual new cook book gives these re-
mjrkable uses of Minute Tapioca—both as a
' dessert and precision ingre-
dient. Its 85 tested, prize-
winning recipes were selec-
ted from 121,961 recipes
submitted by women in
many countries. It cost
$20,000 to produce—
yet it is yours free,
Send today.

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW

Fill in complmlr—pn’m
name and address.

MINUTE TAPIOCA COMPANY:
309 Taylor Street
Orange, Massachusetts

Please send me FREE sample of Minute Tapioca and
a copy of Minute Tapioca Cook Book.
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Forhanys for the gums

YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS

Woman's World for September, 1928

eeth so white

Nl

4 out of 5
get Pyorrhea

EEMINGLY safe with

teeth so white, 4 out of 5
after forty, and thousands
younger, find themselves vic-
tims of Pyorrhea.

This grim foe of health ig-
nores the teeth and attacks
the gums.

So to be on the safe side,
see your dentist every six
months and use the dentifrice
that does far more than keep
teeth clean.

Every morning and every
night, brush your teeth with
Forhan’s for the Gums.

As a dentifrice alone, you
would prefer it. Without the
use of harsh abrasives it quick-
ly restores teeth to their nat-

ural whiteness and protects
them against acids which
cause decay.

And in addition, if used
regularly and in time, it helps
gums to resist Pyorrhea by
keeping them sound and
healthy.

Get a tube of Forhan’s. Use
this dentifrice morning and
night. Teach your children
this good habit which will
protect their health in years
to come. Also massage your
gums daily with Forhan’s, fol-
lowing directions in booklet
that comes with tube. Two
sizes—35c¢ and 60c.

Formula of R. J. Forban, D. D. §.

Forhan Company, New York

The Beautiful Journey

(Continued from page 9)

answered shortly. “You have
the right to do as you like, but
1 do think it will be too hard
on you. My instinet is against
it, anyway.”

“And, Bobbie,” Blythe broke
in recklessly, mnow she was
nerved up to it after days of
thought, “why not get a job
selling cars and life insurance.
You're a good talker. People
like you. You have a pleasing
personality, an honest face!”
And she giggled delightedly at
his astonished stare.”

She hurried on, “And, Dob-
bie, I've thought of something
else, dear. Remember, several
times you’ve helped fix up the

‘way, 'way off and scare him
to death, and then we’ll have
a beautiful house and fine
furniture, I'll hire my wash-
ing done and we can just—
ENJOY LIFE! Live on the
interest of our money and eat
the fruits of our success!”
Lither the DBetter Babies
were undergoing the natural
consequences of growing older
or else they were strangely de-
teriorating. They were so
naughty now, so quarrelsome,
and just when she was most
tired, most harassed by moun-
tains of things to be done.
Johnny teased Jamie and
Jamie squealed a piercing,
nerve-shattering squeal. But

lumber company’s books when
you went over to get the ad-
vertising ? Well, since you know the
local manager is no bookkeeper, why not
ask to do the books evenings?”’

The Willings had come to the fork of
the road. There were no more little trips
to lakes and mountains. Ivenings were
quiet, but it was a different sort of quiet.
Dobbie bent over the lumber company’s
books. Blythe worked, too. In a faculty
of fourteen teachers where an acceptable
substitute was available, it was perhaps
not to be wondered at that Blythe taught
often on a variety of pretexts. One teacher
had a sick mother, one had flu, one had
poison ivy, and one had a sweetheart and
missed the train, Everything at home on
those days went undone and Blythe found
life more strenuous than ever before,
Morepver, teaching was hard on her
nerves, She came home at night exhausted,
craving quiet and peace, and found her
little world upset and waiting her hand
to turn it to rights.

“Mabel isn’t a bit of good, really,”
Blythe complained one night. “I suppose,
though, I'm lucky to get someone I can
depend on to stay with the babies. DBut it
does seem she might do a little something
to keep from molding !

Bobbie didn’t say anything. He was
different lately. And he was succeeding,
too. He had sold two used cars and three
life insurance policies and had felt quite
gay at first; but now he often seemed
moody. He found that though the two or
three different jobs seemed to dovetail
neatly together, in reality there was a
continued overlapping. If it weren’'t for
the beastly office, he could have followed
up a prospect or two and sold them! If
it weren’t for the darned car business, he
could have had his editorials and other
copy ready and mot had to walk the floor
half the night haunted by a terrible fear
that the well from which his ideas sprang
had dried up. And if it hadn’t been for
wretched evenings like that, he wouldn’t
have got behind with his bookkeeping and
gone nearly mad. Sunday became the
blessed rock to which he clung to catch
his breath. Oh, no; not to rest. He came
to Sunday panting from the effort to keep
up with the demands made upon him. By
working church time and all, he could face
Monday with a grateful sigh. Blythe re-
membered sometimes the day of peace Sun-
day had once been, Now it was like the
Gildys’ Sabbath that had shocked her. Her
eyes smarted with tears but she set her
jaw hard.

BOUT this time Blythe decided that it
would be easier to be gone three
known and prepared-for hours each day
than to be called unexpectedly now and
then for the whole day. So she took over
the kindergarten, which had been left
without a head since the marriage of the
former sprightly little incumbent,

“Tt will be steady pay I ecan count on,
too,” said Blythe. “Don’t you think it will
be better?”

“0h, I guess so,” agreed DBobbie list-
lessly, flinging himself into the horrible
morris chair, “though I've been wondering
if it wouldn't be pléasanter to be chloro-
formed at sixty than to ruin your life
beforehand.”

“Why, Bobbie!" exclaimed Dlythe re-
proachfully, “Is it any harder on you than
it is on me? Am I not doing two jobs,
too? And I'm doing them well! No one
shall say T neglect my house because I
teach mornings.”

It was pretty hard, though. She had to
get up in the very dark and early Monday
mornings to wash, and she wondered some-
times how Bobbie could sleep and let her
do it all alone. OQoooh, but she wished she
could sleep and sleep and sleep!

“Sometime we'll have plenty, though,”
she'd cheer herself. “We'll drive the wolf

as every mother knows, from
five o’clock on, little ones are inclined to
be cross, They are tired, too.

Winter dragged in the ice and snow.
The children had their first colds. The
Willings had their first quarrel. They were
frigidly polite for days. There was a bank
account now, growing steadily month by
month, but where was the old gayety?

One morning, when Bobbie had gone out
and slammed the door, and Jamie—the
younger Better Baby—was snuffling in a
disgusting little way, and Mabel Jennings
had come with a pile of new magazines
and the laughing explanation that she had
to kill time some way, Blythe took a des-
perate look at the clock and determined
to do an hour’s work in fifteen minutes.
She drove herself pitilessly as she had
been doing for months. She felt depression
creeping over her as actual as any tangible
thing. It numbed her. Her heart beat
more slowly. Her hands, clutching the
broom, could hardly hold it; her arms,
that had so briskly swung it to and fro,
had suddenly no strength to labor.

SHE had got as far as the disgraceful
front walk. “Oh,” cried poor Blythe
suddenly, “I don’t believe life's worth liv-
ing. S-something’s the matter! I'm not
happy any more. And Bobbie—doesn’t
love me!” She wept as she pushed the
futile broom back and forth across the
walk. The tears ran down her helpless
cheeks and she was too tired to dry them.
“I—I_ don’t see what's wrong with our
life,”” she choked out. “Surely we're do-
ing all we—can do! If I tried to do one
thing more, I'd die! We're working accord-
ing to the best traditions. In what way
do we fall short?”

As if she had asked the question of
some companion at her elbow, there came
an answer, irrelevant, she thought, and
unreasonable. Yet the words fell on that
finer, inner ear and could not be denied:
“Take no thought for your life, what ye
shall eat, or what ye shall drink ; nor yet
for your body, what ye shall put on. Is
not the life more than meat, and the body
than raiment?”

Blythe gulped defensively, “I’d like to
know how we'd live in this present day
and age if we never thought of tomorrow.
Oh, oh, something is wrong with our lives
now—it isn’t right that I should be so
misgerable, so tired, so cross—but I can't
see how I could do more, and I get so
ti-tired doing what I do now !

Then into the silence the other words
fell upon her aching, anxious heart, com-
fortingly, like the loving hand of a mother
cool on a fevered brow : “But seek ye first
the kingdom of God and His righteous-
ness ; and all these things shall be added
unto you. Take, therefore, no thought for
the morrow; for the morrow shall take
thought for the things of itself. Sufficient
unto the day is the evil thereof.”

The verses rang in her ears all day but
Blythe hardened her heart. “One part of
that is certainly correct,” she brooded
bitterly : “there's evil enough in every one
of my days!” ’

The evening of that day the telegram
came.

It had been delivered to Dobbie at the
printing office and as it was addressed to
Blythe, he had brought it home unopened,
feeling uneasily that he wished to be with
her when she read it.

Blythe, flushed from the heat of the
stove, raised her lips in sweet expectancy.
The potato masher was in one hand. A
little dab of flour by her dimple. *“Jamie's
sick, I'm afraid,” she told Bobbie fretfully,
“I've been doctoring him all T knew how,
but the horrid cold got such a start. I
suppose he’ll be better by morning after a
good sleep.”

“If you'd been home—" he began, and

(Continued on page 46)
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niversary SALE

\‘STYLE LEADERS SINCE 1888

Send tor your copy of this b
beautiful Fall x4 WmtgrYS(t):yl s big

full of Celebration Bargains. . .-

Opportunities to Make

Substantial Savings on. 5
H
/

' New‘ﬁ;rkS %led Wearing
% arel for veryorw, in
amtly g this Big
éﬁvAnmversary SAL ;’
-—UOG o 0—

HIS FALL we celebrate our 40th
Birthday with our great 40th Anni-
versary Sale. We have specially prepared
a bigger Catalogue than we ever got
out before, filled from cover to cover
with the most outstanding values we
have ever offered. We promise to save
National Bellas Hess’ customers more
on their fall and winter wearing apparel
and household needs than they have
been able to save in the last few years.
Beautiful dresses, stunning coats, smart ;
millinery and dressy footwear, all in the .

very latest New York style. Under. . )
wear, hosiery, yard goods, jewelry and

also every kind of clothing for men, Here Are a Few Examples Of Our

boys, girls and children right down to : - 4

the tiniest infant. Everything we sell is Exceptional Money-Saving SALE Prices
of guaranteed quality and you are com-

pletely protected by our liberal policy Women’s Silk Dresses . . . . from $6.98 to $25.00
—you must be completely satisfied or Women’s Coats . . . from $4.98 to $59.95

Women’s Wash and Sport Dresses from $1.00 to $10.98

we will return your money. Millinery . » . « . o +» » « Jfrom .89to $7.50

Send for this big 40th Anniversary Women’s Shoes . . . . + « Jfrom $1.98 to $7.98
Fall and Winter Sale Catalogue. It is an Girls’ Dresses . . Jrom .98 to $6.98
immense two-pound book, beautifully Boys' Wash and Woolen Smts . o« Jrom .44 to $15.98
printed in Full Colors, Rotogravure Men’s Suits . . . .« from $13.50 to $29.50
and Half-Tones. Goingthroughits pages Men’s Work and Dress shll’ts Sy from .89 to $6.89
is like a shopping trip through the finest Children’s Shoes . . from 98 to $2.98

New York stores, and you will find on Hosiery . o+ from©6 palrs for 59c to $1.95 a pair.

every page, sale values that will aston- ClwwMallm COIWO”WkIC,ﬁb v FREE

ish you and enable you to make your
clothes’ money go ever so much farther, onar Hllge Q“Pﬂlmd BOOk. Of SA l’ga,lns
NATIONAL BELLAS HESS CO., Ine.
290 West 24th Street 661 Hardesty Avenue
New York City Kansas City, Mo.

on live east of the Mississippi River mail this coupon to our

e W N T et on e wost of the Mississioni Rivee
ATIONAL BELLAS HESs (Co.m | Hammsiadg
New York_ and Kansas Cily
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Autumn Sponsors Irreqular

Hems and Dz’agona[ Lines

KIRTS are from one to two inches longer than last season.
Styles are decidedly feminine. Afternoon and evening frocks
feature uneven hemlines, dipping at the side, back or in

points all around. Bodices are slightly bloused, with snugness
emphasized through the hips.

No. 138. Unusual one-piece type. Designed for sizes 16, 18,
20 years, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust measure. Size 36
requires 3% yards of 40-inch material with % yard of 18-inch
contrasting.

No. 190. One-piece wrap around. Designed for sizes 16, 18,
90 years, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure. Size 36 re-
quires 27% yards of 40-inch material with 4% yards of piping
or braid.

No. 992. Enchantingly lovely. Designed for sizes 16, 18, 20
years, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires
31 yards of 40-inch material with 3§ yard of 36-inch con-
trasting.

No. 213. Youthful and smart. Designed for sizes 16, 18, 20
years, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires
37% yards of 36-inch material with % yard of 36-inch con-
trasting.

No, 200. Unquestionably smart. Designed for sizes 16, 18,
20 years, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure. Sizo 36 re-
quires 3 yards of 40-inch material with % yard of 36-inch con-
trasting.

Patterns 15¢ each, postage prepaid, may be secured from Woman's World, 4223 West Lake 8t., Chicago, Il
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Flares and Pleats Contribute
Oariety to the Mode

OR afternoon and street wear simplicity holds sway, effecting in-

dividuality with careful attention to details. The fulness in skirts

is introduced in many clever new ways, in rippling tiers, flounces,
fluttering panels, pleats and godets. Bows, scarfs, jabots, finely pleated
ruffling, fagoting and lace collars and cuffs add interesting feminine
touches to smart necklines. Satin leads in the sports and semi-tailored
models for street and general occasions. Sheer velvets in plain colors
and prints follow for sports and afternoon wear.

No. 3132. Nothing smarter. Designed for sizes 16, 18 years, 36, 38,
40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires 3 yards of
40-inch material with 7% yard of 20-inch contrasting.

No. 3461. A favorite. Designed for sizes 16, 18 years, 36, 38, 40,
42 and 44 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires 414 yards of 40-inch
material.

No. 3472. Smartly belted, Designed for sizes 16, 18 years, 36, 38,
40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires 4 yards of
40-inch material with 14 yard of 36-inch contrasting.

No. 3219. Smart new flare. Designed for sizes 16, 18 years, 36, 38, -
40 and 42 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires 335 yards of 40-
ineh material.

No. 38333. It’s smart. Designed for sizes 16, 18 years, 36, 38, 40
and 42 inches bust measure. Size 36 requires 37% yards of 40-inch
material.

Patterns 15¢ each, postage prepaid, may be secured from Woman's World, 4223 West Lake St., Chicago, Il
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W H BN 1T ®RaAdI NS E»IT P OURS

Guerywhere ch z'/a{reiz are becoming

moTre Vigorous

because of this
health salt’s eftect

Left: Boy's suit with achite
shirt and yellow trousers. Col-

{ b ‘,),_-h lar, cufis and shirt front are
k g uJ“ trimmed aith two shades of
s s yellow lawen folds joined and at-

tached by fagoting, the lighter

shade on the inside edge.
Right: Round yoke of fagot- i

ing with a bonnet to match.
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Dainty insertion patterns for yofees, collars and cuffs
By Sadie P. Le Sueur

HE simplest and most inexpensive thread has to be fastened and also hides

garments take on a distinctly smart the Lknot of a new thread. Care should
air when trimmed with fagoting. The be taken to fasten thread ends securely.
popularity of this handwork is increased Boy’s Suit

by the fact that in addition to being un-
usually attractive, it is also e ¥ and
quickly domne. It is equally suitable for
children’s and adults’ clothes.

The best-known and simplest type of
fagoting is the “eateh-stiteh™. style which

If two shades of yellow bias fold are
used on -the boy's
suit described above,
one bolt of size No.
4 of each color will
be sufficient for two
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When a child lacks vigor or
“tuckers out” quickly, an un-
suspected case of simple goiter
may be to blame.

For this disease is one of the
commonest causes of listlessness
in children. Even a goiter so
slight as to pass unnoticed may
result in languor, irritability and
backwardness at school.
- Fortunately, children m
can easily be saved from
goiter by the use of
Morton’s Iodized Salt.
It has brought new health
and vigor to countless
thousands of American
youngsters since its intro-
duction a few years ago.

As simple goiter is exceeding-
ly. prevalent, threatening two
children out of three, every
mother should change to
Morton’s Iodized Salt and thus
be on the safe side.

Made by one of America’s most
reliable salt makers, each package
contains just enough tasteless io-
dine to make goiter impossible,
but not enough to dis-
turb the most delicate
system.

Follow the advice of health
authorities. Get Morton’s
Iodized Salt from your
grocer at once and use it on
the table and in cooking.
Morton Salt Co., Chicago.

MORTON’
ALT

IODIZED FOR GOITER
. PREVENTION -- ALSO PLAIN

is used on all of the

garments illustrated “

on this page. This, 7 P Left: Flower yoke '
combined with bias Jd 20N \ l
folds of various £ (7 ,)[ Right: TVest |
pastel shades, gives v"i?\-w -7 of green folds 1
a charming effect. Y = and fegoting. 1

Cateh-Stiteh
Fagoting
The “dingram on
this page gives the
details of the stitch.
Ttirst the materials
ta be joined are
firmly basted to a
piece of heavy paper
about 3§ inch apart
and the fagoting is
done in the follow-
ing manner :

Tasten the thread .
at the upper left- f};tjlwt..
hand corner of the !z.rgumf
top line of the mate- for easy
rinl. Take a stitch f-r:f,u_aﬂnq

stitch.

in the opposite edge
(with the thread
under the needle)
about 1 inch in
advance of the first
stiteh. Take another
stitch in the top
line, another 14 inch

ahead, and continue. : e G
Work from the right side of the material, suits,” while if one shade is used, only one

When ready-made ‘bias folds are used, bolt of fold will be sufficient for one
they should be creased exactly through suit. Of course, other colors may be
the middle, then basted into position to substituted:
be fagoted, making -the fagoted fold half Girl’s Round Yoke
as  wide as the original fold. The To make round yoke for girl's dress
folded edze goes to the outside, letting above, first baste folds te a strong paper
. the fagoting join yoke pattern and
the open edges fagot together,
to rlnl- material all but bottom x/\—\\
above it. This line. Measure it f‘fi‘M\’
leaves a con- off and bind with S 45 ‘.—’},
venient place to it the gathers at Wy 17
slip the stitches (Continued on -
along when the page 49)

Left: Trimming tahs of ') %
narrow fagoted folds. '-\

Right: Braided folds and - |/~ e }
fagoting make this insertion. R
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New Aprons

No. 3023. Slender lines. Designed for
sizes 18 years, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46
inches bust measure. Size 36 requires
27 yards of 40-inch material with 1%
yards of 27-inch contrasting.

No. 2531. Attractive apron. Designed
for sizes small, medium and large. The
medium size requires 2 yards of 36-inch
material with 7 yards of binding.

No. 3344. Smart apron.
gizes small, medium and

Designed for
large. The

and Morn ing Dresses

medium size requires 2 yards of 36-inch
material with 53 yards of binding. Emb.
No. 700 (blue and yellow).

No. 3328. Something new. Designed
for sizes small, medium and large. The
medium size requires 114 yards of 36-inch
material with 12 yards of binding.

No. 3489. Slender sports frock. De-
signed 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 36G-inch contrasting.
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Fosed by
Esther
RALSTON
Starin -~
Paramonnt
Pictures
NO3AL
ALL-WOOL
SUEDE
COAT

SI49

| Miss Ralston says: | | Miss Vidor says:

“The fur trimmed
coat and the smart
little dresses I have | | W
chosen are really | | tionandcharm;the
wonderful values | | price seems to be
1 and I am sure they | | @boutbalfwhatone
| could not be pur- ] would expect. The
| chased elsewhere | | fur trimmed coats
| without paying &# | | are wongi_ezful val-
5t $10 more.”” ues t00.’

(Signed) i (Signed)
ESTHER RALSTON FLORENCE VIDOR

Miss Esther Ralston and
Miss Florence Vidor

Have Aided in the Selection
of the Styles in the New

HAMILTON CATALOGUE!

j -7OU will surely want to see the actual photographs of these stars i

coats and frocks that represent the last word SEND TODAY fo
in style from New York and Paris.

n
the styles they have selected, —as well as hundreds of other smart

r

your copy of this beautiful

The new hats, the new shoes, in fact everything in FASHION MAGAZINE

Ready-to-wear for the entire family is included.
Fur trimmed coats as low as $9.95—silk dresses
as low as $5.95—all decidedly new and amazingly
low priced!

Buying drrect from the manufacturer at little more
than wholesale prices you save from $5 to $10!
Many of our customers write that they have saved
as much as $15 on a single purchase!

No matter how /Jow the price—the quality is never
reduced! Hamilton’s high standard of quality has
made a million satisfied customers!

We Guarantee Hamilton Prices
to be the Lowest in America!

If, before December 15th, you can buy the same or similar mer-
chandise of equalvalue for less, we will refund the difference!

Tl i

IT’S FREE!

Patterns and transfer 15¢ each, prepaid, may be secured from Woman’s World, Chicago

HAMILTON GARMENT CO.
MAIL ORDER P9 114-116 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
Send me FREE your Fashion Magazine of new Fifth Avenue styles for Fall!

Nanme.

Town

Street

State
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AUNDRY work to be done—
done well—done easily
and without injury to

the clothes. Millions of wo-
men facing this situation every
week should know the answer
to this all-important question.

Is soap and water alone suffi-
cient to perform the laundry
task in the best possible way?
That’s easily answered. Just
add a cup of Borax in your tub
or washing machine before
adding the soap. What a dif-

ference!

More suds, softer water,
whiter clothes—and really
clean clothes, for Borax is a
deodorant and a mild anti-
septic. A more satisfactory job
with less effort—that’s what
the Borax does. And bestof all,
Borax is always safe, even for
delicate fabrics such as fine
linens, rayon and celanese.

Buy a package of 20 Mule
Team Borax today and learn
to use it always along with
your favorite laundry soap for
better results. Write for our
helpful new booklet, “‘Better
Ways to Wash and Clean."”
Pacific Coast Borax Co., 100
William St., New York City,
Dept. 759.

The Love of Old Iron Hands

(Continued from page 5)

his intense blue eyes. Luther’s
eyes were the Janeway heri-
tage, keen and cool, gray and
calculating.

“I've something to tell you,
Mark,” she announced in her
high, clear voice. “Who do
you think has come?”

Mark lumbered jointlessly
to his feet, shading his eyes
with his hands. Along the line
of hills to the .west marched
a thin fringe of trees, and be-
hind them was a golden rim.
The red ball of the sun ducked
below the sky line, the golden
rim turned red, purple, pink,
gray — and vanished. The
fringe of trees stepped into
closed ranks and melted to-
gether, Night swooped down.

Aunty Pye was still talking. She was
telling Mark that Letty Rulison was home
to stay and that she had a child with her,
a little lame thing. Mark shambled into
the house, unheeding. Not that it mat-
tered. Aunty Pye talked whether one lis-
tened or not.

“Have a letter from Luther,” he called
over his shoulder. “Ie's coming home for
a week, gets in tomorrow on the Bar Har-
bor Express.”

Strange she was coming back now. Of
course, it made no difference to him. She'd
never dreamed that Old Iron Hands pre-
sumed to care for her, nor that he knew
why she had broken her engagement with
Luther fifteen years before. Loyal little
soul, of course she wouldn’t lIeave her old,
feeble father with a housekeeper to go to
Luther. Luther hadn’t understood, some
way, but he must have really cared, though,
for he hadn’t married.

MAYBE it was a providence that Luther

was coming home just now. Something
in Mark, quite unbidden, rose and strangled
the thought. He looked down at his hands,
that he had just serubbed to the quick—
black, heavy, with broken nails. From the
clothes press he got out his one suit of
decent clothes and looked it over with an
unwontedly critical eye. Cheap and badly
pressed it was, never quite large enough
for his shoulders. It was time he had a
decent suit. There was no particular rea-
son why he should look like a tramp for
Luther to see. As for Letty, of course it
didn't matter. She probably thought of
him as just Old Iron Hands, always had
and always would. He didn’t think he
could endure having her good to him out
of pity, that was all. A kind of DBeauty
and the Beast situnation. Letty mustn't
see that life had been hard on him, too.
He must put his best foot forward so she
wouldn’t be sorry for him. Letty was a
tender-hearted little goose, always stand-
ing up for the under do~. If he took the
early train for Portland, he would be back
in time to meet Luther, and no one would
know why he had gone.

After supper, Mark walked down through
the orchard past the bend of the road and
so out of range of Aunty Pye’s curious
old eyes. Then he crossed the bridge at
the gorge and followed the lane to the
garden entrance to the Rulison house. At
the stile he sat down to try to decide
whether he should go up the path and
knock on the kitchen door. In the night,
his old clothes wouldn’t matter so much,
Still, maybe Letty wouldn't want to see
him. She had sent no word she was com-
ing. Didn’t she Lknow he would have
wanted to get her house ready for her
and that he would have had food brought
in?

He stumbled from the stile and went
back the way he came. At least, he could
do Letty the honor of getting new clothes
to wear the first time he saw her, She
mustn’t be sorry for him, mustn’t be sorry
for him!

When Mark Janeway stepped from the
train the next afternoon, he found the
station platform unwontedly deserted. IHe
was glad enough, for he was rather dread-
ing the covert glances of people who had
never seen him in anything but his rough
old clothes. He wore the new suit, and his
head, shorn of its shagginess, rose from
shoulders no longer crowded into a coat
too small for them. His face felt fresh
and cool from a careful shave, and his
hands actually looked smaller in their gray
gloves. He felt no longer hulking but
large and straight, actually straight. His
shoulders went back consciously,

Past him sped a trainman. “Forest fire,
sir. Beats the old one, Unless it rains—"
The man sprinted on out of hearing.

“Sir!” The trainman hadn’t known him,
Had called him “Sir”!

ISs=s

Then the other idea got a
grip on his consciousness. He
broke into a lurching run
down the platform.

Up the west slope of Cheap
Hill was creeping a wall of
smoke, laced with red. The air
was acrid. His own place was
safe. . The fire was too far
west and -the guleh would
break it. But every farm on
the far side of Cheap Hill was
in danger. And Rulison Place
—Letty and Pint O’ Cider!
She would lose all she had, if
the fire gained headway.
Maybe she would be in danger
herself if she hadn’t the sense
to take the lad and run across
the culvert to Janeway Place
while there was time.

Letty at Janeway Place! Mark stopped
short in his headlong plunge along the
tracks. The blood sang in his ears. The
years, lonely and loveless, dropped out of
his mind. He visioned Janeway Place
with Letty in it. She'd have to come there,
if her place burned, have to come to him,
Old Iron Hands. TForgotten was every-
thing, forgotten the years, Luther, his own
ugliness and failure !

Letty at Janeway Place, safe, happy—

A shrill train whistle pierced his con-
sciousness. On that train, held up at the
crossing beyond the water tower, was Dr.
Luther Janeway. Mark leaped the gate
that closed the tracks and dropped ten feet
to the dried brook bed beneath the cul-
vert. He had been mad. Letty’s home must
be saved. She must be free to live her own
life. It wasn't Luther’s coming that made
the difference. He, Mark, had been selfish
with desire for her,

As he climbed, he planned. The fire
fighters back of that blazing wall couldn’t
get in to help Letty, even if they knew
she was there, They would work toward
the west side farms, There was only one
way to get to the Rulison farm ahead of
that furnace blazing its way up Cheap
Hill. Up the gulch to the Janeway culvert,
all of a quarter of a mile, climbing like
a cat.

To his left the fire roared, sparks fell
into the guleh. Branches of trees crashed
down. The stone-lined chasm became
heated, intolerable. Up, up, mouth dry,
head bursting with the heat, feet slipping,
hands catching at hot, jagged rocks. Per-
spiration streamed down his face, blinding
him, hands became bleeding, hurting
masses of flesh, blood beating in his ears
almost stunned him. Once before, at fif-
teen, he had climbed the gulch. Letty had
dared him. She had dared Luther, too,
but Luther had gone smilingly around by
the road, laughing at the dare. Mark
could see nothing now but Luther saunter-
ing by as he climbed up over the culvert,
a Luther with clean hands and clean
clothes, still smiling his cool smile, walk-
ing gayly off with Letty.

E‘.‘ERY minute the wind was shifting,
driving the fire toward the north, to-
ward Letty’'s farm. Wind from the south-
west meant rain, though. If it came in
time— Again he ceased to think, became a
climbing, heaving mountain of aching
muscles.

Up, up, over the last boulders, out over
the culvert, into the road, ahead of the
fire. It was coming in, though, from the
southwest, lashed by a teasing gale.

Only one salvation for Rulison farm.
Mark dropped to the culvert a second to
get his breath and then pelted at an ele-
phantine trot down the road. Up past
him, urged by a greater fear than that of
man, swept woods creatures, making for
the gulch and safety—rabbits, woodchucks,
a black and white skunk, little squeaking
mice, squirrels. Birds flew in silent, fright-
ened swarms.

Ahead stood Rulison House, old, gray,
sagging-roofed, directly in line with the
fire., Letty’s home, all she had! What was
that encireling the house? A black, smok-
ing border. Someone had known enough
to back-fire. He rushed on, his breath
searing his lungs. The smoking border
circled three sides of the lot on which
stood Rulison House. On the east was the
gulch, turning sharply, making a pocket
into which the fire would have sucked.
There on the inner rim, putting out over-
persistent back fires, was a gray-coated,
streaming-haired figure. Letty!

Mark seized shovel and rake and began
to beat back the eating little fires. Ages
later, it seemed, Letty came toward him,
“Where's the boy?" he gasped.

“Up at your house.” Letty's voice was

(Continued on page 33)

cyfi-a\/orful foods

and the familys health

LAVORFUL foods arouse

dull appetites and stimulate
proper digestion . . . real aids
in keeping bodies robust and
healthy.

Pure, mild salt performs that
important function of bringing
out the delicious, natural food
flavors. In addition, it is one of
the most essential minerals in the
daily diet.

Itis for that reason that thou-
sands of housewives use Dia-
mond Crystal Salt regularly.
The pure, snowy-white flakes
dissolve immediately ... develops
the wholesome food flavors. ..
performing this function iz foods,
notoz them. And beingunusually
mild, free from impurities, it can
be eaten in sufficient quantities
without the salt taste becoming
apparent.

Your grocer will be glad to sup-
ply you with Diamond Crystal
Saltin the handy-pouring Shaker
carton, in boxes, or in sanitary
cotton bags.

If it isn’t Diamond Crystal it isn't Shaker
Diamond Crystal Iodine Salt,
prepared at the reguest of

medical authorities, can also
be obtained at your grocer’s.

Diamond

May we send you a generous sample
package of Diamond Crystal Salt and
theinteresting,helpful booklet:
“ 101 Uses for Diamond Crystal Salt™?

— — e

Diamonp Crystat Sacr Co,,
Dept. 731, St. Clair, Mich.
Yes; send me the trial package and booklet, free.

Name

Street

Cisy Stare
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For School and Dress~up Occasions

No. 216. Cool-looking. Designed for
sizes 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. Size 8 re-
quires 2 yards of 36-inch material. Emb.
No. 757 (blue).

No. 945. One-piece school dress. De-
signed for sizes 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14 years,
Size 8 requires 2 yards of 40-inch material
with 14 yard of 36-inch contrasting.

i No.17FC4766
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A 1G MONEY SAVING

SIRYIUE BOOLS

Bigger
Bargains
Than Ever
Before—

Yes, better fabrics, better
styles, bigger values than
ever before. Season after
season, the Chicago Mail

Order Co. presents the very
cream of Paris and American

fashions; and as each issue of our
big Free Catalog appears, the dollar-

for-dollar values are actually greater
than ever before. If you want to save
money do not buy a single thing for
any member of the family to wear until
you have seen our marvelous new Fall
and Winter Style Book and Family Outfitter.

The Best of Styles
at Unbeatable Prices

".-nl re
{?};\tﬂ’ i
19289

Imagine 312 pages brimful of stunning e
styles——modeg inspired by the famous pR@EEN Wﬁ’;ﬁ;c’
dressmaking house of Paul Carét, Paris, =3 _ est

France, and approved by Mlle. Roberta Tl f .— : Pguesf

Cuséy, most beautiful and best dressed wo-
man in France, and by Ella Van Hueson,
“Miss Universe” — the Reigning Beauty A Ll s
Queen of the World. Not only this, but the pick of Y | Better
American fashions besides. Don’t fail to send coupon { ! ‘;efﬂ“‘

for your FREE copy.

Mandel Fur
Pages—

Trimmed
ALLWOOL
SUEDE
VELOUR
Many are in
Actual Colors
and Lifelike
Rotogravure

5038

Everythmg to Wear
for All the Family

Every page displays quality merchandise at
prices made low by tremendous buying power
and by our willingness to accept a very small
margin of profit in order to sell a large volume.
You’ll be amazed at the really substantial sav-
ings you can make with this wonderful book
to guide you. It presents apparel of every sort for
every member of the family. Women’s Dresses, Coats,
Millinery, Shoes— Men’s Suits, Overcoats, Shoes—
Children’s apparel of all kinds—a complete line of
Underwear, Hosiery, Corsets and Furnishings, as well
as many useful articles for the home. Think of the
time and effort and actual money it will save you.
Send the coupon for this FREE Book now!

Quick Service and Satisfaction

One GUARANTEED on Every Purchase

of Most orders are shipped by us the same day received — the bale
O ance within 24 hours. Almost 4,000,000 families depend upon
ur us for service. Nearly forty years of fair dealing makes our
Many money-back guarantee as good asany bond. If not satisfied with
any article purchased, for any reason whatever, you can return it
Good and we w:llprefun d your money plus postage both ways; and
if you find you can purchase thc same goods for less money
Values elsewhere, we will refund the difference. Werite for your

copy of this FREE Style Book today.

MAIL THIS COUPON

Chicago Mail Order Co., Dept. 17 Chicago,Ill.

Send me absolutely FREE your 1928-29 Fall and Winter
Style Book and Family Outficter showing the newest fash-
ions in apparel for all the family and many useful articles
for the home.

The chie coat pie-
tured here is our

— beautifully
fashioned of ALL
WOOLSUEDE
VELOUR, with
fine Mandel fur
trimming. Comes
in Women’s sizes,

No. 961. Brother’s new suit. Designed
for sizes 2, 4 and 6 years. Size 4 requires
15 yards of 32-inch material with 14 yard
of 40-inch contrasting and 3 yard of 36-
inch lining.

No. 3462. For the sub-deb. Designed

for sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16 years. Size
8 requires 23§ yards of 36-inch material.

No. 3476. Smart bolero. Designed for
sizes 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. Size 8
requires 1% yards of 40-inch material with
3; yard of 36-inch contrasting.

No. 871. Peter Pan collar. Designed for
sizes 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. Size 8 re-
quires 13; yards of 40-inch material with
3¢ yard of 36-inch contrasting.

Patterns and transfer 15¢ each, prepaid, may be secured from Woman’s World, Chicago

PRINT
82to40bust; Miss-
es, 14 to 20 years. NAME ..oeiaimims oot sl oo ciaangmnzmann sucaaadens
Colors: Deer Tan, PRINT
Gracklehead Blue RS o e T R
or Black. State
sizeand color. PRINT PRINT
Price $9.98. TOWN STATE

Chicago Mall Order Co.

DEPT.i%A

CHICAGO,ILL.
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M En” Before the BABY COMES

R
' By HERMAN N. BUNDESEN, M.D.

President, American Public Health Association

ee
A good, true,

living

The thirteenth of an authoritative series of articles giving expectant
motbers precise informatiop on bow to protedt their bealth

advertisement

SPECIAL
OFFER
This Mont

Ask your druggist for this v i back ; then they move around toward the
: A T Sl front. There is a “bearing down” feeling e
Combination PaCkage containing pecrny toward the end of the labor located in the s e s

a shaker can of Mennen Borated
Talcum for Baby, and a generous
FREE tube of Mennen Skin Balm
for Mother. Both for the price of
the Talcum alone in this Combina-
tion Package 25c. The supply is
limited. Ask your druggist today.

For Mother This special offer

is made to acquaint every mother
with Mennen Skin Balm which
already thousands of women are
using to keep their hands white,
smooth and soft. Skin Balm drives
away the redness caused by hav-

and the bealth of their children-to-be.

Backed by

the American Medical A ssociation

The First Clothes Needed
for Baby
SMALL amount of clothing
A is all that need be bought
during the - first three
months, as,little babies quickly
outgrow their clothing. There
should be: Three bands or
binders ; 3 to 4 dozen diapers;
3 nightgowns; 3 shirts; 3
pairs of stockings.
(1) Bands or Binders
The binders should be made
of soft, white, unhemmed cot-
ton flannel, about six inches
wide and 18 inches long, wide enough to
hold the navel dressing in place but not
wide enough to wrinkle. They should
not be tied too tightly and should not be
used after the stump of the cord or
navel is healed. The band with shoulder
straps should then be used.

(2) Diapers
Diapers should be about 24 by 24
inches, made of soft, light absorbent
material, such as birdseye cotton. To save
expense, ordinary flour sacks may be
used. These are later replaced by a

larger size, about 36 by 36 inches. In
making the diaper, the raw edge of the
cloth should be finished with a
hem,

14 -inch

Band while

Right: Band after
cord has healed

Rubber diapers or pants,
if used all the time, keep
the moisture in and make the baby’s skin
sore. However, they may be worn when
traveling or for a short time away from
home.

(3) Baby’s Sleeping Clothes or
Nightgowns
Sleeping clothes should be very loose
and roomy, opening down the front so
that the diapers can be changed without
removing the gown. Draw-strings should
be placed at the bottom to keep the feet
covered when necessary. For warm

5. Thoroughly clean and
dry.

6. Made of cotton, silk or
linen mesh goods (not wool),
because such cloth: (a) Does
not rub the baby’s
(b) easily takes up sweat;
(¢) does not shrink.

7. Made of thin cloth in
summer because more sunshine
will get to the child’s body.

The Beginning of Labor and
Birth of the Baby

The entire act of (he com-
ing of the child and afterbirth
from the mother's body is called ‘“labor.”

The signs of labor are: 1. Pains,
2. The “show.” 3. Rupture of bag of
waters.

When any one or more of the above
signs appear, be sure to call your doctor,
and also your nurse if she is not already
with you. If you are going to the hos-
pital, it is now time for you to start,
After ealling your doctor, telephone the
hospital that you are on your way.

1. The Pains

Labor pains are caused by cramping of
the muscles of the womb, They are like
the pains of the monthly periods but are
more severe and come at regular intervals.
With each pain the whole abdomen gets
hard but becomes softer again when the
pain stops. At first the pains are in the

small of the back and in front of the
pelvis,

The pains are necessary to bring the
baby. They are perfectly natural; every
mother has them and, while you are hav-
ing your baby, hundreds of other mothers
are going through the same thing. There
is nothing to fear.

(a) Their frequency. True labor pains
are usually regular., When they begin
they may be 40, 30 or 20 minutes apart,
but they come regularly and as the labor
goes on they come oftener and oftener;
that is, the rest period between them gets
shorter.

(b) Their strength.
are usually mild, but as
ithey become stronger.

These pains are
nagging and do not seem to help much.

At first the pains
time goes on

often trying and

skin ;.

for \
Eagle
Brand!”

Two little girls, adorable with
the charm of healthy, happy
childhood! Read the letter a -
proud young mother writes to
the Borden Company.

“Gentlemen:

“We have what ourselves, our
friends and ‘our family doctor con-
sider a good, true, living advertise-
ment for Eagle Brand Milk! Both of
my little girls have been raised on
Eagle Brand since they were a few
days old, and I cannot say enough in

. . weather, these garments should be made S Roseis 3 : ; 5 ;
ing hands repeatedly in hard, itk el sleaves. But cheer up! Every pain you have favor of this milk.
502 water—makes handS beau- means one less to come and that the “I th I’l
y (4) Shirts baby is so much nearer birth. The doec- ama young mother—these two

tiful. Heals, soothes, cools sun-
burn and windburn. Mildly
astringent and antiseptic. You
will thank us for making you
-acquainted with Skin Balm—the
ideal skin tonic.

For Bab}’ When you buy
Mennen Borated Talcum for Baby
you know it is recommended by
doctors and nurses everywhere.
It spreads a gossamer film over
Baby's soft, rosy skin that absorbs
moisture, relieves chafing and
rawness from friction, and being
antiseptic, stops skin infection at
the start. This modern baby pow-
der soothes and cools hot, in-
flamed skin, makes happy babies.
The purest, the best is none too
good for your baby'sdelicate skin.

Accept this generous combina-
tion offer today !

The Mennen Company, Newark, N. J.

The Mennen Company, Ltd., Toronto,Canada

MENNEN

In cold weather, the baby should wear
a shirt with long sleeves, open all the way
down, lapped in front and fastened at the
side. In warm weather, shirts with short
sleeves or without sleeves should be used,
allowing the air to get at the skin.

(5) Stockings

Stockings should be long enough to
cover the knees and reach to the diaper.
In cold weather, to keep the baby's feet,
legs and knees warm, the stockings must
be worn day and night during the early
months of infaney. The feet of the stock-
ings must be long enough not to eramp
the baby's toes.

The objeet of clothing is to protect the
baby and keep him comfortable, The in-
fant quickly shows the effects of too much
heat by sweating and too much cold by
chilling, as shown by cold hands and feet,

All new clothing shoeuld be properly
washed, boiled, thoroughly rinsed and, if
possible, dried in the sun before using.

The DBaby’s Clothes Should DBe:

1. Simply made and loose enough to
let the arms and legs move freely.

2. Smooth and unstarched so as not to
seratech the tender skin; health and com-
fort rather than looks should be the first
thought,

3. Suitable to the season, climate, age
and condition of the child.

4. TFastened with tape if possible, so
woven that it will not curl, kink or
shrink, rather than with pins or buttons.

tor usually gives some medicine to malke
the pains more bearable.

Usually with the first baby, after about
sixteen to eighteen hours, the pains be-
come different. You will feel like bear-
ing down with each pain as if you had
to move the bowels. . With the last few
hard ones, the baby will be born.

(¢) Talse pains. Sometimes there are
cramps that come and go for a week or
two before birth, but they do not have
the regularity of the real pains; mnor do
they get gradually more severe, nor does
the time between them get shorter and
shorter. They are called *“false pains.”

2. The “Show”

Sometimes a few hours, or even a day,
before the real pains, or with them, there
comes a small piece of mucus stained
with blood, which is called the “show.”
Sometimes the show is very bloody. If
this comes, notify your doctor.

3. The Bag of Water Breaks

Sometimes the first sign of labor is a
gush of water from the vagina. If this
happens, remain in bed; do not be afraid,
as it merely means that the egg sac has
broken and that the labor will begin
within 12 to 24 hours. Usually this hap-
pens several hours before labor begins,
The sure sign of the beginning of labor
is the coming of true pains such as we
have deseribed.

Dr. Bundesen's next article on the care
of mother and baby will appear in the
October issue.—THE EDITORS,

are my only children. They are only
a year apart and Eagle Brand came to
me as a godsend. In fact, I believe
my Madrienne would not have lived
but for Eagle Brand! So when Hazel
Claire was born I gave her Eagle
Brand as soon as I learned I could
not nurse her, because I had such
confidence in it.

“Madrienne and Hazel have al-
ways been such good babies and I
know that it is due to Eagle Brand! I
write this in all sincerity and I wish
you more and more success in your
wonderful work.

Sincerely yours,
Mprs. LEN SYLVESTER
St. Vincent, Minn.”

Tue Borpen Comrany, Borden Building
350 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please send me my free copies of “Baby’s Welfare™
and * What Other Mothers Say. ** My babyis....
months old.
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Make your Bath

a Beauty
CGreatment

TRY IT FREE

There was a time when a bath was just a bath.
Now it is much more. Just a sprinkle of Batha-
sweet and your daily tubbing becomes a veritable
beauty treatment. Not only is the water made
fragrant as a flower garden, but it gains a softness
which cannot be duplicated in any other way. It
washes deep into the pores, dissolves the secretions
of the skin and leaves about you an indefinable,
almost scentless fragrance that lingers all day long.
Your skin is stimulated to more radiant health;
blemishes disappear; and an air of springtime
daintiness becomes an inseparable part of your
personality. No charm is more in keeping with
modern ideas of femininity.

The best indication of how Bathasweet accom-
plishes its remarkable results is to be found in the
fact that the Bathasweet bath leaves no “ring”
around the tub. Instead it holds soap and dirt
in solution, so that they cannot wash back into the
pores. In this Bathasweet is unique among bath
preparations.

BATHASWEET is so inexpensive. 25c, 50¢, §1.00
and $1.50 at all drug and department stores.

FREE A can sent free if you mail
this coupon with name and

address to C. S. Welch Co., Dept. W. 1.,
1907 Park Avenue, New York.

LEFT OVER CUTS

can be made into delightful dishes.
A stew, a hash, a meat pie or
croquette is an appetizing meal

when well seasoned with

LEA & PERRINS’

SAUCE

Send postal for our free recipe booklet.
Lea & Perrins, 234 West St., N.Y.
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The Love of Old Iron Hands

(Continued from page 30)

a choked whisper. “I took
him as soon as the wind
turned.” ;
Silently again they
fought on, chasing vagrant,
creeping little fires. Pres-
ently Mark turned to Letty,
“We've done all we can.
AMlight as well get our
breath now, in case we
have to run for it later.”
He caught Letty, who
now seemed bewildered and
unable to move, by the

already
written

October.

GOOD NEWS!

Dl'JAN HEFFER-
NAN, whom you

know, has

new three-part novel,
“Over the
Pots,’”? which
serial publication in
Woman’s Warld for

her hands, shoulders shak-
ing. DBrave Letty, crying
and letting him see. What
had happened to her 7

“There now,” he mum-
bled, stooping over the
shaking, draggled blue fig-
ure, “there now !”

He put out one great
hand, then drew it back.
The temptation was again
clawing him. Now was his
chance to tell her what had
been in his heart sinee the

brilliant

Chimney
begins

hand and urged her across
the still smoking strip they
had back-fired to the comparative coolness
of the garden. Panting, they dropped to
the platform by the well curb, watching
the onward sweeping wall of the great

fire. Suddenly Mark drew a bucket of
water from the well and offered Letty a
drink, Then he tilted the bucket over his

head and shoulders and stood in shivery
enjovment of the sudden cooling.

“Had to get braced up,” he apologized.
“May have to fizht that fire some more.,”

Letty leaped to her feet, flinging aside
the old raincoat, swaying a little from
exhaustion, her hand ecluteching Mark’s
shoulder in incredulous relief. *“It js—
raining !” Her whisper was a breath.

B/I:\RK turned from scanning the sky,
shifting from burning blue to ecool
gray. He thought that he had never seen
eyves like those set in Letty's sooty face,
eves that were a warm and limpid brown
with dark bronze flecks: It was the only
thing about her that seemed natural, Life
had been hard on Letty. She looked frail,
ready to drop with fatigue.

What did it mean? Didn’t Letty trust
him any more? Could she think he would
presume on the chance to help her over a
hard place? Came the memory of his wild
moment in the gulch when he almost
yvielded to the temptation to let the fire get
Letty’s home so she would have to come
to him. Could Letty have foreseen his
weakness ?

Down on their heads without more
warning eame a rush of long-pent waters,
They met the leaping fires with a erackle
and hiss. The red wall dropped. Quanti-
ties of smoke, acrid and heavy, tingled in
their nostrils,

“Rtun to the porch, out of this,” pleaded
Mark. “You'll catch a terrific cold after
being so hot.”

“No, no,” gasped Letty, lifting her face
to catch on it the great limpid drops. “It
is heavenly. I was burning alive.” She
put out her hands and clutched at the
gray, sliding coolness.

From the east eame a shrill whistle,
“They’ve held the Bar Harbor Express till
the tracks are safe,” explained Mark,
scarcely aware of what he was saying.

He looked down at his feet, encased in
scorched leather, at what was left of his
gray suit, burned and torn and hanging in
shreds about him. He looked at his swol-
len and awful hands and began to laugh,
How tawdry it all seemed, that trip to
Portland and the effort he had made to
make himself look like the kind of man he
was not.

Here was Letty, too, scorched and sod-
den in the rain that was whipping her
torn blue dress awry. Her hands were
grimy claws and her hair in a lopsided
“pbun’ on the side of her head. Two scare-
crows they were. The laugh died in his
throat. His arms ached to snatch Letty
to him, to tell her she was just as dear in
sackcloth and ashes as in the days when
she was a dainty girl. Just Letty, that
was all he wanted, What madness! As
though it mattered how he felt!

A second whistle shrilled up the valley.

“I know !” Letty's voice seemed very far
away, with a strange note in it, born not
of the years but of despair. “It is your
brother Luther coming now that the ex-
citement is all over. Some way, you al-
ways seem to be the ome to arrive in the
middle of things.”

It was as though Letty were grieved
that Luther had not cared enough to get
out of the train and plow through fire and
smoke to help her. Old Iron Hands flushed
beneath his tan and soot, a flush of honest
shame. What if Letty could tell his
thoughts? What if she knew he was sorry
his brother Luther were coming? What if
she knew that for a minute he had dared
see a vision, he, Ol Iron Hands!

“You're safe now. I'm going home,” he
forced himself to say with elaborate care-
Jessness. No answer. Only a strange
sound. He looked down. It was Letty
erying, crouched on the well curb, head in

day he earned his nickname
in her defense. She had
broken with Luther years before, and he
knew. Luther. Luther wouldn't look at a
crushed and helpless Letty. It was
Letty's dear remoteness, her dainty self-
sufficiency that had attracted Luther.
Here she was, sick, discouraged, exhausted,
Perhaps so at her wits’ ends what to do
that she would come to him for a refuge.
The idea leaped at him, unleashed, from
the dark recess of his mind, and before it
he stood, shamefaced but eager. Such a
safe refuge he would be. He’d give, give,
give, and never ask anything but the
chance to keep her safe.

Then came proud sanity, pushing the
thought of Letty back to its secret and
honorable hiding. Letty caged! She'd be
sorry later, when she was strong again.
And there was Luther, quite fit and suc-
cessful. Perhaps Luther still cared enough
for Letty to bring her back, help her be
her old self again. Maybe there was real
love for her in Luther. Why hadn’'t he
married in all the years since Letty chose
between him and her old father?

All he could do was wait and watch,
make Letty feel she could still trust him
as Old Iron Hands, with never a lover’s
dream in his head. He took a step back,
folding his great arms aeross his chest.
Only so could he be sure they wouldn't
reach out and take her. He turned away
his eyes not to see the sick fear in hers.
She was afraid, afraid of life ahead, of
poverty and weakness and sickness and
loneliness and struggle. His arms ached
with the grip he imposed upon them, His
chest ached with the force of them against
it. He walked back and forth stolidly in
front of the well eurb.

FTER a time he thought out what he
should say to Letty, “I don’t suppose
this is a good time to talk business,” he
essayed in a voice that was stern to keep
it from being uneven, “but I've been think-
ing some day I'd ask you to give me the
chance to run your place on shares.”

He stumbled on, amazed that his tongue
was obeying not his mad desire but his
will. “It would save you a lot of fussing
with hired men and things, and not be
much extra work for me. Besides,” he lied
eagerly, “I've always hankered after that
swamp piece of yours. Asparagus would
grow there, and there’s money in aspara-
gus. Then the old cranberry bog—"

“There's money in that, too, I suppose!”
Letty's voice was curiously soft. “Of
course, I knew it was sour, till you treated
it with some new soil and fertilizer, And
there was money in my old east roof that
you shingled y before last, and a for-
tune in the porch steps you replaced. As
to making old Flint Jones pay the rent he
promised for the south pasture—"

“Pshaw !” expostulated Mark. “That
wasn't anything. Would have done it for
any neighbor. As to the other things—I
can’t imagine how you found out about
them—it’s a shame to let a place go to
pieces for little things when the owner is
away. Bad for the neighborhood, too.”

He continued at great length, talking
about asparagus trenching and crossing
native cranberries with a large western
stock. In the midst he became aware that
Letty was sitting up, regarding him with
strange eyes, How the little flecks of
color in them glowed !

“T know it seems foolish that a woman
half sick, and out of a position, should do
it! But I just had to take him.”

What did she mean? Then he under-
stood. Down the road from Janeway
House was coming a thumping and clat-
tering of small and vigorously wielded
crutches.

“Ie came to the kindergarten from the
orphanage. When the doctor told me I
liad to stop teaching, and that he ought
to be in the country, I just had to bring
him. "I—I adopted him, to make sure his
father couldn't get him. Tle hasn’'t even
good blood,” she finished defiantly.

So that was it. Letty was afraid she

(Continued on page 34)
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Leisure—made possible by
electricity—waits at every elec-
tric outlet. Discuss with your
lighting company or dealer
the time-saving convenience
of the completely electrified
home and the appliances that
should go into it. The G-E
monogram on theseappliances
is your assurance that they
are électrically correct and
dependable.

GENERAL ]E]L]EC][‘R]IC

OME women sensibly and
efficiently shift household
drudgery to electrical servants,
who are always ready and willing
to take over these tasks for a few
cents a day.

Some women have learned that
electric refrigeration, electric
laundering and cooking and
cleaning and dishwashing, can
add hours of leisure to their day.

Some women put electricity to
work and use the time saved to
rest, to play, to stay young, to
widen their circle of pleasant
social contacts. Some women—
Why not you?

Any woman who does any task

that electricity can do is work-
ing for a few cents a day.

Taking “Darn!”
out of darning

. . an Eveready Bull’s-eye
Flashhght does that. Makes
this tedious routine-duty twice
as easy. Just slip a lighted
Eveready into a sock or stock-
ing and see how easy darning
becomes with light inside.
You can put every stitch right
where it ought to be.

With the flashlight work-
ing with you, you don’t have
to strain your eyes—you’ll be
surprised at what better work
you can do, in lots less time.
And you couldn’t want a bet-
ter darning-ball than the
smooth, round lens of an Ever-
eady Bull’s-eye Flashlight.

The flashlight habit will
save you time and trouble in

a hundred other ways. Keep -

Eveready Flashlights handy
around the house for unfail-
ing convenience and safety.
And keep them full of ready
light and long-lasting useful-
ness by always using genuine
Eveready Batteries.

every week 13 WEEKS
i Your neighbors $1 A YEAR. IS CENTS

% know the hthﬂudar and you will like it--the every-
week news digest from the Nation's Center. Bright,
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a good line

Use La France with your
laundry soap. Have a good
line of clothes —white,

gleaming, clean! No rubbing
—no bluing! Save half your
laundry time.
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Philadelphia, Pa.
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The Love of Old Iron Hands

v (Continued from page 33)

might not be able to
look after the boy.
He might have
known Letty would
never have cried for
herself.

Into the yard
stumped Peter, soak-
ing wet, an impish
scowl on his face. He
leaped for Letty’s
arms, his ecrutches
clattering to t h e
ground, babbling that the woman with
mice in her apron had tried to kiss him.

Up the road from the village came rat-
tling the station taxi. The car was near
enough so they could see sitting beside
the driver a tall, slender man with a finely
set graying head and a thin saturnine
face.

“Luther ! I'd all but forgotten him !"

Mark felt himself old and weary. His
will prodded him on. “You get to the
house. Luther mustn’t see you looking
like this, a scorched ragamuffin.”

“Why should I care?’ Letty’s eyes were
blazing. “Luther is nothing to me, noth-
ing at all!”

Mark did not wait for her to finish her
sentence. He caught her lightly in his
great arms—at last it was right for him
to use them — and rushed her into the
house. On the settle by the kitchen fire-
place he dropped her.

“Look out for her, Peter, old man,” he
admonished the lad, eying him shrewdly
from the doorway.

TIIE car had passed on up the hill, over
the culvert, and he plodded along in its
wake. On the porech he found Luther, a
very tired-looking but very distinguished-
looking Luther, a Luther whose cool gray
eyes pierced him through and through as
of old. At once Mark became tongue-tied,
awkward, merely the inconsequential
younger brother, the dullard who had been
left stranded in the backwater of Cheap
Hill. The years in which he had wrung
from the farm the money that indirectly
had financed Luther’s very expensive edu-
cation, and had given the prosperous man
freedom to go his own way, sloughed off.

“IHello, Old Iron Hands!” Luther was
graciously on his feet, holding out a long
white hand.

Mark lurched back. He felt very tired
and useless. “Glad to see you, Luther.
Better not touch me. Might get you sooty.
Been fighting forest fire,”” he mumbled.

The next afternoon, Mark went down to
Rulison farm. He carried a line and rod
to plumb the well, which Letty feared was
going dry. He also carried a basket of
Indian corn and some of Aunty Pye's
cakes. As he went, he was thinking over
the questions Luther had asked about
Letty at breakfast. There had been an
interest, more or less calculating, in his
gray eyes as he talked. Mark was, never-
theless, surprised to find Luther sitting on
the porch talking with Letty.

And what a different Letty. She had
on a soft white dress and her hair was
coiled low on her neck, the curls in it es-
caping about her small head. She looked
rested and sure of herself. Iixcept for her
eyes, he would not have known her for
the tired, disillusioned woman who had
fought the fire with him the day before.
And he had dreamed she would come to
him because she was tired and needed
help! What a conceited fool he had been
in his conscious virtue that decided not
to let her throw herself away on him,

There sat Luther at his ease, talking
fluently, talking across the head of small
Peter, a Peter unnoticed as he swung on
his crutches, a sardonic grin on his wiz-
ened face. When Peter caught sight of
Mark trying to slip unnoticed into the
yard through a gap in the old rose hedge,
he shrilled joyously : “Here comes Ol' Iron
Hands !

Mark felt himself reddening, He was
aware of Luther's half irritated, half ap-
praising glance. And did Letty look almost
amused ?

“I'm going around to your kitchen with
these, Letty. This evening, maybe, I'll
come to plumb your well. Can’t stop now.”

As he went, confused by the transpar-
ency of his lie, for the line and rod be-
trayed him, he told himself sternly that
he was a fool, and that it was right for
Letty and Luther to be making up their
old quarrel. He was a conceited fool,
well, to feel hurt because Luther was sit-
ting contentedly on Letty's porch, Leaving
the corn and cakes on the kitchen table,
he hurried down through the old weed-
grown garden to the stile. He was climb-

-Peter out of earshot,

ing over it when he
heard Peter calling,
clattering after in
mad haste.

“She told me to
s a y something to
you,” he piped, “and
I can’t say it out
Ioud. I have to
whisper it in your
ear. You—wait.”

There were tears
in the shrill voice.
Mark looked down at the small hurrying
form. Automatically he stepped down from
the stile and swung the boy up in his
arms. He felt of the shrunken leg with a
hand that was gentle for all of its size.

“That doctor fellow on the porch said it
wouldn’t ever grow any longer. I heard
him.”

The tears in the tiny voice turned to
defiance. “I know it will. It’s growed an
inch since I came to live with Miss Letty.”

“Bless your eart, Pint O’ Cider, we'll

make it exercise itself every day. Then it
will have to grow.”
For the moment, Mark’s indignation

overwhelmed his own hurt. Luther to say
a thing like that so the child could hear!
It came to Mark that Luther was thor-
oughly selfish.

Peter was continuing to whisper ex-
citedly in his ear, “She said for me to tell
you to wait. She'd be out to see you in
just a minute.”

Mark sat down on the stile, Peter on
his knee. Soon he heard the front gate
click and saw Luther sauntering up the
road toward the culvert. There was a
slight droop to his shoulders, a little less
confident air about his well groomed figure,

Out the back door and down the walk
toward him came Letty, running eagerly.
“Oh, Mark, I'm so glad you came, and I've
been thinking over what you said about
running the place on shares. Of course,
it's sheer selfishness, but I'm going to let
you do it, I suspect I might not make a
living for Peter and myself if I tried to
run the place, and I'd be calling on you
to see to things for me, anyway. You do
spoil people so, Mark.”

“Pshaw !"” interrupted Mark. “Good
business proposition for me, getting a
finger on your place, Old Jones would like
that swamp, heard him say so. Glad you
let me know so I can be getting things
ready for spring. Lots of work to do in
the fall to a place, you know.”

He rambled on at length, bent on mak-
ing Letty feel his interest, however
friendly, was also utilitarian. All the time
he was comparing this Letty with yester-
day’s. How frank her voice was now,
assured and confident and friendly. Yes-
terday there had been something else in it,
a pleading note.

E ROSE from the stile and set Peter

carefully on the ground. *Of course,

I took it for granted you'd be sensible

about it, having the boy to be respon-
sible for,” he added in a lower tone.

He turned to the little lad, still watch-
ing him with shrewd but puzzled eyes.

“Run away and see if you can get to
the culvert before I overtake you. Got to
exercise that leg a lot, Pint O Cider!”

As soon as the crutches had carried
Mark turned to
Letty. “I sent him off, Letty, because I
wanted to say something it was just as
kind he shouldn’t hear.”

0dd how the color was flaring in Letty’s
face. “Someone else wasn’t so thought-
ful,” she suggested a little shyly.

“Luther always was blunt,” remon-
strated Mark. “Ie means well, of course,
though he says the worst things he can
sometimes. I—I thought maybe the time
might come when little Pint O' Cider might
—be a problem to you. If ever you wanted
to go away, or get so well you'd want to
go back to teaching,” he hedged, not so
sure of his gr uuml before that continuing
flame in Letty's face, “I'll be glad to take
him, Clever lad, he is, and it's lonesome
for a man alone on a farm. Tle'd be com-
pany for me, and no real trouble.”

He stopped, frightened. The flame had
died in Letty's face. She stood woodenly,
staring off at the hills. She really was
frail, frailer than he had thought, though
as pretty as ever. If only for a moment he
could stand in Luther’s shoes, with the
right to love her!

“You blessed Old Iron Hands," Letty
was murmuring. He felt one of his hands
caught in hers. “I don't suppose you could
ever get to thinking one thought about

(Continued on page 35)
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yoursel f!* She
dropped the hand
and went running
to the house.

Mark went home
very slowly. At the
culvert he found
Pint O’ Cider wait-
ing, tired out, ready
to fall asleep the
minute he felt

“T was wonder-
ing—" Luther leaned
toward him over the
edge of the trench,
lowering his voice
after an apprehen-
sive glance in the
direction of Pint O
Cider, apparently
still sleeping in the
sun like a thin little

Mark's arms about
him. There was
nothing for it but to carry him home. At
the gate, Letty came to meet him, her eyes
luminous though her face was still white.
“I shall never give him up,” she whis-
pered. “Don’t think it of me!”

Luther stayed longer than he intended,
the week lengthening to a month. Ile said
e was tired and needed a rest. Mark,
who found ways to keep himself busy
about the two places, saw little of his
brother except at meals. Luther, he knew,
was frequently at the farmhouse and Mark
s shrewd enough to see that Letty was
still holding him at a friendly but unmis-
takable arm’s length.

One day toward the last of September,
Mark was at work, standing knee-deep in
the black, rich murk of the trench he was
digging to drain a patch of the swamp.
In the strgng sunshine of the early after-
noon the swamp was vibrant with warmth
and color and fragrance. On the top of a
big boulder, Pint O’ Cider half slept in the
sun, blinking happily at Mark. The air
was pungent with the bitter sweetness of
fringed gentian. A clump grew near the
border of the trench Mark was digging
and the roots he had carefully avoided
disturbing, going a half yard out of his
way to save them, A soft haze was on the
air and the distant sweet smell of burning
leaves from Letty’s garden bonfire. How
wonderful it all would be, Mark was think-
ing, as his spade tossed the rich, dark
earth to one side, if a fairy story could
come true for him as it had for little
Peter.

A step on the rustling leaves of the
woods path above caught his ear. In a
moment appeared Luther, his fine, slender
figure outlined sharply against the sun-
flecked opening in the foliage. ‘Hello,
Mark,” he called, “what are you doing
here ¥7

Mark tossed upward a gigantic shovelful
of brown and black mold. “What T've
been doing every day for the past two
weeks, old man,” he answered briskly.
“Have you come to lend a hand trenching
Letty’s asparagus bog?”

“I'm sorry I haven’t your muscle, Mark,”
explained Luther patiently, in his well
modulated voice, “But I suppose it will
pay, all this work, eventually. Not that
Letty really needs to care now, not if she
is sensible—""

A sudden fire shot through Mark’s brain,
The calm possessiveness of Luther angered
him unaccountably, and then as suddenly
his anger died beneath a wave of despair.
After all, how did he know but that Letty
had promised what Luther intimated?

“So you've settled it, you two ?” he man-
agzed to say, straightening his back and
looking searchingly at Luther.

“Not entirely!”

Luther’s tone was evasive but altogether
dignified. “I see you have the imp here
with you, Mark. Fond of him, what?”

Again something snapped in Mark’s
brain. So this was why Luther had trailed
him through the length of two farms!

“You came down here to ask me some-
thing 7

eat, "I +was Just
wondering — if we
made some other arrangement about the
lad there, if you'd miss him? You seem
fond of him, extraordinarily so. I was
just wondering if perhaps you might want
to—keep him for yourself.”

He attempted, Mark felt, to shift his
eyes, embarrassed for once in his self-suf-
ficient life. e mumbled on, a little dis-
jointedly, something about Letty and her
foolishness in not wanting to give the
child up.

“Have you asked her to give him up?”
Mark rapped out the question.

“Not—directly,” admitted Luthem “She
is evasive about this and, I might as well
admit, about me. But I know—I can read
her like a book. If it weren't for the lad
there, she would come back to me. She
isn't really young any more, you know,
and—"

“Well, what is it about Peter?” Mark’s
interruption was impatient. After all, what
did it matter that Luther was talking like
a fool of a cad. The important thing was
to get at what was in the back of his
scheming mind.

“If you'll tell her you want him, that
you're lonesome here, alone, maybe she’d
let you have him—”

“You mean Letty won’t come to you
without Peter, and you won't take her
with him!” Mark’s voice was not a ques-
tion. It was an assertion.

“You don’t understand, Mark.” Luther
spoke . gently, reprovingly, as one would
explain a point to a stubborn child.

“A professional man ean’t have—handi-
caps. He must sacrifice everything to his
professional advancement. He can have
no—human obligations above that. Other-
wise—"

A clear light of comprehension flashed
in. a second across Mark’s mind. All in the
second that he was clambering out of the
trench the dark recesses of Luther’s being
were illumined for him to read. This cal-
culating thing up there was Luther. Luther
was selfish, to the core of him. Fifteen
years before he had been selfish in sug-
gesting that Mark buy out the full inter-
ests in the farm—adroitly selfish. Mark
had almost thought the idea his own. Ile
had almost believed people when they said
Luther was very generous to let his rights
in the place go for a relatively small sum.
Luther's real motive had bheen to get
enough money available to finance his ex-
pensive courses, without stopping to earn
between them. What did he care that the
younger brother wanted freedom, too, and
that the farm was being tied about his
neck ?

And now Letty was at stake. Ile had
been selfish about her years back, when
he had flinched from the burden of her
old, sick father. Now he wanted her more
than he had then. There was no doubt
about that. But he wanted her for his own
happiness, not for hers. He wasn't willing
to take her handicap with her. ITe was
made selfish. He ecouldn’t think of her
ahead of himself, or ahead of his other
self, his profession. His ambition was his

(Continued on page 45)

Glamour

(Continued from page 23)

breath, for he had seen Celeste. Not the
tired, disheartened, fading woman he had
left in the morning, but the radiant girl
he had married, the girl who had made
everything desirable in life seem possible.

“Celeste—"" he said.

“This,” thought Julie, “is no place for
me."”

Softly as a shadow, and as unmissed,
she slipped from the room and up the
stairs. That little glimpse of a paradise
regained had left her breathless, and more
consciously lonely than she had ever been
in her life. Swiftly she swept the last
things into her dressing bag. Then she
took from her trunk gowns, hats and
wraps she had not worn in Alansburg and
hung them in Celeste’s wardrobe with a
little note pinned to a sleeve, “Wear these,
And no back talk! My clothes don’t cost

me anything, you know. I’ll send others
from time to time.”

She closed her trunk, pulled a hat far
down over her eyes and sat down by the
window to wait. Out across the campus
the last rim of the sun sank in a crimson
glory-and lilac dusk crept over the neat
little lawns along the street. “It’s over,”
Julie thought; “it’s over!”

An hour later, she was in her Pullman
drawing-reom and the train was sliding
away from the station. Under the dim
street lights she saw the Wheeler car turn
away from the platform ; as it rounded the
corner, Illis was driving with one hand
and his arm was about Celeste’s shoulders.

Julie closed her eyes and tears which
she would not shed stung hofly. “Well,”
she thought, “I did it!”

(Continved on page 41)
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FAmMouS FEET

llow tlley're ]ce])t

free from-corns‘

BETTY COMPTON'S Famous Feet

“I do not choose to have a corn.
And with Blue=jay at every drug
store, that is a choice any one
can make.”

So writes the beautiful Betty
Compton of the Broadway musi-
cal comedy hit, “Funny Face.”

There must be a reason why, for 28
years, practically all the drug stores of
America have carried Blue=jay. And
there 7s! Time-tested and proven, it
is the foremost of all corn removers.
Because it is scientifically right. A
velvety plaster to instantly relieve
shoe-pressure and pain. A standard-
ized disc to regulate the amount of
medication and eliminate guesswork.
And now the new Blue=jay, with a
new-style white pad and an improved
package—at no increase im price. At
all drug stores. For calluses and bunions
use Blue=jayBunion and Callus Plasters,

THE NEW

blue-jay

THE SAFE AND GENTLE
WAY TO END A CORN

Modern, Colorful, Useful

Things you can make yourself
LEPAGE’S latest book shows how

with no special training or ex-
pensive set.

This latest LePage’s Book,
costing $£15,000 to publish, is
the work of a professional in-
and designer
of New York City, Miss Edith

In the last few years, over a
million women have bought
LePage’s Craft DBooks, which
have shown them how to make

useful, practical, attractive
gifts with the help of LePage's
Glue — the money -saving,

handy mender.

One woman wrote, “Ever
since I was a little girl, I have
used LePage’'s Glue for mend-
ing things, but until I got your
book, I had mo idea what
lovely things I could make
with its help.”

Now a New Book—
1000 times better

Now you can duplicate 30 of
the loveliest, most popular,
modern things to be seen in
New York—so new, so unusual,
s0 pleasing in design and color
that thousands throng shops
where they are shown.

This entirely New LePage’s
Craft Book shows how to make
them yourself, easily, right at
home, at a fraction of the cost,

terior

LAMP SHADE
See LePage’s Book, page 7

£

See LePuge's Book, page 7

MecClure, who says, “When I
was making these articles,
every woman who came to my
studio was wild about them,
and eagerly asked me to show
her how to make them,”

Miss MeClure made the
original 30 articles herself, to
be sure her directions for mak-
ing them would be clear, sim-
ple, accurate, and easy for
anyone to follow.

Send 25¢ for copy ofthis New
LEPAGE’S Craft Book

1t shows you the easiest way
to make these charming, mod-
ern things—a way worked out
by a professional, as only a
professional could. Try making
some yourself. Use them for
gifts. Enjoy them in your own

AGE’S

BOOK ENDS
See LePaoge’s Book, page 15

Some of the
30 Gifts
You Can Make

Boudoir or Closet Boxes,
Waste Basket, Fire
Screen, Foot Stool, Chest
of Drawers, Recipe Box,
Kitchen Spice Shelf,
Writing Paper Case,
Magazine Rack, Folding
Screens, ete.

G LU E Mail this Coupon

DESK SET

Name.

LePage’s Craft League,

674 Essex Ave., Gloucester, Mass.
Gentlemen: Enclosed please find 25
cents in payment for LePage’s New
Book, “Craft Creations in the Mod-
ern Manner."”
of this book to:

Please send a copy

Street...—.
(9] [ APESa bt SRR e BRI o (R R
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You need so many new things
for Autumn! Clothes to make
the children presentable for
school. Clothes for your own
* ¢ wardrobe. Things to brighten your
house—fresh curtains and drapes—
new rugs and upholstery — daintily
colored bed and table linen.

If you could only afford them all! BUT YOU CAN. The

magic of SUNSET will bring you all these things and more
—AND FOR ONLY A FEW CENTS!

You OWE IT TO YOURSELF TO TRY SUNSET

“I use SUNSET DYES and DYTINT for economy’s sake.
SUNSET makes my home a bright and cheery place and helps me
keep myself and my family well dressed on a trivial allowance.”

—~From the letter of Mrs. H. L. Hasenauer, Utica, N. Y.
Winner of Grand Prize for SUNSET Users.

SUNSET s+ DYES

15¢ a Cake
Have you tried Dytint, the NEW high-grade tint
made by the makers of Sunset?

Dytint keeps dainty colored fabrics
looking like new.

/

/
{4 &

In a big package. 10c.

North American Dye Corporation
Dept. 80, Mount Vernon, New York

Beautiful
roses for
cevery month
of the year

Flowers

that do not
wither, made
at slight cost

Americap Beauty Roses

How you can make them from crepe paper

By Dorothy Wright

American Beauty—may now be easily

made for home decoration. And this
flower may be so perfect in form and
color that it will be difficult to distinguish
it from a real one until you actually
touch it. For crepe paper may be had
in the exact shade for the American
Beauty, and it lends itself so admirably
to the making of this beautiful flower that
it is truly fascinating to wateh it grow
petal by petal under your fingers.

Iirst of all, patterns are mnecessary.
These are given here for you in the
exact sizes for the half blown rose. Then
you will want covered spool wire and
firm stem wire, generally known as No.
T8, and No. 9 or finer wire for the leaves.
Also, you will need crepe paper in moss
green, cerise and dark blush pink for the
outside of the double petals.

THE most charming of all roses—the

Making the PPetals

The half blown rose requires about
twelve single petals and five double ones.
To make the single petals, cut across the
grain a strip of cerise 314 inches wide
and allow 20 inches for each rose. Iold
this to eight thicknesses (cutting
through more than eight thicknesses is
not practical) and place the cardboard
petal pattern so that the top and base is
with the grain, and cut. Now cut the
rest of the single petals required.

Next, cup seven single petals fully at
the fop and curl five singles over a blade
and cup them slightly. To cup them,

Fig. X

several thicknesses may be
taken together, or take a
single petal and with the
thumbs in the center of the
petal and the four fingers on

Rose

using cardboard pattern, and Toll .points
between fingers to relieve stiffness.

IFor the stem wrapping, cut across the
grain a generous strip of moss green 134
inches wide.

Making the Leaves

For the leaves, cut across the grain a
strip of moss green 3!4 inches wide, al-
lowing 1% inches for each leaf. Then
cut out, using the pattern, providing
three leaves for each spray.

To make the spray, use a piece of No.
9 wire about seven inches long. Then
gather in the base U‘Eon(’ leaf and place
the end of the wire fu..the fulness. Now
wrap with the narrow strip of paper cut
for the stems. Double this strip length-
wise as you wrap and streteh it fully
as you work, slanting it dewnward, so
that the wire is covered and the leaf is
held firmly. About 214 inches down,
wrap in two more leaves at opposite
sides of the stem. Two sprays of three
leaves for each rose should be provided;
more may be used.

To Assemble the Rose

The petals should be singled out and
arranged in the order in which they are
to be wused; first, the seven. singles
cupped fully near the top edge; second,
the five singles cupped moderately and
curled ; third, the five doubles.

Make a bud-like center of one of the
deeply cupped single petals by wrapping
the sides around and keeping a slight
opening at the center tip. Gather this
bud about % inch down from the top
(Fig. X). Place the remaining six
singles of the first group, one at a
time, watching the center carefully to
keep it open and placing each petal
slightly higher than the preceding one
(see Fig. Y). If seven petals seem to
make too full a center, use only six or
five. The bases of the petals are al-

(Continued on page 45)

the opposite side near the Petal
edges, push out into shape. eta Rose
Tor the double petals, cut % Pattern Léaf

a strip of cerise and pink,
each 3% inches wide, allow-
ing 10 inches in length for a
rose. Paste the two colors
together along one of the
long edges, using the paste
sparingly. Then cut five
double petals. While these
are still damp from the
paste, smooth out the edges
and curl the top side and cup
the petals, each one a little
less until the last one, which
is practically smooth.
The Calyx and Stem
The calyx is made by cutting across
the grain a strip of moss green 2%
inches wide, allowing 114 inches in
length for each one. Then cut it out,

1
5 Pattern

Rose
Calyx

Patterns for Rose:
Place tissue paper
over them, trace the
patterns, then cut
cardboard patterns
by placing the dot-
ted lines on a fold.

O S e —— i ————— —— — — —— — -
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ou are being invited to join’ 7 a very unique club. By
...between Aug. 11 and Sept. 1...you insure

>,

enrolling now AN

3
(,\/ &

early dellvery of a genuine ESTATE HEATROLA, that

sounds like an amazing offer, and it is—but, of course,
there’s a reason for it! You see, during these balmy Sum-
mer days, people are not likely to think of Winter with its
howling winds and freezing temperatures. And so, almost
everyone waits until Fall to replace the half-hearted heat of
old-fashioned stoves with the whole-house comfort of the
beautiful Estate Heatrola,

This makes it hard for us, and for you, too. In the Fall,
our great plant must run day and night to supply the demand
—and, in spite of all we can do, many homes do not begin
to enjoy Heatrola comfort until after the cold weather has begun.

Naturally, we would like to have people order their Heat-
rolas now, while we have more time to make them. We would
like to feel that they have their Heatrolas installed, ready for
the first frosty days.

And so, to encourage them to do this, we are offering free
coal to those who place their orders between August 11 and
September 1.

You know the Heatrola, of course

Almost everybody who is now dependent on spotty “parlor
stove” heat is planning to own a Heatrola, some day.

For almost everybody knows somebody whose home is
always flooded with cheery, even Heatrola heat—that balmy,
softly moistened heat that is so kind to the nose and throat,

And who hasn’t seen and admired the graceful, cabinet-like
Heatrola, agleam in its modern setting—in perfect harmony
with the other fine furniture?

So, as you would naturally expect, every year thousands
of people make up their minds to order the Heatrola a few
months earlierthan they had intended to, and thus get a supply
of coal, without charge.

To take advantage of this generous offer . .. go to the nearest.

Heatrola dealer and ask to be enrolled in the Seventh Annual
Heatrola Free Coal Club. Your membership fee, which is
only g2, will be applied on the purchase price of your Heatrola.

This Fall an Estate Heatrola will be installed in your home,
ready, when Winter comes, to circulate luxurious warmth
to every nook and corner, upstairs and down. And, at the
same time, you will get a ton of free coal! (A half-ton, if
you live in a hard-coal district.)

New low prices now in effect

See your local Heatrola dealer at once— get full details of
this generous offer and the new low Heatrola prices. Or,
write direct to The Estate Stove Company, Dept. 5-E,
Hamilton, Ohio, or any of the Branch Offices.

Branch Offices: 241 West 34th Street, New York City; 714
Washington Ave., N., Minneapolis; The Furniture Exchange, San
Francisco; 829 Terminal Sales Bldg., Portland, Oregon.

"@ of FREE CoOAL!

The Seventh Annual Heatrola Free Coal Club
is now forming. Again this year, the handsome
Heatrola will change thousands of old-fashioned
“parlors’® into modern living-rooms— thousands
of half-heated houses into cosy, hospitable homes

One of Heatrola’s
many exclusive fea-
tures — the Intensi-Fire
Air Duct, heart of Heat-
rola’s double air-circulat-
ing system. This in-

enious device gtcatly
increases Heatrola's heat-
ing capacity by capturing
and utilizing the heat
that in ordinary heaters
goes towaste—up the flue,

i
—F—7

For Smaller
" Homes — Estate
Heatrola Junior

Asmaller Heatrola with
all the important fea-
tures of design which
have made the Estate
Heatrola famous. Es-

ccially designed for
Eomes of three to four
rooms, apartments,
stores and small build-
ings. Free Coal Club
members who order this
Junior Heatrola will receive a half-ton of free
coal. (One-quarter ton in hard-coal districts.)

U
A /7
Mail il
. //
this coupon, 7
THE
today +++ / ESTATESTQVE
COMPAMY
Dept. 5-E, Hamilton, O.
v Please send me free illus-

# trated booklet, *The Story of
/ Estate Heatrola,” and full infor-
mation on the Free Coal offer.

Estate HEATROLA A
/ AL g R e ¢ PR I SR A I

/ B e i o ok i i et

P22 o, 'There is only One Heatrola—Estate builds it P x R e
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Jade
o

Columbine

Lattice Geranium

Heart and Wreath Coat, White erepe with a blue shawl
collar, blue heart pocket and blue ties at the waist. The
pocket has a wreath of pink roses, blue forget-me-nots
and green leaves.

EFRELT Y

Designed by Sadie P. Le Sueur
T e BN L e O s,

YJAMAS have definitely established thems
selves in feminine fashions because they are
smart, new and comfortable. Embroidery is
particularly adapted to them since it
takes away any resemblance to the mascu-
line variety and makes them different and dis-
tinetive. They are designed for size 38,

Columbine Pyjamas. Gold silk mull. The white
V-neck is an appliqué, with the flower and leaves
that form its edge held in place with a gold button-
hole stitch. Plain white bands are used for the
sleeveless armholes and the lower edges of jacket
and trousers.

Jade Pyjamas. Light gray charmeuse-satine. Jade
green bands edge cap sleeves and the lower edges of
jacket and trousers. The jade collar ends in two
streamers, tipped with erimson flowers and jade
leaves.

Lattice Pyjamas. White crepe has peach folds
around the neck and the sleeveless armholes. Along
the lower edge of the jacket the peach folds con-
tinue up around the pockets. The embroidery at
the neck and on the pockets has the lattice effect made
with peach darn stitches., The flowers are peach French
knots with green leaves,

Lattice Coat. Peach crepe has a white shawl collar,
white cuffs, and pockets with the same embroidery as on
the jacket pockets.

Geranium Pyjamas. Green lingerie checks, The secal-
loped white band at the neck and at the bottom of the
coat are both embroidered with tiny red geraniums. Rib-
bon bows on the shoulder hold front and back of jacket
together. ‘I'he trousers are finished with plain white bands.

Chinaman. Traveling or lounging pyjamas, of black
silk mull. At the neck, cuffs, lower edge of jacket and
trousers there are gold bands. The pocket is a Chinaman’s
head, with embroidered features and green hat. Plaited
black floss forms the Chinaman's queue. It hangs loose
with a tassel at its end tacked to the jacket.

Pierrette Pyjamas, Copenhagen blue charmeuse-satine,
All the edges have hems finished with a rope stiteh of
blue and white floss. Pierrette embroidered at the lower
edge of the jacket has a cap outlined with peach floss,
features with black floss and ruffle around neck blue and
white,

Wild Rose Pyjamas. Orchid silk mull. The pink flow-
ers and green leaves are appliquéd at one side of the
V-neck. The trousers are gathered to a full ruffle at
the ankles.

Heart and Wreath Pyjamas. Light
blue erepe is used, made like a child’s
sleeping garment, in one piece. It is a 3

very comfortable style, 1‘
quickly made. Neeck and
sleeveless armholes are
bound with white bias folds.
Wide white bands are used
at the lower edge of the g
trousers. A wreath of pink
roses and blue forget-me-
nots is used at the neck.

e

Chinaman Pierretic

Pink Daisy Pyjamas. Pink batiste, The white band
around neck and sleeves has flowers with pink lazy-daisy
petals and green leaves, Lower edges of trousers and of
jacket are finished with a white band,

PYJAMAS
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Wild Rose Heart and Wreath

Black Cat Pyjamas. Fourteen-year size, White silk
mull with wide gold bands around the jacket, sleeves
and trouser edges. Cat is embroidered in black outline
stitch, chimney red and moon yellow,

Pyjamas stamped flat with floss may bﬁe_&hd for $1.75: a coat for $1.10, from Woman's World, 4223 West Lake St., Chicago, 111,
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YOUR NEXT CAKE WILL SHOW YOU
THIS DIFFERENCE IN FLOUR

/. teaspoon soda
4 teaspoon salt

1 cup sugar

moderate oven (350° F

2 cups sugar

2 t;‘)lcspoons corn syrup

CHOCOLATE FUDGE CAKE
(all measurements are level)

2 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour 2 egg yolks, beaten light
3 teaspoons baking powder

14 cup burter or other shorrening

Sift flour once, measure, add bakin Ag powder, soda, and salt and sift three

times. Cream butter thoroughly, add

until light and fluffy. Add egg yolks and

alternately, a small amount at a time. Beat after cach addition until smooth.
whites. Bake in two greased 9-inch layer pans in

for 30 minutes. Put lg

Frosting. Double recipe to make three 10-inch layers.

FUDGE FROSTING

(all measurements are level)

Add vam[!a Fold in eg %

ares Baker’s Unsweetened Chocolate 2 tablespoons butter

Cook sugar, chocolate (cut in small pieces), corn syrup,
and milk, stirring until sugar is dissolved. Then stir oc-
castonally to prevent burning. Cook until syrup forms a
very soft ball when tested in cold water (232°F.). Remove
from fire. Add butter and cool to lukewarm (110°
F.). Add vanilla and beat until frosting is creamy
and of right consistency to spread.

3 squares Baker's Unsweetened
Chocolate, melted

134 cups milk

1 teaspoon vanilla

2 egg whites, stiffly beaten

sugar ﬁradual]y, and cream together
chocolate, then flour and milk

ayers together with Fudge

g
3¢ cup milk 4 (i

1 teaspoon vanilla

?g»‘&»‘é(f‘%« DII‘FERENCE in ﬂour? “Of

course’’, you'll say, “‘there

o b'a are dozens and dozens of

% different kinds™'. But it isn’t

ST brandsthat]'m talking about.

There's a difference in flour, itself, that

is much more important than any differ-
ence in names!

There is one kind of flour meant for

bread. There's another kind meant for
cakes and pastry. Nameswon'ttell youthe
difference between these kinds of flour—
but your cakes will certainly tell you!
_ Use bread flour in your cakes, and they
simply can't be the kind of cakes you'd
like them to be. Bread flour, you see, con-
tains a type of gluten which requires from
three to five hours “‘raising’’, by yeast,
to give best results.

But try using a flour made especially
for cakes. Use Swans -DPown Cake Flour,
next time you make cake! Then you'll see
the difference in flour, and what it means.
Swans Down will make your cake perfecs!

Swans Down is made from specially
sclected soft winter wheat, grown near
the Swans Down mills. This wheat con-

DA
S S S

tains a very delicate gluten that gives per-
fect results with the baking powder and
egg whites used in cake-making.

There's a difference, too, in the mill-
ing of Swans Down. Only the choicest
part of the wheat kernel is used . . . it
takes 100 pounds of wheat to make 26
pounds of Swans Down! And by a special
process of milling, Swans Down is sifted
and sifted—again and again—until it is
27 times finer than bread flour!

Nothing is added to Swans Down Cake
Flour. It is flour, alone. But the careful
selection of wheat and the fine milling of
Swans Down will make your cakes as fine
and light as any professional’s! They'll be
deliciously tender—as only Swans Down
cakes can bel

Make the Chocolate Cake. Follow di-
rections exactly and you'll want to make
more cakes with Swans Down! Read
about the Cake Set and recipe book offered
here. At cost, you can have the utensils
and recipes I use in my own kitchen.

Fonero o @vl;-

IGLEHEART BROITHERS, Inc., Evansville, Ind. Established 1856.

Take advantage of this specz'al offer!

Valuable aids to better, easicr cake-making are included in rhis Cake Set—a
bargain! For just what it costs us—$1.00 ($1.25 at Denver and West,
$1.50 in Canada, $2.00 elsewhere, including U. S. possessions)—we will
send the kind of cake set we use in our own kitchens. Ser consists of:
Set aluminum measuring spoons; Wooden slotted mixing spoon; Wire
cake tester; Aluminum measuring cup; Steel spatula; Heavy square cake
pan (tin); Patent angel food pan (tin); Sample package of Swans Down
Cake Flour; copy of recipe booklet, “‘Cake Secrets”'. If not entirely satis-
fied with set, you may return it, carrying charges prepaid, and your
money will be promptly refunded. (‘‘Cake
Secrets' is the only item sold separately.
The price is 10c.) An oven thermometer is
essential to perfect baking. We can now
supply you with a standard thermometer,
postage prepaid. Send $1.00 ($1.25 at
Denver and West, $1.50 in Canada, $2.00
elsewhere, including U. 8. possessions).

IcrenearT BroTrERS, Inc., Evansville, Ind. w.w.—9-28

|
|
|  Please send me Swans Down Cake Set, for which I enclose $1.00
| ($1.25 at Denver and West, $1.50 in Canada, $2.00 elsewhere, in-
| cluding U. S. Possessions).
| Please send me oven thermometer, for which I enclose $1.00
I ($1.25 at Denver and West, $1.50 in Canada $2.00 elsewhere, in-
I cluding U. S. Possessions).
Please send me a separate copy of ‘‘Cake Secrets”, for which I
} enclose 10c.
|
|
|
|
|
|
I
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Log
Cabin

Four Birds

Wild Goose Chase

| z'nt Patchwork from the Homes of Our Subscribers

Prize Winning Designs of Colonial Origin Thar Hold an Honored

Hibiscus

Place in Present Day Decoration

3

N OUR patchwork contest, the letters that accompanied the designs
I were as interesting as the patterns themselves, telling as they did of the
& || quilt great-grandmother presented to grandmother on her wedding day,
23| of lovely quilts perfectly preserved and used only on special ocecasions,
and of old-fashioned names.as much beloved as the historie designs.

One subseriber wrote that her two quilts were patched long ago for hope chests,
one in quiet colors selected by a demure maiden and the other in gay colors

chosen by a lively twin sister.

In presenting these twelve pillows, we have endeavored to feature designs
that will fit in with your mood and your decorative scheme, whether it be quiet

or gay.
home.

There is a size, a color and a shape for every bare corner in your
The same patterns may be used for patchwork quilts.

The pillows will

also prove best sellers at the church bazaar.

Ameriean oil print ecalico is used, ecombining it with black sateen on eight
of the pillows, and with unbleached muslin on two.

Wild Goose Chase

A 14-inch square pillow has eorners
clipped and 2-inch box sides. .The top
is green and rose, with sides and back
of rose ealico. o

Four Birds

The birds are blue and red ecalico,
on a black sateen background. The
pillow is 14 inches square, with back
and 2-inch box sides of black sateen.

Hibiscus

A 17-inch cushion of unbleached mus-
lin has appliguéd red calico flowers
and buds, with green leaves and stems.
The back is unbleached muslin.

Drunkard’s Trail
A 14-inch pillow has a top of black

sateen and rose ealico. Tts 2-inch box
sides and back are black sateen.
W hirlwind
A round cushion, 15 inches in di-
ameter, has a top of yellow and black.
The back and 2-inch box sides are
black sateen.
Log Cabin
A 14-inch square has a top of blue
calico and black sateen. Its 2-inch box
sides and back are blue.

The Fan
Orchid, yellow, rose and blue patches
with black sateen make the top of a

Flower
Petals

cushion 18x12 inches. It has 2-inch
box sides and back of black sateen.

Flower Petals
Blue and yellow ealico are used for
the top of a 15-inch pillow. Yellow
calico for back and 2-inch box sides.

King's Crown
A 14-inch square pillow has red ap-
pliqués on a black top. The 2-inch box
sides and back are black sateen.

Tulip Ring

A round pillow, 14 inches in diame-
ter, has rose tulips with green leaves
and stems appliquéd on a black sateen
background. The 2-inch box sides and
back are black, with edges bound in
rose bias folds.

Tree of Paradise
The top is pieced with green calico
and unbleached muslin. The 2-inch box
sides and back are green calico. The
cushion is 14 inches square.

Latticed Flower

The flower is orchid ealico, with lat-
tice offect in green outline stitch. The
edges of the orchid appliqué are held
in place with a green buttonhole stitch.
The cushion is 17 inches in diameter.
Front and back are black sateen, joined
together with orchid bias folds.

King's

Crown

Latticed
Flower

Drunkard’s
Trail

Paradise

Tulip

A cushion stamped flat may be secured for §0¢; a pillow form form for 80c;

a perforated pattern for 20c, from Woman's World, 4223 W, Lake St,, Chicago
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to them as to her:
“I'm sure circus
people are nice.”
After the seals
had swallowed the
last of their train-
fish, Florette
finished her turn
in the rings and
with a call to Pete
swept her fourteen
stallions int o the
hippodrome for the
first of .her wild
gallops around the
track. TFrom team
to team she leaped in somersaults, her
silver-sandaled feet streaking in endless
cireles over the broad gray backs.

ers
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Mrs. Perrin had barely ecaught her
breath upon a newly exclaimed “Lands
sakes I when the cleared arena was cut

by a high golden blast of trumpets. Ring-
masters came stifily to attention. The big
top quieted.

“What now ?" Mrs, Perrin exclaimed, to
her nearest neighbor.

Over her shoulder the genial one in-
formed her: “That’ll be the TFlying
Demons.”

She turned upon him. “Indeed it won’t.
My boy and my daughter are coming be-
fore they let the demons loose.”

The trumpeters marched into the hippo-
drome. They wheeled into two platoons
and separated, deploying right and left in
the track circle. DBehind each deploying
platoon, a line of gold-laced attendants,
walking as stiffly as servitors of royalty,
swung into hippodrome promenade.

Ringmasters swept off their silk hats.
Already the major’'s showmanship was
bringing the audience to its feet., The mur-

mur, “The Flying Demons,” made the
round of the tiers, reserv seats and
grandstand. Mrs. Perrin was too excited,

fascinated. by the stupendous “rigmarole,”
as she called it, to heed what the crowd
was saying.

The curtains parted again. Two figures
in glistening white stepped into view. Ap-
plause greeted them. About the man’s
white tights there were splashes of purple.
Spangled gold seintillated at the silk-
sheathed waist of the girl. More of the

audience got to its
feet for a closer
look. The murmur,
“That’s them !"” be-
came more voeal.,

The pair sepa-
rated, as had trum-
peters and attend-
ants, to march in
the middle of the
hippodrome in op-
posite directions
and to meet on the
opposite side of the
arena before the
grandstand.

The major and Bill Fredericks sauntered
in to lean against the seat trestle. “You
sure are giving them a ballyhoo,” Bill ob-
served.

“I'm giving 'em a start,” the major re-
turned. “They’'ve got the audience now.
That’s half the battle.”

Bill Fredericks was prompted to reply
dubiously, but let the impulse pass., He
was watching the girl, “Tony’'s new girl.”

Tony walked proudly, much of his old
confidence in his step, the poise of his head
and firmness of his shoulder If he did
not bow, it was because he was mumbling
to himself all the litanies he had ever
known of “I will.” And underneath his
outward poise was wonder, fear of that
moment soon to come before the grand-
stand. Charmian had said it would be all
right. Would it?

Nor did Charmian bow to her applaud-
ers. She turned her face to the seats
serenely, haughtily. Gleaming white, every
curve of her fizure, supple and rounded
but firm, was silhouetted against the tan-
bark her feet trod. Iler deep breaths be-
spoke the athlete, while the freshness of
her face, unmarred by make-up, sang of
arrogant youth. While she passed the
reserved seat section, a tentative cheer
was choked off in abashment by some im-
pulsive enthusiast. In an instant a hun-
dred throats had taken it up. The young
prettiness, the very arrogance of the girl,
captured every fancy.

Bill Fredericks shook his head as if to
relieve it of a conundrum. “Will you look
at that girl, chief,” he demanded of the

(Continued on page 42)

Glamour

A (Continued from page 35)

“May I come in, Julie?”

The porter had not closed the door, and
a voice from the corridor startled her, It
was Martin. He was hatless, hot, and
breathing hard as though he had run for
blocks—as, indeed, he bad.

Julie's well disciplined heart jumped
and she did not try to answer because she
couldn't. So he came in anyway and stood
looking down at her with quite the degree
of astonishment which Ellis had evinced
at her metamorphosis.

But with what a difference! In his eyes
was the same light that had shone there
on that rain-swept evening when they
stood at the steps of Mrs. Simpkins’ board-
ing house and he proposed, with the aroma
of fried potatoes and onions floating out
to . them and someone banging out jazz on
the tinny piano beyond the dingy lace cur-
tains.

“You—you were there all the time!”
panted Martin with apparent irrelevance.

Julie found her voice. “I was where?”

“You—the real you—was there under
the elegance and veneer!"”

Julie’s hands cienched tightly about the
handle of her purse. “Well,” said she,
forcing a smile, “what did you think?”

IHe sat down opposite her without being
invited.

“How do you come to be on this train,
looking iike that?’ Julie demanded tartly.
Which, of course, was simply a panicky
feminine method of putting off the in-
evitable.

“T walked to the Wheelers' to see you,
and the little neizhbor girl who was stay-
ing with the children told me you were
taking this train, So I ran all the way
and just eaught the steps of the last coach
as it pulled out.”

“H-m-m—you were in a hurry, weren't
you!” said Julie ironically. Meaning, of
course, that he had had a fortnight to
see her if he had cared to do so. He ig-
nored the thrust,

“Julie, will you
manded.

Julie took a deep breath. “Martin, you
do choose the most romantie eircumstances
for your proposals !”

marry me?’ he de-

“Will you?”

“You have treated me,” said Julie, “like
a last year’s newspaper.”

“Self-defense. When I saw you that first
evening, I didn’t think I had the ghost of
a chance. I've thought that for years. You
sent me away so definitcly and scornfully,
Julie, the first time. I thought I couldn’t
go through all that again. So I stayed
away. But tonight, when I learnmed you
were really going—well, here I am.”

“And you love me like this—plain and
drab and dowdy ?”

“I love you any
world.”

“But, Martin,” she argued, holding back
the tide of happiness which threatened
to sweep her out to sea, “I am the new
Juliet, now! I shall never be like this,
if I can help it. I dressed this way be-
cause—it's a long story. But you may as
well know that I like the world and the
things thereof. I wouldn’t live in Alans-
burg for all the—"

“You live in Alansburg?’ he said,
“Heaven forbid. I don’t stay there myself
when I can escape. I'm closing out my
interests there as rapidly as possible. We'd
live anywhere in the world that you say,
Julie. And you could throw over your job
or keep on at it, as you like.”

“All right,” said Julie. ‘“Martin—as you
were! There's a fat traveling salesman
in the first seat who may look up at any
minute! You know, Mart, if you will pro-
pose to a lady in plain view of the public,
you must take the consequences.”

“Gosh 1 sighed Martin, and rose reluc-
tantly.

“If you are intending to take me in to
dinner,” said Julie in 2 lilting voice, ‘“‘run
along to the smoker and let me dress. I
can’t stand myself like this another in-
stant.”

“Tifteen minutes?’ he demanded from
the door.

“Half hour,” she amended.

“Say—" said he, turning as he went
out, “put on that blue thing you wore at
Celeste’s dinner, will you? I liked it.”

“That—on a train!” Julie laughed help-
lessly. “Oh, Mart, you men are so funny!”

way in the known
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TheJoys of Uldtime
FMreside Cheerleturn

In designing this new type
of heater, ALLEN has made
possible the enjoyment of
happy hours in the firelight
glow without a sacrifice of
the comfort and convenience
that are associated only with
modern heating.

With its outer doors closed,
ALLEN'S PARLOR FURNACE
resembles a piece of beautiful
period furniture. But when
these doors swing open, you
have the cheerfulness of danc-
ing flames. Only in the patent-
ed ALLEN can you obtain this
unique and desirable combina-
tion. Patent Nos. 16,677—69,731,

Thousands used in homes,
churches, schools and stores.

Originated by
ALLEN and

Featuredin

LLENS
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The simple beauty of its design harmonizes with period
furniture and adds to the attractiveness of any room.
Walnut, porcelain enamel finish is easily dusted and polished
with a rag. No ecllar is required for the ALLEN. It may be
placed in a room or hall without installation expense. Heats
the whole house by ecirculating moist, warm air. Burns any
kind of fuel at savings of 256 to 50¢. Also made in special
gas-burning model.

Heat Radiating Fins

In this important, new improvement, ALLEN engineers
have ingeniously adapted the well-known fin construction
to the castings, therechy adding to the radiating surface
and greatly increasing heating capacity. Ask the nearest
dealer for a demonstration and the names of nearby users,

ALLEN MANUFACTURING COMPANY
Stove Specialists for @ Quarter Century
Nashuville, Tennessee

This exclusive
ALLEN construc-
tion adds greatly to
heating capacity.

—-—-—————-—--—-————-——-—---—-—-—-——'——1 Send for
ALLEN MANUFACTURING CO., Nashville, Tenn, o
I am interested in l Bookiet
0O “Oldtime IFireside Cheer” Model 1
[0 Gas Burning Model
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This Style Book

1S yours

FREE

ANE BRYANT'S New Fall Style

Book will be sent toyou FREE!
One copy is reserved for you—waiting
foryou to send us your name and address.

This Style Book is your guide to Fifth
Avenue’s newest and most attractive
styles, all correctly proportioned by
Lane Bryant to give the slenderizing lines
that add so much to the charm and per-
sonal satisfaction of every stout woman.

Lane Bryant Sizes
Lane Bryant sizes are not merely larger
sizes, they are slenderizing styles, cor-
rectly proportioned for stout women,
with ample room at arms, bust and hips.

And remember that Lane Bryant’s
prices are lower. You can save money
on dresses, coats, hats, shoes and all
accessories. Satisfaction guaranteed on
every purchase or money refunded.

Send for your FREE copy

Every woman of full figure and every
stout miss should see for herself the new
beauty that comes with Lane Bryant

Styles. Send now for this new Fall Style -

Book. One copy is yours FREE.

Slenderizin
Fashions
for 5

Stout

For STOUT
WOMEN
and MISSES

SLENDERIZING FASHIONS
Si1zEs 36 To 58 BusT

Retail Stores: Chicago
New York Detroit
Bto?klvn St. Louis
Baltimore Philadelphia

. Address Dept. 272, 39th STREET AT FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK

. There IS no
Substitute

How Magically It Bubbles!

Never before a soap like this. *‘Delightful!” say the women
“Bully!” exclaim the men and boys. Asegcret proces&. perfected bg;
Kirk, makes this refined cocoanut oil soap altogether different.

More effective; more economical.

For stubborn dirt nothing equals it. Mother finds it as good for her

hair and complexion as for dainty hosiery.

Insist on Kirk’s ORIGINAL Cocoa Hard
\Caltﬂo with the red arrows on the wr::;::‘}

JAMES 8. KIRK & COMPANY, CHICAGO, ILL.

Here Comes the Bandwagon!

(Continued from page 41)

major. “She makes
the round like a
thoroughbred.”
The major had
been watching, as
puzzled as was his
lieutenant. “I knew
she had person-
ality, if nothing

in the face of com-
ing out and a re-

UﬂflﬁJOHNNY GRUELLE turn to the stand

alone, up so high.

IS COMING BACK.’ A streak of

white. She was

Y INCLE JOHNNY, the beloved ,cre- out. The slim,

ator of Raggedy Ann and Rag- silken - gleaming
gedy Andy, will begin a brand new 2 I 5
series of storvies for good little boys

legs floated behind
the chestnut brown

else,” he boasted. . 2 L e e T o1
“Personality, Z"d H'.'hmf:" Om‘.ob? ,“ otkan St W .‘;;M’ hair, gracefully,
hell!” Bill ex- A 1(1 arse ?"IO.J £ 86 qm?;gblﬂ it ';3' with a mermaid’s
trate them in his own 1mimitable style. sinuous curving,

claimed solemnly.

ankle to ankle,

“She's got show-
manship, that’s
what she's got. Lord, what a hit she’d be
if she really belonged to the cireus.”

The trumpeters faced each other before
the center box of the grandstand. Mrs.
Perrin could see through a straight line
between the double files. The files wheeled
on their pivots until they were abreast,
backs to the arena, on the inner side of
the hippodrome. Their trumpets, after a
final note in unison, dropped. The arena
band struck up.

The stir in the grandstand, so deliberately
engineered by the major with this impos-
ing entrance for the act upon which he
depended so heavily, increased. The gold-

"liveried attendants met and fell back upon

the trumpeters. The two figures in white
met, turned and threw up their arms in
Roman salute to the grandstand.

Tony and Charmian looked straicht into
the center box, their faces unsmiling but
their eyes anxious. Iven Charmian, now,
was a little afraid.

Mrs. Perrin grasped the box rail. The
blue eyes met the gaze out of the hippo-
drome. Her thin hands fluttered at her
throat. The genial omne, who saw and
sensed the situation, stepped beside her as
if he feared she might topple. Others in
the box were startled and mystified. The
little old lady fought for words. Her hands
dug at her throat. Her shawl fell. The
frail fizure rose and leaned far out -over
the rail. Then her words came, in a ery
that rang weirdly above the din behind:
“Tt's my boy ! My boy—and my daughter 4

She fell back, both arms outfling. The
genial one caught her shoulders. She looked
up into his face. “But I tell you it's my
boy. And my daughter. Now I know why
cirens people are nice!™

The man suppressed his grin. He spoke
gently, “It can’t be them, ma’am. Those
are the Flying Demons, the stars of the
show.”

She wheeled upon him in sharp indigna-
tion. ‘“My boy and my daunghter are not
demons. You watch and see.” A

In the track, the two arms fell from
salute. The trumpeters wheeled and
marched across the arena to file through
the exit. Tony and Charmian repeated
their salute to the reserved seat section.
The superintendent’s whistle sounded
softly. Attendants took their places at
the net. "Tony ran to leap upon his ascen-
sion pole.

Blinky Dawsen released a breath. Char-
mmian mounted to the trapeze stand that
had been Fanchon de Vere's, He had
loosened the right holt!

HILE the two high figures unhooked

their trapeze bars and held them in
outstretched arms, facing each other
across the yawning space between them,
the audience settled to its seats.

On the arena floor, the major and Bill
Tredericks moved closer in on the hippo-
drome for a clearer view into the tent
dome. Pim Pim shuffled by them, erouched
and dropped into the center of the track.
3ill nudged the major and pointed to the
clown, “If the girl gets by, Pim Pim's
hunch for Des Moines will have been justi-
fied. The rest of the show has been a
knock-out.”

The owner studied the clown’s face,
which always betrayed his inner emotions,
even if streaked with the red on white
of make-up. “There’s a bond of some sort
between him and the girl., They're great
friends. Doesn't it strike you. Bill, that
he's worried about her now? Look at his
face.”

Bill shrugged. “You never can tell about
Pim Pim. Watch, she'll be going out in a
second. I'm thinking up a prayer.”

In Tony's brain, the same words were
shaping while he looked across space to
the figure in white. “She’s coming out.
Now !” The silence in the tent below was
as a threatening void. He thought his un-
sounded moan must plerce it as wonld a
rocket. The first test was coming., Soon,
then the second. Would she hold on when
he caught her? DBut that wenld be after
awhile, A minute in time, but years away

arches flattened,
satined toes pointing like arrows.

Out over the center. The white body
was swinging with the trapeze. The point-
ing, tenuous feet swung the arc and floated
toward him. Would they swing back in
time to rest firmly on the stand? Per-
spiration streamed in Tony’s face. But
he stood erect, poised, his own trapeze held
to its level before him,

jod! Not a blasphemy, but a suppli-
cation !

She had slipped her hold on the bar
even as her body swung toward him to
gather its momentum of the return. She
would fall! Iverything was black.

Yod! Both a prayer and a paean.

She had executed a twist. She had
whirled the white body around, up there
in mid-air, at the very instant of the
swing's pause for its going back. She had
whirled free, eaught her bar again, and—!

The white body was going inte a pin-
wheel — up — over the bar — down —up
again, over—standing on her feet between
the cables—on the stand—free and firm—
her hand raised. Down below they were
applanding. She had dared to try that!
And done it!

“Please, God, take my thankfulness.
She's safe!”

ELOW, the major frowned., Bill mut-
tered a surprised oath. His hand
eripped his stick. “A better opening than
Fanchon de Vere’s,” he muttered. “That’s
funny.” The major caught his lieuten
ant’s arm in a hard grasp. “What does
it mean, Bill?" he whispered hoarsely.
“That girl knows her business. Or is she
crazy '

Bill made no reply but stared, trans-
fixed, at the relaxed figure above. He
stared at it even while Tony, rising to his
cue from the band, swung out. IHe stared
until the major shook him. “Look at the
boy !

With every heartbeat sending exultation
along his arteries, Tony executed his own
triple pinwheel, let go and turned in the
air as she had done, let go again and
turned his body twice and landed back on
his stand. He had doubled the dash of his
usnal first swing-out. Unconseiously. What
he had done, when the applause came up
to him, he didn't know. He only knew
that Charmian had, as Bill had said be-
low, done better than Fanchon de Vere
ever had. The marvel of it, the mystery
of it jumbled his wits.

Tony's conscionsness of himself, of Char-
mian, of the Flying Demons and the cir-
cus, rushed in upon his brain like a flood.
He shook again, his trapeze trembling in
his grasp. “She mustn’t do that again.
I must tell her. Must beg. She mustn’t!"”

The second test was coming. He would
be going out—in a second now—the band
was rising to his cue note—they were in
the measure—three notes away—he must
go out, and back, and out again. then she
would be there—she would be floating to
him, floating free—he would have to eateh
her.

The band—two notes more. THis eyes
closed, this time in silent prayer. One
note away—

The rumble in the benches reached to
him. The audience was lifting. His pur-
ple-splashed figure flew from his own
trapeze to catch the other, swung out to
him by the girl. She had timed it to the
instant. Detween the two trapezes the
purple-splashed figure turned over, once,
twice. It made the double somersault be-
tween two notes from the band. The pur-
ple made a new circle in the air while the
girl's trapeze swung like a pendulum, over
and back. The purple flashed again and
leaped back to its own bar, While it
planted its feet on his stand, the other
figure, the one with gold, caught its re-
turning swing. Both stood in easy poise
The applause that started up was broken
off sharply.

The man was out again, hanging from
his feet, his arms swinging below. ITe wns
almost baek to his stand. The girl was

(Continued on page i3)
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out. She was free

former can earn in
the circus world.

from her trapeze, ;

guspended in the That Means GOOD TIMES Bill Fredericks

air. She was turn- held both of his

ing acomplete fl:)?‘ BO YS dﬂd GIRLS hands in front of

somersault a n d him. He regarded
them with wid-

making a
plete twist of the
slender body. The
senses of the audi-

magic

only twelve

com- J;\N and Janette stepped inside the

ving that surrounded Teely
Teely’'s house and presto! They were
inches high.

ened, senseless eyes
that saw only that

Something in either hand wa}

ence heard, if their doing every minute. Watch for a cigar that had
ears could not, the Johnnie Gruelle’s new story in been crushed to
smart slap of mother's Woman’s World for October. flakes. “Look,
hands on forearms chief,” he mut-

tered. “What's

and felt the grip

of fingers about strong wrists. The girl
was caught and swung high by the man.
She turned over in his hands as she went
up. Her feet went between his arms and
her shoulders and chestnut head followed.

“TTow marvelously they time it,” said
someone close to Mrs. Perrin. The man's
stand seemed to reach out to receive the
girl as he released her, swung out alone,
lifted to stand on his bar and returned
to take his place beside her.

From his muddled, whirling brain, Tony
could salvage only an outburst. “Char-
mian! What you did! How—?"

There was only time for her fo say
sharply, with the ring of command, “Do
vour act, all of it. I know it by heart.
Don’t ever be afraid again.”

Then she was gone, to eatch her own
swing, tossed out by an attendant who
had mounted her pole to take place on her
stand, as would the other attendant now
climbing to Tony's side. The applause
from below had barely reached the dome
when the figure in wHite and gold was
back on its own stand, waving gayly.

Only Blinky Dawson, of that great audi-
ence, was composed. Around him, men,
women and children were on their feet.
The two in the air were “running away
with the show.” Seconds of awe as tangible
as an enveloping blanket were followed by
cheering. DBut Blinky sat back, his hands
deep in his coat pockets, his malevolent
smile playing at the drooped corners of his
mouth. Now and again his lids lifted and
his gaze went higher than the white fizure
and the purple-splashed figure, to the high
trapeze in the dome, where a bolt was
held only by its last threads.

The strident strains from the band fos-
tered the emotions of the audience, Ring-
masters moved to the center of the arena,
violating custom, so they could watch more
closely. Performers filled the entrance
passage and gazed in awe. What surprise
was this bursting upon Baxter’s Big Show !

The old act of the Flying Demons was
in full swing, but with a brilliance and
dash to which it never had aspired. In
their elimax on the lower trapezes, with
Tony doubled up, braced to his bar by
his feet and whirling in a furious pin-
wheel, Fanchon de Vere had satisfied her
audience by balancing horizontally on her
bar, floating with hands and arms and feet
outstretched.

NOW, while Tony doubled and spun,
Charmian dropped to her bars onto her
knees, as the major had seen her do in
their “practice” tent on the lot. A flash
of that memory came to him as he leaned
over the net below, his arms stretched to
brace himself. Tony had said, that day
on the lot, “That’s the way La Belle must
have begun to learn her famous lknee-to-
knee somersault.”

The major dashed his hand to his fore-
head to shake from his brain the wild
thought that was forming that this girl,
this unknown girl, whose face had becn
familiar, that she would dare—!

Bill Fredericks’ hoarse shout coxzirmed
what he saw, “My God!"

The girl in the air went out from:her
bar, knees still touching her chin, turned
over and landed—still on her knees, hands
still clasped at her ankles!

She had balanced true. She had thrown
out her arms then and her legs, and had
slid from the bar until her ankles caught
the side cables and held. She had made
the arc with her swing and let-go. She
had floated to Tony and was swaying from
his wrists. She was on his stand with
him beside her. His hands were reaching
to her, as if he pleaded. DBut hers were
aloft—triumphant, joyous, taunting and
signal for pandemonium below. The audi-
ence realized the stupendous daring of that
knee-to-knee feat.

Groundmen and ringmasters joined in
the bedlam. Forgetful of all else that was
of the circus, discipline and fixed posts,
they crowded to the net and sent upward
their acclaim, the highest tribute a per-

happened that I should have done that?”

The major shook him. Brought back to
sensibility, Bill followed the major’s
glance. Pim Pim had fallen against the
net and was clawing at it frantically. A
light broke upon the major. “You know
her,” he shouted in the clown’s ears. “You
know her !”

Pim Pim lifted his arms toward the
poising figure on the stand. “It’s La Belle
up there,” he cried. “Don’t you under-
stand—it’s my little La Belle. She prom-
ised me she wouldn't trust him too far.”

“The Great La Belle!”

The major’s light was now a dazzling
beam. He had thought he knew her!
That face. All of them had thought it
familiar, The face on the Mammoth bill-
boards. But they had never dreamed—!

Pulling at every pocket for cigars that
evaded his fingers, Bill I'redericks jumped
onto the center platform. His arms waved
above him. His ringing shout was echoed
by groundmen and ringmasters: “The
Great La Belle.”

HE major wrapped the trembling

clown in his arms. He tried to speak,
but a sob thwarted him. Bill Fredericks,
his eyes brimming, slapped Pim Pim’'s
shoulder. “Old-timer!” he cried, *“old-
timer !

The audience, thrilled to inordinate
alertness, sensed the excitement in the
arena. Renewed cheering broke from those
who understood the significance of Bill’s
shout. “The Great La Belle—the MMam-
moth's Great La Belle” was repeated in
the tiers above the hippodrome. It reached
Blinky Dawson, who leaned forward now,
his gaze steadily fixed on the dome.

A pulleyed rope had been lowered. After
a brief moment on their stand, the moment
of his pleading to the girl who was going
through his act with him as it never had
been performed, Tony had swung out,
twisted his ankles in the rope and sent the
trapeze back. Then the fizure in white
and gold went out, her feet catching a
hold above Tony’s head. Both were mount-
ing now, hand over hand, to the high
trapezes.

That cry below, “The Great La Belle,”
was lost in the din that filled the dome.
During their last moment on the stand,
Charmian had only grasped his hand and
pressed it, hard, against her breast. She
only whispered, ‘“Go through everything
you’ve got—for Baxter’s and mother,”

“But who are you—you—Charmian?”
He cried it up to her in desperate appeal
with those quicksilver feet just above him.

From where her chestnut hend would
be, a gay laugh eame down, a ;aush with
gold in it, and silver, and all other things
that are precious. And her voice, with
gold in it, too, “Don’t you know? I'm the
girl you're to marry.”

She was first to reach the snap rope
that &c:” the bars of the high trapezes
close together, so both could be reached
from the mounting ecable. Deftly she
~qught one bar, unfastened its snap and
dropped the free end of the rope to Tony.
Then she swung free and raised, standing
in the swing, her hands catching at either
side cable.

Blinky Dawson rose. The girl’s cables
were invisible, lost against the tent top
to eyes in the seat tiers. But the girl's
arms, as they encireled them, gleamed
white. Dlinky’s gaze traveled upward from
her left hand. He located the glint of the
big ring bolt just above that white arm.

Tony dropped the snap rope when he
stood between his own cables. Tor an in-
stant only he glanced out of his daze to
Charmian, then both were executing amaz-
ing evolutions, building to the climax —
the double drop and catch to the trapezes
below.

They passed and repassed in twisting
leaps between the swinging bars. Once,
where TFanchon de Vere had been only
tossed from his hands to her bar, Char-
mian shouted a ecommand to Tony, as she
had called others, in complete reliance

(Continued on page 44)
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Here Comes the Bandwagon.’

(Continued from page 43)

that he would obey. He gave her double
momentum. She doubled and revolved al-
most to the tent top before she dropped
to her bar. Blinky Dawson’'s fingers
clenched when she landed on the bar, but
he relaxed again with an exelamation.
The bolt was holding stubbornly.

Tony swept through his horizontal
whirls, hanging by one hand to his bar,
Charmian loosened her hold and dropped,
to be caught by one wrist. Her body drew
up, straightened to horizontal, and she
whirled a beautiful white wheel, her wrist
twisting smoothly in Tony's grasp.

Tony and Charmian stood together on
Tony’s bar. There was only time for her
to say, “I'll come to you—and you’ll be
there !

He shot across to the opposite bar, hers.
The attendant on his stand, on his side of
the arena below, held the lower trapeze
ready for its release that it might swing
out to center., Holding by his feet, Tony
made the complete, body-extended circle
of the bar that was Charmian’s to gain
momentum for the leap downward and his
double twist and somersault.

While his body was revolving, it was
sensible of a twitch that would have been
imperceptible to less keen nerves in the
tautness of the bar to which his feet
clung. The shock flashed to his brain.

His body was ng, extended, complet-
ing its circle. His ankles were loosening
their hold of the bar and his feet were
nerved to that instant of his standing on
them while his body swept between the
cables with his arms flung ahead, the in-
stant that would precede his flight down-
ward,

THERE was only time for his sharpened
eyes to sweep up to the ecable ring bolt,
The lower opening in a nut, through which
the steel bolt should have protruded, gaped
black, empty. Nerves and brain cried out
to him that Charmian’s cable was held by
a single thread—another jar on the bar
and the cable would part.

His voice strained to its shout, but he
knew. the sweep of air would drown it.
And his hands already were out—help-
lessly thrown out over the arena; his feet
were leaving the bar. He could not hold
back !

He went down., He fell automatically
into his double somersault—he had to, or
he would miss his lower trapeze which had
been timed. His bar was there. He caught
it, raised like a streak to his feet and
whirled to his stand, his hand flung up, a
new shriek of warning released.

Too late! Charmian was leaping to her

own bar. She would cateh it with her
hands and—!
Tony’s arms shot between the cables

of the trapeze still hugged against his
thighs. The released bar swung out, but
his body traveled faster. Head and shoul-
ders gai is ankles found the cables
and slid along them. He turned his feet
and ecaught a hold on the trapeze that was
now behind him.

He heard Pim Pim’s shriek rise from
the ground. ¥le heard horror rise on a
startled ery from the audienece, Iis trapeze
had reached the length of its arec. He
twisted his body over, keeping his foot-
hold. The cable had parted. It was hang-
ing. He strained at his body. Ilis arms
went out and closed about the bent, help-
less legs of Charmian as her body streaked
down.

His toehold on his own cables held!

The beloved body, struggling so des-
perately to recover balance lost in the
shock of the fall, slipped into the circle
of his arms, the smooth, snl!\on legs slid
along his wrists.

Thighs—knees—ecalves — ankles! Now!
His fingers closed! Saved! 3ack, out
again and back, his trapeze traversed its
arc. In the instant of her realization that
she was safe, that he had caught her, the
girl’s numbed senses hecame alert, The
flattening of her arches against his wrists
telegraphed to him that she had regained
her control. During the first are of his
trapeze, he swung her high to break her
shock. Instinctively she threw herself into
the cables of the swing. ITe released his
hold. He whirled his own body and stood
on the bar. They stood together. The
stand loomed as the trapeze swung close.
They landed on it lightly,

She shot one glance, of horror and ques-
tioning, into the tent dome, The hizh
trapeze bar and the parted cable dangled
loose.

She swayed.
struggled madly
would not come,
paralyzed. She

Tony ecaught her., He
for some word, but it

THs tongue was hot,
shuddered against him.

But even in her collapse, her arm went up
above the chestnut head, in salute to the
shouting arena follk below and the cheer-
ing audience.

Tony found his words, but only two of
them. *“My dear!”

The white figure quivered. The tremu-
lous lips whispered, “You thought you
could be afraid!”

A new rush of pleading poured upon
her, “But what does it mean—oh !—please
—what—??

She stirred and leaped across the plat-
form. “Down,” she cried. “Down! We
mustn’t stop the show!”

The din from the thousands packed in
the tiers came nearer and necarer, They
slid down the pole into it. Pim Pim caught
the girl as she slid to the tanbark floor.
Bill Fredericks and the major fought to
be first to Tony. The efforts of both to
talk were futile. They only spluttered.
Tony’s gaze into their eyes was blank.
The act was over! Charmian—his Char-
mian of the station platform in Sharon-
ville— of the resolute will to help—a
greater aerialist than ever he could be!
She had fooled him. Why—why? ‘Who
could she be?

And she had fallen—a broken trapeze—
who had done that? DBut he had saved
her—his Charmian—safe! On the ground
at last. The act was over and the people
were cheering. Here was the major—Bill
Iredericks — lifting him, Tony Perrin —
Baxter's DBig Show lifting him, on its
shoulders—I1ifting him high in triumph!

And there was the girl. The girl of the
Sharonville platform. His Charmian. She
was being earried on shoulders, too, of
ringmasters and groundmen who fought
to touch so much as a satined toe. Car-
ried high across the arena while the big
top gang was fighting—Afizhting—O TLord!
—to keep back the pushing, cheering
throng that flowed out from bleachers and
grandstand to praise the Flying Demons!

Throng ! Out of the grandstand—shout-
ing that he had saved a girl—his mother
was in the grandstand !

There she was, stumbling, but coming—
her thin arms outstretched, old blue eyes
calling. He could hear the call from those
eyes across the heads of the people who
were carrying him on their shoulders.
They were calling, “My boy!” He had
saved Charmian. FHe must get down to
mother. IMow thin and frail and how good
she looked in the ribbed blaek silk and the
bonnet with the violets on it. They'd crush
her, that crowd. He must get down {o her!
She'd tell him if he hadn't been afraid
when the time came.

Ah! Pim Pim! Good old Pim Pim!
Would they never stop cheering. Wouldn't
they ever let the show go on? The chari-
oteers—they must be waiting now for their
race with Florette's stallions. The Flying
Demons were stopping the show ! It wasn’t
right. The major would be angry. No—
this was the major’s hat his hand was
crushing — the major — he had had con-
fidence in the Flying Demons. He was hold-
ing him up. He couldn’t be angry because
the charioteers were missing cues. Pim
Pim had mother, Charmian! Who? What
was that ery that kept coming through the
din—"“The Great La Belle”? Why were
they shouting for the Mammoth’s Great
La Belle? Must get down!

ERE was mother, Pim Pim had car-

ried her in his old arms. Strong arms,
even if they were so old. Carried her to
the major and Bill. And she was saying
—she, mother, talking to Cyrus Daxter,
proprietor of Baxter's Big Shows, “They're
my children—my boy and my girl I"

They were letting hiin down., e was
on his feet. He couldn’t stand up—but he
must get hold of himself—musin’t be weak
—must find out about Charmian—ask her
who—there! “The Great La Delle” again.
Why was everything so muddled? The
Mammoth'’s La Belle. And the major was
talking to mother, Good old major—kiss-
ing mother’s fingers like that!

“You've a great boy, ma'am —and a
daughter to be proud of.” Now her face
was wet to his lips, but she was glad. The
cireus, but glad!

There was Charmian on the shoulders
of those ringmasters —so many people
crowding about. The hippodrome track
was full of them. What would they do
about the chariots? Flere they came. The
chariots—TFlorette would be galloping in—
she'd run those people down!

But only one chariot, instead of six.
They were putting Charmian into it—they
were tearing him from mother—no—they
were bringing her along—in the chariot

(Continued on page 43)
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Here Comes the Bandwagon

(Continued from page }})

with Charmian’'s hand on his and his
mother in his other arm. Around the hip-
podrome—through the people — cheering,
pressing, excited people—they were shout-
ing—“Flying Demons'” — “The Great La
Belle!I” What did it mean? It wasn’t
in the show, this round of the hippodrome
in the chariot. The'major would be furi-
ous—>but it was the major who had sent
them off around the arena—his response
to the plaudits of people who had come to
Baxter's Big Show and had seen him catch
Charmian. He must ery back to the people
—he must answer their shouts—he must
call out to them that these were—

“Mother and Charmian!”

His cry escaped and he thought it must
drown the din. But it was only Mrs. Per-
rin and Charmian who heard it above the
rumble of the chariot wheels. Both leaned
closer and said with one voice, “Tony !’

When their chariot rolled into the
menagerie, leaving the noisy arena behind,
performers bore down upon the trio, the
old lady who was so excited, the Tony
they had thought was bad luck to the
show, and the girl who had been coming
to the lot every day for a week, of whom
they all thought, such as had noticed her
at all, that her face was familiar, but of
whom none had dreamed that she was
greatest of all of them.

The major and Bill Fredericks, with
Pim Pim hovering close, opened a passage
to Tony's dressing quarters. The major
paused to give orders to his arenma super-
intendent, “Megaphone the crowd back to
the stands. Tell Florette to double her act.
Give that crowd the best we've got.”

(To be concluded in October issue)

The Love of Old Iron Hands

(Continued from page 35)

life. Letty would only feed it, as every-
thing else in his cluteh had done.

All in the second that he was climbing
from the mud of the trench to the sloping
top, he saw the truth of the years. TIor
the third time, his brain was on fire
Poised on the edge of the trench, he faced
Luther, a slender, hard-eyed Luther,

“You—you ead!” he shouted. “You’d
dare ask her to marry you, and not put
her first?”

Sanity returned to Mark. He halted.
“Don't be afraid,” he counseled smoothly,
“I meant to drep you in that trench, murk
with murk. But after all, you're my
brother, and perhaps Letty might not bhe
pleased to have us fight over her.”

Mark towered over his brother, for the
first time in his life forgetful of Luther’s
distinguished achievements, forgetful of
his own inferiority. “You can go down and
ask Letty to marry you if you want to,
but you might as well save yourself the
trouble. Letty won’t have you! And if
she would, I wouldn’t let her! I love her
too well for that. Now that I know you
for what you are in your selfish heart.
Not even if she thought she loved you
would I let her be caged.”

Mark’s usually low voice hoomed to an
immensity of volume that shook the leaves
on the tree beneath which they stood to
fantastic little dances. Luther stood be-
fore him, speechless at first. But the color
was coming back to his cheeks and a bitter
light in his eyes was focusing on Mark's
sternly accusing face. He backed against
the tree trunk, clutching it with unsteady
hands.

(Continued on page j6)

American Beauty Roses
(Continued from page 36)

lowed to lie smoothly. They are not gath-
ered except as the holding of them to-
gether will gather them slightly. It is im-
possible to say just how much of the
petals should overlap, as they must be
placed to best fill the space. Now place
the five singles. Do not force them too
close at the top and place each one
slightly higher as you work outward.
Lastly, place the double petals, the one
with the deepest cup first and so on, plac-
ing the straightest one last, Fasten with
a strip of spool wire. Now paste the
calyx around the base of the rose and
wind the stem as for the leaf, using
the heavy wire about an inech from the
flower. Place the spray of leaves—the
first one four inches or five inches from
the flower and the others about four
inches apart.
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smartest styles in dresses, coats, millinery, shoes and
general wearing apdparej—surprising values in all kinds of
women’s, men’s and children’s quality clothing.

Convenient Budget Plan
Have your choice of up-to-date stylish clothes for what will
seem like little or no cost. No need to wait until you can spare
the money all at once. Make use of this easy and convenient
budget plan, pay only a little a month for six montha.
Send for your free Style Book—Nowl

Elmer Richards Co,, W. 35th St,, Dept. 4496, Chicago, il
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Smart!
N Beautiful?

60-inch
Rope of
Milk-white
Pearls,
Postpaid for
only 4 Subs.

Only
8 Subs.

Linen
Stationery,
2 Subs.

4-Strand Pearl Bracelet, 3 Subs,

P e
e Srve g »
~ - e

Cool
Drinks
the
Year
Round

Aluminum Double -
Boiler, 3 Subs. Aluminum

Dish Pan, 4 Subs.

Above: 18-piece Crackled
Glass Set, b Subs.

ool
verage
Set,

6 Subs,

L

AY NO MONEY!

Ies yours without
cost. Any one of
these items will be
sent you postpaid
in return for a few
moments time.

e ol ol

OMAN’S WORLD

buyers have combed
the markets of America
for this splendid merchan-
dise and through carload
purchases we are able to
offer these articles in re-
turn for a minimum of

effort on your part.

Your own renewal with
the orders of only one or
two friends brings almost
any item. Make your se-
lection now and send your
order without delay.

m.
[*~)

60-Inch Rope of Pearls

Never has the demand for pearls
been so great as at the present time
and never has a necklace so capti-
vated the feminine eye as has this
60-inch rope of lustrous, shh_mne'rmg
beauties. Each pearl is 5/16 of an
inch in diameter, evenly ma(g'l\ed.
perfect specimens—heavy, solid, inde-
structible. Comes in hinged box,

No. EEI260 postpaid for 4 subs. at
50c each, or for 2 subs. at 50c each
and 75c extra.

Ostrich Plume Pen

Real ostrich plume 16% inches long
fitted with gold pen. Plume is tinted
deep pink at base and shades to the
faintest pink glow at the tip. A
thing of rare beauty and novelty.
Complete with pink glass cup filled
with tiny, colored pebbles.

No. EEI216 prepaid for 3 yearly
subs. at 500 each.

High-Grade Stationery

Aristocratio linen-finish stationery
in three delicate tints; 36 double
sheets with envelopes to match. Packed
in handsome box.

No. EE743 prepaid for 2 yearly subs.
at 50c each.

Radium Dial Wrist Watch

Dependable, accurate, guaranteed.
TLuminous hands and numerals. Case
heavily nickeled, beautifully finished,
thin model, Black leather wrist strap.

No, EEI272 postpaid for 8 yearly
subs. at 50c each.

4-Strand Pearl Bracelet

Four-strand bracelet of large, lus-
trous white pearls with patent clasp
fastener.

No., EE455 prepaid for 3 yearly subs.
at 50c each.

Aluminum Beverage Mixer

Complete with extracter and strainer.
Capacity, 22 ounces. Strainer and cap
fit snugly to prevent leaking.

No. EEI258 postpaid for 2 yearly
subs. at 50c each.

Household Scale

Full size scale, gray enamel finish
with 5%-inch round steel top; weighs
up to 25 pounds by ounces. Durable,
well made and accurate.

No. EE797 postpaid for 4 yearly
subs. at 50c each.

Aluminum Double Boiler

1%-quart size, Colonial style, highly
polished finish with cool hollow rust-
proof handles. Large bottom vessel to
avold cooking dry.

No. EEI257 postpaid for 3 yearly
subs. at 50c each.

Aluminum Dish Pan

Heavy gauge aluminum, yet light
and easy to handle. Beautifully pol-
ished, inside Sun-ray finish. 10-quart

size,
ll;u. EEI36 postpaid for 4 yearly
subs. at 50c each.

18-Piece Crackled Glass Set

Set consists of six 12-ounce iced tea
glasses, six 8-ounce water tumblers
and six 5-ounce fruit juice glasses—
all in shimmering, iridescent crackled
glass, A set you will be proud to
use on any occasion.

No. EEI245 postpaid for § yearly
subs.

7-Piece Glass Beverage Set

The set is of exquisite Czecho-
Slovakian glass, luster finished in the
popular rose shade. The pitcher is
9% inches high and its green handle
introduces a pleasing note of contrast,
There are six 12-ounce tumblers,

No. EEI244 postpaid for 6 yearly
subs. at 50c each.

Send order and remittance to

WOMAN’S WORLD

4223 W. Lake Street, Chicago, Tl

The Love of Old I[ron Hands

(Continued from page }5)

“You—TIJove Letty, yon—O0Ild Iron Hands !
As though she would look at you!” TIle
made the announcement sardonically, his
voice a lash of contempt.

I'or the firsl time in his life, Mark did
not wince beneaih it. “Yes,” he admitted
vigorously, “ever since the day you kissed
her against her will and christened me
Okl Tron Iands for knocking you down
for it. DBut that's not the question. Letty's
free. You shan't shut her in your cage of
ambition.”

A rustling in the woods beyond {ihe
swamp! Mark looked over at the boulder.
I'int O’ Cider was gone. He could hear a
stumping along the path worn fairly open
by daily pilgrimages, Up after him plunged
Mark, intent on catching the child and
bribing him fo secrecy. Otherwise, all that
Le had heard he would repeat to Letty.
All! Tell her that he, Old Iron Hands,
loved her! DBefore this possibility, his fire
of indignation against Luther smoldered
out.

Halfway down the woods path he heard
an ecstatic shriek. TPint O’ Cider was
greeting Letty coming in search of him,
Ile caught a glimpse of her blue dress
against the trees, saw the piquant oval of
her face floating like a cameo toward him.
Then he saw nothing, blinded with honest
shame. DBut he heard as in a maze the
shrill piping of Pint O’ Cider: “0O, Letty,
Letty dear! He does love you. Old Iron
Iands does ! Tle just said so, and the doc-
tor chap is cross as a wet hen!”

Mark stood still, turned to stone in the
path. Down it toward him was coming
Letty, swiftly, leaving Pint O’ Cider clat-
tering frantically and happily in her wake,
Letty coming to him! Letty coming close
to him, heedless of the mud on his trench
boots, heedless of the stains of his day’s
labor with spade and shovel written over
him from crown to heel.

“Why, Mark, Old Iron Hands!”

All she said! DBut something in her
voice put again the ache in Mark's great
arms. Twice he had conquered them, but
now, before he realized what he had done,
Letty was folded in them and he was
striding with her up the sloping path, past
P’int O' Cider, who again turned about
and went trudging contentedly after.

“You see, Letty, I never dared dream of
being anything to you but Old Iron Hands,
a failure and a rough fellow at best, and
I'd never have spoken if a kind of madness
hadn't—"

“Probably not,” interrupted Letty, lift-
ing herself on tiptoe to draw his face down
to hers. “It has taken you so many years
to find out, ever since I knew Luther for
what he is, when father lay sick. That
day you drove me to the station, I wanted
you so! You're real, Old Iron Hands, you
see—"'

“But why, why—
citedly.

“I mearly did!" Letty's laugh carried
Mark back fifteen years. It was her girl's
laugh, unafraid, sure, a lilting ripple of
happiness. “If Luther hadn't come to wake
you up and make you say what was in
your heart——it was a bit hard on Luther,
but he deserves all he has had—I should
have told you why I came home! Some-
times a woman has to wear her love on
her sleeve, Mark, But you wouldn't see...”

With his right arm Mark swooped up
Pint O' Cider, who had hobbled over the
stones. His left arm drew Letty to him.
On up the hill they went, Mark's great
boots treading, as though they were air,
the dried g of the meadow. The low
sun cast h wmdow ahead of him—the
great square head, shaggy and powerful,
thrust proudly back, the sturdily braced
shoulders, the long, strong limbs, the blur
of his hand, enormous, against the
shoulder of the slender woman’s outline
pacing up the meadow toward Jayne
House—beside him,

The Beautiful Journey

(Continued j’rom page 24)

"

began Mark, ex-

then stopped as he saw the rebellious flash
in her hazel eyes. “Oh, Blythe, I guess
there's a message from the Gildys. Some-
one in California. A telegram.”

She snatched it, tore the envelope jag-
gedly in her haste, bent over it eagerly
and then threw her arms around Bobbie
and wailed, *“Oh, Bobbie, Bobbie! Poor,
poor Floyd! Poor Janet! Oh, I'mi so sorry
—&0 sorry !

Holding her close in his arms, Bobbie
maneuvered for the yellow slip and read it :

“Floyd paralyzed waist down. Complete
recovery hopeless, Wheel chair later.

“Janer GInoy.”
(Continued on page I3)

QAdaAd4q
Like a clean dish

A GLISTENING, spot-
lessly white toilet
bowl. How difficult it
must be to keep it so
sparkling. Neo! Not
difficult. Not if you
use Sani-Flush!
- Sani-Flush removes
every mark, stain and incrusta-
tion. No scrubbing, no dipping
water. Just pour Sani-Flush into
the bowl, following directions
on the can. Then flush. The job
is done. More thoroughly than
in the old unpleasant way.

Sani-Flush cleans the hidden,
unhealthful trap too. Banishes
foul odors. Purifies those places
you couldn’t reach with a brush.

Sani-Flush is harmless to the
plumbing. Keep a can of it
handy. Use it all the time.

Buy Sani-Flush in new punch-
top can at your grocery, drug
or hardware store, 25¢. In

Canada, 35¢c.

Sani EFIMM!

Cleans Closet Bowls Without Scowing
Tue Hycienic Propucts Co.
Canton, Ohio

Also makers of Melo . . .
a real water softener

QuiLt BLock OFFER

= ALLFor 10¢
Cas!

To nct}ullnt you with this Intest needle-
work fad and the unusual values we

Ibvu, we will send postpaid for only 10a
Uiy

Silver or Stampa), all of ths
llowing: 5
4—Quilt Blocks each 6 in. x 6 in. and

stamped in diff
extra quality muslin.
1—Pair Fibre embroidery hoapa.
1=Thimble, 1 Needle and
1—8kein of embroidery floss.
s ¥ Boil-Proot
Six Strand
Hayon Embroidery Floss has the
beautiful finish and lasting sheen of
silk. Send .

™ Virginia Snew Studios, Dept, 728 , Elgin, iL

‘erent designs on

Song and Moulting Food
makes birdasing and keepa them
heslthy thru dzangemus moult=
ing season. Protect your bird’s
song and health, Buy from
druggists or direct from us,
postpaid per package 18e¢,
Mra. W, F. Lyon says: ‘‘Recei:
my bird book, seed and moulting
tlood in time to save a loved littls
singer.
Send Dealer name for Free Bird Bosk

MAX GEISLER BIRD CO.
103 Geisler Bid,

You can complete

High School Course
in 2 Years this simplified High

side of two yeara, Meets all rm:!’ulrcmemn_!nr entrance to college
and the leading professions. This and thirty-six other practical
courses are described in our Free Bulletin. Send for it TODAY.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. H-699 Drexel Ave. & S8th St. © A 51923 CHICAGO
WRIST

GIV WATCHFUQGIRLS

‘ ““\\\\\'\\L\‘\“‘f R Platinum effect, Jeweled Move- |

ent, (Guar, 10 yrs. Real timepiece.
iver dial, Send for 12 larye Bott)
Tt D Amowr: Darfums that you

wut D' Amowr Perfume and easy
lans for obtaining Wrist Watch.
n't send a penny. We trust you.
TREVAUX PERFUME CO.
Dept. 288 CHICAGO

o
t Lettering including two sets of envelopes.
lzgvhmnn Cards--One Bollar. Write for sampies.

| W.OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1060 Chestnut St., Philadeiphia, Pa.
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Instant relief for
eyes irritated by

Sports

When you return from golf, tennis,
swimming, motoring or other outdoor
activities with eyes that are hot,
strained and bloodshot, apply a few
Murine.
It instantly relieves the tired, burning
feeling, and soon ends the bloodshot
condition. A month’s supply of this
harmless lotion costs only 60c. Get

drops of cooling, soothin

acquainted with its benefits.

Write Murine Co., Dept.88, Chicago, for
FREE books on Eye Beauty and Eye Care

URINE

FOR YOUuRr

Woman’s World for September, 1928

clever women

Every wash day a million
women dissolve La France
with soap . .soak the clothes
clean...never rub... never

blue..and hang out dazzling
white washings! In half the
customary time!

Send to your grocer for

f’a]l(f

LA FRANCE MFG. CO.
Philadelphia, Pa.

FOR FIFTY YEARS

Cuticura
Soap and Ointment

have afforded the purest, sweetest and
most satisfactory method of caring
for the skin and hair.

Guarantee of Satisfaction

We stand back of every advertisementin WoMAN'S WoRLD. e
4 these adverti u b = we believe ad-
vertised goods offer you the fullest protection, quality and
®ervice.

We will refund your money if you are not satisfied with the value
received or trestment given by any advertiser in WOMAN'S
WorLD, WALTER W. MANNING, Pres.

New Baking Discover¥

€2 oner’OaDay!

Make big money daily taking orders for
Jiffykake—the amazing new preparation
that makes delicious cakes by adding
v water. Contains flour, eggs, milk,
ar, baking powder, shortening, flavor.
time, work, money. A sensation
2 No hunting for prospects.
sewives buy on sight. Steady repeat
business. No eapital or experience needed,
We furnish everything. You risk nothing.
Earninge start at once. Big income every day. Won-
derful opgurtunﬂ{ for men and women everywhere.
T aring Offer. JI

Write for Profit-8| FFYKAKECO.,

The B'eaufiful Journey

(Continued from page j6)

Little of Blythe's hurriedly prepared
meal was eaten that evening. Their sym-
pathy struck too deep. Like a mirage be-
fore their pitying eyes appeared that other
young couple, I'loyd half dead in his youth,
Janet held through love and pity to an
invalid's chair.

*“Oh, Bobbie,” eried Blythe, dropping her
napkin and running to fall on her knees
beside her husband. “Oh, Bobbie, I can’t
bear for this to fall upon them. It's so
eruel. You see, Bobbie, it's worse for them.
You know—they were putting off all en-
joyment, all their pleasures, till they got
their fortune made. They haven’t even a
child.”

“Well, one good thing, they have plenty
for medical or surgical help and Floyd
won't need to worry about Janet's having
to make the living,” Bobbie spoke a man’s
first thought.

Blythe looked up, her eyes reddened.
“Oh, Bobbie, don’t you see the irony of it ?”

FPYHAT night Blythe did not fall into

sweet oblivion as soon as her silky,
fluffy hair spread out on the pillow, as
she usually did. Little thoughts burst
from her lips and disturbed her tired
husband far into the night,

“Dobbie,” she'd whisper, *“you asleep?
Well, Bobbie, I've just been thinking, dear,
of the people who deny themselves, and
work and work like slaves all their young
lives, planning to take it easy after awhile,
But, Bobbie, they never get to! I mean,
%0 many don't. They—die or something.
When they get ready for the good times,
the rest, the fine things, it's too late.

“Bobbie, you asleep? Remember Mrs.
Finch? Lived in that old shack and
wouldn’t fix it up a bit, Saved for a fine
home and then before she could move in,
she just leaned her tired head back on the
rocking chair at a meeting of the lodge
ladies and seemed to fall asleep. She died
before she could live in her new house!
Bobbie? Remember old Mr.—"

But Bobbie snored a little.

It was a dreadful night. When Blythe
finally fell into a doze, it seemed she had
no more than closed her eyes when she
heard Jamie ery. Oh, it wasn’t a ery ex-
actly. It was a strange, terrible, strangled
call.

Instantly, Blythe was out of bed, stum-
bling through the door of the children’s
room. She found Jamie stiff and queer,
writhing in a spasm. She knew it was a
spasm though she had never seen one
before, and to her aid came bits of infor-
mation she had read.

“Oh, BOBBIE ! she screamed, “Jamie's
in a spasm! Phone the doctor—quick!
Get me a tub of hot water—hand me some-
thing to put in his mouth so he won’t
bite his tongue . ..”

Poor Bobbie! He was dazed with sleep.
He could do only one thing at once, and
Blythe was frantic. But the doctor, though
of a stoutness, ran the two blocks, helped
Blythe wrap the shuddering little body in
a heated blanket, administered first aid to
bring the fever down, drew the congestion
of blood from the vital organs. "

The next morning, Blythe phoned to the
parents of her little charges. Friday would
have to be declared holiday. She must
stay with Jamie. “I've neglected him
enough,” she told Bobbie fiercely. “I didn't
mean to neglect him, but you can't do
more than you—can!” And at that, some-
thing clicked in her mind. She was to
remember it later. “Oh, Bobbie, last night
I thought he was going to—die! And I
should always have blamed myself!"”

Jamie was not very sick. In a day or

two, he was full of vim and vigor as any
two-year-old ought to be. But Blythe hated
to leave him on Monday morning. She
walked to her little school with down-
bent head. She had her mind on other
things as she directed the eclass. That
evening when the babies were asleep, the
dinner hour over and the dishes done, she
sat down beside Bobbie and held his hand
to her breast. Laid her soft cheek on his
hand and asked as humbly as a hand-
maiden of her king, “Bobbie, would you
teach me bookkeeping 7

In spite of her sweetness, his brow low-
ered. “Now, DBlythe, surely you aren't
going to try to take on another job! Seems
like the more you do, the less I do. Sil-
verton told me today he'd give me one
more month.”

“One more month!” echoed Blythe.
“What do you mean—one more month ?"

Bobbie held his lips tight and drawn in
for a momeént as if to steady a weak
trembling, “A month to get back my job.
He says I haven't been writing any better
than he could do—haven't had a new idea
in six months, Waste of money to pay
me."”

Bobbie Willing’s head bowed in shame
and humiliation, but Blythe caught him
with fierce arms to her loving bosom. “The
idea! The old—the old—nut! What does
he know about it?”

“Ah, he knows his business all right.
I haven’t been able to write. Not that I
didn’t try. The Lord knows I've worked
hard enough, but my ideas don't bear cul-
tivation, somehow. And the joke of it is,”
here Bobbie paused and cleared his throat
roughly, “that the old codger said he had
been just on the point of making me a
Jjunior partnér, with my first payment
credited to me as a bonus, and the rest as
1 was able. I'd—I'd have been made, if I
hadn’t suddenly gone all hay wire.”

“Oh, Bobbie, Bobbie! Isn’t life like that
always? It mever rains but it pours. We
quarreled, IFloyd was paralyzed, Jamie had
a spasm, and now you may lose your job.
Oh, Bobbie, what shall we do?”

Blythe’s eyes snapped with determina-
tion. “I know one thing. That's why I
asked you if you'd teach me bookkeeping.
I'll take over that little task for you.
Walit, dear! See, I can do it at home and
give up the kindergarten. And, dear, I
want to do some mental work. I have a
trained mind. I crave some sort of men-
tal stimulus and if you’ll help me a little
at first, I can relieve you of that burden.
Maybe we have been trying to do too
much,”

T WAS arranged as Blythe suggested.
“Iobbie,” Blythe spoke musingly, look-
ing up from the lumber company's ledger
one evening, “do you ever think of those
verses, ‘Take no thought of the morrow,
what ye shall eat, what ye shall drink,
and wherewithal ye shall be clothed. The
Lord knoweth you have need of all these
things. DBut seek ye first the kingdom of
heaven and all the rest shall be added unto
you'?’ That is the gist of it, though not
the exaect quotation, probably.”

“I've heard the verses.”

“Well, they've been ringing in my ears
for a week or a month, At first, they just
made me furiously miserable with their
quiet promise, and then, somehow, when
Floyd had that stroke, or whatever it was,
I got to wondering if there is something
in it. For us moderns, I mean. What is
success? Is it really better to wear out
than to rust out? Doesn’'t work ever kill
anybody? Can’t we try too hard? Or is

(Continued on page 48)

FALL anp WINTER
FASHIONS FoR 1928

OMAN'S WORLD'S new book of

correct dress is the last word in
smart fall styles. A bigger, better, finer
book than ever before. A complete and
comprehensive review of what’s what in
the world of fashion. Also pages of
artistic needlework in color.

Woman’s World patterns are up-to-
date—the instructions are so simple a
child can understand them—and the
price is most reasonable—only 15¢ post-
paid. Why pay more and get less?

Send 10c today for your copy of this
handsome book of fall and winter styles

WOMAN’S WORLD

4223 West Lake Street CHICAGO
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Minutes
from
Broadway.”

“ T WOULD never have believed I could make this
lovely dress for myself in 45 minutes, if 1 hadn't
seen the wonderful Peter Pan_display in my local
store window last Spring. ButI bou?ht some of the
lovely new White House patterns of Peter Pan and
proved to myself I really could. Now I feel I'm only

45 minutes from Broadway'' — with a style as

beautiful as Broadway’s best and a dress of
GEIUINE

FABRICS

in a real Paris design, And what pleases me most is
how easy it was to make and how economical it was.
Here is all it cost me:

25 yards Genuine Peter Pan, $1.60; 1}4 yards con-
trasting color Peter Pan, 90c; bias tape, 12 pearl
buttons, spool of thread, 25¢; total $2.75—and only
45 minutes of my spare time. I couldn’t have bought
a dress like it for twice the money.""

Your dealer will soon be showing anattractive window
display of the new Fall Peter Pan White House pat-
terns. In the meantime, mail the coupon below, and
we'll send you 30 Free Samples of Peter Pan Fabrics.

GUARANTEE: “We will replace any garment
made of Genuine PETER PAN if it fades.”

HENRY GLASS & CO., 44 White St., New York

Look for the name *“ Peter Pan’’ on the selvage

Please send me *“The Peter Pan Sampler’” of 80 samples,
postpaid, absolutely free of all charge.

PRINT Name.

Street Address or P. 0. Box. v

City and State

Dealer’s. Name

CANNED SOUPS

are so widely used that the prob-
lem of flavor becomes im, nt.
Lea & Perrins’ Sauce is the most

popular of all seasonings. Use a tea-

spoonful or more to each can.

LEA & PERRINS’

SAUCE

Send postal for our free recipe booklet.
Lea & Perrins, 234 West St., N.Y.

SPARE
TIME

$2 fo%4 an hour
18 ea‘s_y
21 Superb Christmas Cards & Folders
Sells for $1.00—Costs You 50c
We publish a magnificent Assortment contain-
ing 21 high-grade Christmas Greeting Cards
and Folders, each with an envelope. Steel en-
graving, French water coloring, sparkling me-
tallic, gold and silver effects, panelling, and

bordering. Nothing sold begins to compare
with the sale of Christmas Box Assortments.

+ What Others Are Dol;;g i
Mrs. Finch of Virginia made $575. Mrs. Miller
of New York made $450. Thisis what thes:’sax:
“Hyerybody thinks they are wonderful. I
found “vour assortment 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 sampies. Dept. 78
Waltham Art Publishers, 7 Water Street, Boston, Mass.

659 M th Ave., Ci y 0.
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The Beautiful Journey

(Continued from page 47

life a precious gift to be enjoyed as we
live it?”

Jobbie was stretched contentedly in the
horrible morris chair. He nodded, medi-
tating, and thought aloud, “The traveler
with his eye constantly on the goal may
get there first, but he misses the beautiful
journey. No lovely scenes hang in the cor-

NEW WAY
TO END

HAIR

CIENCE now finds
that hair can be re-
stored to naturalshade.
No tell-tale, crude dyes

that endanger hair
health. No mess...but
instead a clear, color-
less 100% safe liquid p
is used that gives the —
hair its youthful shade

and lustre. Faded hair sparkles with girlhood

ridors of his memory. No resting places
abide with him as soul solace. ITe has
only the scars and the fruit he has gath-
ered. Yes, and when a man has so arrived
at the paltry place of his ambition (be-
cause most worldly ambitions are disap-

“She Mailed a-
Coupon like this

It’s Touch

# { e > 2 e i lor. Gray streaks disappear entirely.

-M pointing when we come upon them; it is <o y P v

Afow ahs 6‘00 7 and GO ! the way toward them that is glorious) Make this free test offered below. Or go
i@i! a) 4 at £ ? to any drug store and get a bottle. It’s called

how often he would give up all he has
gained if he might retrace his steps along

Mary T. Goldman's Hair Color Restorer.
fails you pay nothing. Don't delay.

If it

a Year af Home

Car waiting! Not a minute to

e spare! But that awful spot! the ps g e S rhat lay

A 3 » path he has come to see what lay ____.._.......T tF s
: Quick, the MUFTI! A few ide it the I < S e est r'ree ey
Hand COIOI‘ } Marie Merilla Tells g bt beside it, the little pleasures he had been I Mary T. Goldman, 111-I; Goldman Bldg., St. Paal, Minn,
Greeting Cards How You Con Make swift strokes and it’s gone! too busy to reach for, the blessings that I Send Free Outfit. Black......dark brown..... 1
BigPayinSpare Time Diad’a: comt i taothies! 2 grew wild like roses beside the way, for 1 brown....auburn...light brown.. light red 1
We show you how toll ~after an illness thres : ADQLACE S sown; anyone to gather. Why, Dlythe, that is 1 Name '
color cards beautifully || years ago. T bocame 3 bud’s cravat or sister’s slip- e s OF 1t moc. the H e s ns s madsa N RO S 25 kb Sisaiiebs wiskiNT e s L Spau il g 1
by easy method. No tal- | shut-in. To help meet ers, MUFTI cl th 1 e Joy o 11e e 2 ‘ ' P N T AR A R L Sattuessysuengees B
ent necessary, Start | expenses I decided to el cleans them all, money you garner, Lvery hour of our gt h
lives is our chance to put first things first, w0 (ORER o e hlints St mait e oonsohe wl s o ST S 8y Lot ooy 2 I8

quickly, harmlessly! Grease, tar, or ordinary
soil, they all vanish at the touch of MUFTI.

color cards. I borrowed
§1 to invest in a Trial
Box, Before long I was
ng all my expen-
Last  Christmas

making money very first
day. Each card brings
profit of 6 to 20 cents.
Color 100 an evening | M¢¢
easily—$6 to $20 Profit! | %5

i . season alone my sales
Big Christmas season | oo™ o "e500, Easter

= e e e e+ Please print your name and address e s s e e e

and if a man puts too much stress on
worldly gain, he makes a pathetic effort
at the last to reach back into his youth
for the little precious things he hurried

L G

At your dealers or by mail, post paid on re-
ceipt of 30 cents. West of Denver 35 cents.

v ’ e
just ahead. Many ma..: | ghd  Mother's by: and then death snatches the poor @ZaSSlﬁed C‘/éld‘UETtlSlﬂ
$500 year and up, work- | giles are jr:gr;?, n MUFTI COMPANY starved spirit away, leaving the pot of gg

ing only in spare time. 2705W McMicken Ave. Cincinnati, Ohio

. Big FREE Book
tells how—Get it!

mensely, 1
Merilla, 600 Madison
St., Seattle, Wash.

One Little Dollar

gold in the palsied hands of ‘the remains.’
Yet, with all our life to teach us, we must

< AGENTS WANTED
forge on to dig for the pot of gold at the

Send for Tres book P“‘ssfjji“c;f,‘pﬁ“?;ﬂﬁfﬂ end of the rainbow, to find too late that |EARN HUNDREDS OF EXTRA DOLLARS FROM
should now to Christmas, - Sell. Personal Christmas Cards.

the flaming arch across the sky
have drawn our eyes to heaven.”

“Darling,” crooned Blythe, “won’t you
be glad when it's warm enough so that we

showing 187 designs for
1928 Christmas Cards.
Or better _still—send
for §1 Trial Box and
get started right away,

Mail Coupon
Above NOW!

Average $12-315 daily. Easy to sell. Commissions
daily. All or part time at home or travel. Practi-
cally every family uses Christmas cards. Sensibly priced.
processed with your customer's name., We deliver post-
- 2 i age prepaid direct to your customer. Now is the time
can go gathering wild blessings again? ;o start]_ before customers buy ﬂ;“‘fh‘}re' Setl]lms; B’ix;
5 3 ot 3 chis 5 2 & ree. Experience not necessary, but if you have sold
Of course, we shall .probably never be Christmas cards or' other merchandise, please state.
quite so young and irresponsible as we “Art-Point’’ Studios, Dept. 35, Sebastopol, Califl.
were once, but we can remember that all (Oldest and Largest Process Firm in the West.)
we get out of life is the living of each WHY NOT SELL US YOUR SPARE TIME, $2.00 an
- s " BT P i & hour, $19.70 daily easy full time. Introduce 12 months
. v iy ¢ o 3 3 3
hour. 10_“ ]\nfm' she h',l,l.'l ‘w.”u!“' for Tht Guaranteed Hosiery—47 styles, 39 oolors, for Men,
was erasing vigorousl ”‘_‘-‘3'\ came to you Women, Children, including latest “*Silk to the Top™
so easily when we were—like we—used to Ladies’ Hose. No capital or experience needed—We fur-
be. It was when—you filled your life— nish samples. Silk hose for your own use given. New
too full of cares ‘il.)ll ears a"'“ thines— Plan. Macochee Hosiery Co., Park 1509, Cincinnati, O.
weeds, vou know—that your spirit had no
room to flower.”

for §1 Trial Box,
containing cards,

paints and brush

—everything you
need to get started
—right NOW! Cards
sell for §3to $4 when
colored. 82 fo $3

MUFTI

The Perfect Home Dry Cleaner

Matern ity
St J

TURN YOUR SPARE TIME INTO CASH. It’s easv by
showing your friends and neighbors our beautiful line of
Christmas Greeting Cards. No selling experience neces-

New

HNE BRYANT

ity Clothes enable ) r . .

' you“ti)atc'lem t’;wlihly it There was no reply from the horrible sary. Cards are new, different, appealing. Popular prices.

Ot es all stages of maternity — morris chair. The handsome brown eyes Your friends will buy them on sight. Half of each
* order is your commission. Get ready now to make money

of Bobbie Willing glared at the wall with
a glassy stare. He had a dumb Ilook.
Stealthily, as if creeping upon wary prey,
he slid out his notebook, wrote eagerly,
several pages, and then returned the book
to its place with a grateful sigh. .

Blythe’s lips quivered with the thought
of a smile. Dobbie looked at her, ecstatic

this Fall. Write H. S. Preston, Federal Art Guild,
512-20 So. 4th St., Minneapolis, Minn.

AGENTS! MEN AND WOMEN MAKE BIG MONEY—
taking orders for our beautiful Dress Goods, Silks, Wash
Fabrics, Handkerchiefs, Hosiery, Fancy Goods. 1,000
Samples furnished. The National Importing Co., Dept.
J-47, 573 Broadway, New York.
AGENTS EARN $£240 MONTH.
silk hosiery you ever saw. We furnish auto.
siery for your own use given. Write today for samples

and after baby comes as well.
Latest modes, designed to
conceal condition—and to
provide for expansion,

Style Book FREE
Style Book free, showing latest
styles in Dresses, Coats and
Corsets for Maternity Wear.
Also Apparel for Baby. Send today.

To givc newness O worn

clothes ——stir Satina into
very thin, hoiiing starc

pour this into the last rinse!
Clothes look

and iron more easily!

like new SELL FINEST LINE
Silk ho-

Ad‘dn-sstpr‘ITlN I - afnco stretched his long Q
Orderaif . e E’ncﬁrya|lt19'hﬁ-"’r.‘f‘”" QWYork .mt] "E'.]‘n]u f.'.l.()]:]'“:: :l'l'l e 18 “EIInE and state size of hose worn. Betterknit Hosiery Co.,
IateRjrom s oty procer: o e Lol SRR s e a e Sill 2091, Greenfleld, Ohio.
Blythe dimpled. “Yes, papa? BIG PAY EVERY DAY, showing Nimrod's All Ycar

Sellers! Dress, Work, and Flannel Shirts, Overalls, Pants,
Sweaters, Underwear, Pajamas, Leather Coats, Lumber-
jacks, Playsuits, etc. Experience unnecessary. Big Outfit
Free! Nimrod (0., Dept. 56, 4922-28 Lincoln Ave., Chicago.
AGENTS—STEADY INCOME. Large manufacturer of
handkerchiefs and linens, wishes representative in each
locality. Factory to consumer. Big profits, honest goods.
Credit given. Send for particulars. Freeport Mfg, Co.,
56 Main St., Brooklyn, N, Y.

AGENTS WANTED TO ADVERTISE OUR GOODS and
distribute free samples to consumers; 90c an hour easy;:
write for full particulars. American Products Co., 1976

Monmouth, Cincinnati, O. :

MAKE §1000 BEFORE
personal Christmas cards

“I'll make old Silverton sweat before
he beats me pushing a pen! Why, honey,
I'm all ready for press a week ahead. I
We pay liberally for about 2 hours per weck of your not only I(-:n':lful my lesson, but I've made
spare time. The only requirement is absolute honesty. it into an editorial and a poem. Now,

Estimated average earnings 34 per week.. Donotrenty isn't that neat and efficient? And in the
if you are an agent or canvasser. Address:our Mr, g : . £
merning I'll stick my head in and tell the

0’Connor, Dept.9E.111 West 42nd St., N.Y. City.
Just say **Tell me about yourspare-time offer’” ~good old guy to hold a half column for me.
I've got a peach of an idea!"
The Willings were back on the right
road. On with the beautiful journey!

SATINA

A La France Product

Women Wanted

2 Hours Per Week

La France Mfg. Co., Philadelphia, Pa.

N

Give Baby Rest
at Teethur?g Time

CHRISTMAS selling exclusive
in distinctive steel engraved

| T designs. Expensive Sample Book free. Desk H.
| Wetmore, Janes and Sugden, Rochester, N. Y.
THIS IS THE GREATEST MONEYMAKING HOUSH

Tablets wash
Free samples.

to house proposition ever known.
clothes in 10 minutes without rubbing.
N.R.G. Co., P500 W. Division, Chicago.
AGENTS—SELL $£1 CHRISTMAS CARD assortments.
Also beautiful personal greetin Splendid values. High
commissions in advance, Samples free. Harry Doehla,
Dept. 1-G, Fitchburg, Mass.

3 GUARANTEED HONEYMOON DRESSES §1.50. Beats
store prices. $15.00 up daily easy. Beautiful outfit free.
Clifford-Crosby, Dept. D506, 481 W. Superior. Chicago.

R.G.

Teething Lotion

Generous Sample: Send your druggist’s
name and 2 cents for postage
to Hand Medleine Company,
111-J No. bth Street
Philagelpnia, Pa.

More than
200 delicious
recipes for
Salads and
Sandwiches

19) a

we will mail
esigns, u-

#ilver or stamps’
of Croas Stitc!
Balla of

RADIANT SIX-STRAND

5 EMBROIDERY FLOSS

This unusual of 8 mad rz needleworker with the
boil-proof giunllty of thia Floss. Send it to the laundry — wash it any
way you will—the colors rema’n bright and “*radiant.”” Send today, |
VIRGINIA SNOW STUDIOS, Dept. 719A, ELGIN, ILL. r

postpaid il ferce SARFLER B0
!::. printed in actual colors, and 10

for

Novel |
REFRESHMENTS

S.—\L.\ DS and sandwiches for every
occasion, for all the year—new,
delicious, tested. More than 200
of them in this new book Ius-
trated in colors. Beautifully bound,
Service Library of Tested Cookery
The Book of Cakes and Desserts
The Fifty-two Sunday Dinners
The Candy Calendar
The Cookery Calendar
The Book of Salads
wiches
Any book with Woman’s 65C
World (1 year) prepaid for

MISCELLANEOU

WORK FOR “UNCLE SAM.” STEADY JOBS. $105.00

3 )0 month. Men—women, 18 to 50. Paid vaca-
1 particulars and sample coaching Free., Write
tely. Franklin. Institute, Dept, G-30, Roches-

VWYV Y YT T Y Y VYV VYV YT YY
WaterMarcelWaver
\\_,

A revivedart—glorified! Now popular for theliving
room and for personal adornment as well as in
bedroom and nursery. A splendid suggestion for

ifts and bazaars, too. Easy to do. Beautiful.

ere’s your opportunity to get quilting patterns
with complete instructions at a real bargain! Pat-
tern for pillow, 18 in. x 18 in., stamped on muslin
—with wadding foundation, only 39¢c. Ask for
M-1112. Don’t delay. Order today!

THAYER & CHANDLER
Dept. J236 913 W. Van Buren St., Chicago
£ New, 1929 catalog
2 now ready, 96 pages
grofuscly illustrated,
hows quantities of
newest articles and
ideas—plaited parch-
ment shades, water

INTS — WRITE FOR OUR FREE BOOK, ‘“How
to Obtain a Patent” and Record of Invention Blank.
Send model or sketch for Inspection and Advice Free.
Vietor J. Evans Co., T42-0th, Washington, D. C.
GUARANTEED HEMSTITCHING AND PICOTING
Attachment. Fits any sewing machine, The old reliable.
G60c prepaid or sent C. 0. D. Circulars free. ok
| Hemstitching Co., Dept. 49, Sedalia, Mo.

ND 1lie AND NAME KODAK FRIENDS.
elop and Print 1 roll film. Your name confliden-

F. R. B. Photo Co,, 150 incoln, Cincinnatl, O.
NT GOV'T JOB, §$053-3250 1) NTH? Men—Women,
instructed at home. Write Ozment Inst., 1035,
ouis, Mo,

Gives a Perfect Marcel Wave
Without Heat

‘Waves quickly and easily. No Winding.
Will notinjure the hair. No skill required.
Puton in a second. No twisting of hair.
The GAY-MARR Wavers (patented) will givea
perfectmarcelin 30 minutes, and will train abeau-
tiful, natural, lasting wave in the hair that will
not come out in damp, cold or warm weather,

and Sand-

jar lamps, black satin and cannot be detected from a professional mar- ] e e =
pa&cls.l hooked rugs, A waver, not a curler Not:l"xlng else like it. WOMAN’S WORLD I\‘,m"”' (“H 'LT.}‘;'.“:]; ]‘Jl“"nﬂl{‘ ﬁ‘lm:.-.\l :"ll-rn;lr‘lm}(rﬁﬁ:'
and other art novel- DON'T ACCEPT BUBSTI‘I:UTES = ks Moser & Son, 1000 St. James Ave., incin d 0.

ie 5 i 1d b Wes = .
ek ek fopit, only. . SPECIAL. Send $1. 0 [t'nrysnlmll 4223 est Lake St"Chl"ago' 1. | Inventions Commercialized. Patented or unpatented.
sent prepaid, M?’ﬁ:’;.{'g Lo raise the price. - ~ Write Adam Fisher Mfg. Co., 109 Enright, St. Louls. Mo,
MPA - =

416 S. DEARBORN ST. Trial Offer, First film developed, 0 prints, free enlargement

DEPT 1 CHICAGO 250 sllver. Superior Photo Finishers, Dept. R, W 100, 1a. |
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Interest Every
mber of the Family

12 Blue Ribbon Clubs
at 3 to 5 SAVINGS

»

People’s Pop
The Gt‘nﬂo“omnn
Good Stories.
and WOMAN

|

$ 100 Brings Any One of
These Clubs—1 Year
Needlecraft
Modern eruemnkmg o:e“y?:rf?;-r
The Househol
The Farm Jou
Blue Ribbon Club No. EE2
People’s Home Journal....... All six for
Modern Homemaking
Good Stories ...
and WOMAN’S “ ORLD......
Blue Ribbon Club No. EE3
People’s Home Journal one year for
American Poultry Journal.. 1 —_—
and WOMAN’S WORLD......
Farm and Fireside. All six for
one year for
Your Choice of Elther 125
Group at Only . .

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE1

Good Stories . $ 00
and WOMAN’'S Wi 1 55
People’s Popular Monthly one year for
The Gentlewoma:
The Farm Journal... All six for
Good Stories .

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE4

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE5

llgeliuento{{ .......... = All four
eople’s ome Jourm: =

The Farm Journal 5 $ 25
and WOMAN’S WORLD... —_—

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE6

The Pathfinder (weekly). ;
Modern Homemaking. Al fxo
Good Stories

and “I;OMA;\ S Wi % $ 1 2._!:.;

30-Day Money Saver
— COUPON -

WOMAN’'S WORLD,
4223 W. Lake St., Chicago, Il

Enclosed  is $-...............8end me Club No...........
for one full year.

TR s ke S e A e L e L et

ewniana  Bla e e L e s e

LEAN, high class magazines es-

pecially selected to interest all
the family. A vast quantity of en-
tertaining and instruetive literature
on every conceivable subjeet. Sub-
seriptions may be new, renewal or
extension. Now is the time to buy
your year’s supply of magazines.

 Specially Priced $ 1 50

Clubs at Only

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE7

MeCall's o
Modern Homemaking . All five

Good Stories : 1 5“
FPeople’s Popular \[mll]:ly s —t
and WOMAN'S WORLD

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE8

Woman’s Home Companion
Modern }lomemaki!f:x All five
Good Stories

The Gentlewoman

| and WOMAN'S WORLD..

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE9
‘Woman's Home Companion | All four

People’s Home Journal $ 1 50

Good Stories.

and WOMA

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE10
MecCall’s All five
Needlecraft .

Good_Stories.
The Household .. > —_—
and WOMAN’S WORLD

A BARGAIN!
Either Group $915
Only . . 2
People’s Hnn'w Journal $2-1—§
MeCall’s ... ];5

Blue Ribbon Club No. EE11
Modern Homemaking .

Blue Rib.bon Club 1.\10. EE12
People’s Home Journal

Modern Priscilla........... <All five
Good Stories.
Womsm’sHomeComp‘m:on All four

- and WOMAN’S WORLD....

Offers Good 30 Days

 Use COUPON! Act

Immediately =» » »

The Home Life of the Lloyds

(Continued from page 11)

From “props’” to the director, all of the
produection members eame under the hyp-
notie spell of enthusiasm which the cinema
star seemed to fairly exude. Harold Lloyd,
besides being a serious producer of come-
dies, is a great believer in physical fitness,
Seldom a day passes but that he is found
on the handball court, engaged in stiff
competition with some of the best handball
players of the country.

But how e¢ould even a comedian of
Harold Lloyd's caliber maintain his enthu-
siasm at the peak unless he possesses that
potent influence of a contented home life?
The writer has observed many of our lead-
ing motion picture stars literally pale be-
fore the camera just because of domestic
troubles, their histrionie ability suddenly
become as “sounding brass and a tinkling
cymbal” in the face of demoralizing home
influences. Therefore, it is little wonder
that Harold Lloyd is such an enthusiastie
champion of the modern theory of ¢ombin-
ing a career with one’s home life. In fact,
it has ceased to be a theory in the case of
the Lloyds and has become a tried and
proven reality. For, with Iarold Lloyd,
a theory that cannot be put into practical
use ig instantly discarded and replaced by
one that can be so employed.

IHome Life Securely Entrenched

“The sanctity of the home should be
preserved at all costs,” observed Mildred
Lloyd. “Whether one is engaged in the
motion picture profession or other field of
endeavor, the saered institution of the
home should always be respected and re-
vered by its members. After a hard day
in the studio, I derive such comfort and
happiness to be able to refurn to my joy-
ous home surroundings, where I can forget
the ordeal of appearing in some strenuous
scene by the inspiring atmosphere of our
fireside.

“We are very much like other human
beings when the day's work is ended, and
we repair to our own hearth, there to en-
tertain our circle of intimate friends or
enjoy a happy evening by ourselves. Why,
if I felt that my career was interfering
with my home life to such an extent that
ity being jeopardized, I surely would
forsake my profession. But, like many
sereen mothers that I know, I have been
able to combine the two without any ex-
traordinary sacrifice. Rather, the one
makes the other a greater success: for,
without our screen careers, we could not
be so contented in our home, and without
our home environment, we could not por-
tray the homely roles so suneccessfully on
the sereen. I most heartily believe that
our domestic happiness or unhappiness is
reflected in our characterizations before
the camera, and many of our most suc-
cessful sereen mothers are happy mothers
in real life, with all the responsibilities of
child-raising and all the attendant joys
and comforts.”

Fagoting Trims Smart
Clotbes

(Continued from page 28)

top of dress, then baste it to paper and
fagot dress and yoke fogether. Omne holt
of No. 4 fold is sufficient.
Child’s Flower Yoke
Flowers of pink, blue and lavender
folds with green leaves are surrounded by
bands of white and blue fold to form
yoke of child’s dress in middle of page
28, First flowers and leaves are basted
to paper yoke, then straight folds basted
in place. To make flowers, join a
31-ineh piece of fold, creasing through
center and whipping through folded edge,
drawing up thread until a flat circle is
formed. Open edges are on outside of
circle so other stems and leaves can be
slipped between edges to hide ends.
Vest of Green Bias Fold
Iagoted green folds make the vest at
right of middle of page 28, The two in-
side folds are cut long to extend around
collar. One bolt of No. 4 fold is needed
for vest and cuff edges.
Fagoted Trimming Tabs
Trimming tabs of dress at left of bottom
of page 28 are made of No. 1 folds
fagoted around a 3%§-inch double strip of
material.
Braided Fold Trimming
jraided folds and fagoting trim dress
at right of bottom of page 28,

Nore: Diagrams and instructions will
be sent upon receipt of a stamped ad-
dressed envelope.

Nature gave baby a breast—
Hygeia does likewise;

hence, weaning is easy

No funnel, no brush re-
quired. Look foroneringon
the breast; and two rings on
the food-cell. Awvoid misfits.

un-mn:},

R 7 NIPPLE

COVER |
g

ONF RANG i

TTWO RINGS ce—

yi-a*

. THE SAFE NURSING BOTTLE

Sales Represéntatives, Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc,, ~
Belmont Bldg., Madison Ave. & 34th St., N. Y.

We will send you baby booklet or food-cell

cover. Mark the one you want and mail to us.

0 Booklet O Cover. Hygeia Nursing Bottle
Co., 1210 Main St., Buffalo, N.Y.

FOR WOMEN iy e

and exclusive beauty
products. Confidential advice rendered without cost.
Send for interesting, illustrated information.

HELENE KIERAN, 502-R Fifth Ave., New York

Make

Dresses in
theNewest
Styles and
Save Half

LearN right at home in spare
time to make your own clothes
in the newest, loveliest styles
for a half or a third of what
you pay in the shops.

The Woman’s Institute will
teach you all the secrets of
designing, cutting, fitting and
finishing that make the pro-
fessional dressmaker so successful.

60-page Lesson Free

Just mail the coupon and we will
send you ABSOLUTELY FREE our
booklet “‘Making Beautiful
Clothes’” and a complete 60-page
lesson on the use of paper pat-
terns in making smart, stylish
clothes. All your quunnns about
patterns answered. How to choose
right size, how to alter for figures
that are out of proportion, how to fit the pattern before
cutting your dress. Expert methods that insure smartly
fitting clothes. See for yourself how easy it is to learn,
right in your own home, to make lovely clothes, to save
money, to earn money.

§ e e o T B S B o o o — f—

| WoMAN’S INSTITUTE, Dept. 40-1, Scranton, Pa. |

| Please send me—Froc—your booklet, Making |
Beautiful Clothes, and the 60-PAGH LESSON de-

I seribed above. I am most interested in— !
7 Home Dressmaking [ Millinery

I [J Professional Dressmaking [] Cooking '

' IIATIG. 5. oo o s iain, snsnmnminin iy AuRE Ss ST E ROl Rt o v g oa e B l

I (Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) I

I AAAPLEE: 1ol i e vashiesat s oA PRb oA ARR LS NRTRE RA S5 e s N T4 484 AR T 833 018 I

e e e e e e e e e s e e s e e
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CeZ7he POSTMAN’S WHISTLE PAGE

A Messenger of Sunshine and Good Cheer by and for Our Subscribers

et E0N

Cash Prize Winners in Vegetable Recipe
Competition Announced
OU’D never suspect so many delicious dishes could
be made from vegetables! Why, it is likely to make
vegetarians of the whole Woman’s World family when
we publish the savory recipes that capturqd the cas}l
prizes in the Postman's Whistle vegetable recipe competi-
tion. The names of the fortunate prize winners to whom
checks have been sent are given below and their recipes
will follow in succeeding issues of the magazine.
Mrs, Hazel Amenda, Mo. Mrs. M. S. Evans, Pa.
Mrs. Bernice Olsen, Wis. Mrs. J. E. Candy, Ky.
Mrs. Helen S, Benson, Minn, Mrs. B. Harrison, Okla.
Mrs. Eldred Jones, Calif, Mrs. R. V. Miller, Mich.
Mrs. A. H. Stuart, N. J. Mrs. G. A. Smith, Towa
Mrs. B. Linnenbuerger, S. Dak.Mrs. Jos. F. Buergler, Ind,
Miss H, M. Caverly, N. Y. Mrs. Raymond De Lyne, N. Y.
Mrs, Cleve Butler, Miss. Mrs. Ray Coffman, W. Va.
Mrs, C. W. Starbuck, Minn. Mrs. Dell B. Reisbich, Ill.
Mrs. Z. W. Spangler, Ohio Mabel E. Worth, Calif.
Mrs. Aza D. Vanderbilt, Wis. Mrs. Fred Miller, Ohio

Josephine Matthiews, Kans. Regina Murray, Va.
Icelene Playle, Iowa

School Days

A patient teacher was trying to teach a small boy to
read with expression. . )

“Where—are—you—going?’ read Johnny laboriously
and with no accent whatever. =

“Try that again,” said the teacher. “Read as if you
were talking and notice that mark at the end.”

Johnny studied the interrogation mark a moment and
an idea seemed to dawn upon him. He read trinumphantly,

“Where are you going little button hook?"” :
—DMiss W. G., Ohio.

A Step Saver

If you have a large kitéllen, put your work tal_)le on
casters. In this way you ean roll it to the stove, sink or
cupboard. —N. 8., Kauns.

Raisin Cinnamon Rolls

Roll light bread dough very thin. Spread butter on it;
then sprinkle with brown sugar, cinnamon and raisins.
Roll as you would a jelly roll and slice. Have pan but-
tered and brown sugar sprinkled over the butter. Place

slices of roll, cut side down, let rise, and bake.
—Mzgs. T. G., Mo.

Couldn’t Stump Him

“My father and I know everything in the world,” said
a small boy to his companion.
“All right,” said the latter. “Where's Asia?”
It was a stiff question but the little fellow answered
coolly, “That’s one of the questions my father knows.”
—@G. L., Idaho.

Tuna Fish Salad

1 can tuna fish 14 teaspoon salt

14 dozen sweet pickles (small) 1% cup nuts

1 eup celery, chopped fine Enough mayonnaise to mix well
1 pimiento, minced

This can be used as a sandwich filling also.
—Mes. R. J. 8., Ind.

Quick Loaf Cake

14 cup cocoa

14 cup boiling water
2 cups flour

Vanilla

1 ege

1 cup sour cream

1 cup sugar

14 teaspoon soda

4 teaspoons baking powder

Put all together in a bowl and beat thoroughly, or else
mix in a milk shaker. Bake in moderate oven. If prop-
erly mixed, the grain is fine. —MRs. M. R. L., Idaho.

Emptying a Tub or Barrel of Water
To empty a tub or a barrel of water, fill your gardén
hose with water from the hydrant, first closing one end.
Put the open end into the bottom of the tub or barrel,
then open the closed end and lay it on the ground. All of
the water will soon drain out. This is much better than
bailing the water or lifting heavy tubs.—A. M. C., Mass.

Born in September ?

Then you will reach rhonor through personal merit;
spirit of equity ; honest; mild, modest, amiable, confiding ;
not easily fathomed ; strong will ; sentimental ; ingenious ;
slow to anger and slow to quiet down; aptitude for
sciences ; easily changed ; wealth liable to come from hard
work in fields of sciences and inventions or office,

—THE ZopIiac.
There’s Wisdom Here

My doetor told me that many of the digestive ailments
in the summer months are due to the fact that people
make meals entirely of cold meats, salads, iced drinks and
chilled desserts. Even on the hottest day, he said, a meal
would be more enjoyable and beneficial when at least one
hot dish was served. Since then I have been preparing
soup as our “one hot dish” for light summer meals and I
am sure there is an improvement in the family’s general
health because of it. —Mgs. J. D. K, IlL

A September Message
to
Postman’s Whistlers

.
-

UNCLE JEFF, the OLD ‘POSTMAN
His Homely Philosophy on SMODERATION

On top of the hill, there's toil and thrill;
Th’ valley holds peace and rest.

ID T ever tell you that I teach a class of th’ risin’ generation each Sunday mornin
Last Sunday, Martin Sammons’
girl Sarah breezed in with an outfit of clothin’ on th’t must have cost her dad
Beside her sat Frank Ewing's daughter Janet with
shoes so worn an’ shabby th't they barely kept her feet from th’ road and a generally

at our little meetin' house here in Illbow Hollow ?
enough t' pay his year's taxes.

neglected appearance.

If th’ situation had been turned about, there'd have been no cause for wonder ; for Martin
Sammons is poor and we all know that he can’'t afford to dress his chiid like a fashion sheet ;
»ut Frank Ewing is blessed with such an abundance of worldly goods th't he could give his

daughter anything her heart might desire an’ never miss it.

What do you make of it? 'Pears t' me there’s somethin’ about this job of parenthood
Most mothers and fathers of children seem t' find it
hard t' strike a middle course an’ as a result they are either too hard or too easy on their
They either strip themsel's of necessities t* provide folderols for their family or
else they err in th' opposite direction an’ deny th’' youngsters such things as they might

that is apt t" drive it t' extremes.
offspring.

properly be allowed t’ really need.

Strikes me th't what we all of th’ present day should set as a golden mean is th’ good old-
It is th’ keynote to the most desirable things in life.

Let’s pause long enough t' pick out for oursel’s and for our children th’ things of this
earth th't are essential and t' discard a lot of th’ unnecessary evils th’t clutter us.
Let’s spend more time in honest
Let's quit lookin’ too close at today and let
Let's give our children somethin’ of oursel’s, our time, our
money, so long as we shall live; and not deprive ’em today so th't they may

fashioned quality of moderation.

Let's bring moderation t’ bear upon our beliefs.
decidin’ as t’ th’ worth of things.
tomorrow have a say.

have plenty tomorrow—nor

But all human-kind, eventually find—
Th' wide middle course t’ be best.

so provide for tomorrow

th’'t they must be denied M ? °< Lo X, B A
today. S
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A Delicious Cake Frosting

4 teaspoons boiling hot coffee

1 cup powdered sugar
Vanilla flavoring

2 teaspoons melted butter
4 teaspoons cocoa

Mix all together till rich and creamy and spread over
cake, To make a white frosting, omit the coffee and cocoa
and add sweet eream or millk. —MRgs. P. B., Mo.

Fluffy Meat Loaf

3 cups milk
14 pound rolled cracker crumbs
14 teaspoon pepper
Dash of sage, optional

5 pounds hamburger
1 pound ground pork
2 minced onions
1 tablespoon salt
3 eEBEs

Mix with two cups of the milk and beat with a spoon.
Grease and flour an oblong bread pan; pack in the meat
and cover with the rest of the milk. Dake in medium
oven. —L. K,, IIL

Presence of Mind

Mrs. Peck: “We have been married twenty years to-
day, John.”

John (with a sigh) : “Yes, for twenty years we have
fought—" ;

Mrs. Peck (scowling) : “What?”

John (quickly) : “Life’s battles together, Maria.”

—DMiss H. R., Calif.

Apple Dumplings

1 tablespoon butter

2 cups flour
% cup sweet milk

1 teaspoon salt
3 teaspoons baking powder

Mix dough lightly—something like biseuit dough—roll
in sheet and cover thickly with diced apples. Sprinkle
with einnamon, roll up as though you were making a jelly
roll, eut in pieces two inches thick and lay in buttered
pans. Pour over them the sauce made as follows:

One cup sugar, one tablespoon flour, one cup cold water.
Place this on the stove and let come to boil. Then pour
over the dumplings and bake in moderate oven.

—>MRs. B. D., Ohio.

French Pancakes
4 eggs Flour to make thin batter
1% cup milk 1% teaspoon salt
Beat eggs until very light ; add salt and milk and beat
again. Add flour and continue beating until the batter is
bubbly and light. Dake on hot greased griddle. The beat-
ing in this recipe means the suceess.—Mgs. L. J. V., T11.
The Reason for His Faiiure
A colored agent was summoned before the insurance
commissioner.
“Don’t you know,” said the commissioner,
can't sell insurance without a state license?”
“Boss,” said the darky, “you said a moufful. I knowed
I couldn’t sell it, but I didn’t know the reason why.”
—R. M. C., Ind.

“that yon

Toasted Cheese Sandwiches

Mix together enoughrgrated Ameriean cheese and mayon-
naise to make a smooth filling. Spread between thin slices
of bread, leaving ecrust on, then toast on both sides.
Serve hot. —A. M. C., Mass.

Berry and Cherry Stains

Remove berry and cherry stains before article is washed
in suds. Boiling water poured from a height will usually
do it. —L. D. R, N. Y.

Same Old Kid!

One of my friends likes to tease her little boy, Rodney,
aged five, by pretending that she doesn’t know who he is
when he comes in the house. One day she said, as he
stepped inside the door: “Well, who ean this be? I don’t
think I ever saw you before.”

“Mamma, don’t you know me?” he tearfully protested.
“This is Rodney—this is just the same old kid ! a

—Mgs. H. E. C., Nebr.
Tomato Flour Salad

Make a nest of shredded lettuce on each salad plate.
Select medinm-sized round tomatoes and peel earefully by
first bruising the skin with back of knife. The skin will
casily come off. From the blossom end make four or five
slits through the fleshy part but not into the pulp. Care-
fully turn back to form petals so that when the tomato
is put on the plate the petals will lie flat and the pulp
stays in a little round ball. Grate cheese over tomato and
lettuce and add a dab of mayonnaise on top of center.

—NMRrs. S. B. E., Mo.
A New-Fashioned Boiled Dinner

Select the amount of vegetables required. Shred cab-
bage, dice earrots and cut the turnips in slices. Adding
a bit of vinegar helps to soften them. Cook beets in an-
other kettle so as not to color other vegetables. When
well cooked, remove turnips, mash, season with butter,
salt and pepper and keep warm. Cook as much of the
water as possible out of cabbage and carrots and drain off
the rest. Add generous pieces of butter and enough thin
white sauee to cover. Simmer a few minutes. Butter the
beets. Serve vegetables with baked potatoes and canned
corn beef, which may be heated if desired.—D. C., Mass.
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“‘Bouquer”’
Gold Seal
Rug 324

“‘RED TILE"'
Gold Seal
Rug 320

*cHRYSANTHRMUM '
Gold Seal
Rug 322

This pretty design is *'DU BARRY '—Rug 326, If you like an oval rug effect,
just cut along the rounded lines at the corners of this rug—and there you are!

ittle Peggy’s mother has learne

the lesson of easy housework

HIS up-to-date mother belongs to

the new schoo] of housekeepers!

She has learned how to keep house

easily. Her home is attractive and al-

ways immaculate, yet it doesn’t demand

all her attention. She has time to de-

vote to her children, time for rest and
relaxation. :

All due to the fact that she has
colorful, easy-to-clean Congoleum Go/d
Seal Rugs throughout her house. These
rugs are cleaned as quickly as a slate!
A few strokes of a damp mop erase
every spot, blot up every spilled thing,
remove every vestige of dust. Con-
goleum Rugs are really sanitary.

And the beauty and variety of Con-
goleum patterns will please even the

“GRAY TILE™

Gold Seal

Rug 318

most exacting taste: rich Orientals, o .,
. . . BAGDAD
dainty florals, neat tiles—sizes up to Gold Seal

9x15 ft. Prices lower than ever before. Rug 5oy

And in Gold Seal Rugs alone do you
find the durability of the exclusive
Multicote process. More than a mere
surface coat it builds long life right
through the heavy pattern.

There is only one Congoleum and
only one company making Congoleum
Art-Rugs. Originated, developed, per-
fected and for 16 years produced ex-
clusively by Congoleum-Nairn Inc., the
largest manufacturers of smooth-sur-
face rugs in the world.

CONGOLEUM-NAIRN 1x¢., General Ofice KEARNY, N. J.
New York Philadelphia Chicago Boston Pittsburgh KansasCity
San Francisco Minneapolis New Orleans Dallas  Atlanta
Rio de Janeiro Jn Canada—Congoleum Canada Ltd., Montreal

ONGOLEUM

= GOLD SEAL

Art-RUGS

ﬁ}t,e “COLOR WHERE AND WHY,” a new

and up-to-date home decoration handbook

by Harriette Lea, contains a wealth of practical infor-

- mation, delightful ideas and helpful suggestions, as well

as a scientific Color Scheme Selector. Write us or mail

this coupon to Congoleum-Nairn Inc., Kearny, N. J.,
for free copy.




LILLIAN

COTTAGE GROV I18C

Keep your hands lovely by protecting
them this way all day long ...

ANGUS
E W

HANDS are so eloquent
. . . and when they
are smooth and white, their
smallest gesture will often
linger in the memory like a
perfume. True, hands are not -
flowers or jewels, set aside
for beauty only. They do
things. Often they are busy
all day long. But even the

p ; - i

ful cottons and fine linens.

It protects creamy wood-|
work and gay lacquered
surfaces. And it never
leaves a “‘laundry-soap™
odor behind.

But most important —
Ivory guards your hands.
It keeps them smooth and
white so that their every

busiest hands can stay
smooth and fine and charm-
ing if they are protected.

It has probably occurred to you that the
one thing most destructive of your hands’
beauty is harsh soap. Harsh soap robs your
hands of their youth-giving oils. It reddens
them and parches the skin into a cobwebof tiny
lines, making them look old and workworn.

Ivory—whenever hands touch soap

For the sake of your hands, then, why not
use Ivory whenever your hands must touch
soap? Ivory is a teiler soap, pure and kind

L@ gesfure mauy /?’U(? /om;jer 1 /ZL(’- 1’1’1‘;(3”’101"({/) I-’-ICI‘H WOVCZS..

to complexions, as fine a soap as can be
made. So you kmow that it will protect
your hands. And it is so very reasonable in
price and so rich in lather and cleansing
ability that when you change over to “Ivory
for everything,” you have the one perfect
combination of efficiency and safety.

Ivory makes soap-and-water tasks pleas-
anter in many other ways, too. Doesn’t it seem
nicer to use so clean and pure a soap for your
dishes? Of course, Ivory is safer for your cheer-

gesture may speak of
loveliness.

There are three sizes of
Ivory in cake form and two sizes of Ivory in
flake form — to help you protect your hands.
PROCTER & GAMBLE

FREE, a book on charm. “What kind of
care for different skins? For hands? Hair?
Figures?”" You will find answers to questions
like these in a free little book—On the Art of
Being Charming. Simply send a post card to
Winifred 8. Carter, Dept. 13-I, P. O. Box 1801,
Cincinnati, Ohio.
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