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How would You play it ? 
North 

A 8-5 
^ J-10-6 
0 K-Q-9-7-5 
^ J-6-3 

East 
A 7-2 
<<2 8-4 
0 A-8-6 
4 , K-8-7-5-4-2 

By 
Milton C 

Work 
Author of Auction 
Bridge Complete 

Went 

4k Q-10-6-3 
V Q-5-2 
0 J-4-3 
•Id A-10-9 

TH E above Auction Bridge liand 
was given in last week's Coll ier 's ; 
the description follows: 

South, with a Major two-sui ter , na tu 
ral ly opened the bidding with one Spade, 
choosing the higher-valued suit first. 

West , wi th ample justification for as
suming t h a t he had the Spades stopped 
twice, could safely have bid No T r u m p 
had the remainder of his hand justified 
i t ; bu t the hand looked too weak. 

Nor th , with only two small Spades 
and five Diamonds headed by King-
Queen, bid two Diamonds in an ob
viously sound denial of South 's Spades . 
Noth ing in the auction is more impor
t a n t t h a n p ic tur ing the hand for a pa r t 
ner who has bid a Major by denying 
t h a t Major and showing where the 
s t reng th lies. 

E a s t passed, though some would have 
bid three Clubs on the s ix-carder ; but 
the Clubs really were very weak and the 
res t of the hand had only one possible 
tr ick. West had not been able to bid in 
the position in which a l ight follower is 
justified. 

South was delighted to have Nor th ' s 
denial give him the opi)ortunity of 
showing his second Major suit, and 
shifted to two H e a r t s . West, a l though 
not pleased wi th South 's shift, could do 
nothing- to improve the s i tuat ion. 

Nor th , being perfectly satisfied, 
passed, for the announcement t h a t 
South had a Major two-sui ter was 
sweet music to his e a r s ; his hand had 
real ass is tance for t he holding South 's 
second bid had shown. 

E a s t now had a chance t h a t r a r e l y 
t u r n s up—viz., a second oppor tuni ty to 
make the same bid ( th ree C lubs )—but 
good judgmen t told him to pass . 

The Play 

Wes t proper ly led his Ace of Clubs, 
and when it won, South ' s Queen d rop
ping upon it and E a s t p laying an en
couragement card, West continued wi th 
the Ten of Clubs, thus making Dum
my's J ack useless. South ruffed the 
t r ick, bu t did no t fall into the e r ro r 
of immediate ly l ead ing t r u m p s or of 
t r y i n g to pu t D u m m y in with a Dia-

Giant Killer 
Continued from page IS 

South 
A A-K-J-9-4 
<;? A-K-9-7-3 
0 10-2 
* Q 

mond for t h a t purpose. I t was advis
able first to establish the Spades and 
to ruff' one or more Spades in Dummy. 
Consequently to t r icks 3 and 4 South led 
the Ace and King of Spades ; and to 
t r i ck 5 a small Spade which Wes t cov
ered wi th the Ten. The Declarer did 
not make the mis take of "sending a boy 
to m a r k e t " bu t ruffed wi th the Ten of 
H e a r t s in Dummy. This play accom
plished its purpose and shut out the 
over-rufl: which E a s t would have had if 
Dummy had ruft'ed with his smallest 
H e a r t — t h e Six. E a s t ' s fa i lu re to win 
the t r ick marked the Queen of H e a r t s 
in the West hand and made the balance 
of the play easy for Declarer . 

His next move was to lead the Six of 
H e a r t s from Dummy, t ak ing it in the 
Closed H a n d with the Ace ; and then to 
lead a Spade for the four th t ime. West , 
of course, played his last Spade—the 
Queen—leaving South with a th i r teen-
er, and Dummy rufi'ed wi th the J ack of 
Hea r t s , once again shu t t ing out a rufl: 
by E a s t . 

To t r i ck 8 Declarer led t he King of 
Diamonds from Dummy, which E a s t 
won. Eas t , who was without an advan
tageous lead, then forced the Closed 
H a n d by leading a Club, af ter which 
Declarer led his King of T r u m p s , ex
haus t ing all the adverse t r u m p s except 
the Queen, which had a lways been a 
sure t r ick t aker . The adversar ies hav
ing taken the i r two Aces, and the Queen 
of t r u m p s being a winner—tr icks which 
the Declarer could not possibly cap
tu re—Decla re r won all the others and 
wen t game . 

Next week's hand is given below; make 
up your mind how you would bid and play 
it before you read next week's description. 

North 

11 
D. 
C. 

R. 
H 
n. 
c. 

4-2 
9-8-5-3-2 
J.10-4 

South 
A-4 
A-r.-s 
A-K-Q 
A-K-8-6-

East 
s . Q-9.7-3-2 
H. Q-J-IO-S 
D. J-T.4 
C. 7 

Went 
S. K-IO-C. 
H . K-9-7-G 
I ) . 10-C 
C. Q-9-3-2 

" I 'm sure the genera l unde r s t ands 
how we feel," said Ba thsheba suavely. 
"But , dar l ing, you in t e r rup ted me j u s t 
as I was tel l ing him about t h a t Amalek-
ite shawl I bought in Giloh. W h a t a 
pity I d idn ' t wea r i t t on igh t ! I know 
the genera l would like to see i t — " 

" I can go home and get i t ," U r i a h 
volunteered. And when Joab protes ted , 
in obscure uneas iness : " W h y , it i sn ' t 
live minutes ' walk , s i r ! And t h a t shawl 
is really a beautiful th ing . W h e r e is i t , 
d e a r ? " 

" In the chest a t the head of the bed," 
said Bathsheba . " I pu t it t he re th is 
morning. Unless the maid h a s been 
moving th ings a r o u n d — " 

HE W A S off', eager and earnes t . . . . 
Ba thsheba re laxed in her cushioned 

chair , her amber eyes looking up from 
beneath the drooping lashes wi th a 
fa in t ly sardonic flicker. 

" A s a m a t t e r of fac t , " she said, " t h a t 
shawl is hidden a w a y downsta i r s , under 
lock and key; and the maid is off for 
the evening. He'll never find it. Bu t 
he'll look for it very thoroughly . Ur i ah 
is nothing if not thorough . . . . Wel l ?" 

Fo r a while he could not speak ; he 
could only s t a re a t her in t remendous 
stupefact ion. H e r eyes smiled a t h im— 
clear, happy, tender . 

"You too?" he said a t las t . " B u t 
then, why did you s tay a w a y so long?" 

" I had to th ink t h ings th rough . You 
see," she said, " I hadn ' t expected— 
th i s . " And as he half i-ose—"Wait! I 
th ink I'd r a t h e r tell you about it first." 
She drew a deep, happy sigh. " I th ink 
you and I can a lways afford to be hon
est with each other , my dea r . " 

He sank back in a s tupor of content . 
He could aft'ord to w a i t ; desire was only 
a p a r t of w h a t had d r a w n them to
gether . . . . Together . 

"You see—" she laughed a l i t t le. 
"Well , a t first I s imply set out to get 
you. . . . I 'm an ambit ious woman, J o a b ; 
I w a n t to make something of my life. 
U r i a h — " She shrugged. "He ' l l be a 
genera l some day, I suppose, but he'll 
a lways be a fool. I 'm too good for a 
fool. So when I met you, the second 
man in I s r a e l — " (So T i rzah had been 
r i gh t ! . . . And w h a t of i t?) 

"Oh, I'd have given you v a l u e ! " she 
said proudly. " I 'm a clever wife. And 
I'd be fai thful to my second m a n ; I 
made up my mind to t h a t . I was only 
eighteen when they mar r i ed me to 
U r i a h ; but the m a n I del iberately chose, 
m a t u r e and open-eyed—I'd be fa i thful 
to him, because he 'd be wor th it . . . . 
Oh, I knew w h a t I w a n t e d ! You couldn' t 
have had me for a n ight or a week. I 
wanted to bind my life wi th a m a n 
wor th l iving wi th , a m a n who'd do the 
th ings t h a t needed doing—and whom I 
could help ." 

She smiled now, wi th a deeply tender 
amusement . 

"So t h a t was my plan. R a t h e r clever, 
wasn ' t i t?—a cool, intel l igent p lan t h a t 
would give us both exact ly w h a t we 
needed. . . . And then I fell in love wi th 
you." H e r eyes evaded h i s ; a deep 
t remor r a n t h rough her . " I was going 
away, anyway, to—well , to make you 
miss me. But when I knew w h a t was 
happen ing—then I had to go and s tay 
till I was s u r e . . . . Because th is makes 
it so incredibly beaut i fu l ! N o w — " 

" N o w ? " he repeated hoarsely . While 
she talked a hundred inner voices had 
been call ing for his a t ten t ion , t r y i n g 
to remind him of someth ing ; he would 
not listen, but he could not silence them. 

"You know," she said, " I 'm the wom
an you've needed all your l i fe ; you need 
me now and will a lways need me, as 

despera te ly as I need you. . . . We be
long to each other , J o a b . " Now he was 
on his feet, looking down at her . 

" Y e s , " he said. " B u t — Your hus
b a n d ! " 

She shrugged, indifferent. Slowly he 
realized t h a t she was leaving t h a t to 
him. . . . Well, it could be m a n a g e d ; a 
wife could not divorce her husband in 
Israel , but a husband could divorce a 
wi fe ; he mus t divorce her if the second 
m a n in the kingdom wanted her. But 
the genera l in whom the a r m y t rus t ed— 
and a bat ta l ion commander ' s wife— 

"Of course ," she said wi th a faint ly 
derisory smile, "you ' re a gent leman of 
the old school. You probably don't like 
w h a t you probably call t he modern a t 
t i tude toward m a r r i a g e . . . . But this 
isn ' t a modern a t t i t u d e ; th i s is you and 
me. This is the most impor t an t th ing 
t h a t will ever happen to ei ther of us. 
Does a husband coun t?" 

" I wasn ' t th ink ing of a husband," 
said the genera l . " I was th ink ing of a 
soldier." 

Her eyes darkened. 
" I know. The commander in chief 

t a k i n g a bat ta l ion commander ' s wife— 
it seems unfa i r . I t is u n f a i r ; we might 
as well admi t it . . . . B u t does tha t 
count e i t h e r ? " 

" I t mus t count for me ," said the man 
who had made the a r m y — t h e a r m y tha t 
had made the nat ion. 

She frowned in perplexi ty . 
" B u t don' t tell me , " she said, " tha t 

yoa can ' t d is t inguish between the es
sent ial and the for tui tous . . . . Nothing 
counts , besides t h i s ! " 

"The a rmy . . . . I t has been my life; 
it is the life of t he nat ion still. The 
a r m y has opened the way to the Prom
ised L a n d ! . . . I made the a r m y . I 
can ' t be t ray i t ." 

" B u t — " She was hopelessly bewil
dered. " I can ' t see how you'd be bet ray
ing the a rmy . If I leave a man I de
spise to come to the man I love—" 

"You leave a subordinate officer—a 
na tura l ized immig ran t—to come to the 
commander in chief, the nephew of the 
King. . . . They ' re the best men in the 
a r m y , these foreign officers, the prop of 
I s rae l . The Promised Land means more 
to them t h a n it can ever mean to us, for 
they 've left the i r homes, given up the i r 
own people, lost fa i th in the i r own gods 
—they come to serve I s rae l ' s God and 
Is rae l ' s king. And they must be able 
to t r u s t I s rae l ' s genera l . . . . If I tool< 
you, I should be t a k i n g the wife of every 
foreigner in the a rmy . The a r m y could 
never t r u s t us aga in—nor could we, 
David and I, t r u s t the a rmy . I t would 
be as bad as if the King took you him
self!" 

SH E was s t and ing beside him now; 
her to r tu red eyes held his. 

" B u t t h i s — ! " she said desperately. 
" W h a t you say might be t r u e if—if I 
were only an ambit ious woman who had 
set out to catch a p r ince ; if you were 
only a man who needed a clever wife. 
. . . But we ' re in love!" 

She stood wi th in reach of his h a n d ; 
he knew t h a t under the soft stuff of her 
gown her body was a pi l lar of fire; if 
he touched her now, if she touched him, 
it would all be over. 

" I 've been sick for you ! " she gasped. 
"Those n ights a t Giloh—spring nights 
when I lay alone, th ink ing of you— 
And then I came back to U r i a h ! . . . 
Men and women have such different' 
scales of value. To you i t seems wrong 
to weaken the a rmy . To me it seems 
wicked to deny t h i s ! W h a t a re we to 
do?" 

"Once before," he recalled, "a woman 
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asked me that, and presently we did 
what might have been expected. But 
then only my self-respect was at stake. 
Now it is something more important 
than myself—my work, the thing out
side of me that I have built." 

"Yes," she said, "I can see that. . . . 
But I've built nothing, Joab! I'm plead
ing for my chance to build—^to help you 
build something that we both desire." 

He sat down in a sudden despairing 
exhaustion. She came and sat beside 
him; remotely he heard her talking in a 
murmuring undertone; but everything 
had been said, and he knew there was no 
answer. There was nothing more that 
he could say; nothing presently that she 
could say. They both sat silent; it 
was a relief to him and to her when the 
knocking at the gate announced the re
turning Uriah. 

I COULDN'T find that shawl any
where, dear!" He was breathlessly 

aiiologetic. "I looked all over the house, 
but I'm afraid you must have made a 
mistake." 

"Yes," said Bathsheba. "Perhaps I 
did." 

And her amber eyes began to smolder 
with far-reaching, incalculable specula
tion. 

She breakfasted in bed next morning. 
and after breakfast she lay relaxed and 
pensive, staring out of the window at 
the houses that were going up in this 
growing neighborhood; reflecting on the 
fact that she had lost the man she loved 
—the last man, she suspected, whom she 
would ever love . . . lost him by talking, 
too, when if she had simply taken him 
in her arms— She made a mental 
note; hereafter she would let the man 
do the talking. She writhed. 

Hereafter— But—yes, there would be 
a hereafter. She had lost ecstasy and 
lost it irrevocably, but there would be a 
hereafter. . . . Also she had lost the 
second man in the kingdom. The true 
King. . . . But Joab had said that when 
David cared to act— 

Uriah came in just then, brisklj' smil
ing. 

"How do you feel, darling? Still a 
little tired? . . . I don't wonder, after 
the trip back from Giloh. You must 
stay in bed as long as you like and rest 
yourself." 

"You're so good to me!" she mur
mured languidly, reaching up her hand 
for him to kiss. . . . She turned over, 
staring once more out of the window. 
"They're so ugly," she said, "all those 
new houses; our lovely view is all shut 
off. Really, Uriah, this neighborhood is 
running down. If we had an offer for 
the house—" 

"I had one last week," he said. "Quite 
a good offer. . . . But, after all, it's our 
home—" 

She sat up in bed, her eyes smoldei-ing. 
"But it's too small for us, darling— 

you know that. You're almost certain 
to come back from this campaign a 
brigade commander; we'll have to do 
a good deal more entertaining next 
winter. I'd take that offer." 

"Sell the house? But where would 
we go?" 

"Listen, dear! I heard yesterday of 
a house for sale in the royal city— 
where Prince Shammah used to live. 
Next door to the palace!" 

"That house?" Uriah gasped. "We 
could never afford it!" 

"The money we'd get for this one 
would be as much as we need to pay 
down. As for the rest—" Her hands 
clasped over her knees; she smiled at 
him. "The army is sure to capture 
Rabbah this year. A rich city—all sorts 
of plunder. With your share of that 
we can finish paying for the house. . . . 
See! Your clever wife has it all fig
ured out." 

He bent over and kissed her avidly. 
"Whatever I may become," he said, 

"I'll owe to you. . . . But I've been in 
that house, dear. It 's old-fashioned— 
no bathroom—" 

"Oh, we can remodel it after we're 
settled." 

It needed a little more coaxing and 
petting to bring him to the -point, but 
at last he hurried off, properly elated 
at the prospect of becoming the King's 
next-door neighbor. And Bathsheba lay 
back in bed, her eyes cool and thought
ful, looking forward. . . . She dared not 
look back. . . . 

Uriah, once started, acted with his 
usual enthusiastic promptitude; they 
were settled in the house next door to 
the palace before the day of mobiliza
tion. There was a tiny back yard, shut 
otf by the blank wall of the palace; a 
yard paved with flagstones, a single 
date palm springing out of them. Not 
so good in truth as the house they had 
sold, but next door to the palace. 

. . . So once more Bathsheba kissed 
her husband good-by and sent him off 
to the wars. With pomp and parade 
Jnab's regulars marched out of Jerusa
lem, picked up the mobilized militia at 
(iilgal, and crossed the Jordan. Within 
a week news came back that the Am
monites had been utterly routed; the 
remnant of their army was shut up in 
Ivabbab ; the long siege had already be
gun. . . . When Bathsheba hoard that 
she told the maid she could have the 
rest of the afternoon off. 

"You'll probably want to celebrate 
with your friends," she said generously. 
"But before you go just set that port
able bathtub on the flagstones in the 
back yard. It's so warm today I think 
I'll bathe out there. With all those 
walls around, nobody will see me." 

. . . And it came to pass at evening 
that David rose from off his bed, and 
walked upon the roof of the palace; and 
from the roof he saw a woman bathing; 
and the woman was very beautiful to 
look upon. And David sent messengers, 
and took her; and afterward she i-e-
turned to her house. 

And the woman conceived; and she 
sent and told David. 

THE siege of Rabbah was a slow job; 
and the militia officers, who owed 

their appointments to family or politi
cal influence, made Joab's life a burden 
by begging him to settle it quickly by 
storming the west wall, where a neck of 
land gave the only real approach to the 
isolated hill. But always he rebuffed 
them grimly; no use wasting two or 
three thousand lives. The key to Rab
bah was the City of Wateis, the forti
fications around the springs that bub
bled out at the foot of the hill. Higher 
up there were no wells, few cisterns; if 
the City of Waters fell, the rest of the 
town must presently sui'render or die 
of thirst. So Joab steadifv pressed the 
attack on the City of Waters, with min
ing and embankments; and around the 
hill the army sat, letting no one go in 
and out, and waited. 

Without a war, he thought, he might 
have gone crazy that summer; he 
worked all day long; exposed himself 
with a recldessncss that drove Abishai 
to continual protest—anything to forget 
that dull bitter ache that still could 
never be forgotten. He had done the 
right thing; he was irrevocably con
vinced of that. But at night, when he 
could busy himself with no more work, 
that reflection brought little consolation. 

And again and again a thought kept 
coming back to him. Uriah was a sol
dier. He might always be killed in the 
war. And the foreign ot!icei-s would be 
flattered, elated, if the connnando- in 
chief married a foreign officer's widow. 
. . . But when Joab realized where that 
speculation might lead him he shut 
down on it grimly. Joab meant to take 
no chances with his own integrity, so 

(Continued on page iO) 

A re you GUILTY 
of this 

Serious Tire ISleglect? 

It's a costly mistake that 

cuts hundreds of miles 

from the life of your tires. 

Premature tread wear 

and broken-down side 

walls are common results 

' I * HE real reason tires often 
-*• wear out so soon has at 

last Lieen discovered! 
Tests recently completed 

by tire authorities have 
proved beyond question that 
premature tread wear . . . 
fabric ruptures . . . side wall 
breaks . . . invariably result 
from one major neglect. 

In fact, these tests have 
traced 8o per cent of all tire 
failures to improper infla
tion, alone. 

And yet, experts agree that 
improper inflation can be 
avoided . . . merely by follow
ing these easy precautions: 

First, ask your dealer the 
exact pressure you should carry front and 
rear. Then test your tires regularly . . . 
once a week at least. I'or this purpose 
use the Schrader Gauge. 

This gauge is built on simple, scientific 
principles. It is accurate and durable. 
Easy to read. Easy to use. 

Second, make sure each valve stem is 
coverctl by an improved Schrader No. 88o 
\ alve Cap . , . air-tight up to 250 pounds. 

In case of a damaged valve inside, this 
uni(.[ue cap will prevent the escape of air 
at mouth of valve until tlie valve in
side can be conveniently replaced. 

And third, change both your valve in-
sidcs and valve caps on all your tires once 
a year. Sec that y<ju have the genuine 
Schrader . . . standard all over the world. 

Thousands of motorists have adopted 
these scientific rules of tire care recom-

HEKES SOME. 
THING to remem
ber! This bright red 
Schrader display 
cabinet on a dealer's 
counter or in his win
dow is a sure sign he 
carries a complete 
tin e ofge n u in e 
Schrader products 
. . . Tire Gauges, 
Valic Caps and 

Valve Insidcs. 

"WHY BOTHER?" says the know-it-all 
motorist. "^Testing tires and worrying 
about the pressure is too much of a nui-
sancejorme." Whenyou hear a tnotorist 
talk like that, you can be sure he's paying 
a high price for his "wise guy" attitude. 

JUST LOOK AT THIS! Both tlxsc tires 
have been run 40OO miles. One is ruined 
. . . tlje other is almost as good as new. 
This advertisement explains the reason 

in detail. 

mended by Schrader engineers. 
Now we urge you, earnestly 

and sincerely, to follow their example. 
So go to your tire dealer. Ask him what 

pressure your tires should carry. 
And then see that this pressure is main

tained by the use of the three Schrader 
products describeci above. Sold by more 
than ioo,ooodealers throughout the world. 

Send for our valuable little booklet, 
"The Air You Ride On." You'll find it 
interesting and instructive . . . and it 
will help you increase tire mileage. 
A. Schrader's Son, Inc., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

1 The Schrader Gauge is accurate . , . and it is built 
to stand the gajf. Wise motorists use theirs once a 

week to make sure tires are properly inflated. 

2 This Schrader No, 880 Valfc Cap is air-tight up to 
2i0pounds. Boxoffivc 2ic, 

Ci Change your valve insidcs once a year. Make sure 
you have the genuine Schrader, Box of Jive,,. .25c. 
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Is your 
WRITING ambition 
A-gauge or B-gauge? 
"A" is full of vast, incoherent ambition. He 
dreams of becoming a great author— 
wealthy—sought-after. - But in the mean
time he does very little about it—aside 
from starting, every now and then, to write 
"the great American novel." 

" B " is just as ambitious, but a little more 
canny than A. Being only human, he oc
casionally does have dreams of fame and 
fortune. But in the meantime he's taking a 
practical, sensible attitude toward writing 
—the working attitude—which gives him 
practice that brings him steadily nearer his 
objective as time goes on. Right now he's 
aiming for something direct and tangible— 
the checks for $25, $50 and $100 for ma
terial that takes little time to write—short 
stories, articles, recipes, anecdotes, humor
ous contributions—things that can easily 
be turned out in spare time. B is typical of 
several hundred ambitious men and women 
who are receiving instruction from the 
Newspaper Institute of America. 

Miss Alice S. Fisher, Eyebrow, Sask., 
Canada, thought she conlil and that the 

N. I. A. coiihl, too. 
•'S()l(lTii\-fifst -hort stor\ ' 
t h*' o t h e r d a y , " s h e 
wiitcs. "Las i ..iiiininer 
;iii old hxiy li)!(.liiioahap-
IKMihig ot ])U)ncor di.i\"s 
wliicii intcTfrtlo'l in<;. I 
^̂ •l•ol̂ • it ujj. and t ha t ' s 
the r('^\ilt. Y<)ii fail uu-
(Icrsiaiid fliat I 'm de-
liiditod, even though the 
cheque was not large." 

Learn to Write? Certainly! 
How? By WRITING! 

The Newspaper Institute of America offers 
an intimate course in practical wri t ings 
a course as close to facts and modern tend
encies as a newspaper office. 
The omphasis of N . I . A. ins t ruct ion is on writing 
—not on academic rules and th<?ory._ Wefk by week, 
you receive ac tua l ass ignments . F i rs t you ' re "cov
er ing" a fire, then interviewing a celebrity newly re
tu rned from Europe—jus t as if you were r ight a t work 
on a great me t ropo l i t an dai ly. Your "wr i t e -ups" are 
individually corrected a n d construct ively criticized. 

A group of men who 
c o l l e c t i v e l y h a v e h a d 
more than 200 years of 
n e w s p a p e r e x p e r i e n c e 
guide your instruct ion 
a n d criticize your work. 
Under such sympathe t i c 
l e a d e r s h i p , y o u find 
t h a t you rapidly ac
quire t h e professional 
t o u c h . Y o u r storie?^, 
ass ignments , etc., are 
edited and mailed back 
to you within 24 hours 
of their receipt. T h a t 
alone is a source of s t im
ulus and help t h a t keeps 
you h a p p y a t your work. 
You can see where you 
are going—feel your
self progressing. You 
are learning to wr i te by 
w r i t i n g — a c c u m u l a t i n g 
t h a t invaluable season
ing and experience to 
which nearly all well-
known writers of short 

stories, novels, magazine art icles, e tc . , a t t r i bu t e their 
succe.ss. 

A Chance to Test Yourself 
AVe have prepared a un ique Wri t ing Apt i tude Test , 
which tells whether you possess t he fundamenta l 
quali t ies necessary to successful wr i t ing—acu te ob
servation, d r a m a t i c inst inct , creat ive imagina t ion , e tc . 
You'll enjoy tak ing this tes t . N o obligation. J u s t 
mail the coupon and see wha t our edi tors say. 

Newspaper Institute of America 
25 West 45lh Street, New York 

I ; 1 
I Newspaper Institute of America | 
I 25 West 45th Street , N e w York 
[ J a m e s McAlpin Py l e , Pres . 

j Send me, w i thou t cost or obl igat ion, your Writing 
' Aptitude Test and fur ther information abou t 
1 wri t ing for proii t as promised in Coll ier ' s—Sep-
I tember 22nd. 

Mr. 
Mrs. 
Mi.-* 
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What was it that N. 
I. A. training did 
for Harry Clark? 

"When, after two weelis 
trial on tlic f•hattanoot.'a 
Times, niy cit.\' editor came 
around, laid lijs hand on my 
slioulder and told nie I was 
oa the stalf to stay, I j.'ot 
such a kick as I never liiid 
l)efore. I am co\'erim: the 
poii<'e run and am almost 
afraid I'll never wiuit to do 
anythint! else. Ho much for 
ambition! 
"1 was half owner of a s(;rv-
Ice station when I enrolled 
with the X. I. A. s!lnce I 
landed the news job I don ' t 
know whettier I still am or 
not, not ll:i\iny been near 
the pl;icc sin<'e 1 eO[HH'et-
ed." Harry 1>. Clark, .Ir.. 
id" 80. Scuiiuole J)rivc, 
('hattanoo^'a, Tenn. 

(.Ml correspondence conhdent ia l . 
21I1TS will call on you) 

N o salesmen 

Uriah's battalion, the Second Battalion 
of Mighty Men, was kept on a hill to the 
•westward where it might guard the 
lines of communication, and g'reat was 
the men's disgust. 

Then, one day, at the end of one of 
the letters that came do^vn from the 
King—a dictated letter dealing with 
routine business—there was a postscript 
in the King's own hand: 

"By the way—you mentioned a young 
officer named Uriah the Hittite. He 
sent me a memorandum about cavalry. 
I'd like to form a personal impression 
of him before I take any action; so 
send him up, -will you?" 

J GAB read that in the door of his tent 
and wondered. If the King hap

pened to take a liking to Uriah, he would 
rise fast; he would become a general 
sooner or later, anyway. And then per
haps Bathsheba would be resigned— 
No! Nothing would suit Bathsheba— 
nothing would suit Joab—but what they 
dared not take. . . . Joab turned to his 
adjutant, inside. 

"Detail Uriah the Hittite to take to
day's dispatch up to the King," he com
manded. "Who's second in command of 
his battalion?" The adjutant fumbled 
among his rolls of papyrus. 

"Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada," he 
reported. "A valiant man of Kabzeel. 
He has done mighty deeds." 

Joab nodded. "Yes, I know him. 
He'll obey orders and stay where he is 
till Uriah comes back." 

So Uriah went, and for a week Joab's 
torment was hotter than ever. Uriah 
would see Bathsheba. . . . Technically, 
of course, he shouldn't; neither wine 
nor women till the campaign was over 
—that was a statute and an ordinance 
in Israel. 

A week later Uriah reported at the 
general's tent, very much in his conse
crated mood after his interview with 
the King. 

"His Majesty sent you his greetings, 
sir," he announced. "And a personal 
letter." He handed it over, sealed. 
Joab put it aside. "I—I had two in
terviews with him, sir, and the second 
time he asked me to stay to dinner. I 
feel very highly privileged." 

"Well, well!" said Joab. It rather 
surprised him, but every now and then 
David took some unaccountable fancy 
to someone and raised him to sudden 
favor. It didn't always last. "Did he 
say anything about your cavalry memo
randum?" he asked. Uriah looked 
rather depressed. 

"No, sir; he didn't liring that up. But 
he talked to me quite at length about 
the campaign. And"—he smiled shyly 
—"he seemed to like me, sir. The night 
he had me to dinner he sent down for 
some special wine—the vintage of the 
twelfth year of King Saul." 

"As God lives !" said Joab. "That ivas 
a compliment. I know that vintage. It's 
rather powerful." Uriah grinned re
spectfully. 

"Yes, sir. I'm afraid I was a little 
unsteady when I left. His Majesty was 
quite generous—didn't seem to mind it." 

"Well!" said Joab. He swallowed two 
or three times, but this question had to 
get itself asked: "How did you find 
your wife?" 

"I didn't see her, sir," Uriah's face 
wore a look of exaltation. "I didn't go 
home at all. Even His Majesty urged 
me to go home, but"—he grinned gal
lantly—"against the rules, sir." 

Joab couldn't help feeling a stinging 
relief. 

"Yes, so it is." He laughed cuitly. 
"I don't think that many men could 

Giant Killer 
Continued from paye /.5 

have been trusted to remember that." 
As Uriah disappeared Joab slit open 

the letter he had brought—and stared 
at it dumfounded. It was unsigned, but 
he know David's hand: 

"Set Uriah the Hittite in the fore
front of the hottest battle, and retire 
from him, so that he may be killed." 

"The poor devil!" was Joab's first 
thought. The poor devil! He must 
have asked too many questions about 
what liecame of the memorandum. . . . 

And then: "He's a good officer. Stu
pid of the King to waste such material 
because of some dislike he's taken to 
him. . . . 

And then: "Bathsheba will be a 
widow!" 

Joab sat for a long time, his beard 
clutched in his hands. . . . Could he do 
it? . . . If he disobeyed the King on 
some personal matter like this, there 
would be trouble. 

Joab turned to the adjutant. 
"I think we'll let the Second Battalion 

of Mighty Men see a little action to
morrow," he announced. "They can 
make a demonstration along the neck 
toward the west wall, to cover the start
ing of that new embankment against 
the City of Waters. . . . Who did you 
say is the second in command? Benaiah, 
the son of Jehoiada? Yes, I remember 
him. He always obeys orders. Send 
him to me, will you? I want to see him 
privately." 

And the next afternoon Joab watched 
from a hilltop while Uriah's battalion 
made a sudden rush toward the west 
wall. The Ammonites, cooped up and 
restless, sallied out to meet them when 
they saw it was only a single battalion; 
there was some brisk fighting, and then 
the Ammonites were running, the 
Mighty Men pursuing at their heels, 
clear up to the wall. Then a trumpet 
blast; the battalion began to fall back. 
One man did not fall back; ho stood still 
before the gate, his arms waving. It 
was all beyond earshot, but Joab knew 
he was demanding who had given that 
order for retreat. . . . And then the wav
ing arms dropped, the figure crumpled; 
he fell, full of arrows. 

Bathsheba "ivas a widow. And Joab 
felt rather proud of himself that all that 
evening he could not think of what that 
might eventually mean to him; he could 
only think, "What a pity! What a 
waste!" 

THEY took the City of Waters at 
last; hot with eagerness for the 

plunder, they waited none the less for 
the city on the hill to surrender, parched 
with thirst. They were enthusiastic 
now, regulars and volunteers too, when
ever Joab showed himself—Joab whose 
craft would win the city almost without 
loss of life. 

So he sent for David to come down 
from Jerusalem in state and receive 
the surrender of the Ammonites, their 
capital and their king. For Joab had 
no ambition to have cities called by his 
name, to stir up David's jealousy still 
further. He had done his work. Israel's 
last enemy had fallen; he could hang up 
his sword at last, content with his serv
ice to his country, and retire to his 
ranch, a country gentleman, to beget 
sons and daughters. 

For Bathsheba was a widow. . . . All 
through the last weeks of the siege that 
fact had been incessantly in his mind; 
Bathsheba was a widow. .So all that he 
had rejected—and rightly rejected, he 
knew—it would all come true at last! 

So David went to Rabbah and fought 
against it and took it, and he took the 
Clown of gold off the head of Milcom, 

the god of the Ammonites, and set its 
jewels in his own ci'own. And he 
brought forth the loot of the city, ex
ceeding much. And he brought out the 
people that wei'e in the city, and put 
them under saws and under harrows of 
iron and under axes of iron and made 
them pass through the brick kiln. 

Joab protested in vain against these 
wholesale horrible tortures, and pro
tested again when he sat in the King's 
tent and listened to the agonized 
screaming of men and women gasping 
their lives out in the valley below. 

"David, that's barbarous, indecent, 
unworthy. . . . And unnecessary." 

"It will teach them a lesson," the 
King told him, lounging back eomfoi't-
ably, his ear cocked to catch a renewed 
outburst of shrieking. "It will teach 
all nations that my ambassadors are 
not to be insulted—and that your army 
is irresistible! . . . Think of that, old 
man!" He clapped Joab on the back. 
"We've beaten them all, beaten them 
down, one by one. No one dares 
threaten us now!" 

'"~V7'ES," said Joab. His work was 
X done. He was trying to find words 

for this curiously incredible thing he 
was going to say—that he wanted to 
resign from the service and settle down. 

"Oh, by the way!" said David. "I've 
married again. Bathsheba, the widow 
of Uriah the Hittite." 

"Bathsheba—" Joab's voice died in 
his throat. 

The King laughed. 
"That ought to make a good impres

sion on the naturalized immigrants, 
don't you think? The widow of one of 
them taken as my wife—the favorite 
wife too, just now, and for some time 
to come, I suspect. A most fascinating 
woman." 

J'oab stared at him, black and mur
derous. . . . David didn't know. Bath
sheba would never have told him; she 
was too clever. . . . But David had had 
her husband killed—no, had made Joab 
have her husband killed, for the royal 
convenience. . . . And if anyone ever 
found out about it, that Joab had had 
Uriah killed, Joab must take the blame. 

"Yes," said David. "A fascinating 
woman. And we hope," he added pi
ously, "that the Lord may send us in
crease. About the beginning of winter." 

About the beginning of winter. . . . 
Joab counted the months on his fingers, 
from Uriah's trip back to Jerusalem. 
. . . Yes! . . . The King had brought 
Uriah back, had tried to send him to his 
wife; and Uriah had refused because 
law observance was the particular duty 
of the naturalized immigrant, his ac
knowledgment of his high privilege. 
And now the naturalized immigrants 
wei-e flattered by the news that the 
King had married Uriah's widow. . . . 

David, in the doorway of the tent, 
smiled comfortably down at Joab; he 
was growing portly now, but he was 
august, majestic; the sunlight flamed in 
his beard, turned his hair into a fiery 
crown. And though Joab, in that mo
ment, hated him with a black bitterness 
such as he had never known, he could 
not lift a hand against him. 

For David was the King—beyond ar
gument, the King. . . . And a phrase 
from one of David's own poems came 
back to Joab—like a tree planted by the 
rivers of water, that bringeth fortli his 
fruit in his season, or even out of 
season; and whatsoever he doeth shall 
prosper. 

The ungodly ai:e not so, but are like 
the chaff which the wind driveth away. 

(To be contimu'd vcxf H'cck) 
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The Unbearable Touch 
Continued from paye 17 

OUR fellowmen will wel

come the mild fragrance of 

Sir Walter 's favorite tobacco. 

They'll be grateful that at last 

your "social pipe" is living up to 

its name. It 's mild, it's mellow, 

it's kept fresK in the tin by a 

wrapping of heavy gold foil. It 's 

the perfect combination for a 

well bred pipe. 

LIMITED OFFER 
(for the United States only) 

If your favorite tooacconist does 
not carry Sir Walter Raleigh, 
send us his name and address. 
In re turn for this courtesy, 
we 11 De delighted to send yon 
without charge a full size tin 
ol this milder pipe mixture. 

Dept .C , Bt'own& Williamson Tobacco 

Corp., Winston-Salem, N . C. ^ 

SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH 

W h o discovered how good a pipe can be 

It's W^^F\ m/lder 

him. He was kinda pitiful, talking in 
a loud voice, giving me orders, while all 
the time he was a bust, if you get me. 
You know, he hadn't made good. 
O' course, it wasn't his fault that his 
lamps were bad, but there's excuses 
for every failure, I guess. 

"All right," I said. 
With that, right in front of everybody, 

he grabbed me and kissed mc. Gentle, 
and sort of half-afraid—you know, liko 
a kid playing at being grown-up and 
getting ashamed when the old folks hap
pen in on him. Started off like a mil
lion dollars and petered down to a dime. 
I just shrugged my shoulders and broke 
the clinch. 

"I—I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't 
mean—right in front of everybody—" 

"All right," I said, and wont upstairs. 
I went into Mr. Roberts' private office. 

"I'm quitting," I said. 
"Why?" he asked. 
"Because Tim Stevens wants me to," 

I said, 
"So I won't see you again?" he 

asked. 
"No, you won't see me again," I said. 

W ITH that he grabbed me. I put my 
hands up in front of my face, and 

he grabbed both wrists in one hand like 
I was a kid. Then he kissed me. Well, 
I've done a little necking, but I never 
seen no fireworks bust right in my face 
before. 

"My God," I said, when I finally broke 
away, "do you know them girls in the 
outer office are looking at us?" 

"Well," he said, "let's give them a 
good show." 

With that he grabbed me again. 

Started like a dime, you know, and 
rolled right up into a million. In about 
ten minutes or ten years, or ten centu
ries, the telephone rang. He answered 
it. 

"It 's for you," he said. 
I took the telephone. It was Tim. 
"When are you coming downstairs?'' 

he asked. 
"I'm never coming downstairs," 1 told 

him. 
When I went home that night, Bland 

went with me. I introduced him to Ma 
and Pa and Sister Jennie. 

"This is the man I'm going to marry," 
I said. 

"You mean," said Bland, "that I'm 
the man that's going to marry you." 

•Just like that. Boss, you know. He 
didn't ask me; he told me. 

Ma got mo outside in the kitchen a 
while later when the excitement sort 
of simmered down. 

"Minnie darling, I thought you was 
stuck on Tim," she said. 

"So did I," I said. 
"What made you find out you 

wasn't?" she asked. 
"I found out I couldn't bear to have 

him touch me," I said. 
"You won't have to wash no dishes,'' 

said Ma. 
"No, I won't have to wash any dishes,'' 

I said. "But look here," I said. "I 
didn't toss Tim because I was afraid of 
washing dishes. It—it was sort of be
cause—well, he—he wasn't afraid to let 
me wash dishes, if you get me." 

"You sound like you'd like to wash 
dishes," said Ma. 

"Well, I would like to wash dishes for 
Bland," I said. 

C-'-Wi^ r-s 
- ^ M O f e f t ^ O ^ 

why ain't you catin' jours, mister? 

oust notice the/ine shins 
ojinen who use^^ ̂  ^ ̂  ^ 

Willi tarns 

5 c;ip 

Ihe Gream that 
haves FACES 

F I T / 

T h e absolvite p u r i t y 
t h a t comes from tr iple 
distilled ingredients . . . . 

Eighty-eight years of 
specialized study in blend
ing these ingredients . . . . 

These , a m o n g m a n y 
other things, have put 
Williams Shaving Cream 
in a class by itself. 

Have you tried it? Yes, 
of course? Then we don't 
need to tell you anything 
more about it. 

And listen to the drvig 
clerk. He has a chance to 
know. "Oh, yes, some
times they change, . . . hut 
they all come back to 

Williams!" 
THE J . B. Wl lL lAMS COMPANY. 

GLASTONBURY. CONN.-MONTREAL. CANADA. 

AVA7 /inie .ufV 

Williams 
Shaving Cream 

Aflcrwait l liiul o.K liow p . r r i i l l y AyUA Vtl .VA 
c o m p l e t e s t l iesh; i>e. Miule yu.*( for t h a t ! 
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$5000.00 Cash Bond 
To Back Our Guarantee 

'I'lic Packiircl Engineers have inreiite(l this mar-
relous SUPEK 8 Radio. Has 8 powerful A. C. 
tubes and one genuine f^!l-^vave rectifying tube — 9 
tnlies in all. Supreme quality tlirout^hout. Easy t o oper
ate. Connect plus to electric socket and turn s\vitch. 
Only one dial to tune. 100% Electric. Handsome wal
nut two-tone cabinet, size n 4 " high, 2 7 " wide, DUCO 
finish. Metal trinmiings in old gold. Super Power Built-
in Speaker. In volume, tone quality, selectivity and long 
distance, the PACKARD RADIO is without an equal. 

Save Jobbers' and Dealers' Profits 
Tlie P A C K A R D R A D I O is shipped direct from our 
factory. AH in-between profits are deducted from the 
in ice of the set. Instead of paying $1!50 ynu pay only 
$110. Quantity production, economy in selling, and only 
n ;-mall profit for the manufacturer, makes this astound
ing offer possible. 
Send letter or postal at once for fu l l Information about 
the PACKARD A. C.— 8 TUBE ELECTRIC RADIO 
and our libera) 30 days' free tr ial offer. Our $6,000.00 
cash bond backs up our guarantee. W R I T E TODAY! 

Packard Radios are also made Sor 
BATTERY OPERATION 

Prices as low as $53 
PACKARD RADIO COMPANY 
2 3 2 3 Milwaukee Ave. Dept.4SO Chicaso.lll. 

WANT :i new busi
ness ijrofeasioo of 
your own, witii all 
the t r a d e you can 
a t t e n d to? T h e n 
b e c o m e a foot cor-

r cc t ion i s t , and in a few weeks earn big income in service 
fees. — not medical nor chiropody — easy terms for home 
trjiinluK, no further capital needed, no good.s to buy, no 
aaency. .\(/drcf<s 
S t e p h e n s o n Labo ra to ry , 4 Back Bay, Bos ton , M a s s . 

DO YOU 

PEMCILS 

D E C R F E S 

3 . 
copyin 

T H E smooth , uniform, 
durable V E N U S lead 
gives tha t pencil writing comfort 
for which Venus Pencils are 
famed the wor ld over. 

^ / J M / 7 <f7 n n /<"• sample box of a 
OenU 'pL.UU dozen assortedstyUs 

AMERICAN PENCIL CO.,302 Fifth SuHobokea, N.J. 

Makers of UNIQUE Thitt Uad Colored 
Pencils—20 colors—.'ji 1.00 per doz 

Master of Sinister House 

There was a look of suffering in his face, 
as though he were ill, and he leaned 
upon a stick. He was dressed in 
reasonable clothing, but his hair was 
unkempt, his collar crumpled, and one 
of his shoe laces undone. I judged that 
he had come from some adventure, for 
there was an air of exhaustion about 
him, and in his eyes there was fear. 
Holding to his arm was a girl—a little 
Jewess, she seemed to me—small, with 
an exquisite cameolike face, dark-brown 
eyes and hair and brilliantly red lips. 
She looked defiantly at Martin Hews. 

"I was expecting you, Jim Donkin— 
but the young lady—" 

The man sank into the fixed chair, 
with a little groan of relief. 

"You'll have to look after her, guv'-
nor," he declared. "If she can't come 
with me, you'll have to keep her safe. 
You know what happened last night?" 

"I know that you committed a mur
der," Martin Hews observed calmly. 
"You are trying me very high, Donkin. 
You were on your own last night, you 
must remember, and it is not an easy 
thing to protect a murderer. Tell me 
about the girl." 

"You know who she is. This is Ra
chel. 'Tain't her fault, but it was be
cause of her the row began last night. 
The newspapers haven't got half of it 
yet. After the races there were a hun
dred of us fighting down in the mews, 
back of the Bethnal Green Road, and 
Phil Abrahams wasn't the only one who 
got his. We were obeying orders too, 
you know, guv'nor. The cops were get
ting too inquisitive about what we were 
really out for. You wanted a real hooli
gan fight, and we bloody well had it." 

"There isn't a great deal of time to 
waste if I am to get you away," Martin 
Hews warned him. "Why have you 
brought the girl with you? It is quite 
true that I am willing to undertake the 
task of looking after her, but I did not 
intend to have her here." 

"Where could I leave her in London?" 
the man demanded. "Abrahams took 
her from me, as he had sworn to Joseph 
that he would, but he was a dying man, 
bleeding to death in Aldgate Passage 
before he could hand her over. We're 
pretty well wiped out now, though. 
They'll get her if I leave her in Lon
don." 

"Half a dozen of 'em," the girl inter
vened, "half a dozen of 'em who reckon 
I never ought to have left Joseph, and 
who mean to get me back if they can. 
Mind you, they'll soon forget it," she 
went on, "and I don't know that I'm so 
scared as it is. Joseph would have 
something to say if they turned ugly, 
but Jim here, he's all for me lying low. 
You're afraid Joseph will get me again, 
ain't you, Jim?" she asked, with a mock
ing laugh. 

"I'd come back from the dead, blast 
you, if you went back to him," the man 
growled. "What about me. Chief?" 

MARTIN HEWS leaned forward in 
his chair and contemplated the 

two. His face was unclouded, his smile 
almost benevolent. "I grasp the posi
tion," he said at last. "Everything is 
arranged so far as you are concerned, 
Donkin. You must be prepared to leave 
here in five minutes. A car is waiting 
for you now. As for the young lady, I 
shall offer her, at any rate, temporary 
shelter." 

"What, here?" she demanded, with a 
grimace. 

"Certainly. You will be safer under 
this roof than anywhere else. The house
keeper will look after you. ,\s for you. 
Donkin, please follow my servant 

Continued from page 7 

downstairs now. I shall keep my word 
and get you out of this, but you have 
disappointed nie. I wanted Joseph's 
gang crushed. I wanted Joseph removed. 
You have failed me." 

"If I get over this," Donkin muttered, 
a spasm of pain suddenly contorting his 
face, "I'll get Joseph as soon as I can 
sneak back to the country." 

"That is your own affair," Martin 
Hews said equably. "I shall probably 
liave settled with him myself before 
that can happen. In the meantime, 
kindly follow my servant downstairs. 
You will be provided with ample funds, 
and I wish you well; at the same time, 
in the struggle between you and Joseph, 
you are up to now the loser, and I have 
no use for the second best." 

HE DISMISSED them with an im
perative little wave of the hand, 

and they disappeared, ushered out by 
the butler, who had entered without any 
visible or audible means of summons. 
The panels glided open in front of me, 
and I stepped out. Martin Hews looked 
at me thoughtfully. 

"You can drive a car?" he asked. 
"I can," I answered, with a sudden 

retui'n of hope. 
"You can fight, I know," he contin

ued. "Do your best to get Donkin away. 
If you come up against the police, you 
had better offer no resistance and be 
sure that my name is not mentioned. If 
any members of Joseph's gang try to 
intercept you, that will be a different 
matter. Fight if you have any chance 
at all. They will kill Donkin if they get 
him. . . . Here!" 

He opened a drawer, and handed me a 
flat-handled automatic, of the latest 
type, fully charged. Behind me was 
standing once more that ubiquitous but
ler, waiting to show me downstairs. 

Five minutes afterward we were 
swinging down the straight, muddy 

road leading toward the river, in a 
large open touring car, built apparently 
for speed. Donkin was by my side, 
muffled up in an overcoat and groaning 
every now and then in pain. A dark-
complexioned chauffeur in the front 
crouched over his wheel. 

We drew up, after a ghastly six-mile 
drive at the end of what was little bet
ter than a rough cart track leading-
down to the river. My companion, with 
a final groan, stepped heavily out, and 
looked with anxious eyes first along the 
road by which we had come and after
ward at the motor launch moored a 
score of yards out in the sluggish 
stream. He stei)ped into the dinghy 
which was waiting under the bank, and 
for the first time the strained look of ap
prehension seemed to pass from his face. 

"He's a rum little devil, but he's kept 
his word," he muttered as I helped him 
in. "I knew if anyone could get me 
away, he could. Tell Rachel I'm safe." 

There was no other word of farewell. 
He clambered up on the motor launch, 
the dinghy was drawn up, and the 
former swung round and started off 
seaward, the spray ali'eady breaking-
over her as she crept into speed. I 
watched her for several moments until 
she disappeared into the gray, drifting 
mist. Then, just as I was turning 
around, the chauffeur touched me on the 
shoulder. He pointed along the road 
by which we had come, and I saw a mo
tor car approaching, furiouslj' driven. 

"This road don't lead anywhere, sir,'' 
he confided. "There's no room to pass, 
and the dikes are full. I am thinking 
it means a bit of trouble for us." 

THE car rushed toward us, swaying 
from side to side, splashing the wa

ter lying in the sunken pools of the road 
high into the air, more than once only 
just avoiding a dangerous skid. When 
at last, with grinding of brakes and 

Nameographs 

Here's another group of Name(i-
graph.s, including "telephone"—one 
of those irritating wall-fixture ones 
but useful enough -when you're con
cocting these fascinating letter-
pictures. "Horn" is unusually good, 
too. We pay $5 each for acceptable 
Nameographs. Address Nameo-
graph Editor, Collier's, 250 Park 
-Avenue, New York City. 

You can get a book of hitherto un
published Nameographs from your 
bookseller or Reilly & Lee, Chicago, 
for $1.35. 
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