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PUPPIES’ lives are not made up al-
together of joyful yelps and the
ecstatic chewing up of hats and over-
shoes. Puppies have their troubles.
Indeed, every year thousands of them
die for no better reason than that their
owners didn’t know how to care for
them. One of the most general ail-
ments to which puppies are subject is
Worms. All puppies should be wormed
soon after weantng. For this purpose
use Sergeant’s Puppy Worm Capsules,
and for worms in older dogs use Ser-
geant’s Sure Shot Capsules.

It is an easy matter to find out how to
care for dogs and how to treat their
ailments.

Famous Dog Book Free s+ + s

We urge you to write for your free copy
of Polk Miller’s famous Dog Book. In
clear, every-day language it tells the
symptoms of dog diseases and the best
treatments for each. There are inter-
esting articles on how to feed, train
and raise puppies and dogs. This book
is revised yearly and kept strictly up-
to-date. It has been the guide for nul-
lions of dog owners, and it has saved
the lives of unnumbered thousands of
valuable animals. It is free.

Expert Advice Free + + .+ «

If your dog should develop a condition not
fully explained in the Dog Book, write us at
once. State age, breed, sex and all symptoms.
Our expert veterinarian will answer per-
sonally, sending without charge, complete
instructions for care and treatment.

In addition to the famous Sergeant’s Dog
Medicines, your dealer now has Sergeant’s
Dog Food. This balanced ration contains a
large proportion of freshly cooked beef. A
splendid Food for all dogs and puppies. We
guarantee your dog will ear it If you cannot
obtain Sergeant’s Dog Medicines and Dog
Food, write us direct.

wmamumsemms Mail This Coupon ==

Polk Miller Products Corporation
1390 West Broad St., Richmond, Virginia

Please send me Polk Miller's Free Dog Book

O

Sergeants

DOG MEDICINES

"A MEDICINE FOR EVERY DOG AILMENT"

Sole Canadian Aeents: Frep J. WarrLow & Co., Toronto
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The Yellowjacket Feud

“Glory, I beg pardon fer callin’ you
darlin’ in front of the outfit,” he said,
humbly. “I was shore out of my haid.
But they all know aboot me.” '

“Curly, I—I ought to shudder at
sight of you,” she said, very low. “But
I—I don’t.”

“There! That’ll be about all for
you,” interrupted Jim, and he shoved
the shy and stricken cowboy out of the
room, to follow on his heels.

“What'd she mean, Jim?”
asked, huskily.

“I don’t know, but I imagine it’s a
lot—from Gloriana Traft.”

Curly stalked downstairs and out
into the open, like a man who did not
see where he stepped. He remained
absent until sunset. At supper, which
was a silent meal, in deference to the
sleeping girls upstairs, he ate but little,
and that with a preoccupied air. Later
he sought out Jim,

“Boss, I been thinkin’ a heap aboot
Molly’s yarn,” he said, ponderingly.
“An’ it’s shore a queer one. The idea
of Jed Stone bein’ lost! ... Heah’s what
I make of it—if you swear on your
knees you’ll never squeal on me.”

“I promise, pard,” returned Jim, feel-
ingly.

“Wal, you remember how crazy Glory
was to heah aboot desperadoes. Now
she took Jed fer one, an’ I'll bet he was
cute enough not to disappoint her. Jed
must have hatched up some deal with
Molly, to fool Glory, to scare her, to find
out if she had any real stuff in her.
Thet an’ thet only can account fer Jed’s
queer doin’s an’ Molly’s queer story.”

“But, Curly, do you think that was
motive enough?” asked Jim, incredu-
lously.

“No, I reckon it wasn’t,” admitted the
cowboy. “They had to have a deeper
one. Now, Jed knew Molly when she
was a baby, always was fond of her.
Molly is shore Arizona, Jim. So is Jed.
But you cain’t savvy thet because you’re
an Easterner. An’ to boil it down I
reckon Jed scared Glory an’ starved her
an’ drove her near to death jest fer
Molly’s sake. An’ in the end Glory
took the brim off their cup by meanin’
to give herself up to save Molly’s honor.
Glory was plumb fooled, an’ clean hon-
est an’ as big as life. It was great,
Jim. An’ if I hadn’t been in love with
her before, I shore would be now.”

“If that’s true Molly is an awful little
liar,” said Jim, dubiously.

“Wal, yes an’ no. It depends on how
you see it. Molly worships Glory, an’
she couldn’t have meant anythin’ but
good. An’ good it shore was an’ is.
Thet gurl is changed.”

“Ahuh. I begin to savvy, maybe. 1
believe T did notice some little differ-
ence, which I put down to her joy at
being safe again with us.”

Curly

NEXT day Molly showed up down-
stairs in changed garb, merry and
shy by turns; and she surely was be-
leaguered by the cowboys. Eventually
Jim contrived to get her away from
Bud, and to walk out to look over Yel-
lowjacket. She was enraptured.

“Molly, the end of the Hash Knife
makes a vast difference,” Jim was say-
ing, as he halted with her on the log
bridge across the amber stream. “We
can actually live down here, eventually.
But not till next year, and then you
must have frequent visits to Flag. . ..
You haven’t forgotten your promise to
marry me this fall, have you?”

“QOh, did I promise, Jim?” she asked,
in shy pretense of surprise.

“You sure did.”

“Wal, then, say late November.”

Continued from page 64

“But that’s winter!”

“November? Oh, no, thet’s the last
of fall.”
“Gosh, how long to wait! ... But I

love you so and you’re such a wonderful
girl—I guess I can wait.”

“Maybe—the middle of November,”
she whispered, whereupon Jim, with a
glad shout, snatched her into his arms,
to the imminent peril of their falling
off the log that bridged the brook.

EXT morning late a lovely and lan-
guid Gloriana trailed shakily down
the winding stairs into the living-room.
Dark shadows enchanced the depth and
hue of her eyes. Bud took advantage

of Gloriana’s pledge of the day be-
fore and held her to it, after which he
held her hand. At length Curly lunged
out of the room, as if he meant to de-
stroy himself, and then almost immedi-
ately he lunged back again. Jim un-
derstood his pangs, and when Curly
gravitated to him, as always happened
wnen he was cast down, Jim whispered:
“Pard, it doesn’t mean anything!”
“Wal, I'll shore find out pronto,” re-
plied Curly, in heroic mood. “Never do

te let her get hold of herself again.”
Presently the other cowboys went out
on the porch to take up tasks, or to
amuse Lonestar, who had a chair out-
(Continued on page 68)
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et
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Not any; no one.

A rule or standard.

The olfactory organ.
to pry or search,

A character used in music.
letter; a memorandum.

Recason; supreme intellect.

A picce or knot of short hair or fiber.

A corner or recess. Secluded or sheltered place.

Also, a tune. Also, a short
A paper promising paymeni.

i
Pattern; model.
Also, the stem of a ship. Also,

A word used as name of person, thing or place.

God regarded as the World

A new star, chining for a brief period, and then sink-
ing into ebseurity.

The answers to this Word Hunt °
will appear in next week’s Collier’s

Here are the answers to the Word
Hunt published in last week’s Collier’s

1. Fruit

2. Frump

3. Frush

Collier’s will send you free, on request, a booklet containing
27 “Word Hunts” with their answers. Send for a copy today.
Address Word Hunts, Collier’s, The National Weekly,

250 Park Avenue,
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New York, N. Y.
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their “key magazine”—and describe the selection of Collier’s
to carry the bulk of their advertising as follows:

\\\\U”///// *“We are using four important national magazines but we have
\\\\\\ ///////// selected Collier’s as the back-bone publication of our campaign to

tell the advantages of cast iron pipe for water and gas mains,

\ “We are investing more money in Collier’s than in any other pub.
‘ ' lication because of its fast growing circulation—now more than
N
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2,000,000—and because its editorial content and its editorial record
of espousing movements in the public welfare indicate to us that
it is read by influential public-spirited citizens —the type of people'
we must reach with our message.

] “We are using Collier’s to reach citizens who look to the future

and who will take action when necessary for the civic welfare.”

—THE CAST IRON PIPE RESEARCH ASSOCIATION

«¢ E have selected Collier’s to carry our message to more
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only does it reach an audience who have proved buying power—
but through the nation-wide popularity of its own radio activities
—both broadcasting and editorial—it has also built up an active in-
terest in radio that means added profits for our dealers and for us.”
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@4[1 well dressed men

now wear suspenders. And
every day more and more well
dressed men are wearing Pick-
wick Suspenders. Stepinto any
good haberdasher’s, see the new
Pickwick designs and color
combinations—then you'll
Pickwick
stylists have provided for every

know the reason!

taste, from the gayest to the
most sedate. Ask your favor-
ite haberdasher to show you
what smart looking Pickwick

Suspenders even one of the
new small dollar bills will
buy! (The number illus-
trated is one of them—
others priced to $3.50.)

THE RUSSELL MFG. CO.
349 Broadway, New York
Mills: Middletown, Conn,

GARTERS
nd/ SUSPENDERS
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side. This left Jim and Molly at the
table. Gloriana sat on the edge of Bud’s
bed, which consisted of blankets over
spruce boughs, laid on the floor. Curly,
who had before wandered around like
a lost dog, now watched his friend and
his sweetheart with flashing blue eyes.

“Glory, you're the beautifulest gurl,”
Bud was saying.

“Silly, you’ve seen prettier ones,” she
replied, but she was pleased, and she
stroked his hair with her free hand.

“Nope. They don’t walk on Gawd’s
green earth,” returned her champion.

“Bud, I'm to be here all summer,” she
said, with a smile of enchantment.
“QOh, it’s so heavenly here. I didn’t
know. . .. Will you be all right scon—
s0 you can ride with me—teach me how
to handle a horse? I'm so stupid—so
weak., Why, that pinto bucked me off!”

“She did? Son-of-a-gun! I’ll beat
her good fer thet.”

“No, you won’t. I love her.”

“Love a pinto! . .. Is thet all?”

“Bud, I love every horse—everything
—everybody in Arizona.”

“Aw, thet’s wuss.”

Jim, entranced at this byplay, sud-
denly felt a tug. “Look at Cuﬂy,”
whispered Molly.

Curly seemed to have become trans-
formed back to the old cool easy cow-
boy, an unknown quantity, potent with
some secret of imperturbable assurance.
Yet Jim divined his was the grandeur
of despair.

“Glory,” drawled Curly, as he sat
down on the bed opposite her, and pos-
sessed himself of Bud’s other restless
hand, “we’ve been like brothers fer six
yvears. ... Bud an’ I. ... An’ I reckon
this last fight I evened up an old debt.
When Bud went down thet rustler
would have killed him but fer me.”
“Pard, what’s ailin ’you—thet you
never told me before?” demanded Bud.
“No call fer it, Bud.”

LORIANA loocked from one to the
other of the two men, fascinated,
and vaguely troubled.

“Dog-gone! I had a hunch you did.
Shore as hell thet’s why you missed the
chance at Croak Malloy.”

“I reckon.” Then Curly looked up at
the girl. “I jest wanted you both to
know, in case I don’t stay on heah.”

“Stay on—heah?” faltered Gloriana,
in her surprise actually imitating him.
Then her eyes dilated with divining
thoughts.

“Now what I want to know—seein’
Bud an’ I are the same as brothers—
which of us is to call you sister?”

“Curly!” she entreated.

“Aw, pard,” burst out Bud.

“This son-of-a-gun ain’t bad hurt,”
went on Curly. “I've seen him with
more and worse gunshot wounds. He’s
ohly workin’ on your sympathy. Wal,
thet’s all right. But it makes me de-
clare myself right heah an’ now.”

“Please, Curly—oh, don’t.”

“You know I love you, Glory,” he con-
tinued, coolly and slowly. “Only it's
more since I told you first. An’ I asked
you to marry me an’ let mé be the one
to help you tackle this tough Arizona.

. . Wal, thet was Christmas time,
aboot. You promised to write your an-
swer. But you never did. An’ I reckon
now I'm wantin’ to heah it.”

“But, Curly, how unreasonable! Wait,
I beg of you. I—I’'m upset by this ad-
venture. I don’t know myself.”

“Wal, you know whether you love me
or not. So answer pronto, lady.”

She drooped her lustrous head a mo-
ment, then raised it, fearlessly, as one
driven to the wall.

The Yellowjacket Feud

Continued from page 66

“Curly, you’re not greatly different
from Jed Stone,” she said.

“I reckon thet’s a compliment.”

“I'm not sure yet how or what I feel
toward you, Curly, except that I know
I'm not worthy. But since you insist—
I I say yes.”” And with a wistful smile
she held out her free hand to him.
Curly clasped it in both of his and car-
ried it to his breast, his face pale, his
eyes intense.

“Whoopee!” yelled Bud, in stentorian
tones. “I knowed I could fetch him.
All the time I knowed it—the handsome
jealous geezer!”.

NEXT day Uncle Jim Traft drove
down into Yellowjacket.

No suggestion of the hard old cattle-
man! He was merry and keen, full of
energy to see and hear, and somehow
mysteriously buoyant. At Jim’s hur-
ried report of the lost cattle he replied:
“Pooh-pooh! Only an incident in a
rancher’s life!” But he gazed sorrow-
fully down at the graves of those cow-
boys who had died for the Diamond.

Curly related the story of the fight at
the trapper’s ecabin. Molly led him
aside to tell her version of their adven-
ture with Croak Malloy and Jed Stone.
And Bud exhibited the headpiece of
carved aspen, which he vowed he would
place on Croak Malloy’s grave,

“Wal, wal, we have our ups an’
downs,” replied the old rancher, when
all was said. “An’ I say you got off
easy. . . . My news is good news. Blodg-
ett’s riders rounded up your stampeded
stock. All the range knows Malloy is
dead an’ the Hash Knife no more.
Spread like wildfire. Yellowjacket will
prosper now, an’ my! what a gorgeous
place. An’, Jim, you won’t be lonesome,
either, when you settle down with the
little wife. Allen Blodgett is takin’
charge of his father’s range, an’ he’ll
live there. Jack Way’s wife’s father
will start him ranchin’. Miller is goin’
to move down. An’ in no time this
valley will be hummin’. An’ I near for-
got. The doctor come back from West
Fork, reportin’ Slinger Dunn out of
danger.”

That of all news was the best for Jim
who found his joy and gratitude in
Molly’s brimming eyes.

“Rustlin’ will go on,” continued Uncle
Jim, “but no more at the old Hash
Knife rate. It’ll be two-bit stealin’ an’
thet we don’t mind.”

After supper, when the old rancher
had Jim, Gloriana, Molly and Curly
alone, he pulled a soiled paper from his
pocket. His air was strikingly mo-
mentous.

“I'm askin’ you never to tell what I
read you now. Promise?”

Surprised at his earnestness, at his
fine softened face, strangely pale, they
solemnly pledged themselves, where-
upon Uncle Jim adjusted his eyeglasses
and began to read slowly:

Tobe’s Well.
Dear Jim:

I changed my mind about the money
your rider fetched down. I appropri-
ate it an’ am leavin’ this letter instead.
You owe me thet, to make a new start
in life.

Thet niece of yours, Gloriana, offered
to make a sacrifice, same as I did
twenty years ago to save my pard.
For the sweetheart we both loved an’
which he never got after all. It sort of
faced me back on the old forgotten trail.
Jim, it’s never too late.

Tell her, if she ever has a boy, to call
him Jed.

THE END

T A N —

Made to execute those delicate approaches
with uncanny accuracy and to tap those
difficult putts squarely in the cup—Beck-
ley-Ralston Stroke Savers find a welcome
spot in any golf bag. Make some golfer
happy with a matched set in a special
Christmas Carton.

-~ RALSTO

STROKE S/]GR

Set of 4 irons— Putter, Ap- g

proach Cleek, Chipper, Nib-
lick, $27.00. Set of 3 irons—
Putter, Approach
Cleek, Chipper,
$20.00. Single
irons, $1.00.
Available at leading
dealers and *Pros”
or write us.
«The Short Game™
—an interesting
book will be mailed
free on request,

THE BECKLEY-RALSTON COMPANY

Manufacturing Division

2134 Dearborn St. Chicago, Il
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If you want to be
HAPPY
this Winter!

IVE in St. Petershurg’s healthful
sunshine. Live through another
summer's good times and joys. Play
through weeks and months of glorious

outdoor weather! Laugh at winter!

That’s the way tens of thousands find
winter happiness in sunny St. Petersburg.
Because this city makes a business of pro-
viding for winter visitors, you'll find just
the kind of winter home you want at rates

to suit every taste and purse; you'll find

entertainment and sports facilities un-
equaled in Florida; you'll be happy. Free
schoolst AH outdoor sports! Sun-bathing{

Health! Come—this winter.

Where there's
SUNSHINE }§
there's a
Happiness, §

FREE BOOKLETS
Information to help you plan a wonderful
winter and free booklets If you address:

M. C. Deaderick
Chamber of Commerce

\
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M-Petershure
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Merry
Christmas

Here are four attractive gifis

from the hundreds arranged
for your choice at your Rexall
Store: Rex Golf Balls, Duska
Perfume Set, Artstyle Choco-
lates, Fountain Pen Desk Set.
Save time, trouble and money

by Christmas-shopping at your

PRUG STORE

There is one near you. You
will recognize it by this sign.
Ligget’s are also Rexall Stores.
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worth while from any point of view?”

“It is not only worth while, from my
point of view,” David confided, “but it
has become a necessity.”

“T fail to follow you,” the lawyer con-
fessed.

“If T don’t go for them, they're com-
mg for me. It seems that they don’t
allow seceders, and they have already
sent ordering me back to my place. As
soon as they have found out that I am
a rich man, and am not coming, there
will be trouble.”

“ HY not take Scotland Yard into

your confidence concerning them?”’
Mr. Atkinson urged. “I have always un-
derstood that the band of criminals with
whom you were temporarily associated
was one of the most dangerous in Lon-
don. The police would move for you
against them with the utmost pleasure.
You ought to be able to give them valu-
able information, and place yourself in
safety at the same time.”

David shook his head.

“I'm afraid that you are very much
a layman in such matters, Mr. Atkin-
son,” he regretted. “There’s just one
thmg the venomous person who was my
late chief is proud of, and that is that
no man has ever squealed and lived for
twenty-four hours.”

“Squealed?” the lawyer murmured
questioningly.

“Given the show away—turned king’s
evidence,” David expounded. “I'm not
afraid of threats, but I took the oath
like the others, and I really don’t think
that I could bring myself to break it.
I swore that, whilst I lived, I would
never give away to the police or anyone
else the various lurking places of the
gang, the names of any of them, or the
headquarters of their leader.”

Mr. Atkinson mopped his forehead.
He was genuinely distressed.

“The treachery to me,” David con-
tinued, “was not on the part of the gang
but on the part of two members of it
only. Those I am proposing to deal with
privately. So far as regards the rest,
they have carried out what they imag-
ined to be their part of the bargain.
They sent a taxicab to meet me at the
prison this morning. They had a feast
prepared for me, and my share of the
result of the burglary has been care-
fully put on one side, and is waiting for
me. They've carried the affair through
soundly, from their outlook.”

MR. ATKINSON was very nearly
angry. He spoke with resolution
and vigor.

“The sooner you abandon these quix-
otic ideas the better, Mr. Newberry,”
he said. “You can’t treat thieves like
honest men. The chief commissioner
at Seotland Yard is a friend of mine,
I propose that we visit him at once.”

“Nothing doing,” was the terse re-
ply. “You have some vague idea, Mr.
Atkinson, of what my life has been, but
let me tell you this: I have never lived
without adventure, even though it has
cost me dear, and I have never broken
my word to man, woman, child or thief,
although that has cost me dear some-
times, too. I am taking this little job
on outside the police; that is why I
wanted to see you at once.”

The lawyer was nonplused. Perhaps
he recognized impregnability; at any
rate, he acknowledged temporary defeat,

“The time will probably come before
long,” his distinguished client concluded,
“when I may be prepared to assume my
title, to occupy my houses, and to visit
my estate. Until then I require you to

keep my whereabouts an absolute secret

The Lion and the Lamb

Continued from page 9

both from my relatives, and all inquir-
ers, whoever they may be. 1 will sign
a power of attorney, if necessary, and
you will continue to manage my affairs
as before.”

Mr. Atkinson was touched and eager.
The hard, legal tone of some of the
letters in which he had conveyed mes-
sages from the late Earl of Newberry
to his prodigal son had caused him many
a groan in the light of subsequent
events.

“Do T understand you, My Lord—I
beg your pardon, Mr. Newberry—cor-
rectly?” he said. “It is your wish that
we continue to administer your affairs,
and act as your agents for the present?”

“That is my wish,” David assented.
“In the meantime, I am in need of
money. There will be no difficulty about
that, I suppose?”’

“Not the slightest. We are really
almost ashamed to disclose the fact that
the balances at your various banks
amount to nearly a hundred and sev-
enty-five thousand pounds. This, too,
after we have invested quite freely of
late.”

“At which bank have I the largest
balance?”

“You have sixty-nine thousand pounds
at Barclays’. I have here all the
cheque books. Barclays’ is the top one.
It will be necessary—I regret very
much to trouble you—but it will be
necessary for you to accompany me
there to demonstrate your signature.”

“I will do that at once,” David de-
cided, rising to his feet. “My campaign
will probably cost money.”

The two men left the room together—
the lawyer with an unexpectedly light
heart. His client’s mad scheme was de-
pressing, but he had looked for worse
things,

IN SOME odd and varying manner
every person in the hideous corner
room on the first floor of the Lion and
the Lamb public house seemed to pos-
sess something in common with its ap-
palling ugliness.

Tottie Green, renowned in criminal
circles from Limehouse to Seven Dials,
a mountainous heap of flesh, sat in his
specially constructed easy-chair, coat-
less, his unbuttoned waistcoat freely
sprinkled with tobacco ash, beads of
perspiration from the heat of the room
he loved standing out upon his coarse,
low forehead. Cannon Ball Lem, in a
suit of checks of music-hall size, the
front of his hair plastered in two little
curls over his forehead, and wearing
bright yellow boots, represented the
old-fashioned race of prize fighters as
completely as the room itself had passed
out of date with the ornate public houses
of the last decade.
upon the ecrimson-plush-upholstered sofa
at first sight seemed to possess only the
attractions of the barmaid type. She
was richly but unbecomingly dressed,
with flowing limbs, masses of golden
hair, hazel eyes, a large pouting mouth,
and over-beringed hands.

The room itself was Tottie Green’s
headquarters and abode. It represented
to him everything he had desired in life.
The furniture was all of one pattern,
and had been proudly chosen in the
Tottenham Court Road by the proprietor
of the Lion and Lamb Hotel when he
had furnished his corner public house
in the purlieus of Bermondsey. There
were two scratched mirrors with gilded
frames upon the walls, whose only other
adornments were advertisements of
whisky and other alcoholiec beverages.

“I guess our young gent ain’t com-

(Continned on page 70)

The girl stretched.
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You know how good you feel when the
weather is right.

That sparkle in the air fizzes right
into the blood and your brain runs
clear and strong.

When you feel like that, you play the
best golf that’sin you. And you feel like
that when you play golf in California,

The Santa Fe operates six daily trains
to California including the CHIEF—
fastest and only extra fare train to
Southern California.

Fred Harvey dining service is another
distinctive feature.

Midwinter Escorted All.Expense
Tours on certain daysin January,
February and March.

Indian -detour
Grand Canyon
Line

After California—Hawaii

W. J. Black, Pass. Traf, Mgr., Santa |
Fe System Lines, 1208 Ry. Exch.,Chicago !
|
.

Please mail picture-folders checked below:

O Golf in California {0 The indian-detour -«
[0 Grand Canyon Outings []Escortedall-expense Tours
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Xmas Special
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Standard
Keyboard
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Think of it—only $1.00 brings the
Famous No. 4 Underwood

world’s most famous Underwood Typewriter
This late model Underwoad, s dpecmlly prlced at only $39.90 (cash) is

for 10 dmya Free Trial, Pay only 10c a day on
easy monthly payment plan. This is the ful
size standard Underwood with 4-Row key-
board, manufactured to sell for $100.
tha lowest price ever ?uum hu modern improvements including
ibbon reverse, tabu-

lator release, ghift lock ;nd many other {mprovements, Beautifully
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(Continued from page 69)
ing,” Cannon Ball Lem observed, with-
out removing the cigar from the corner
of his mouth. “Think I'll drop down
and have a game of billiards with
Harry.”

“You stay where you are,” his patron
and chief growled. “He’ll come fast
enough. They generally do when Tottie
Green sends for them.”

The girl raised herself a little on the
sofa and removed the cigarette from
her lips. There was something lioness-
like in the grace of her attitude as she
leaned with her elbow on the back of
the coueh, her cheek in the palm of her
hand.

“What’s all this talk about?” she de-
manded. “Why don’t he come for his
money ?”

“He don’t seem to need it,” her guard-
ian confided. “He ain’t touched a bob
from us, and there he is driving about
in a fine motor car and staying at a
West End hotel.”

She laughed.

“If he’s got any money to spare I
shall have to look after him,” she re-
marked. “What’s doing these days? 1
want some more jewelry.”

E’VE three of the lads out Hamp-
stead way tonight,” Tottie Green
told her. “Might be a fat little job, but
small, There’s another affair TI’ve
marked down for some time, but our
lads are getting too well known. That’s
one reason why I want to keep Dave.”
“If you wanted to keep him, what
did you start with selling him for?” she
asked lazily.

“The lads did that,” her guardian re-
plied, puffing asthmatically. “Reuben
was in the show, and if they’d nabbed
him it might have meant the swinging
room,”

“My God, the boys were right!” Can-
non Ball Lem, who had been looking out
of the window, declared. ‘“Here he is,
in a motor car, with a chauffeur in liv-
ery, getting out as bold as brass. Isn’t
he the toff, too! I ain’t sure that I
want him back, guv’nor,” he added,
turning to his chief, “I fancy him and
me’d fall out.”

“You’d probably get what you’re ask-
ing for if you did,” the girl mocked.
“You've gone a bit to seed, you know,
Lem.”

There was a knock at the door. David
Newberry entered, closing it behind
him. For 2 moment he stood still. The
girl was watching him, her hand rest-
ing lightly upon her hip, her hair aflame
against the common, incandescent light.
She smiled a welcome to him.

“Well, Mr. Bad Penny,” she said,
“come to see the old folk at home, eh?”

He acknowledged her greeting cour-
teously but without enthusiasm, and,
advancing farther into the room, laid
his hat and stick upon the table, and
drew off his gloves. He nodded curtly
to Tottie Green, and ignored Cannon
Ball Lem altogether.

They watched him, a little stupefied.
He had had time to visit his tailor, and
he was wearing clothes of a cut and
style outside the range of their experi-
ence. He was a great deal more assured
in his manner, too, than anyone should
have been in the presence of the great
Chief of the Underworld. Pa Green
ruled his band through fear, and the
composure of this young visitor in his
presence was distressing. He scowled
across at him.

“So you’ve come at last,” he remarked
harshly. “Taken your time about it,
haven’t you?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, my first
intention was not to come at all,” David
replied. “Then I decided it would be
rather interesting to know what you
wanted from me. Besides,” he added,
after a moment’s pause, “I have some-
thing to say to you on my own account.”
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Tottie Green drew one or two deep
breaths. The sound itself was unpleas-
ant, and the displayal of his teeth was
worse. He drank from a tumbler by his
side, and lit a cigar. For some reason
or other, it seemed to occur to him that
amicable methods might be better with
his visitor.

“Do you want a drink or smoke, young
man?” he asked, pointing to the table
on which was set out a liberal supply of
decanters and cigar boxes.

“Not with you,” was the calm reply.

The autoerat of the Lambs stared
across the room. His eyes for the mo-
ment were bulbous. He had the air of
one who could scarcely believe what he
heard,

“Young fellow,” he confided, “there’s
more than one has gone to hlS grave for
holding out against me. I ‘don’t allow
insubordination. You join my Lambs,
and when you join you're mine until I
give you your quittance, or until you
buy it from me.”
~ “Give it to me then,” David demanded.
“I’ve had enough of your Lambs.”

“I don’t choose to give it to you,” was
the angry reply. “Be sensible, Dave
lad. I need you for my work. You
ain't so well known as some of the
others, and you can do the gentleman
stunts, That’s what we’re short of.
You can work with Belle there some-
times if you don’t want the rough stuff,
although they tell me you’re a scrapper
all right.”

“That’s more than your lads are,”
David answered bitterly. “They left
me alone to fight two policemen whilst
they got away with the swag. If that’s
their idea of running a job, it isn’t mine.
T've finished. Do you understand that?
I wouldn’t go out with your pack of
cowards again for anything in the
world.”

The old man was breathing heavily.
Speech at that moment would have been
unwise. Belle called across the room to
this very bold visitor:

“What about me, Dave? Wouldn't
you take me along, and let me show you
a few stunts? There are more ways of
making money than breaking into
safes.”

“Thank you,” David answered, “I
don’t want to hear of any of your stunts.
I've finished with the lot of you. That
is one of the two things I came here to
say.”

“And what might be the other?”’ Lem
asked, sidling up a little closer to where
David was lounging against the table.

ET out of my way,” the latter en-
joined. “I'm going to say it to the
old man there, and I want to say it face
to face. You’ve had a pretty good inning,
Tottie Green. You've sat in here, filling
yvour stomach, and swilling, and getting
hold of young men to do your dirty work,
a trifle too long. It’s time it came to
an end. You played a foul trick on me,
and I'm going to get it back on you. I'm
going to break you and your gang. As
to those two cowards who ran away, and
left me to face the music down at
Frankley Grange, they’re going to be
sorry they were ever born before I've
finished with them.”

There was a brief and strange silence.

“You’ve got it straight from me now,”
David went on coldly. “I came here to
give you warning. I'm just being hon-
est about the matter. Open war.
That’s what it’s going to be. I'm a
Lamb in revolt.”

“Hold on a minute, Lem,” his chief
croaked. “Wait till I give the word.”

David, who, warned by certain twitch-
ings of the other’s body, was standing
tense and prepared, shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“You can turn your bully loose on me
if you want to,” he said, “but I don’t
see the use. My chauffeur down below
knows I've come here, and he won’t go

Keeps
tobacco moist

Locktite HUMIDIZER—simple, con-
venient, surel Slips into pouch in small
space—adds pleasure to your smoke.

Be sure you get a Llocktite —only
pouch with TALON Fastener and Lock-
tite HUMIDIZER. Fully guaranteed,

Assorted fine leathers, or imported
oilsilk—wherever smokers’ articles are
sold, $1:90 to $7-50,

“Look for the name’’

€€ d ”

REG. U S. PAT. OFF,

POUCH and HUMIDIZER

THE LOCKTITE CO.,, INC.
GLOVERSVILLE,N.Y,

COLLEGE COURSES

at Home

Carry on your education. Develop power
to |mtlate and achieve. Earn credit to-
ward a Bachelor degree or Teaching
Certificate by correspondence. Select
from 460 courseu indb sub:ectu includmg
y English, Math Ty,

tion, Psychology, Economlcs the
Langunges, ete. ‘Write for catalog

mbz W@niversity of Chicago

417 ELLIS HALL CHICAGO, ILL.

Acchﬂ'ﬁﬁ"ﬁT ‘

Executive Acconntants and P A.'s earn $3,000 to $10,000 a year,
Thousans of frms need them,  Only 9,000 Certiied Public A:cmmt
ants in the United States. We hmln you (horol; at homa in spare 4

for C.P.A. examinations or executive accounting positiona. Provwnl
ox]
W l-m B. Castenholz, A, M.,

rsonsi aunamnon o!

allo Ext.nslon Unlversi Dept, 1240-H chl o
Las orid's Largest Busin?s's Training instisution

THE CHARM OF YOUTH

lingers in a clean skin. Experts ad-
Let your soap be

vise soap and water.

Resinol

FRE RADIO CATALOG
WHOLESALE PRICES
\,  Write for thio l4s-page radio book of bar-

¥ A.C. all -electric and battery operated sets
at wholesale prices. Everything in radio.

CHICAGO SALVAGE STOCK STORE
509 So. State St., Dept. 103, Chicago

»

Have You an Eye

for
@

EXTRA
If you want extra money,

CASH?
send for our profitable plan
for looking after the local
subscription interests of
Collier’s and other Crowell
Magazines. Write to:

Chief of Subscription
Staft

THE CROWELL
PUBLISHING
COMPANY
250 Park Avenue
New York, N. Y.




A film of fine oil is the best thing in the
world to protect metal surfaces from rust
and tarnish coused by contact with the
air —especially moist or salt air.

But the oil myst be light enough'to pene-
trate the tiny pores of metal and heavy
enough to stay there, forming a protective
film that won't Tub out or evaporate.
3-in-One is just such an oil. 35 years have
proved it.

Rub on all unprotected metal surfaces,
plain or nickeled —ornamental iron and
brass; faucets, builders’ hardware, tools,
guns, pistols. 3-in-One is a wonderful nickel
polish. Try it on your automobile radiator,
lamps, ete. Prevents water marks, too.

Three different oils account for 3-in-One’s
unique properties, Highest quality animal,
mineral and vegetable oil, blended by
the secret 3-in-One process, develop new
properties not found in any other single il
or in any of the three original oils.

At good stores everywhere in three size
bottles and two size Handy QOil Cans, Ask
for 3-in-One by name.

Manufactured since 1894

THREE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY
o NewYork, N.Y.

FREE SAMPLE~

Also illustrated Dictionary

of Uses. Request them on
a postal card.

You can be quickly cured, if you

STAMMER

Send 10 cents for 288-page book on Stammering and
Stuttering, “‘Its Cause and Cure.”* It tells how I
cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. Bogue,
11022 Bogue Bldg., 1147 N. lilinols St., Indlanapolis

Next to
WINGS

For the feet of

kids who are loved

D.P HARRISHDW. & MG COMPANY
D. P. Harnis Building New York, N Y.

Colliers for

away without me. There was a police-
man at the door as I came in. I should
think a row up here in the Holy of
Holies wouldn’t do you any good.”

Cannon Ball Lem was eying his
master wistfully.

“Five minutes, Dad,” he begged. “Let
me have five minutes with him.”

“Can you fight, David Newberry?”
the girl drawled.

“I shouldn’t have come to a place like
this without being able to take care of
myself,” was the evasive answer.

There was regret in her eyes as she
lounged across the floor, moving as
though without definite intent between
the two men.

“I should have loved a scrap,” she
confessed, “but you’re right, David. The
police are better away from this place.
Chuck it, Lem,” she enjoined in a voice
of authority. “A scrap between you two
wouldn’t do anyone any good. As for
you, David,” she concluded, with a chal-
lenging look into his set, determined
face, “you’re a brave man in your own
way, I suppose, but you’re a fool all the
same, to come here, and talk like this.
You’'ll get what vou're asking for all
right if you don’t take care. They’ll
have you one of these dark nights.”

DAVID NEWBERRY prepared to
take his leave.

“Let them, if they can,” he rejoined.
“I’'ve learned a few of their tricks my-
self, you know.”

“Your hundred and seventy-five
pounds is here,” Tottie Green growled.

“Keep it,” was the scornful reply.
“It will do to pay the hospital bill of
some of your Lambs when I begin to talk
to them.”

In some unexplained manner, each one
of them knew that the immediate danger
of a fracas was over. Belle, with her
hand upon her hip, crossed over to the
plush-draped mantelpiece. She took a
cigarette from a box, and lit it.

“Can’t T have it for chocolates?” she
asked. “It’s not enough for diamonds
or I should have liked a ring. Good-by,
David Newberry.”

She flung a mocking smile across the
room, and, with an ironic bow, he took
his leave. As they listened to his re-
treating footsteps, she laughed again.

“He won’t be much trouble,” she de-
clared scornfully. “If you really want
him, I can get him all right.”

Cannon Ball Lem stood at the window
and scowled down into the street. The
girl, with a cigarette between her lips,
joined him. They watched David’s un-
hurried departure.

“A chauffeur—in livery!” the former
exclaimed, turning aside to spit into the
chief’s spittoon.

“Don’t do that,” the girl ordered, in
a tone of repugnance. “Makes me sick.”

Lem growled.

“Swanking about in his own motor
car, and wearing toff’s clothes!”

“If you ask me,” the girl observed, “I
think that he is a toff. He behaves as
though he had been used to that sort of
thing all his life.”

“Where did Ned Rattigan bring in
word that he was staying?” Tottie
Green demanded.

“One of these swanky hotels,” Lem
replied. “The Milan Court, up west.
What I should like to know, guv’nor,”
ke went on earnestly, “is where did he
get the money from? He hadn’t got the
price of a pint of beer when he joined
up.n

“Maybe he’s on a confidence lay,”
Tottie Green suggested.

The girl shook her head.

“David isn’t clever enough for that,”
she declared. “It would need some nerve,
too, just out of prison. You can take
my word for it, I’'m right. Joined us
because he was down on his luck, a toff.
Why, you can tell from the way he
talks, and wears his clothes. If any of
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you buys a new suit, even Reuben, you
look like gawks for the first few days.”

“Gentleman David, eh?” Tottie Green
murmured. “Maybe you’re right, girl.
What I should like to know is, where
does the money come from? It seems to
me that some of it ought to belong to
us.”

“You should have left him to me to
deal with,” the girl remarked, throw-
ing herself upon the couch. “Some of
it probably would have done then. The
last person who ought to have been here
is Lem. That made him mad to start
with. . . . Who's this?”

They listened to the flying footsteps
mounting the stairs, and wondered.
They heard them without anxiety, for,
in what was coming, there was nothing
akin to the slow, ponderous footfall of
authority.

“Someone
drawled.

The door was swiftly but silently
opened and closed. The young man Reu-
ben entered—a lean, cadaverous-look-
ing young man, with smoothly brushed,
glossy black hair, somberly but carefully
dressed.

in a hurry,” the girl

“Has he been?” he demanded, almost
fiercely.

“Has who been?”’ Tottie Green in-
quired.

“Dave-—Dblast him!”

“Yes, he’s been,” the other acknowl-
edged, his watery, bulbous eyes fixed
curiously upon the newcomer, searching
his expression as though seeking to read
his thoughts.

“Dave’s been. What about it, Reuben?
What’s wrong?”

The young man sank into a chair. He
was coughing a little now, and there
were drops of sweat breaking through
the unhealthy pallor of his forehead.

“Togged out like a duke,” Lem grum-
bled. “Came in a motor ecar, if you
please, with a chauffeur, in livery.
Turned up his nose at his hundred and
seventy-five pounds. Wants to give us
the go-by. I reckon the boss will see to
that.”

A spasm of anger enabled the visitor
to recover himself.

“Togged out like a duke, eh?” he re-
peated. “Wouldn’t have his share of
the Frankley cash. Not likely! He's
done better than that.”

“Come into money or something?”
the girl inquired lazily.

“Come into fiddlesticks,” was the
fierce reply. “Gawd, if I'd got here
half an hour earlier! He’s done us—
that’s what’s happened—he’s done us in
the eye. Done you, Daddy Green! Done
me! Done Lem here! Came like a duke,
e¢h? Motor car, clothes, and all! Well,
you'll never see him again.”

THERE was a hushed atmosphere in
the tawdry, smoke-hung room. Reu-
ben’s disjointed sentences were preg-
nant with some vital emotion, which be-
came instantly communicated to his
auditors. Even the girl leaned forward.
No one spoke. They could sense the
words framing on his lips.

“T’ll tell you. He’s got the Frankley
Blue Diamond, the Virgin’s Tear.”

No one spoke. Tottie Green’s huge
stomach began to rise and fall. The
color mounted to his forehead. He looked
like a man whose blood pressure needed
serious attention. Cannon Ball Lem
stood with his mouth open ecrookedly,
unbelieving, his senses resisting those
few, commonplace words. The girl
swung herself off the couch, and sat
leaning forward, her chin upon her two
clenched hands, a glorious but terrible
light in her eyes. It was she who spoke.

“You're mad, Reuben,” she declared.

He wiped his forehead. With the
mingled agony and evil joy of his dis-
closure, he had become the coolest of
the quartet.

(Continued on page 72)
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(Continued from page 71)

“Am I mad?’ he rejoined. “I have
been ever since that night not to have
suspected. You were mad, too, Lem, to
bustle me off and leave him behind.
We got him fixed wrong that way, and
he took his chance.”

“Speak plain, you fool,” Lem de-
manded.

“What do you mean by saying he’s
got the Virgin’s Tear?” Belle insisted.

“It’s perfectly plain,” Reuben con-
tinued. “That old lady in the bedroom
was cunning, but not cunning enough
for Gentleman Dave. She gave us the
keys of the safe because she was tied up,
and had to, but the Virgin’s Tear was
never there. That’s why he stayed be-
hind and got left. He’d tumbled to it.
We were the mugs. The Virgin's Tear
was where it always had been kept—in
a small casket, at the back of the dress-
ing table, He’d tumbled to it somehow.
That’s why he fought so hard, That’s
why he was so far behind us.”

TOTTIE GREEN was still speechless.

His cunning brain was at work. He
was thinking, and thinking very hard.
The natural savagery of the girl was
shining out of her face. She, too, was
trying to piece together the story, and
her first impulse was to reject it.

“You're talking like the villain of a
dime novelette, Reuben,” she sneered.
“How can you tell what took place in
the room after the girl came down?
How do you know he found the diamond,
much more had nerve enough to pinch
it? And supposing he did, supposing
he was cleverer than you two blunder-
ing fools, what did he do with it? He
was caught within twenty yards of the
room. Do you suppose he swallowed
it?”

Reuben was himself again, and the
Reuben of everyday life was a very self-
composed, cynical and precise young
person.

“During that twenty or thirty yards,”
he pointed out, “there may have pre-
sented itself through the window, or in
the corridor or room through which he
passed, a possible hiding place.”

“Quit this, and get on to facts,” Tot-
tie Green growled. “You must have
more reasons than this. Tell us why
vou're sure he’s got the Blue Diamond.
Let’s have the facts, lad.”

“You shall have them all right,” was
the quick reply. “I’ll tell you why it's
a cert. For one thing Moss and Nathan,
the fake jewelers, have an order in hand
at the present moment from Lady
Frankley to make up for her an imita-
tion of the Virgin’s Tear, and they had
to work on specifications. She hadn’t
the stone even to show them.”
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“No proof,” Tottie Green grunted.
“Go on,” )

“Very well then, listen to this,” Reu-
ben continued. “Last week, the insur-
ance company settled up with her lady-
ship. They paid her ninety-two thousand
pounds, and fifty thousand pounds of
that was for the Virgin’s Tear.”

“You're talking through your hat,
Reuben,” Lem declared.

“I'm not talking through my hat, as
you’ll realize if you'll allow me to finish.
The jewels were insured with the Mu-
tual, and the young woman who typed
out the final agreement, and typed the
body of the cheque, was Mollie Pad-
more.”

Tottie Green wiped the sweat from
his forehead, and groaned.

“The Virgin’s Tear,” Reuben went
on, his voice becoming lower, his eyes
shining like black points of light, “was
amongst the stolen jewels that night.
and the insurance company has paid
for it. Did Lem here get it, or even see
it? No. Did I? No. It's your Gen-
tleman David who did us in. He hid it,
or threw it out of the window somewhere
between her ladyship’s room and the
door which we had to lock, where he
was trapped. He got word somehow to
a pal, and he’s touched. Rolled up in
his motor car, did he? Dressed like a
duke!”

“Been threatening us,” Lem put in.
“He’s been down here threatening us.
Called us cowards, because we left him
behind, Says he’s breaking away from
us. Blast him!” .

“Breaking away from us, eh?” Reu-
ben repeated. “I should think the boss
might have something to say about
that.”

“The devil!” Lem muttered to him-
self in agony. “If they’d only let me
give him what he deserved, he’d have
been lying here now, and us waiting
for him to come to, to give him some
more.”

HERE was another silence—an omi-

nous, menacing silence. The roar of
traffic in the streets below found its way
in broken patches through the fast-
closed windows, but in the room itself
cne heard nothing but the heavy breath-
ing of the grotesque and evil figure upon
the chair. He it was who first moved.
He turned wheezily on one side, took up
a block of memorandum paper, searched
for and found with difficulty the stubby
end of a pencil in his capacious waist-
coat pocket. With painful effort he
wrote. They all watched him. They
knew what it meant when Daddy Green
wrote with that particular pencil on that
particular block of paper.

(To be continued next week)
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ances, Or direct from factory by return mail
upon receipt of one dollar each . . . but please
order today and avoid usual Xmas mail delays.

KozaK, INC., 1 PARK PLACE, BATAVIA, N. Y.

Sead Kozaks , , . Xmas packed, for which I enclose
$ . ar$1.00cach.
(Pl.ase Pranr)
Name. _

Address
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One hand on the wheel, *
both eyes on the road
and a fresh uncrumpled
cigarette served to your
lips at a press of your
thumb! Only with the
Ejector is this possible.
No other case has this
automatic action—no
other so protects ciga~
tettes from crushing,
from handhng.

Ejector is the modern,
smart way to carry and
serve cigarettes.

Write enclosing price if your
dealer cannot supply you.

THE LYONS MFG. CO.
Dept. D-8, Mt. Carmel, Conn.

EJECTO.

The Perfect One Hand

CIGARETTE CASE

Extra
Money!

Miss Douglas uses
our profitable plan
toearnextramoney
insparetime. Inthe
same way, you can
make extra money
bylooking after the
local subsecription
interests of Collier’s and
other Crowell Magazines.
For full particulars write
to:
Chief of Subscription Staff

THE CROWELL PUBLISHING COMPANY
250 Park Avenue, New York, N.¥.

A Real
Xmas Gift!

Colorful Enamel and
fine engine turned de-
signs at your dealers—
up to $6.00. Model C,
$1.50, Model C50, $3.00.
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Bunte Cough Drops
clear the voice and rest
the throat. Made of pure
cane sugar, menthol and
horehound. The menthol
heals—the horchound
soothes.

MENTHOL
HOREHOUND

BUNTE BROTHERS
CHICAGO

GENTS J4 N
Here’s An EASY Way—SELL
NEW Safety Cigarette Holder

This amazing invention completely encloses a cigarette
so aghes or sparks cannot fall. Smokers everywhere buy-
ing it like wild-fire. Every smoker wants one—try him
and gee. Price is only $1, with liberal discounts o live
agents. If you want something

Ashes cannot fall. | really good to sell, if you want an

Sparks cannot fly. easy seller——one which will make

Cigarette tastes you a lot of money, write for full

swaeter. particulars today.

A cooler smoke. John Smith, Milwaukee, s0ld 24 at 31 each

Makes Cigarstte the firat 2 hours and telegraphed, *'Send
king safe. me 50 more quick.’* Ash-| is the only

. Smoking . safety clﬁarem holder, made of bakelite,
‘or the automo- b‘.’,‘;}.t,""]y ﬂ.niiuhodd in assorted ﬁ;::ors.

2} X aale makes a dozen pe 8.
Rotodt oyt 00| Write auick Tor discount and terriiors

TH
668 W. Congress Street, %eplt{ol‘\t-%sl,l)ghlggy l:l‘ﬁrlgxly;

WEBSTER’S NEW
INTERNATIONAL
DICTIONARY

The Merriam - Webster
The “Supreme Authority”

452,000 entries including 408,000 voca-
bulary terms, 32,000 geographical sub-
jects, 12,000 biographical entries. Over
6,000 illustrations and 100 valuable %
tables.

Send for new richly illustrated pamphlet
containing sample pages of the New Inter-
national. FREE if you mention Collier’s.

G. & C. MERRIAM COMPANY
Springtield, Mass.
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Merrily We Roll Along

Continued from page 19

your hands into fists, bring your elbows
forward and around, and pretend you're
going to punch yourself most unmerci-
fully right in the tummy. You needn’t
even hit the spot ever so lightly but
youw’ll find that the movement makes
you pull in the abdomen sharply and
do what Miss Arden calls “tuck in”
behind.

We're all familiar with the mat exer-
cises that form part of every system of
conditioning, but we don’t take them
as often as we should. The one where
we lie on our backs, rise to a sitting
posture, touch our toes and lie down
content after we’ve repeated it ten times.
The one where we paste ourselves flat
to the mat and proceed to roll up and
kick the floor over our heads. The “bi-
cycle exercise,” in which we pedal away
from our stance on the floor, legs raised
and revolving. “The scissors,” which
consists in lying on the side and kick-
ing out as far as we can, legs going
in opposite directions. All these are
good for reducing the roll, the abdomen,
the hips and the buttocks,

Rolling in Luxury

So far, we’ve taken for granted that
you planned to do it all yourself. But
maybe you're one of those limousine
ladies who simply won't. Maybe you
suffer from bridge exhaustion and sim-
ply can’t—at least not so strenuously.
Which brings us to the subject of roll-
ers, Did you know that the Romans and
the ancient Chinese—clever old things—
used rollers? Theirs, of course, were
little hand affairs, and slaves doubtless
supplied the motive power. But today
our high chief slave is electricity, and
how we make him toil in the interests
of beauty! In Miss Arden’s New York
salon she has a huge multiple roller that
can do everything but talk. It works on
whatever part of you needs reduction.
You can stand or sit-——study a part,
read a book or go to sleep while the
ounces and the inches are fading out.
While this is doubtless the queen of
all possible rollers—unless you want to
cross the ocean on the Ile de France
or the Bremen and try theirs—nobody
needs to be told that there are much
simpler and less expensive developments
of the same idea that can be installed
at home. Those of us who have houses
with the kind of basements taken for
granted in the current furnace adver-
tising—places so tidy that we’re shown
coming down in our evening dresses to
display them to our friends—have the
ideal location for a whole gymnasium
full of such appliances.

There’s one that combines the rollers
for Madame with the weight-pulling ap-
paratus and the punching bag for Mon-
sieur; with the weights differently ad-
justed, the young man of the family can
use them while his parents recondition
themselves with the other tricks. Row-
ing machines, electric horses, belts that
can be adjusted to fit any part of the
anatomy and fulfill on it any demand
of fashion—these things have been pro-
duged with scientific skill and at attrac-
tive prices.

If we haven’t room for the more
elaborate space-taking types, there’s a
new little wonder, the bracket of which
can be mounted on the bathroom door.
Attached to the nearest light socket, it
can be timed to give a long slow stroke
or a short quick stroke of the belt, the
former being prescribed for the abdom-
inal muscles and the roll. Any lady
usually given to expensive eating could
save the price of such a reducing part-
ner in a few weeks and would be much

-year’s,

better off for her change in expenditure.

The question is often asked: “How
much is a sensible amount a week for
the average woman to lose in reducing?”

Miss Arden is no extremist. She says,
“A pound and a half or two pounds.”
Diet is something that shouldn’t be
seriously meddled with except on the
advice of a physician. But one day a
week devoted to fasting or fruit-eating
can’t hurt anybody, and it will help
along the good work done in other ways.

I said there were going to be three
rescue parties for our roll-beleaguered
heroine, and so far I've given you two
—Miss Arden’s, and the big contingent
of those who offer home exercisers of
various sorts and prices, The third
party splits up into numberless units,
but the best known name in this division
is that of Patou. Not Patou as dress-
maker, who with Chanel made all the
trouble about waistlines, but Patou in
his more merciful character of corset
maker, to his own mannequins first, and
later to America.

Not all of us will have to wear corsets
with the new clothes, for there are still
young girls who are waistlined by na-
ture and older women who have kept
themselves slim in the middle by diet
or exercise. For most of us, however, a
corset will be necessary, at least in the
preliminary stages. Patou’s own man-
nequins, slender as they considered
themselves, all had to wear corsets. And
for them he caused to be evolved such
a clever bit of molding persuasiveness
that those who see it will hope it’s for
them. But it isn’t a corset for what
is known to the trade as “the heavy
figure.” That, too, can be created, in
almost limitless variety—not a back-
lace old-time affair, even in its sternest
manifestations—merely a girdle cut two
or three inches above the waist and cun-
ningly curved to present the outward
aspect of not being there. That it has
been made, distributed, sold and worn
in such numbers in so short a time is
the greatest possible testimony of the
skill of the American corset maker and
the keenness of the American public
in taking up a new idea.

“I went away for a holiday on the
fifteenth of August,” said the busy
young person responsible for copying
the Patou corset as presented here, “and
there wasn’t a word about waistlines.

“I came back on September fourth—
and our old corset simply didn’t exist!
From the fourth to the tenth, I was
working practically every minute, day
and night. I've never moved so fast
before in my life.”

New Models

When we asked her whether she made
more one-piece models or girdles planned
to be worn with a separate brassiére,
she said that both had their partisans
and it was impossible to give percent-
ages. Patou favors the two-piece ar-
rangement, but the American market
still calls for the unbroken line of the
one-piece, though the new models have
to be full in the bust and molded at
the waist if they aren’t to look like last
The most popular girdles hook,
at least part way; you can’t step into
them and let it go at that, on account
of the curve.

From all of which you see that the
present situation isn’t desperate; it’s
merely exciting. It doesnt call for a
revolver to the temple; merely for the
alarm clock at the bedside to get up
for exercise—and courage to give last
season’s perfectly good corset to the
cook, who probably won't wear it.

PUSH DowN
TOLOCK.

Viking
We=1-D=-E FOR MEN

A man likes the easy comfort of Viking
Expanding and Flexible mesh—the abso-
lute security of its patented end hook.
And when rolling his sleeves and sliding
the Viking up his arm for a hurried wash,
there is no catching of hair—naturally
he becomes a Viking enthusiast.

- —
%‘,

@ [ 3
Viking
SPORT WIDTH, FOR MEN 8 WOMEN

Golf, Tennis, Dancing, Riding—these
active days of sport demand unusual
stamina in a watch bracelet. Viking
flexible, expanding mesh happily com-
bines the smartness of fine jewelry with
unfailing sccurity under all conditions.

Viking
NARROW FOR. WOAMEN

The woven, expanding mesh of the Viking
exhibits a refined simplicity wholly in
keeping with the beautiful watch my
lady chooses to wear with her richer
costumes and dance frocks.

Viking is both flexible and expanding.
Be sure you get the original, patented
Viking stamped with the name. At your
jeweler’'s. Write for catalog sheet.

M. S. Company, Attleboro, Mass.

Viking

Seamless, Flexible Mesh
WAICH BRACELET
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PAT. OFF.

FROM STOUT FIELD BOOTS to soft tweed hat,
your hunting kit is ifferent. Your undersuit should

suit the occasion too. . .

. Coopers supplies the

gentleman’s complete underwardrobe —shirts and
shorts; union suits; knitted rayon dress wear. . . .
Coopers knows how to avoid extremes in adding a
flash of color to a union suit. A style feat! . .. The
easy comfort of Coopers is proverbial. Coopers,
Incorporated, Kenosha, Wisconsin.

UNDERWEAR
HOSIERY

POLO SHIRTS
PAJAMAS

WoRkACE clectri. WoOODWORKER

The same accurate
equipment as used in
Commercial wood-

COMPLETE °89

h EASY
working shopoevery- Incladen phaner,  EASX,
where.  Write today motor, l;uilding
for complete informa- sanding and grind- $9 down
tion. ing attachments. $9 a mo.
J. D. WALLACE & CO. %% oo

11 W. 42nd St., New York 268 Market St., San Francisco

city

in12
weeks by actual
work, not correspondence

LEARN
~nobooks—nolessons, Barn while

e you learn. Aviation, Radio and Auto

Electrical Coursesincluded. Yaou dou tneed ad-
nncnd g%ncntmn or a?aﬂence SEND AT ONCE

NE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept, 99-14
500 gguth Paulina Street cmc'mo’fu.mols

TRUE-TONE

SAXOPHONE

You will be delighted
and astonished at the rap-
id progress yon can makeon
a Buescher because of its con-
_venient key arrangement. In
just a few weeks you can beplay-
ing the latest popular tunes
Asmalldownpay-
ment brings you any
\ BuescherInstrument

pay_b:

vement monthly
ments, We alsg a ow
Sna * Free Trial in

WD h me, Only
the Buescher has snap-
on pads and patented Auntomatic
Octnva Key.

3 Saxophone Book Free
P showing all medelsand prices. Gives
full details on exclusive features. Wnte today. (532)

" BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO.
2944 Buescher Block Eikhart, Ind.

8plendid openings for men snd Wumen in every locality with wonderful
oppurtunity to make big money. Pleasant, ensy, dignified work. No pre-
vious experienice necessary Simply carry ot instructions. No slack ses-
soms.  Chence for big income year ‘round. Devote full time or spare time
If you make less than $150 & month, my propusition will interest you. Costs
nothing to investigate. Write today. zet the facts. and decide for yqurself
thert Mills, Gen. Mgr. Employment Dept,

Al
kssas Monmouth Ave.

Cincmnatl Ohio

No. 3544-B

off until lifted off.

it

e

homes and offices.

The Modern Trend—plus—

The Modern Trend, plus beauty of design and
finish, is reflected in Verdelite Lamps.

*  The effectiveness of Verdelite Lamps from the standpoint

of scientific llghtmg, as well as adaptability and convenience,

is seen particularly in the adjustable and detachable shade. It

No unwiring—

simply slips on and stays put until lifted off.
not even a screw driver is necessary to detach
it, and yet it is fastened securely and will not come

Send for illustrated Booklet C-11 containing full
details and prices of these modern lamps for modern
Ideal as Christmas gifts.

FARIES MANUFACTURING COMPANY
DECATUR, ILLINOIS

unlatch the door. But in this noncha-
lance Eddie Simpson found a subtler
tribute than in any blank amaze. The
man’s manner testified that there was
nothing remarkable in receiving French
orders from him. Even Wesley Flack
accepted the incident as an affair of
course,

“I cert’nly wish,” he confided, “that
I could talk Spanish like you can. It
might—"" he hesitated—*“it might make
a lot of difference.”

“That was French,” said Eddie, his
tone implying that he had chosen at
careless random among alien tongues.
Flack clicked his tongue wistfully. The
cab sped along the curving sea wall.

“I guess,” said Flack presently, an
abashed timidity in his voice, “I guess
you’d laugh if you knew what a kick
'm getting out of this. I feel like some-
body in a book, sort of.”

Eddie Simpson smiled compassionate-
ly in the darkness. It was pathetic to
consider Wesley Flack as an adventurer.
And yet. . ..

“It won’t be much like home, any-
how,” said Flack. “I can see that much
already.”

HIS was true. The streets through
which the cab conveyed them, the
starlighted open country to which they
presently emerged, were indisputably
glamorous with strangeness. It was a
long drive before they came to the pale
loom of the casino against the Cuban
stars, the symbolic fountain where
white-marble nymphs danced on the
rim of a great marble bowl that poured
electric moonlight upward on them.
Under a proud portico servile doormen
waited in purple livery, and crimson
velvet spread a royal carpet over white
marble steps.

“That’ll be five bucks, see?”

The forewarning truculence of the
driver’s tone, his disconcerting fluency
of English, slightly tarnished the glam-
our of marble and red velvet. As
submissively as if he had been in Bin-
chester, Eddie Simpson’s hand moved
toward his pocket, but Flack raised a
forbidding arm.

“This is on me, Ed,” he asserted, pay-
ing. “Everything’s on me.”

Eddie Simpson made only a mum-
bling protest. Flack’s voice, somehow,
implied that the privilege of seeing
life in Eddie’s company was cheaply
purchased at the price of mere ex-
penses, and, regarding Flack in the soft
illumination of the portico, Eddie told
himself that this was just.

A wide, stately chamber received
them. Obsequiously a head-waiter
bowed to Eddie, bending from his hips.
They followed him to a table beside the
central space left clear for dancing, a
table from which a “Reserved” card was
pointedly removed. The head-waiter’s
fingers closed on the bill thrust into
them by Wesley Flack, but it was to-
ward Eddie Simpson that, again, he
bowed from the hip. Flack chuckled.

“T knew I'd get service,” he said, “if
I trailed along with you, Ed. You order,
will you, and say, go as far as you like.
The sky’s the Iimit. Shoot the works.”

Discretion counseled Eddie Simpson
to negotiate in English with the head-
waiter. The head-waiter, somehow, did
not look as if he would be delightedly
astonished if addressed in mail-order
French, Also discreetly, the choice of
wines and victuals was left, with bored
nonchalance, to the head-waiter’s pro-
fessional talent. There was leisure,
now, for survey of the other guests.
This, even to Wesley Flack, proved dis-
appointing.

No Romance

Continued from page 13

“Mostly Americans,” he said, deject-
edly. He lifted an arm in acknowledg-
ment of eager hand-wavings and nod-
dings from a table across the dancing-
space, and his countenance brightened
a little.

“High-hatted me all the way down,”
he told Eddie. “J. B. Dorflinger and the
madam and daughter, from Dubuque.
Act kind of glad to see me now”—he
grinned—“I guess you must look better
to ’em than I did.”

It was, altogether, a disheartening
dinner. No one of the people who arrived
during its deliberate service was more
glamorous than the Dorflingers. Wesley
Flack, gulping champagne, voiced Eddie
Simpson’s feelings.

“Gypped again,” he said. “Nothing
here you couldn’t see any night right in
the Red Mill back home.”

Eddie Simpson’s concurrence was in-
terrupted by the arrival of J. B. Dor-
flinger, who spoke to Wesley Flack with
the heartiness of ancient friendship
and, shaking hands with Wesley’s other
old friend, Ed Simpson of Binchester,
invited both over to his own table.

Eddie Simpson groped for a formula
of evasion, but Flack, on whom the
thawing amiability of Mr. Dorflinger
had worked a visible uplift of spirit,
rose with alacrity, and Eddie was
obliged to follow his example.

As he crossed the dance floor his wits
opened a canny avenue for escape, not
only from the Dorflinger party, but
from Wesley Flack. He provided him-
self, as he approached the table, with a
faint but noticeable limp. Thus, when
Miss Dorflinger, having graciously un-
bent toward Wesley Flack, and still
more graciously smiled upon his friend,
made casual allusion to the excellence
of the music and the roominess of the
floor, the way was clear for Eddie Simp-
son to say, regretfully, that his ankle
still restrained him from the dance, and
for Wesley Flack, eagerly, to proffer in-
vitation which Miss Dorflinger could
not well decline.

Eddie, having risen to let her pass,
remained standing as Flack fox-trotted
her away. He bowed formally to Mr.
and Mrs. Dorflinger and withdrew be-
fore the lady’s protest had found other
than ocular expression.

IT WAS neatly done, and it afforded
Eddie a pleasant consciousness of ex-
treme finesse. For the present he was
rid of Wesley Flack, free to face alone
his first experience, outside of litera-
ture, with the romance and adventure
of roulette.

There was plenty of room at the
tables. He chose a place and slid a
twenty-dollar bill across to the eroupier.

“Dollar checks?”

Eddie nodded. His fingers trembled
a little as they fumbled with the stack
of counters. He would have liked to
play splendidly on single numbers, after
the fashion of the people in the books,
but the canniness which had enabled
him to become, at thirty-four, sole
owner of Ye Togge Shoppe had riddeen
stubbornly with him to Cuba. He put
two chips on the first eighteen, one on
the last dozen, thus sure, except for the
intervening six numbers and the two
zeros, of breaking even or winning a
dollar.

He saw and understood the lift of
the croupier’s eyebrow. Plainly the
man had not expected him to turn out
a piker. He increased his bet, four
chips on the eighteen, three on the
dozen. Luck, thus unboldly wooed,
was gentle with him.

There were fifty chips before him
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this Sunday
Evening
in Collier’s

Radio Hour

December 1st
(Courtesy Enna-Jettick Shoe Co.)

Also Collier’s usual feast
of radio entertainment,
based on the current issue
—a magic hour of drama,
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when some obscure impulse lifted his
glance to the doorway. There, framed
in the arch like a queen’s portrait, Eddie
Simpson saw her.

She was tall and, with no unhappy
hint of thinness, slender. Her long face
had the cool, calm beauty of austere
marble and over this beauty and
through it there emanated from her, like
a subtle radiance, pride—pride that
was static, inherent, the pride of race
and of position and of unchallengeable
authority.

As if in quest of something they did
not hope to find, her eyes moved slowly
over the assemblage; her lips betrayed
a suggestion of patrician discontent.

SOMETHING in Eddie Simpson read
that questing look with the sureness
of speech. To those eyes, as to his own,
the scene was disappointing; there was
no one here, the eyes regretted, but a
crew of commonplace Americans. Im-
pulse sent Eddie Simpson’s fingers to
his waistcoat pocket. Before, in its
calm survey of the room, that seeking
gaze had reached him, hé was prepared
to meet it magnificently through the
monocle.

His heart bumped and fluttered crazi-
ly. There was no possible misunder-
standing of that faint, involuntary
start of pleased surprise, the sudden
widening of dark, recognizing eyes.
Eddie detached his gaze, lowered it to
the table, but he knew more certainly
than by eyesight that she came toward
him, that it was no one else who with-
drew and occupied the empty chair at
the end of the table, just beside him.
He saw the long, narrow hand that
proffered to the croupier a yellow bill.
Holding his breath, as the man de-
manded of her whether she desired dol-
lar or half-dollar checks, he waited,
knowing what it would be like, for her
voice,

“Cinquante.”

The word quivered along Eddie Simp-
son’s spine. He must always have
known that French, spoken by Parisian
aristocracy, would sound precisely thus
—round, resonant, liquid. He regretted,
now, that he had chosen dollar chips. It
was, he saw, a proof and prerogative of
true gentility, to be, if one pleased, a
piker.

Nevertheless it was no longer possi-
ble to play the eighteen and the dozen.
Eddie Simpson made a random guess at
the lady’s age, aware of a shamed sense
of effrontery, almost of baseness. Less,
certainly, than thirty-six, and, no less
certainly, more than thirty. Say, split-
ting the difference, thirty-three.

HE PLAYED the number boldly with
five of his chips. He caught in his
breath again when above his yellow
counters the long, ringless fingers
placed five pale blue ones.
“Twenty,” announced the hard-boiled
voice. “Black, even.” Intimately min-
gled the pale blue counters were swept
in with the yellow ones. Doggedly
Eddie Simpson reaffirmed his faith in
thirty-three, and again the long hand
repeated his gesture.
“And the double-o!” There was to
Eddie’s ear a baseborn gusto in the
chant. He smiled faintly and renewed
his bet. Again the woman followed
him, and again the wheel played false.
Eddie Simpson set his teeth. On this
line, if it took all summer—
It was necessary, presently, to buy
more checks. The lady had already
done so.
“Cinquante,” said Eddie. He achieved
an effect of throatiness that was al-
most an echo of the woman’s utterance.
For a split moment the dark gaze dwelt

Every Sunday Evening

upon him, and he knew, with a throb
of triumph, that there was interest in
it, interest and approval.

Send for An
Arnold Check Writer

at Our Expense

Get an Arnold Check Writer on free
trial for 10 days and see how won-
derful it really is. Our Special Offer
now enables you to secure it with-
out any obligation to purchase. If
it doesn’t sell itself, don’t keep it.
The FREE TRIAL coupon below
will bring it to you by retura mail,
postage prepaid, with details of our
Special Offer in effect for a limited
time. Just mail the coupon. No
obligation.

A Splendid
Christmas Gift!

Anyone who writes checks will prize a
gift of an Arnold Check Writer. It
15 the business-like way of making out
checks. Over 70,000 in use. Just what
every person with a checking account
needs. Mailed to any address in
special Christmas box when ordered
as a Christmas gift. Immediate ship-
ment made.
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lo.s“es?

Nine times out of ten, YOU are the one who stands
the loss if a crook gets hold of your check and raises

it.

Modern business demands modern protection

against clever check raisers. They can easily alter
the amouint of any check that is not protected.

Losses from fraudulently manipulated checks were
estimated at $300,000,000 in 1928. Get modern
protection by using the new model Arnold Check
Writer. The 1929 Arnold will give you 1009,

protection.

law-breaker! - Protect yourself beforehand!

Self-inking. ' Automatic.

ARNOLD
CHECK-WRITER

The world’s lowest-priced check writer. Does work
equal to machines costing $60 or more and yet
costs no more than a good fountain
and shreds the exact. amount in acid-proof ink.

en. Prints

Unconditionally guaran-

teed for five years—but built to last a lifetime.

Getan Arnold Check Writer now and banish forever
all worries over check-raisers! The next check you
sign may make you the easy prey of an unscrupulous

Let us

send you an Arnold Check Writer on FREE TRIAL!

ARNOLD CHECK WRITER
COMPANY, INC.
851 E. Taylor St., Flint, Mich.

Arnold Check Writer Co., Inc.
851 E. Taylor St.
Flint, Michigan

Send me an Arnold Check Writer on Free
Trial, with details of your Special Offer—
nothing to pay unless I decide to keep the

Check Writer after using it for 10 days.

Name.

Address.

(Continued on page 76)
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Dolly Rosebud. To her it won’t be
a season’s toy, but a cuddly, kiss-
able playmate to take for a ride or

a walk ~ and to tea with childfolk
talk —~ then to bed to answer lisp-
ing dreams with an understanding
“Ma-ma.” Because it’s a Horsman
she’ll have it when
she’s too big to play
with it. But she’ll
never be too big
to remember you

bought it.
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CENTURIES OLD IN
ROMANCE..

7

yet the newest
nole
Christinas

Cifts

ORIGINALITY is the rare

quality that makes a
Christmas gift interest-
ing, treasured—that
makes the giver long and
gratefully remembered.
Stormoguide is that un-
commonly delightful gift
—a modern, handsomely
designed weather fore-
caster (simplified barom-
eter), by Taylor. Different
—with a charm that's
compelling, with an air of
romance, reminiscent of
clipper ships, of treasure-
trove, of voyages of dis-
covery in every clime in
gallant days long turned
to dust.

Stormoguide is animate, interesting, consulted every day by its
owners. Will tomorrow be right for golf or sailing or tennis? Will
it be favorable for busincss or touring or shipping? It will fore-

tell with accuracy if tomorrow's skies will be kind
ensemble. Stormoguide becomes the oracle and

whole family—and a trusted one, because Taylor instruments are

world famed for accuracy.

An individual gift not likely to be duplicated! Taylor Stormo-
guide (Standing Pattern) has a handsome clock-like case of pol-
1shed bakelite, walnut finished. It has 414 * gold-toned dial, good
grade aneroid movement and is adjustable for uses in altitudes

from O to 2,500 feet. Price, each....$15. Taylor

Junior, same as above, without stand and with white dial suita-

ble for wall use. Price, each. ...$10.

These are teal ornaments of daily use and rememb

dealer cannot supply you, we invite you to use the coupon below.

Taylor [nstrument Companies

ROCHESTER, N. Y., U. S. A.

CANADIAN PLANT, TYCOS BUILDING, TORONTQ
MANUFACTURING DISTRIBUTORS IN GREAT BRITAIN

SHORT & MASON, LTD., LONDON

Offi

Enclosed is §.... .. ...
stand you guarantee safe delivery.

for which please send me 1 Taylor Stormoguide No. .. . ... ..

ly to the new
friend of the

A sturdy, reliable little weather forecaster.
Walnut finished, bakelite case and white dial,

Price....$10

Jaylor Standing Pattern

Stormoguide
Stormoguide No. 2259

rance. If your

Handsome easel stand and gold-toned dial.

Price....$15

- Taylor ‘
nogqilae

Nt NN Sl e e e e e e S M S N e e e e e e
Taylor Instrument Companies
121 Ames Sr., Rochester, N. Y.

Vibraphones Red Head Noi /
A new and scientific discovery stimulates the
hearing processes by utilizing sound waves
through small silver devices that fit the ears per-
fectly The vibrators are built inside the sound l
chambers, The instruments are so small thatyour
friends will seldom know you are wearing them.
Comfortable, easily put in the ears or removed.
No wires. Nobatteries, No head bands. Nothing
like them, This new and scientific trivmph pro-
ducesmarvelous results. Head noisesare reduced.
And hearing gradually improves. Don’t be handi-
capped or embarrassed another day by deafness.
Write for complete details,
VIBRAPHONE CO., Inc., Station 385

MONEY FaR Y4

AT HGME

OU can earn good money in spare time at

home making display cards. No selling or
canvassing. We instruct you, furnish com-
plete outht and supply you with work.
Write today for free booklet. X
The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited
270 Dominion Blde., Toronto, Ont.
“HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT™

PATENT ® and Record of Invention Blank.

Send model or sketch and description of your invention
for our Inspection and Advice Free. Terms Reasonable.

Write for Free Guide Book.

Central National Bank Building, St. Louis, Mo.

Victor J. Evans & Co., 631 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

(Continued from page 75)

“One good ‘thing about fifty-cent
checks,” said the croupier cheerfully,
“they cert’nly last longer.”

Grinning he pushed two neat cylin-
ders across the cloth. Barely in time
Eddie Simpson arrested a plebeian re-
tort. He stared, instead, with cold,
monocled incomprehension and resumed
his dogged play on thirty-three.

For himself, he almost enjoyed los-
ing. Luck, he felt, had done quite enough
for Eddie Simpson, as matters stood.
The money didn’t matter. It was a
trivial price to pay for the privilege of
demonstrating, with each spin of the
ball, that he played purely for the fun
of the thing, that losing amused him.

T FIRST the woman beside him

seemed to share this attitude. The
occasional sidelong glance he ventured
to turn toward her showed him only the
faint smile of mild amusement. Her
white shawl had been pushed back, and
ivory shoulders shrugged carelessly at
each loss. But presently Eddie Simpson
became aware of a difference, The smile
had vanished; there was an unmistak-
able tension in the movements of the
long hand that reached out to put five
blue counters on number thirty-three.
From the tail of his eye, as she opened
the thin, black silk bag to produce an-
other bill, Eddie Simpson saw clearly
that it was her last one.

His nerves went tight and his throat
narrowed.

He noticed that her hands were sig-
nificantly ringless, and there came into
his mind a memory of the book he had
been reading in his recent bed of pain:
the scene in which the exiled Countess
Olga pledged her last jewels for a final,
splendid main against the loaded dice
of destiny.

He had ten or twelve chips left be-
fore him. On sudden impulse he pushed
them all out to the number. His lowered
glance could see the long fingers hesi-
tate an instant with their last stack,
and then, splendidly, place the whole
cylinder above his.

The marble rolled smoothly around
the wooden bowl; ‘the wheel clicked
soberly. Eddie Simpson fumbled in
his pocket with fingers that trembled.
He had put a twenty-dollar bill there,
the last time he bought checks, and he
brought it forth, crumpled in the palm
of his hand. His elbow, as if by aceci-
dental awkwardness, brushed the black
bag to the floor. He stooped swiftly to
retrieve it. Under cover of the table
he unlatched the clasp, erowded the note
into it.

He lifted his head to meet the direct
gaze of the dark, wide eyes, and knew
instantly that they had seen. There
was in them a sudden glow, a brightness,
Eddie Simpson thought, of unhoped-for,
last-moment reprieve. His heart swelled
under it. And then, swiftly, he saw
the look change, cool, harden, saw the
gladness yield to suspicion and affronted
pride.

He heard the ball click against the
stops. Panic woke in him. He did not
think; he acted, purely on subconscious
impulse, as the Grand Duke Vladimir
had acted, under identical urgency, in
the book. .

Like the Grand Duke, Eddie Simpson

| straightened, placed the black bag on

the green cloth, bowed profoundly,
bending at the hip.

“Madame,” his whisper entreated,
“permettez!”

He wheeled, departed, before she
could answer. Behind him, as he
reached the doorway, he heard the crou-
pier’s indifferent chant.

“And the single-o repeats.”

“Well, T can see you’ve been having
good luck, all right!

Wesley Flack, still in the company of

the Dorflingers, greeted him gayly. The

word boomed in Eddie Simpson’s ears.
Luck! He felt a sudden pity for Flack,
thinking of luck as something that in-
spired a man to put a few cheap coun-
ters on a winning number!

“Not so bad,” he admitted.

“Come on back and show us how,”
said Flack., “We were just coming in
to look for you.”

Eddie Simpson’s nerves jerked. Talk
about luck! If he had stayed in there
five minutes longer, till Wesley Flack
and the Dorflingers found him—!

“I've had all I want for one night,”

he said. “Head aches a bit. Thought
I'd go back and turn in. No need for
you to come, though, Wes. See- you

later.”

Presently, as the taxicab bore him
through the taunting beauty of a soft,
balmy night, he understood. He had
been right to run away. They must
never meet again.

Into his anguished spirit came a clear
memory of that last look of hers, the
reluctant dawning in that dark, high
gaze of a quality in which, as he turned
away, Eddie Simpson had seen himself
mirrored, for an instant, as the gallant,
knightly gentleman adventurer of his
wistful fancies.

If he lost her now, he would always
have that to remember. If he lost her
when she had found him out—he could
almost see the faint lift of the definite
brows, the widening of the eyes, the
amused, disdaining pity of the smile.

No. Infinitely better to lose her now,
with that perfect parting to remember.

If only she had fallen short of abso-
lute perfection! If only there had been
a single, mitigating flaw on which to
build dreams, idle dreams, of course, but
not comically absurd, dreams in which
she might be waiting in one of those
new stucco houses out in Binchester
Heights Manor Park Gardens Estates,
for Eddie Simpson to come home!

He seemed to see the grotesque vision
through her eyes. He groaned into his
pillow.

HE door of the shared bathroom
opened quietly and Wesley Flack’s

head thrust itself in upon Eddie’s
misery.
“Awake, Ed? How’s the old bean?”
“All right.” Eddie was curt.

“Irene thought it was proba’ly just a
kind of hang-over from being seasick,”
said Flack. His tone quickened. “Say,
we got a date to drive out in the morn-
ing and give Morro Castle the once-
over. Irene said to be sure and bring
you along.”

“Irene?” said Eddie. “Irene who?”

“Miss Dorflinger.” Flack’s voice was
slightly self-conscious. “Funny thing
that I ever got the notion that Irene
was high-hat. If there’s one thing I
hate it’s a stuck-up dame.” His tone
changed., “Say, did you notice a woman
in a white shawl, when you were buck-
ing the wheel in there, E4? Talk about
high-hat! Wow!”

Eddie Simpson held his breath. He
would never see her again, but even
through the profane agency of a Wesley
Flack it was permitted him to hear of
her.

“What about her?” he said. “I guess
I know whom you mean. Tall and dark
and—"

“And snooty. That’s the one.”

Eddie Simpson’s hands clenched be-
low the sheet.

“Froze me stiff,” said Flack, “just
because I spoke to her. Looked right
through me, you know, like I was a dirty
windshield, and stood up and wrapped
that white shawl around her and cashed
in her chips, as if Irene and I weren’t
fit to sit beside her.”

Eddie Simpson managed to keep his
voice steady.

“How’d you happen to speak to her,
Wes?”? :

A



Y

+

“I didn’t see why not. I was with
Irene, so anybody could see I wasn’t try-
ing to be fresh, and the way the luck
was running for her anybody might
have said something about it. Honest,
Ed, she had the wheel eating right off
her hand. Playing thirty-three on the
nose, for the limit, and it came up for
her three times hand-running! Came
five or six times more in twenty spins.
Say, when she cashed in she had a roll
of hundreds that'd choke a cow!”

Eddie Simpson lifted his arm so that
it hid his face. His spirit glowed in
him. She would never see him again,
never know who he was, but he had
saved her!

“Well, see you in the morning,” said
Flack. “Irene’ll expect us around ten,
and—"

Eddie Simpson’s mind moved fast.
She would be looking for him, now; her
kind of woman would see it as a point
of honor to seek him out, to repay that
loan, perhaps to insist on sharing with
him the luck it had brought her.

She’d be sure to find him. She’d know
that he’d be staying at one of two or
three hotels. Wherever he went he
would run the risk of meeting her.
There was no safety for him in Havana.

“I’m sorry, Wes. Forgot to tell you.
Had a cable from the office. Got to start
home in the morning. Take the ferry
to Key West and go up by train.”

Flack was generous with sympathy
and regret, but Eddie detected a note,
too, of relief. He understood it. Wesley
Flack wasn’t altogether sorry that when
he and his Irene went out, tomorrow
morning, to see Morro Castle, Eddie
Simpson wouldn’t be going with them.

Collie r'S for December 7, 1929

STABILITY

As the door closed, Eddie gave him-
self over utterly to misery.

He thought of Ye Togge Shoppe, of
Binchester, with a sudden bitter sense
of homesickness. Whatever might be
said against Binchester one thing was
certain. A man was safe, there, abso-
lutely safe, from this heart-breaking
skin game called romance!

“X7OU’LL like him,” asserted Mrs. Sam
Slazenger. “He’s a prince!”

It was an unhappy choice of*word.
Madame Fleurette’s lips tightened and,
as she turned from locking the door of
the smart little dress-shop, her shoul-
der drooped. Mrs. Slazenger, already
squeezed behind the wheel of her Foura-
dora sedanette, exhaled a sigh of audi-
ble impatience:

“Now, Florence, for Heaven’s sake!
What’s the use of looking like a movie
queen? If you’re never going to quit
mooning about your Russian grand
duke, it’s a pity you didn’t let him pick
you up, instead of beating it right home
as if—"

“You don’t understand,” said Madame
Fleurette, softly. “It was the only thing
to do. If I'd seen him again I'd have
had to let him see what an absurd mis-
take he was making. I had to beat it or
—or he’d have found out. I don’t want
any more—romance. It—it hurts!”

For a few moments Elsie Slazenger
was sympathetically silent. Then, re-
assuringly, she said:

“Well, cheer up, then, you won’t get
hurt tonight, anyway. There’s nothing
romantic about playing five hundred
with me and Sam and Eddie Simpson!
Not a chance, Florence—not a chance!”

Bigger Guns or Better Homes?

Continued from page 11

civilization? For, whether these arma-
ments are used in war or not, they are
a menace to civilization.

It was bold leadership when Ramsay
MacDonald, the British Premier, left his
country and came to America, to talk over
the question of equality of sea power. We
must be making progress. When we take
into consideration the past, its policies,
the position which Great Britain has en-
tertained with reference to sea power,
it is no less than epochal, the coming of
Mr. MacDonald. There was evidence of
sincerity upon every hand. The reac-
tion in both countries was assuring. So
given are the diplomatic world and lead-
ers still to think of everything in the
terms of war, the first inference was
that an alliance had been made. I ven-
ture to believe that time will disclose
not only that there was no intimation
of an alliance but the things done and
the policy discussed make alliances, or
are calculated to make alliances, un-
necessary.

The Test of the New Faith

In the joint statement issued by the
President and the Premier we find these
words: “Upon the assumption that war
between us is banished and that con-
flicts between our military and naval
forces cannot take place,” and so forth;
and further: “that distrust and sus-
picion, arising from doubts and fears
which may have been justified before
the pact, must now cease to influence na-
tional policy.” The great question now
is: Can we carry this message, not in
words but in deeds, to the people? Have
we the courage and the foresight, the
devotion to the cause of peace, to trans-
late these words into the armaments
policy and thus reduce our fighting
navies, our war system, to accord with
ibe new faith?

If we are proceeding upon the as-
sumption that war is banished and with
the feeling that distrust and suspicion
and fears are no longer to control, how
is it possible to justify the maintenance
of navies, the largest the world has
ever seen, which are made and main-
tained, not for peace but for war? If
we cannot bring our acts into harmony
with our professions, the Peace Pact
henceforth will be treated with con-
tempt by rulers and leaders and utterly
distrusted by the people. Peace pacts
between nations, with a world armed to
the teeth, will mean little to anyone. It
would be a fearful thing should the
people come utterly to lose faith and if
the rulers and leaders should come in
their hearts to disbelieve in the worth
of treaties.

The Peace Pact would never have be-
come a reality had it not been for the
powerful and persistent support of pub-
lic opinion, not only in this country, but
throughout the world. And it will
never be of any practical effect, never
result in the reduction of the world’s
armaments, unless the same powerful
and persistent influence continues to
exert itself. If there is any cause in
the world dependent for its success
upon an aroused and sustained public
opinion, it is the cause of the reduction
of armaments. The leaders have gone
out before their peoples like the saints
of old and announced to an overbur-
dened, overtaxed, overmortgaged, anx-
ious, maimed, but hopeful following,
the coming of a new day and the dawn
of a new faith, The test of that faith
is the relief of the peoples of the respec-
tive nations from the burden which
they are now carrying. It would be no
less than a world-wide disaster that dis-
appointment should be the portion of
those who have patiently waited for re-

lief.
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ddministration Building of the International
Correspondence Schools, Scranton, Penna.

Main Instruction Building of the International
Correspondence Schools, Scranton, Penng.

International Correspondence Schools Limited.
International Buildings, London, England.

MOoDERN BUSINESS is becoming vitally
interested in guiding the education of
its employees. One evidence of this fact
is the care with which business and in-
dustrial leaders today are investigating
correspondence schools and other educa-
tional agencies before they recommend
them to their men. They are following
a wise course. It is important that the
employer should be fully acquainted not
only with the scope and quality of the in-
struction offered by a school, but with its
physical equipment and financial stand-
ing—its ability to meet its obligations.

The International Correspondence
Schools—the . C.S., as it is familiarly
known—is the largest educational in-
stitution that has ever existed. It touches
the lives of more individuals, in all
parts of the world, than any other
school. The millions who have bene-
fited by its instruction are found in
practically every city, village and ham-
let on the face of the earth.

To carry on this immense educational
service an organization has been built
up representing an invested capital of
more than $10,000,000.

The buildings of the International
Correspondence Schools in Scranton oc-
cupy two city blocks. Its force of

INTERNATIONAL
Founded 1891, Scranton, Pa.

executives, principals, instructors, clerks
and other home office employees num-
bers sixteen hundred. There are more
than eight hundred field representatives
in the United States alone. Including
employees of affiliated companies in for-
eign lands, the total personnel of the
I. C. S. is nearly three thousand.

There is nothing unwieldy about this
huge organization. It operates with
machine-like smoothness. And though
it has given instruction to more than
3,700,000 people, the individual stu-
dent and his progress are never lost
sight of. The young man who enrolls
for a course with the I.C.S. receives
far more than the written terms of his
scholarship. He has the full benefit of
the institution’s size and resources, and
with it warm encouragement and per-
sonal interest. He is treated as a friend
as well as a student,

Hundreds of business organizations,
including some of the largest companies
in the country, have arranged with the
International Correspondence Schools
to supply training to their employees.
‘They have chosen the I. C. S. not only
for the thoroughness and breadth of
its courses, but for its financial strength.
They know it as a reliable institution.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Member, National Home Study Council

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, Box 4065-B, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, ‘“The Business of Building Men,”
and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management - Cost Accounting
Industrial Management Bookkeeping
Personnel Management Salesmanship
Traffic Management Secretarial Work
Accounting and Spanish

C. P. A. Coaching French

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Electrical Engineer Gas Engine Operating
Electric Lighting Civil Engineer
Mechanical Engineer Coal Mining
Mechanieal Draftaman Surveying and Mapping
Machine Shop Practice (] Plumbing and Heating

01 Railroad Positions [ Steam Engineering

Advertising Civil Service
English Rallway Mail Clerk
Rusiness Correspondence Grade School Subjects
Show Card and Sign [] High School Subjects
Lettering 1hustrating

[J Stenography and Typing Cartooning

[ Radio DArchitect Chemistry

O Architects’ Blueprints Pharmacy

Contractor and Builder {1 Automobile Work
Architectural Draftsman [ Aviation Engines
[ Concrete Builder [ Agriculture and Poultry
O Structural Engineer [J Mathematics

Name Street Address

City. State.

Occupation

If you reside in Canada, gend this coupon to the International Corr d Schools C di Ltd., Montreal
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" Brighten that Corner

MTOTHING that has happened in a long

time has pleased Washington more
than the showing up of Senator Hiram
Bingham of Connecticut. The senator smug-
gled a lobbyist in the guise of his secretary
into the executive sessions where the tariff
bill was being made. Even the lowest
Tammany politician would hardly stoop to
that.

The manufacturers’ lobbyists have always
been in the confidence of members of the
House and Senate when tariff bills were
being constructed but generally they have
hung about anterooms or frequented the
offices of the senators or representatives
who represented the commodities in which
they were interested. It remained for the
immaculate senator from Connecticut to
sneak one of them into the committee-room
itself, pretending that he was an employee
of the Senate.

Even the gorge of Senator Smoot, hard-
ened as he is to the greed that is exhibited
at tariff lawmaking, rose when he learned
of the deceit practiced upon himself and the
rest of the committee by the holier-than-
thou Mr. Bingham.

The Senate committee which investigated
Mr. Bingham’s relations with the lobby was
a rough one. It was picked by Senator
Norris, chairman of the Senate Judiciary
Committee, and it was not chosen to gloze
over the little scandals of Capitol Hill. It
had on it such savage investigators as Walsh
of Montana, and Caraway, Borah with his
rigid ideas of the ethics of public life, and
Blaine, who is a furious insurgent. Even
Robinson of Indiana, who was chosen as the
sole representative of the regular Republi-

cans, turned out to be full of insinuations
of wickedness.

And there was not one of those men who
did not derive a certain satisfaction from
the exposure of Mr. Bingham. Every one
of them had been patronized by the senator
from Connecticut, who always talks to his
colleagues on the floor as if not much could
be expected of a lot of men who, unfortu-
nately, had not enjoyed his advantages of
birth, breeding, education and travel.

For years Mr. Bingham has smiled con-
descendingly upon the Senate. He has
talked to it as if his word was the last
word upon every subject. He has read
Spanish to it to show that he has a com-
mand of languages that it has not.

Surprised and Hurt

What happened was that the Senate
turned on him in the person of the lobby
investigating committee. Most of the sena-
tors who were not members of this com-
mittee regretted that they did not have a
chance to shoot a question at the senator
from Connecticut that would penetrate his
crust. The press gallery chortled. There
has been no such popular showing-up in a
generation.

The gad part of it all is that even yet
the impeccable senator is puzzled to know
what he did which has brought upon him
the almost unanimous condemnation of the
country. He is so sure of his own superior-
ity that he cannot see anything wrong in
temporarily making a lobbyist for the manu-

facturers of his state, clerk of the Committee .

on Insular Affairs of which he is chairman,

so as to give him an official status at tariff
committee meetings. The salary of the
clerk was paid over to the former employee
who was removed to give place temporarily
to the lobbyist.

With all his superior education Mr. Bing-
ham can’t see why the finger of scorn should
be pointed at him. If a senator is to serve
the maufacturing interests why not do a
thorough job of it?

If he had been a roughneck politician,
frankly cynical, it would not have been so
astounding. But he is not. He is an in-
tellectual, a former professor in a great uni-
versity, a friend of Theodore Roosevelt, a
very superior person all around and one who
is determined that everyone shall realize his
superiority.

But the indignation of the Senate is not
more significant than the country-wide con-
demnation of Senator Bingham’s tactics.
The national temper is changing and no
longer will we tolerate offenses winked at
a short time ago. We have left behind us
the era of the Falls, Sinclairs, Daughertys
and the Forbeses who flourished in the years
when we seemed a little bit tired of idealism
and high effort. Senator Bingham is a
throw-back to the naive old days of closed
doors, hotel rooms, whispers back of the
hand; when the pill was mixed and the
public swallowed hard.

Open dealing is today’s method and such
men as Owen D. Young, General Dawes,
Dwight W. Morrow, Thomas W. Lamont are
its practitioners. We need men like them
in the Senate and in public office everywhere
—men who still believe that public office is
a public trust and that secrecy is unhealthy.
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