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HOT SpniNCS 
NATIONAt, PARK 
Arkansas 

I'OH^ll Enjoy I^*CRE§T, 

the G O L F , the B A T H S , 

and SuivsHiNE at The 

A R t I ] ¥ O T O ] ¥ 
H O T E I. 

D o w n in th i s p ine-c lad vacation 
wonderland of heal ing waters, rest
fu l c l i m a t e , s o c i a l c a l e n d a r a n d 
who le some outdoor fun. 

And, you'll l ike T H E ARLINGTON. 
T h e r e ' s a c h a r m i n i t s f r i e n d l y 
sp ir i t—contentment and relaxation 
wi th in i ts hospitable wal ls . Indeed , 
mere registry is l ike a guest card 
at a g o o d c l u b — a p a s s p o r t t o 
d e l i c i o u s f o o d , w e l l b e i n g a n d 
interest ing contacts. 

llejuvenate 
Real ize the untold benefits of these 
wonderful baths. Admi t t ed ly su
preme of all natural curatives. H o t 
Springs'famous waters 
effect marked rel ief 
from rheumatic ,nerv
ous and circulatory dis
orders. W i d e l y popular 
too , for recondit ion
ing run down systems. 
Waters convenient ly 
available to our guests 
inThe Arl ington Baths 
wi thin the hotel , oper
ated under the supervision of the U. 
S. Govt, w h i c h owns the hot springs. 

Golf at ItH Best 
Golf o n t w o splendid courses— 
bridle paths for a canter—tennis 
—motoring, and hunt ing comprise 
the call of the Open, amid balmy 
air and scenic beauty. A n s w e r the 
lure of th i s restful spot b y writ ing 
for our attractive bookle t and rates. 

W. E. CHESTER, Prmuhnt & G,:n'l Mgr. 
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Backed to the Limit 
By THE GENTLEMAN 
AT THE KEYHOLE 

IT HAS always seemed to me that 
Senator Shipstead lacked just one 
element that is necessary to make 

him a real figure in the Senate, and 
that is a judicious admixture of ego
tism. He is too modest and his modesty 
leads him to excessive caution. 

Perhaps his reelection to the Senate 
from Minnesota last November by the 
astonishing majority of about 320,000 
will set him up, give him confidence, so 
that he will burgeon forth in his next 
six years in Washington, so that he will 
be one of the near-great men of the 
Capitol. It ought to. He is one of 
the great in one respect at least. He 
has his state behind him as no one 
else in the Senate has. He has done 
what no one else has ever done,. got 
himself reelected running independently 
and by a bigger majority in proportion 
to population than anyone else in the 
Senate has ever received even though 
aided by the machinery of a party. 

He is a coming man. All he has to 
do is come. And that depends on him
self. 

It is a tremendous thing to have a 
state behind one as Mr. Shipstead has 
his state behind him. It sets a sena
tor free. Nine tenths of the timidity 
of Washington is the fear of some 
picayune minority which may endanger 
reelection. Senators shrink from doing 
this or saying that from fear of losing 
a few hundred votes. 

Well, Mr. Shipstead ought never be 
vote-shy again. The bolder and more 
striking his career in Washington, pro
vided it is always dominated by the 
good sense he has invariably shown, 
the greater will be the pride the Scan
dinavians in Minnesota will take in his 
career and the larger his majorities will 
bo. 

He Has the Looks 

There is not a senator in Washing
ton who would not give all he had to 
stand in Mr. Shipstead's shoes, to have 
it proved to him that on his own record 
and personality he could carry his state 
by a majority equivalent to more than 
one million in any one of the big states. 

Mr. Shipstead has something to start 
out with. In the first place he has 
looks. He is a big handsome man on 
whom greatness would sit lightly. And 
that is half the battle. He is not the 
kind of man who is passed unnoticed. 
Then, too, in spite of his modesty and 
caution, he is at ease in the world. 
He is not awkward and self-conscious. 
His personality is pleasing. He has had 
a remarkable social success in Wash

ington, for a senator who is not taken 
up as a Republican or as a Democrat, 
and especially for one of foreign ori
gin. 

He has a charming wife who is popu
lar in the Capitol. He speaks, it is 
true, with a slight foreign accent, but 
his voice is pleasant, with some of the 
quality and tone of the voices of that 
race of orators, the Irish. An orator 
might be made of that presence and 
voice. 

Why the Complex? 

What Is it then that accounts for his 
being among that large group of sena
tors who suffer, in their public capacity, 
from an inferiority complex? First, per
haps, during the years that he has been 
in Washington, there has been a feeling 
that he was more or less of a political 
accident. He was elected in one of 
those Western revolts against the Re
publican party as a Farmer-Laborite. 
There was nothing assured about his 
political status. Well, the last election 
has proved that he stood on more solid 
ground than any party could have given 
him. 

Second, perhaps, the fact that he is 
of foreign origin. No member of the 
more recent races in this country ever 
quite gets over the feeling that he is 
not wholly accepted on the same foot
ing as descendants of the older Ameri
can stock. Senator Knute Nelson, a 
distinguished predecessor of Mr. Ship
stead and a power in his day, once when 
he was having difficulties with Presi
dent Roosevelt remarked bitterly, "He 
thinks I'm nothing but a damned 
Swede." 

Well, Mr. Ship.stead's origin is of 
great advantage to him. Part of his 
hold on his state is due to the fact 
that he is of the same race as the most 
numerous element in Minnesota's popu
lation. And those fellow Scandinavians 
of his out in the Northwest are just 
hungering to see him have a distin
guished career. 

Then, too, there is the lack of legal 
training. Senator Shipstead was a 
dentist. No one takes his place in Con
gress with quite the sureness that a 
lawyer does. The attorney has had 
practice in courtrooms. His wits are 
trained for the rough and tumble of 
debate. He has quickness and agility. 
He has learned to play a more or less 
public part. But that, after all, is not 
much more than confidence born of 
experience. And against all this the 
Minnesota senator has that 320,000 
majority. 
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,U'r of every ten authoi's listed 

staiulard reference book. 
nine Rot tlieir start as newspaper 
writers—only one succeeded with
out newspaper training. Those are 
facts of interest to everyone who 
would know the logical approach 

- to a writing career. 

WRITING—a source of income 
tha t many people neglect 

MANY people who should be writing never try 
it because they just can't picture themselves 

making "big money." They liear so many stories 
about "millionaire" authors that they become awe
struck, and entirely overlook tlie fact that $25, 350, 
3100, or more can be conveniently and frequently 
earned for materia! that takes little time to write—• 
and which, at the same time, prepares them for 
more substantial writing achievement. 

Arthur S. Pettit, 368iJ4̂  So. Burlington Ave., Los 
Angeles, Cab, is but one of many men and women 
trained by the Newspaper Institute of America to 

make their gift for writing pay 
prompt dividends. He writes: 

"You may be interested to know 
that since enrolling with the N. I. 
A. I have written several articles 
for health puhlications that have 
been accepted and printed. I am 
now engaged in the preparation ot 
some articles on cliurch music ajid 
on business. Again I want to 
assure you that 1 am well satisfied 
that I decided to learn to write by 
yoiij- copy-desk metliod." 

Another of our student-
members who tried is Wain-
right Dawson, 60 Squanto 
Road, Quincy, Mass. 

" T v e landed a job on a news
paper—Quincy News, Quincy. 
Mass. 

" I f I crash through in goovl 
shape in this job, the credit be
longs to the N. I. A." 

If you would learn to write 
START WRITING 

Almost every monlli you hear of some new author 
of whom it is said: ' 'He used to be a newspaper 
man." ^ Training in journalism has come to be a 
passport to literary opportunity. 

The Newspaper Institute of America brought out 
its course in writing, based on journalistic principles, 
to make this remarkable training available to per
sons wiio would otiierwise have no opportunity to 
learn the newspaper way. I t teaches writing by 
starting and keeping you writing—continuously lor 
as much as ten months. 

Here, tlierefore, you iiave a course of home study 
prepared and taught by active New York newspaper 
editors, wiiich gives you real writing experience of 
the kind gained by metropolitan newspaper workers, 
to add to your natural ability. 

Newspaper men teach you 
Newspaper Institute training i.'; based on the New 

York Copy-Desk Method. It starts and keeps you 
writing In your own liome, on your own time. Your 
work is watched, edited and guided just as if you 
were working for a big metropolitan daily. Ex
perienced New York newspaper men edit your copy 
and write you friendly, constructive criticisms to 
help you "make the grade." 

You get practice~-real work^ not just theory. 
7"he course costs less tiian a month's living expenses 
at most colleges—so linle, In fact, that anyone wiio 
is at all eligible can be ;.ure iic can afl'ord it. 

Test yourself in advance 
To make sure that no earnest aspirant risks a 

waste of time or money, we iiave prepared a unique 
Writing Aptitude Test. This tells whctiier you 
possess the fundamental quaHiIes necessary to suc
cessful writing—acute observation, dramatic In
stinct, creative imagination, etc. You'll enjoy 
taking this test. The coupon will bring it to you 
wiihout obligation. Sign and mall it now. News
paper Institute of America, 1776 Broadway, New 
York. 

Newspaper Institute of America 
1776 Broadway, New York 

Send me your free fj'riting Aptitude Test and further 
information on writing for protic. as promised in 
Collier's, January izth. 

Mr. 
Mrs 
Mis 

Address 

(All correspondence coniideiuial. 
call onyou . ) 

No salesmen will | 
21A3C9 I 
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"THE 
EAST 

MEETS 
ycL 

EACE T € 
FACE" 

rYOTO—city o f the an
cient Mikados. Or the 

crowding sampans of the 
Yangtse. Tune in Collier's 
Radio Hour—and the East 
stands before you face to 
face. Or West, North or 
S o u t h — w h e r e v e r the pro
gram happens to take you. 

Collier's Radio Hour pic
tures the world because it 
is made from the current 
issue of Collier's. Dramatic 
presentations of the fiction 
of the most famous l iving 
authors. Humor , Polit ics , 
Sports — world t o p i c s as 
t imely in interest as Col
lier's itself. P lus an accom
paniment of colorful music . 
E v e r y w e e k b r i n g s y o u 
s o m e f a m o u s p e r s o n as 
guest speaker. 

Tune in next Sunday eve
n ing to any of the stations 
listed below. 

Collier's 
I^ADic H O U R 

EVERY SUNDAY EVENING 

8:15 Eastern Time 
7:15 Cenlral Time 

Broadcast through stations 

WJZ WBZA WBZ 
WBAL WHAM KDKA 
WLW WJR KYW 
KWK KSTP KOA 

WREN 
AtMOciated with the 

National Broadcasting 
Company 

leaned against it wearily. "I done et 
so many fish, gal," he declared bitterly, 
"dat I'm fixin' to sprout fins and gills." 

"Well, how come you keep on ketchin' 
'em, ef'n yo' don't like 'em?" Lillian 
wanted to know. 

"Can't help it." Albert explained. 
"Selma, she put a gree gree on de worms 
and dat make de fish bite." 

"Don't go fishin'," suggested Lillian. 
"And set around de house all day 

lookin' at dem gree-greein' cross eyes?" 
countered Albert. 

T ILLIAN giggled. "Set around some-
•^ body else's house," she offered, "and 
look at my ole eyes some. My eyes ain't 
crossed up." 

Albert grinned, sidled through the 
picket gate and sat on the edge of the 
porch. It was such a simple solution to 
his double-barreled grief! No more 
fish eating and no more looking at the 
google-eyed Selma! It was too simple 
a solution, in fact. He had a slight 
misgiving that something would turn up 
unexpectedly and show it was no solu
tion at all. 

"I and her sort er married," he ex
plained. "And us ain't had no fuss or 
nothin'." 

Lillian regarded the obstacle as a 
slight one. Of course it would be neces
sary for Albert and Selma to have some 
kind of fuss before they could formally 
separate, and a formal separation would 
be necessary— 

"Go pick a fuss wid her," she told him. 
"Un-unh—not me," Albert said. "She 

got me gree-greed jest like she got dem 
worms. I ain't gonter mess wid no 
woman which got a gree gree on me." 

"Humph!" snorted Lillian. "She ain't 
got no gree gree on you. She jest got 
you skeered. Dat's all." 

"Yeah?" Albert was not convinced in 
the least. 

"Ef'n she's a gree gree gal," Lillian 
continued, "she'd gree-greed me, befo' 
now. Cause she sho' been hatin' me a 
long time." 

"Well," urged Albert, "you go pick a 
fuss wid her for me." 

Lillian was a woman of action. "I'm 
gonter do dat ve'y thing," she declared. 
"Right now, too. You jest watch me." 
She got up and .strutted off toward Sel-
ma's cabin. In less than three minutes 
she came back. 

"pUT she wasn't strutting. Instead, 
-'-' she was running so fast that she did 
not have time to turn into her own front 
gate. At her heels, swinging a long 
butcher knife closer and closer to Lil
lian's bulging bustle, was Selma. 

Lillian was silent. She was concen
trating all her physical and mental en
ergy into the one main effort of her 
life—staying ahead of Selma's vicious 
swings. 

"He don't love me, don't he?" Selma 
screamed as she swung the knife peril
ously close to Lillian. "You gonter take 
him f'm me, is you?"—Swish! The tip 
of the blade barely touched Lillian's 
calico dress. 

Round the yard they flew, Lillian 
lumbering awkwardly, panting heavily 
and staying out of reach only because 
her legs were longer than Selma's. Lit
tle Selma, her skirt held high in one 
hand to give her legs free play, short
ened the distance between them with 
each energetic, businesslike little hop. 

On the second round Lillian circled out 
and took her front gate on the curve; 
Selma turned too sharply behind her 
and ricocheted from the post. 

Albert sat on the porch and watched 
with slightly more than passive interest 
as Lillian sailed into the house. "You 

The Gree Gree Girl 
Continued from page 38 

sho' did pick a fuss, gal," he commented, 
as she sped past. 

By that time Selma had righted her
self on her feet, and again was after 
Lillian. But Lillian was in her house 
with the door slammed and barred. 

"What's de matter, Selma?" Albert 
asked. "She done you somethin'?" 

Selma stopped, panted for a minute, 
and then grinned. "Not nothin' to me. 
Great Big Ole Thing," she declared. 
"I seed her comin' and I knowed she was 
comin' for trouble. So I got de butcher 
knife." 

"You knowed she was comin' for trou
ble?" Albert repeated. "Selma, tell me 
somethin'. Did dat cross-eyed gree gree 
tell you dat?" 

"I don't know," Selma declared, hon
estly. "Hit might er been my ole cross 
eyes and hit might er been 'cause I 
knowed she was tryin' to steal you away 
f'm me." 

It was the gree gree, one way or the 
other, Albert figured. 

"No mind what hit was," continued 
Selma, edging fondly toward her hus
band, "quick as she up and said my big 
ole man didn't love me, well, I jest tuck 
out after her." 

"Un-hunh," admitted Albert. "You 
sho' did." 

"And I was lucky I didn't ketch her," 
went on Selma. "Cause ef'n I had a 
caught her, I'd a been put in jail for 
what I'd a done to her. And den who'd 
cook all dem fish for mv ole Fish-Eatin' 
Man?" 

There it was again. The gree gree 
had kept her out of jail. Albert could 
see that. But what did she want to bring 
up the unpleasant idea of fish again 
for? The very mention of it almost 
gagged him, and he simply knew that, 
gree .gree cross eyes or not, he couldn't 
stand to swallow another bite. 

"Baby," he said, "I don't b'lieve I'm 

goin' fishin' no mo'. I'm gittin' tired er 
fish." 

"Me too," agreed Selma solemnly. 
And then she had an idea. "Hit's a 
heap mo' fun havin' you 'round de house, 
den out yonder fishin' all de day," she 
grinned. "Me and you! Jest sittin' 
'round de house!" 

The cruelty of a gree gree! He picked 
up his fishing pole and started up the 
path with the babbling, happy Selma. 
Chicken feathers couldn't break a gree 
gree, but they might guide him to some 
lesser foi-m of torment. He stuck his 
fingers into his shirt front and rubbed 
the feathers prayerfully. 

"Me and you. Big Ole Husband," bab
bled Selma. "Jest settin' round—" 

TDUT the feathers were functioning for 
•*-̂  Albert, just like they had functioned 
when they helped him get a job and com
missary credit when there was no work 
to be done. They were giving him an 
idea that would eliminate fish from his 
diet and at the same time relieve him 
of the necessity of sitting around the 
house all day looking at those crossed-
up eyes of his wife. 

"Baby," he said, "I sho' would like to 
set 'round de house wid you. But dey 
tell me de Boss Man got some extra 
work fence fixin' dat he want done. And 
hit ain't no use in me pleasurin' myse'f 
settin' 'round lookin' at you when I kin 
be out makin' a little extra money befo' 
cotton pickin' starts." 

Selma gripped his arm fondly. "Now, 
listen at dat big scound'el!'' she ex
claimed. "Dat fat-mouf Lillian say you 
was lazy, too, and hyar you is fixin' to 
go to work when you don't have to! I 
knowed she was lyin' on you, darlin'. 
And ef'n I is got a gree gree in my ole 
crossed-up eyes, well, I'm gonter set 
down and gree gree her and ev'ybody 
which is even her friend!" 

Nameographs 
We pay $5 each for acceptable Nameographs. Send 

yours to Nameograph Editor, Collier's, 250 Park Avenue, 
New York. 

For $1.35 you can get from your bookseller or Reilly & 
Lee, Chicago, a fascinating book of hitherto unpublished 
Nameographs and suggestions for Nameograph parties. 

"Whale," hi/ Foster T. 
Kelly, SOS Herntiem Bldg., 

Louisville, Ky. 

"Dinosaur," by 
Fred R. Lundy, 
Se9 Laidley St., 
San Francisco, - . ^ ^an t ran 

A 
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"PMP," by W. 
A. Mink, 1,100 
N. Leamington 
Ave., Chicago, 

III. 

"Cricket," by Audna 
Dfsse. 3001, Live Oak, 

Dallas, Tex. 

"Caafles in Spain," 
b !/ Margaret 
Cover, 760 Belmont 
North, Seattle, 

Wash. 

"War," by Sherman G 
Coates, 1935 Chestnut St. 

rhiladelphia. Pa. 

"Foil," by 
Frank Espi-
noza, S16 N. 
Saratoga St., 
Loa Avgeles, 

Calif. 

"Rabbit," by Ferd Beck, 
317 N. Belmont St., Glen-

dale, Calif. 
"Dog," by J. Pollari, 1007 7th 

St. N., Fargo, N. D. 
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