ot v, J

NEW YORK

MALLORY
In Your Hat

Means . ...

That it is made by one
of the great hat manu-
facturing organizations
of the world. That it con-
tains only fine materials

and workmanship. That
it reflects the authenti-
cated shapes and colors
decreed to be the vogue
in centres of fashion,
wealth and culture.
8650 1. $10-50

Also The “Mallory Fifteen”

MALLORY
HATS

“Cravenette”

THE MALLORY HAT COMPANY
392 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

Hear “The Mallory Hatters”
Thursday Evenings 10 To 10.30,
Eastern Standard Time,

On These Radio Stations:

Rochester—-WHAM
Pittsburgh— KDKA

New York—WJZ
Springfield —WBZ

Baltimore— WBAL

St. Louis— KWK Cincinnati—WLW
Boston——WBZA Detroit—WJR
Kausas City—WREN

Chicago—KYW

Colliers ror Mareh 2, 1929

(Continued from page 41)
with her by now that he could have for-
¢iven her much more than an inability
to care for his national sport.

Though he no longer paid Joyce the
assiduous devotion of his first meeting.
Jeanne Mazell was not the only one who
saw through his transparent devices
and realized that Billy Valdemagara
was, as they phrased it, “sunk at
last.”

“It was a good ship, Billy,” Jeanne
said to him on the way home to Biar-
ritz after the bull-fight, “but it couldn’t
float forever.”

“I don’t understand you,” said the
Marquis stiffly.

“Qh, yes, you do, my child,” said the
piquant blonde. “You know exactly what
I mean. The good craft Valdemagara
has been scuttled by an American cor-
sair—""

“Jeanne,” said Billy, “you are my
friend, and I adore you. But you will
not speak of this again?”

Jeanne looked at him.
blue eyes were misty.

“Billy, my friend!”

She put her hand in his, and he lifted
it to his lips.

“Does she know?” asked Jeanne, ig-
noring his wish that the subject be not
reopened. Jeanne Mazell knew men.

“I—I fear that she does,” said Billy.

“You fear that she does,” Jeanne
smiled.

“I mean that,” said Billy.

“But why? My poor dear infant,
don’t you know that no woman can be
offended that a man loves her? She
may not wish him to speak—although
she will forgive a weakness that makes
him tell her—but she wishes to know.”

“I-——I'm not sure that Mrs, Tracy
would like to,” said Billy.

“0Oh,” groaned Jeanne, “but you wre
besotted! Joyce Tracy—well, she’s the
nicest girl I’ve met in years, but no
nicer than I, Billy.”

“No nicer than you, my Jeanne,”
agreed the Marquis.

“Nor more virtuous,” said Jeanne,

“Nor more virtuous,” said the Mar-
quis.

“Yet even I,” chuckled Jeanne, “while
I find it deplorable that a man should
care for me, devoted as I am to my
husband, still, realizing how tremendous
was their temptation, I have even man-
aged to forgive those who sereamed
about their love for me. Yes, Billy,
Joyce will forgive you if she knows.
Still, T wouldn’t tell her.”

“Heaven forbid, I'm fond of Larry,”
said the Marquis.

“Most men are, at first, of their loved
one’s husband,” said Jeanne. “But—it
would be a shame—she adores Larry,
you know, and your friendship—"

“You think she does?” Valdemagara
eved her eagerly.

“Think so? I know so,” said Jeanne.

“I—1I wondered,” said Billy.

Her gentle

’

EANNE’S lips grew prim. “Then

cease wondering, my angel, for I as-
sure you it is so.”

“She has perhaps mentioned her pas-
sion for Larry,” suggested the Mar-
quis.

“Naturally not,” retorted Jeanne.
“She’s a bride. Larry is a most at-
tractive man—"

“But their acquaintance was so brief
before their marriage—"

“You’ve known her less than a week
and fallen head over heels in love with
her,” she reminded him,

“Men do that with women,” he ob-
served. “But-—do women—with men?”

“Often enough. Look here, Billy, you
aren’t dreaming of—"

“I’'m dreaming of nothing—but of
Joyce,” he confessed.

“I wouldn’t care for you if you did
an un-nice thing, my dear Marquis,”
said Jeanne.

Inveoluntavily Valdemagara grinned.
This petite little woman, hardly more
than a child, reproving, ... Then he
saw how right she was., .

“1I won’t, my Jeanne,” he promised.

They had passed the border and were
in the neighborhood of Bidart, where
villas bloomed on every hillside. Plenty
of people could have looked into the
motor and witnessed what happened and
gossip would have spread all over Biar-
ritz.

FOR Jeanne Mazell leaned swiftly to-
ward Billy and kissed him on the
lips.
“There, you poor dear,” she said.

He locked at her. ‘“Jeanne, you
blessed lamb—"

“I'N tell Jimmy in my letter tonight
that I kissed you,” she laughed.

“And L,” he said, “will tell my Gad
that you are the sweetest girl—oh,
Jeanne, why must this happen to me?
I—Jeanne, I would not boast, but after
all, I am Valdemagara. There are girls,
lovely, beautiful, well-born—who could
cave for me. Fifty generations, Jeanne
—1I want sons to inherit what it has
pleased God to transmit to me, and
Jeanne—I shall never have them.
Jeanne, I shall love no one but Joyce,
and—oh, my God!”

Appalled, Jeanne stared at him.
formed a quick intention.
other she’d get the Tracys out of
France. It might be most advisable.

(To be continued next week)
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Mr. Thruppy Assaults the Mole

Continued from page 7

clothing both Iris and Daffodil in sev-
eral coats of gray paint, and, while he
did this, numberless other workmen in-
stalled strange machines and instru-
ments in queer and inconvenient places.

Throughout these months Mr. Thrup-
py found that he derived his most cer-
tain moments of happiness from the
propinquity of the young officer who
had enlisted him. This young officer
came often to superintend the work of
conditioning the Daffodil, and when he
was about Mr. Thruppy was tireless in
his efforts to waylay him. An opportu-
nity to greet him, Mr. Thruppy discov-
ered, insured him a pleasant day, and
to have that officer stop in his ap-
pointed duties for a word of praise or
salutation immeasurably increased the
pride and satisfaction which Mr.
Thruppy derived from the uniform he
wore and the service he had entered.
Mr. Thruppy’s officer was, in the
opinion of Mr. Thruppy, a bloke what
a man could follow. Mr. Thruppy’s of-
ficer was a young feller a man could
take pride in.

IN THE fullness of time it was Mr.
Thruppy’s privilege to learn the mys-
tic ritual of machine-gun drill. Also he
was instructed in the use of rifle, gre-
nade and small arms. But it irked him
that he was barred from those selected
companies which played with awful
mechanisms in strange places; nor was
he permitted to enter the holy mysteries
which surrounded the construction of
a flimsy but seemingly important pier
which was erected in the harbor.

This pier reached out a great dis-
tance from the shore, and was painted
to resemble solid masonry; but all men
nursed the secret that it was in truth
a hollow sham, a thing of ill-set piles
and planking. About it much activity
was centered into which the presence of
Myr. Thruppy was not invited until a day
when the saloons and deck-ways of the
Daffodil were thronged with men, their
machinery and gear and equipment
neatly stowed, and Mr. Thruppy found
himself standing by the stern hawsers
while the ferryboat steamed forth to
dress rehearsal.

It was preceded out of harbor by a
dignified but obsolete cruiser, and was

accompanied by its sister ferry, the.

Iris. After an hour’s stately progress
the cruiser turned and steamed slowly
in from the outer harbor until it sidled
up against the extreme end of the im-
provised pier. The Daffodil, for her part,
swung in to the starboard and, bow on,
pressed the cruiser firmly home against
the flimsy structure. Obedient to in-
structions, Mr. Thruppy threw his scal-
ing ladders up against the cruiser’s side
and the men swarmed up from the Daf-
fodil, bearing guns, grenades and in-
struments of war over the cruiser’s
decks.

As far as Mr. Thruppy was concerned,
it seemed to all work beautifully, like
a bloomin’ picnic; but the whole show
was run off again and again, until some
obscure person higher up was satisfied.

Another dress rehearsal took them
forth into a waste of twinkling water.
The elderly cruiser towed them this
time, the ferryboats following her like
two dogs held in leash, and Mr. Thruppy
was appointed to a place in the stern
of the cruiser to stand by the Daffodil’s
tow line.

Strange things occurred that day.
The cruiser Vindictive and her tow
came, as it were, to a rendezvous. A
flock of airplanes droned forth to fly
above them. Three other obsolete cruis-
ers slipped up from the southwest and

veered toward them. A couple of sub-
marines glided into the picture amid
a great procession of buzzing, darting
smaller craft of the coast patrols. The
whole sea seemed alive with the light
forces of the navy. It was like a re-
gatta, a bloomin’ ’oliday, and Mr.
Thruppy, looking upon it, became
vaguely conscious that he was in on
something very pertickler. He was then
called upon to cast off the two lines and
they all went home.

The third rehearsal saw the whole
lovely procession mobilized again. But
this time they did not return. They
waited, and while they waited the sun
sank low and lower. Then about him
as he stood beside his hawsers Mr.
Thruppy heard a buzz of excitement
among the men who thronged the deck.

“Goin’ through with it,” was the word,
and Mr. Thruppy felt an unreasonable
thrill ripple and quiver through him.
“Goin’ through with it!” With what?
He looked upon the craft which thronged
about them. Something .. . it sounded
like a whisper within him, . . . Some-
thing . . . glorious.

With the Vindictive in the van, the
whole fleet moved orderly into the east.
To the starboard, destroyers steamed on
the wings of the column; behind the
Vindictive, the other cruisers followed.
The submarines, with a little picket
boat between them, moved sullenly in
the swell, and the mosquito fleet was
legion as it erowded the waterways be-
tween. And in the midst of them all
the two ferryboats, incongruous inter-
lopers in the company of these fighting
craft, followed the motherly leader.

The night dropped, comfortably, its
cool coverlet upon them, and Mr. Thrup-
py felt the need for fellowship. He
turned to a sailor who was first in a
long line which started from his star-
board side. The man wore leggings, a
tin helmet, and other things. He was
a living arsenal., He was bound about
with cartridge belts and hung with hand
orenades.

“Were do we go to, matey?” Mr.
Thruppy inquired.

“Well, seein’ as you can’t go out an’
tell the neighbors,” conceded his friend,
“I"l1 tell yer. There’s a coast town
along ’ere that the 'Uns are usin’ as a
base for their perishin’ U-boats. They
bring ’em dahn out of a canal, see?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Thruppy.

“ ELL, we're goin’ to stop up that

there canal so that not no blighted
shrimp could get aht, after we've done,
let alone a submarine.”

“An’ wot ’as ferryboats got to do with
that?”

“There’s a mole.” said the sailor.

“A mole?” eried Mr. Thruppy in justi-
fied amazement. “Not wot you've got
on your chin?”

“There ain’t no mole on my chin!” ex-
claimed the sailor indignantly.

“I mean in a manner of speaking,”
explained Mr. Thruppy hurriedly.

“No, it ain’t that kind of a mole. It’s
a pier, like, or breakwater, that’s built
out in a ’arf a circle, like that pier we
practiced on. It’s near a ’undred feet
wide, an’ it’s covered with guns, an’
machine-gun nests an’ ammunition
stoves. That’s what we’re up to. We
ain’t got nothing more to do than to tyke
that bleedin’ mole an’ clear it of the
enemy, sec?”

“’0w’ll that stop up the canal?”

“It won’t. But it’ll let the block ships
in. Them cruisers be’ind us is filled to
the scuppers with wet cement, an’
they're to be blowed up an’ sunk in the

(Continued on page 44)
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mahth o’ the stinkin’ canal, s’welp me.”

“Gaw!” murmured Mr. Thruppy
again. “Blowed up! With all them
men on bawd?”

“Them men,” explained the sailor,
“will be took off by motor boats w’ich
will also carry torpedoes.” He paused,
to peer backward over the dark water.

“Them submarines, now,” he said.
“They don’t ’old nothink but ixplo-
sives.”

“They blow up too?” Mr. Thruppy
gasped. The sailor nodded.

“There’s a runway that joins the mole
to the blinkin’ land,” he explained. “An’
wot’s to prevent them sendin’ men in
their thousands out to ’old us?”

Mr. Thruppy couldn’t answer that
one.

“Well, these ’ere subs, they run in
under the runway, an’ they blow their-
selves to bloody ’ell, an’ likewise they
blow up the runway, d’yer see?”

IN AN awesome picture of cataclysmic
death and destruction, Mr. Thruppy
saw.

“It’s black sooercide!” he declared.

“Right,” said the sailor warmly.

At that moment a distant gun boomed
forth, and another followed it—and still
another.

“The monitors,” breathed Mr. Thrup-
py’s friend, and a movement rippled
down the lines which thronged the deck,
as the men stood to their arms and
equipment.

The invisible guns boomed and rum-
bled in the distance and a little moaning
sound came out of the night above them.
Mr. Thruppy felt a singular, electric
warning in the air, a sense of unseen
but inescapable danger.

They were sailing serenely to their
death. . . . As Mr. Thruppy realized
this, the world vanished as the Vindic-
tive slid into a thick and impenetrable
fog.

Yet it was not a fog.
inside of your nose and throat.
blinded. It strangled. Gas?

“Gaw!” The blood of Mr. Thruppy
turned to water in his veins. Die? Not
this way! Not like a dog. ... But there
was no escape . . ., none!

“This bleedin’ smoke screen,” whis-
pered a voice in his ear, “ain’t no ruddy
perfume.”

Mr. Thruppy crestfallen. Mr. Thruppy
vaguely ashamed of himself while the
sweat stood out on his forehead and a
sickly feeling stirred in his middle. . . .

“An’ now,” whispered the invisible
man at his side. “We take it.”

Through the fog a brilliant white
light gleamed, and even as the Vindic-
tive emerged from the screen the light
flickered and went out.

My, Thruppy, peering through the
night, saw the dim form of a great,
solid wall loom up before the ship. He
stared at it fascinated, so that he did
not see the long finger of light that went
groping over the water until it reached
out and touched the Vindictive. For
an instant he was blinded by the glare;
then he was immediately deafened.

It stung the
It

ROM the wall in front of them the

clap of doom burst forth, accompanied
by the rattle of many little dooms. And
almost simultaneously the deck leaped
beneath Mr. Thruppy’s feet and the air
smote his ear drums with an intolerable
din as the Vindictive answered the gun-
fire with all she had and took the full
force of it in her nose. Horrified, Mr,
Thruppy saw a blaze of fire leap from
the foredeck and, he could have sworn,
the forms of men flung like dolls into
the air. A ghastly hail was playing in
the air. Sharp fragments snapped and
whined about him.

‘White rockets soared up from the
shore, hanging a brilliant light in the
air, and from the waist of the Vindiec-

tive pale illumination arose with moans
to linger over the raging wall which
they approached. Then they were be-
side it, under a sky which blazed with
many colored lights, and Mr. Thruppy
found his feet slipping in blood.

With suicidal madness his shipmates
filed forward to a companionway which
led to the hail-swept exposure of the
upper decks. But Mr. Thruppy knew
better. He would hug that wall. Until
the ship sank, he would live.

Like a cowed animal he crouched there
in the stern, and watched the lunatics
who filed up the companionway to the
field of death. Above him he saw them
filing onto the mole, hugging their rifles
and machine guns, stumbling, falling—
and joking. ... The whole posture of
Mr. Thruppy’s body was in that moment
a grimace of soul-dissolving fear, and he
was uttering sounds which the roar of
exploding guns and bursting shells
mercifully hushed.

It was, then, phenomenal that the
voice of Mr. Thruppy should have be-
come abruptly audible above the fury; it
was extraordinary that Mr. Thruppy
should have straightened up and become
suddenly erect. The sound which one
single officer heard was not, regretta-
bly, printable; but the officer who heard
it didn’t care. It was the young officer
who had enlisted Mr. Thruppy—Mr.
Thruppy’s officer—and he was at the
moment ascending the companionway
which led to the brows from which the
Vindictive was unloading her storming
party.

Mr. Thruppy, seeing him, straightened
up and shrieked his objection to this
suicide. As he straightened up a frag-
ment of flying steel nudged him sharply
under the arm. He stiffened as he felt
the impact of the blow, and slowly, con-
sumed with fear, he inserted his hand
under his blouse to feel his mortal
wound. It was a mere scratch, and Mr.
Thruppy stood grinning shamefully as
he felt it. Looking upward, he caught
the eye of his young officer, who smiled
grimly down upon him, and at the same
time his hand felt something more than
the underclothing beneath his blouse.
The combination was too much. Mr,
Thruppy plunged forward and thrust
his way into the line of ascending
men.

What mattered it that Mr. Thruppy
had no rifle, grenade or machine gun
in his hand? He had seen his officer
going forth to the battle, and he had
felt close to his heart the soft fabric
of Clara May’s bright scarf.

“Do something!” she had cried. “Do
something!” she had commanded. This,
it had occurred to Mr. Thruppy, was his

opportunity to do something, and that
realization overcame his fear.

The storming party was scattered
down the mole in little groups. In the
light of the star shells Mr. Thruppy
advanced behind a group of men who
were rushing toward a blank wall at the
mole’s end. The men kept dropping as
they ran, until there were only a hand-
ful left. These turned back and ran
toward him. Mr., Thruppy turned as
well and he turned in time to see a
column of flames arise down the mole.

It was as though, in the anteroom of
hell, the deor was opened. Mr, Thruppy
fell upon his face, expecting death, and
the song of the bullets was blithe above
him. Then an officer was shouting so
near him that he could hear the man’s
voice above the din.

“They’ve blown up the wiaduct!”
shouted the officer. “At ’em, lads!
They can’t reach us from the shore!”

In Mr. Thruppy’s mind flamed the pic-
ture of a young officer who stood and
chatted with his men on the deck of a
submarine. . . . And then that sheet of
flame. . . . That clap of doom. . . .

Someone was bending over him.

“Here’s a machine gun!” cried a clear
young voice. “Take it!”

The voice which had spoken to him
in the engine-room of the Daffodil!
The voice to which he had replied with
a challenge to death! His officer’s
voice! Myr. Thruppy struggled to his
feet, hugging his gun.

“Right, sir!” he shouted.
right!”?

“It’s Thruppy!” cried the youth, and
Mr. Thruppy lived again in the warm
glow which that recognition brought
him.

“I'm all

MADLY he lurched and limped at his

officer’s side. He was part of a hu-
man wall which swept up the mole in
the face of the guns they would silence.
Again the men were falling. Again the
line was thinning.

“Now!” snapped Mr. Thruppy’s offi-
cer.

Frantically, but with the deftness of
long practice, Mr. Thruppy set up his
Lewis gun. They were in a position to
see black figures which swarmed behind
a barricade of wire, and Mr. Thruppy
felt a wave of calmness flow through
him as he turned the fire of his gun up-
on those figures.

“Oh, damn!” ejaculated Mr, Thrup-
py’s officer, who crouched at his side.

Mr. Thruppy glanced at him, ¢ nd was
surprised to see that the grim intensity
of the young man’s face had given way
to a gentle, regretful smile. And then,
as Mr. Thruppy’s officer slowly col-
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lapsed at his feet, Mr. Thruppy read the
meaning of that smile.

They had got him! . . . The filthy
lice had killed him. . . . His officer. . . .
.| His friend. . . . The swine! . . . They

had killed him! Incontinently Mr.
Thruppy was lurching at a dog trot up
the mole. Without his Lewis gun. With-
out rifle or grenade. Bare-headed he
was loping toward that machine-gun
nest, and shrieking a queer war song as
he ran. ... He became the nucleus of
a little group which followed him. A

B | 1anky officer, his face a mask of blood,
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trotting beside him, an automatic held
against his hip. And the group in-
creased.

SOMEONE was shouting from the rear.
Shrieking and shouting that they
stood in the way of their own fire. The
guns! The machine guns
couldn’t play! But Mr. Thruppy was up
to them now. He was fighting barbed
wire. He was serambling through it,
his clothes torn from him, his compan-
ions hanging quivering in the wire. Half
naked the lanky officer still held his
place beside him. And then, magically,
they were there! Hand to hand! Close
quarters! Strange faces were snarling
at them, black figures were pressing
backward, screaming in a strange lan-
guage. And Mr, Thruppy’s fist went
here and there. Like a machine he
wielded that deadly fist, from a crouch
he swung it upward with rhythmic reg-
ularity, and they scrambled to avoid it,
bunching and pressing together, so that
the bayonet work was slaughter,

A siren was blowing.

“Back!” roared the lanky officer.
“Back! Get back! It’s the recall!”

Mr. Thruppy stared dumbly into the
blood-smeared face.

“The recall!” repeated the officer.
And Mr, Thruppy was conscious of the
fact that, amid a pile of bodies, he and
a little group of Royal Marines stood
unopposed. Grinning they turned back,
and reached the scaling ladders to the
parapet with their little group much
depleted. ‘

They serambled up—but not with Mr,
Thruppy. Mr. Thruppy they had left
behind; for Mr. Thruppy had stopped in
his retreat to lurch from one to another
of the limp forms which strewed the
mole. While the chattering guns and
the singing bullets kept him company,
he sought here and there the thing
which he still might save. Under the
white glare of the rockets, he was the
only living object in that field of death
—-and the siren shrieked above him in
vain, calling him back, calling him
away. Mr. Thruppy ignored it.

The siren ceased and the grappling
anchors were frantically cut away. The
Daffodil, her mission done, steamed
away from her post to seaward, and
the Vindictive started to move in the
scend of the sea. It was then that above
the parapet a symbolic figure arose. A
man who rocked and swayed as he tot-
tered toward the ship. Upon his shoul-
der was a burden, and blood covered his
naked torso like a shawl.

From the Vindictive men and officers
plunged forth to bring in this officer
and man, and Mr. Thruppy, it seems,
became a burden, too, as he reached the
Vindictive’s deck.

But Mr. Thruppy’s faintness did not
last, for as the Vindictive roared away
from the mole, her fires Ieaping through
her riddled funnels, her guns answer-
ing valiantly the blast of shell which
followed her, one officer was brought
into the crowded, reeking sick bay, and
a wounded, half-naked sailor man with
a limp bent over him, seeking his
wounds, eagerly assuring all the world
that this officer still lived, would live,
must live. , , . In this he was quite cor-
rect, and Mr. Thruppy came back to
port with the record of having officiated

with a complete success as deck hand,
fighting man, machine gunner, prize
fighter, stretcher bearer and hospital
orderly. It was also said of him that he
made a very satisfactory patient.

By the time Mr. Thruppy was dis-
missed from the hospital the storming of
Zeebrugge Mole and the blocking of the
channel had become the news sensation
of the year. By the time Mr. Thruppy
returned to Liverpool it had become his-
tory. Mr. Thruppy, indeed, as he limped
up the stairs of Clara May’s home in
Merton Street, carried in his pocket an
evening paper which bore the last and
most authentic record of the gallantry
whereby that memorable success had
been achieved.

It was Clara May who let him in,
and it was she who stared at him with
a peculiar mixture of solicitude, fear
and poignant regret in her eyes.

“'Brb!” she cried, in a little scream
of apprehension.

The sound of it brought in from the
kitchen her father and Stoker Pentecost.
The appearance of Stoker Pentecost at
that moment was in itself an indication
of the time which had elapsed during
Mr. Thruppy’s absence,

“’FEre,” boomed Stoker Pentecost.
“Wot’s goin’ on ’ere!” He spoke very
possessively.

“ Erb,” remonstrated Mr. Robinson,
“I must say as ow I'm surprised. That
you should come back to my ’ouse! That
you should ’ave the witherin’ cheek to
come back ’ere!”

“Why not?” demanded ’Erb, staring
at Stoker Pentecost meaningly. “I
don’t see any better man than wot I am.”

“I should think that once ’aving gone
into ’iding,” said Mr. Robinson, “you’d
of stayed there. It’s a penitentiary
crime to waylay members of ’Is Maj-
esty’s forces an’ slug ’em with brass
knuckles an’ such.”

At this Mr. Thruppy looked long and
lovingly upon Stoker Pentecost.

“So that’s your little tale,” he scoffed.
“Well, T didn’t use no brass knuckles,
Mr. Robinson; I used my fist. An’ I
‘aven’t been in ’idin’, neither.”

“Then w’ere ’'ave you been?” de-
manded Mr. Robinson.

“I’ve been to Zeebrugge,” said Mr.
Thruppy.

Silence fell with the emphasis of an
exclamation point. Stoker Pentecost
broke it.

“That’s a likely story!” he roared.
“You a deck ’and on a ferryboat!”

“If yer don't believe it,” grinned
Mr. Thruppy, “look at this.”

HE JERKED from his pocket the eve-

ning paper, and flinging it open be-
fore them revealed to their startled gaze
the headline:

ZEEBRUGGE VALOR AWARDS
MADE PuBLIC

And there, proudly under the letter
T stood the name of Dkhnd. Herbert
Thruppy, R. N. V. R, awarded Conspic-
uous Gallantry Medal.

It was only natural that Clara May
should draw close to Mr. Thruppy’s
shoulder the better to read his name
upon the list. And it was only natural
that Mr. Thruppy, to hold the paper
open, should pass one arm about her
shoulders. Thus, when Mr. Robinson
somewhat rudely snatched the paper
from his grasp so that he and Stoker
Duncan Pentecost might have it to
themselves, it was natural that Clara
May should be left imprisoned in Mr.
Thruppy’s arms.

“Oh, ’Erb! *Erb!” she sobbed quietly.
“Oh, ’Erk, ’Erb, ’Erb. . . .”

“'Ere!” roared Mr. Pentecost. “’QOo
do you think you’re pawin’ abaht, eh?”’

He lunged forward but Mr. Robinson
stood firmly in his way.

“Dunc’,” said Mr. Robinson ominous-
ly, “I'm surprised at you.”
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you can stop this diudgery!

Don’t let your family undergo “pump-and-
carry” drudgery-—when it can be stopped by
an investment of only $70. Don’t ask them
to go without the convenience and comforts
of Running Water under pressure when it
takes so little to install a Fairbanks-Morse
Home Water System.

The attractive blue-lacquered enclosure of
the unit shown below contains pump, electric
motor, tank and automatic control—ready
without further cost to deliver running water
—and can be obtained for a sum far less than
most families spend for less necessary com-
forts. Just use the coupon to secure full in-
formation or descriptive literature.

Only $7O

Cash 1. 0. b. factory tor
210 gal. per hour size.
Complete with motor
for 60 cycle or direct
current. Also available
in 420 gal. per hour slze
at $100.

$20 Down

The F-M Finauce Plan
brings this water sys-
tem to your home for
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1y payments.

FAIRBANKS-MORSE
Home Water Systems

Yairbanks, Morse & Co., Dept. R-3

900 8. Wabash Ave., Chlcago
Send your FREE Home Water Serv-
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Ylectric Water System.

Name
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Art Studias, Inc., Dept. C.C., 2926 Broadway, Chbicago.
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Just a Good Customer

of the theater, and I make my shows,
for the most part, to please myself. If
they get over with me, they’re reason-
ably sure to get over with audiences.
Sometimes I have to battle with my staff
to get my stuff in.

Never Argue

“You might say that no musical can
get over unless it has at least one great
tune—and then someone mentions Kid
Boots. You might say that no musical
can get over unless it has comedy—
and then some lad bobs up and points
to Rio Rita. And you might say that a
musical comedy must have real beauty
of sets and costumes—and then it'll be
just your luck to have someone say,
‘How about Irene, mister?’

“Of course, in a ‘book show’ a good
yarn is important.

“I never argue during a rehearsal. If
I think a thing is good, it goes in, and
if someone else thinks something is good
and I think it’s rotten, I say, ‘All right,
put it in and we’ll see.” Then later it
either stays in because it is good or it
goes out.

“The funny thing is that often the
men who write the book and lyrics or
who compose the musie for a show don’t
know when they’ve got something good.
I remember when Ruby was casting
about for a key number for The Five-
O’Clock Girl. He came over to my apart-
ment one afternoon all upset because
he couldn’t seem to hit one. He played
over some of the stuff he had, and
among them was the Thinking of You
number. e didn’t think it was so hot,
but when he’d played it over 1 said to
him, ‘There’s your key number: what
are you kicking about? And sure
enough it turned out that way.

“Unlike a lot of producers, I always
attend my own openings. I don’t sit
out front, but I'm backstage or else
standing in the rear of the house. But
I don’t always stay for the final cur-
tain—-I wait for a spot where we’ve been
counting on a big laugh, and if it doesn’'t
come I duck out and wait for the boys
to bring me the bad news.”

A lot of producers will tell you what
a wonderful training school the chorus
is, and they’ll point to a number of
stars who have been graduated from it.
But Goodman is skeptical.

Once He Took a Flyer

“On my ninety-ninth birthday,  he
said, “I hope to produce a show in which
the chorus girls are beautiful and intel-
ligent and gifted. But for the present
I guess we'll have to worry along, drap-
ing the back of the ensemble with the
beautiful dumb-bells and putting the
unbeautiful but more talented steppers
in the front.

“Every once in a while I say to my-
self, ‘Phil, you ought to get out and
learn about your chorus and its possi-
bilities. You ought to have a chorus
quiz and find out what each girl’s as-
pirations are, whether she has any hid-
den talent, whether she is star mate-
rial.’” But I’ve never gotten around
to it, and I don’t suppose I ever will.
I don’t know where the Mary Eatons
come from. They just seem to me to
have always been finished products.”

Goodman can well afford to trade only
in finished products. When he wants a
player he’ll go out and get him by kid-
ding, cajoling, flattery—and by offer-
ing a fatter salary than any other man-
ager.

One interesting thing about seat sales
that will probably be news to most thea-

Continued from page 18

tergoers is the fact that the balecony and
gallery sale has the most to do with the
success or failure of a production.

“Unless a show does a brisk business
upstairs, it can’t last,” Goodman said.
“If the upstairs business is good, the
business on the floor will grow, but it
doesn’t work the othei way round. The
people who sit in the balconies see just
as many shows as the people who sit
in the orchestras, but there’s this differ-
ence between them: if your low-priced
seats are sold out, you can sell a patron
an orchestra seat at a higher price. But
you can’t sell floor customers on the
idea of sitting aloft.”

Despite the fact that his business is
a large one, Goodman clings to the
small, sparsely furnished office which he
engaged in a remodeled Fifth Avenue
dwelling when he started in show busi-
ness. You have to enter an art gal-
lery and take a small elevator to reach
it, and when yvou get there you’ll find
only a great antique table and a few
chairs. On the walls hang some antique
vestments and some rare French prints.

Goodman’s chief interest outside of
the theater is philology. He has as large
a,collection of dictionaries as anyone in
the world. And some day, he says, he’s
going to write a book on the subject—
but he probably never will. Also he
likes good food carefully selected and
skillfully prepared and served.

Once he took a flyer in the publishing
business for a short time. He didn't
make much money, but he had an awful
lot of fun. He published How’s Your
Second Act? by Arthur Hovkins, and
George Jean Nathan’s The Book With-
out a Title and In Defense of Women, by
H. L. Mencken. With Mencken he wrote

Do You Remember ?—a series of mellow,
tender reminiscences of old saloons, bar-
ber shops and cigar stores.

‘When he was young he had a tutor,
and he’s been busy self-uneducating
himself since he was eighteen or nine-
teen. He’s tried to spare his young
daughter from having to go through the
same process, and now he boasts that
she’s the most imperfectly “educated”
child of whom he knows.

“She read Proust when few people in
America had read him, and she was
writing book reviews for The New York
Tribune before she was seventeen.”

Only Good Plays

Goodman is going to keep on produc-
ing musical comedies because he likes
musical comedies, and the ones that
please him apparently please the pub-
lic. He wouldn’t undertake to do a
revue, because revues bore him. But he
will produce legitimate plays if he can
find any he likes.

“Next season,” he said, “I'll produce
any good play that interests me. But
nobody ever sends me a good play. They
think I’'m too much of a musical-comedy
man. They’ll call up and offer me the
road rights for Such-and-Such for $15,-
000. What do I care about the road
rights for Such-and-Such? But if some-
body’ll bring me a play that gets me all
worked up, I'll put it on—and I don’t
care what it costs.

“But, mind you, I'll produce only good
plays. When my time comes they’re go-
ing to have to say of me:

“*‘Well, there goes old Phil Good-
man. He produced many flops, but not
bad plays.””
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The Book-Oadillac Dotel

ON WASHINGTON BOULEVARD

[
THE STREET OF FINE SHOPS
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It is early in the morning. The
masqueisover. Inherhairthere’s
strange perfume of crimson flow-
ers; inher memory there’s music
soft and sweet as any prayer;
and she lingers while her mirror
tells her the tales it told ten
thousand years ago ... Warm,
fleecy blankets beckon . . . The
stars are her lamps and cool
morning winds steal in the win-
dows and she pulls the covers
high and smiles and sleeps—and
all the happy make-believers
come and live her masquerade
again in her dreams: a pink-
cheeked chimney sweep whis-
pers to a listening Cinderella; a
fairy Princess and a pagan Pan
rollick with Dutch millers in
wooden shoon; Harlequin and
lovely Columbine tell tales that
hadn’t any words; and round /er
a sad eyed clown in dots and
puffs vies with a familiar “Em-
peror” in royal red. She slept.
Good night. See you soon.

THE BOOK-CADILLAC HOTEL

Carl M. Snyder, Managing Director

DETROIT ’

——Sold on Easy Terms

WorKACE ¢lectri: NoODWORKER

Complete Outfit Including Planer, Saw, Lathe,
Electric Motor and Many Useful Attachments

Sanding.
B "
htheumng' Gﬂﬁéﬂgﬁ.

Fast—Accurate—Complete

Price complete, $89.00. Easy Terms.
Write for complete information.

J. D. Wallace & Co., 2839 Adams St., Chicago

45W. 45thSt.,NewYork 268Market St.,SanFrancisco
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Wings of Destiny

Coniinued from page 16

“A friend of mine, Miss Joyce Van
Deusen, expected to sail for France
about two weeks ago, for Red Cross
work,” he began. “Do you think it's
possible—do you think there’s any way
you can find out whether she’s here yet,
and where she’s located?”

The girl with the clear eyes wrote a
name on a slip of paper and disappeared
for a few minutes. When she returned,
as quietly as she had gone, Joyce was
with her.

OYCE, it seems, had been addressing

cartons of medicated gauze when the
information girl had told her that a
peach of a lieutenant in an English uni-
form was asking for her in the outside
office. And Joyce had said, “He must
be looking for someone else. I don’t
know any English officer.” But the girl
in the office had said, “Well, come and
see him, anyhow. If you don’t want
him, I'll take him. I dreamed of losing
money last night, and that’s good
luck....”

Delavan learned these details about
half an hour later while he and Joyce
were waiting for a train for Versailles
—this after she had been granted leave
for the day. He only learned these de-
tails by listening carefully, her con-
versation at first being more or less dis-
jointed because she couldn’t walk up
and down the station platform without
breaking into an excited little dance
step every so often—a terpsichorean
hiccough, so to speak, brought on by
too much excitement.

“And, oh, Mill, I'm so glad you en-
listed in the British army,” she said, ad-
miringly stroking the sleeve of his uni-
form, “especially after our silly things
acted the way they did. You got my
letter—on the Paris?” she suddenly
asked.

“Yes,” said Dell.

“I wanted you to know!” she said in a
low voice, and then with a hungry little
squeal, “I feel so proud of you I hardly
know what to do!”

Delavan, however, didn’t feel so proud.

On the train she sat very close to him
—so they could hear each other, you
understand, without talking like two
heralds on a balcony window.

“Have you done much flying?” she
asked him once.

“A little,” he nodded.

“Is it—awfully dangerous?”

“No; it’s special work—very safe,
really,” he told her, carefully watching
his words. “Dispatch flying, I suppose
you could call it—carry correspondence
and things like that. And once I flew to
England and came back with a pas-
senger—"’

HER lips were slightly parted. Her
eyes were wide with a childlike
adoration.

Delavan laughed as he looked at her.

“Why are you laughing?” she quickly
asked.

“My dear child,” he murmured, “be-
cause you look so young.”

“But I'm not so young,” she pro-
tested. “Of course, I'm not old, either,”
she was careful to add, “but I was old
enough to get my papers and be wrap-
ping up medicated gauze when you ecame
around this morning!”

They had a gorgeous day.

First of all they went to the Little
Trianon where Marie Antoinette liked
to keep house with her Louis whenever
it was possible to steal away from the
palace. Joyce and Dell looked into the
drawing-room; they peeped into the
kitchen; and they walked in the garden,
too. When no one was looking, Dell

picked a forbidden sprig of forget-me-
not.

“Allow me, Marie, to give you this
small bloom,” he said with a gracious
bow.

“Thanks, Louis, old kid,” said Joyce.
and gave him a court curtsy for his
bow.

Next came lunch, in a mysterious lit-
tle Café de Mazarin, where they were
the only guests—a lunch that was as
memorable for its contented, smiling si-
lences as for its conversations regard-
ing things past and still to come.

After lunch—and they didn’t hurry
—they went for a long rambling walk in
the palace gardens—in the orangery—
among quiet fountains—Dell saying
once, “When I'm king of the world I'll
give you this place if you like it,” and
Joyce pretending to tremble with joy
and answering, “Oh, tempt me not with
palaces, Your Majesty; I am but a
young girl.,”

It was growing dark when they re-
turned to Paris. Dell wanted Joyce to
go to dinner with him, but she had an
engagement. Upon examination, this
engagement turned out to be with the
chief of her department.

“I can see right now where you will
fight this war in Paris,” said Dell, an
unreasoning feeling of jealousy stirring
within him.

“Jealous as ever, Louis?” said Joyce.
“In the first place, the chief of my de-
partment is married. I’'m dining with
him and his wife. And in the second
place, I'm already booked for active
service next week—somewhere up in the
Rheims sector, if you’re ever flying that
way.”

O Dell took her to the hotel where

she was staying, and walked with her
to the alcove where an ascenseur had
been built in the old stair-well.

“Good-by,” he said then. “Of course
—I may not see you again—but if I
don’t, I'd like you to know that—I’ve
never had a happier day.”

“Mill, dear, of course I know I shall
see you again,” she tremulously an-
swered, “but if I don’t—"

She lifted her face and he kissed her.
A few minutes later he found himself
in the street—his heart seething with
tenderness and something large and
scratchy in his throat. . ..

“You’d better be careful,” Delavan
told himself with a grimace as he walked
along. “This may be how it took hold
of Dad.”

“Ah—Dbut that’s different,” he an-
swered, changing the grimace to a frown
of impatience. “Joyce wouldn’t make a
monkey of anybody.

“Dad may have had the same idea,”
he told himself, “and it was Joyce’s own
aunt who sank him.”

He ended the argument by calling on
mechanics and mathematics—that is to
say, he took out his watch and stared
at the dial.

“A quarter to seven,” he thought.
“Time I started for the Lanterne or I'll
be late.”

He wondered, his frown growing, if
he would see Mitzi there again.

“And 1 wonder if Joyce knows that
Mitzi’s in Paris,” he continued. “I doubt
it, because she didn’t say anything.”

But Delavan hadn’t said anything to
Joyce about Mitzi, he remembered.

“Mitzi never tried to hide it—that
she was pro-German. I don’t know
what Joyce would think if she saw her
here now, running around with an Eng-
lish major. Perhaps I ought to tell
Mitzi—to put her on her guard.”

(Continued ot page 48)
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:E:T used to be that forged iron
hardware was specially made

to order, at prices limiting its use
to homes like “Movie Palaces.”
Then came McKinney Forged Iron
—and now you can decorate a home
of even the most moderate size
without feeling reckless. It’s all
genuine forged iron, too, following
the finest examples of old-time
craftsmanship. Desigas adhere to
English, Colonial and Spanish tra-
ditions. Workmanship is supetb,
with a rust-proofed finish rivaling
the glint of old armor in its rich
lights and shadows.

There are pieces for completely out-
fitting a home, inside
and out. Builders’
Hardware Merchants
have it on display.
Take time to choose
wisely. A beautiful
brochure will be gladly
sent on request. Write
McKinney Mjg. Co.,
Pittsburgh, Pa.

McKINNEY

Tune in on the
McKinney Musi-
ciang Sunday
afternoon, 4:30
P. M. Eastern
Time. Station
‘WJZ and 11 other
statione associ-
ated with N.B.C.

P2 2o o e P P PPt o P P B

McKinney Mfg. Co.,
Pictsburgh, Pa. (Forged Iron Division)

Please send me, without obligation, the items
which I have checked:—

[ Brochute on Forged Iron Hardwate
[ Folio on Lanterns

Adress o e
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Deliver
e Qoods

if we pay you

BIG MONEY?

IT doesn’t matter whether you are a crack
salesman or just think you can be, whether
you make $125 a week or $25. Here is the
greatest chance you ever had to make more
money, big money, every week the year
through!

“Delivering the goods” is exactly all there
is to it. In a few weeks the men of America
will be reading large space national advertis-
ing about the most remarkably low priced
line of high quality, tailored clothing that
has ever been presented to them — August
Nogar’s new line of beautifully textured,
smartly cut, made-to-measure suits and over-
coats, for general wear, at prices as low

as $26.50.

That means “hot leads” to keep you busy,
customers ready to buy the moment you
show them samples. Experience entirely
unnecessary.

FREE kit that shows you just how to do it
and makes it easy to sell everybody, goes now
to first to apply. Don’t procrastinate. Get the
facts. Send this coupon now!

NOGAR CLOTHING MFG. CO.
Reading, Pa., Dept. 13

Send me by return mail your FREE kit which
will show me how to make big money through
the remarkable new Nogar proposition.

Name
Address

City

State

A letter with this coupon telling more
about yourself will be much appreciated.

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,
11013 Bogue Bldg., 1147 N. lilinois St., Indianapolis

S[IJI)EN’I'S TRAVEL Cum

551~ FIFTH AVE = N-Y-C* /

] forthis Book

Model H
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»
Aladdin’s latest Catalog isa

revelation to prospective home
builders! Shows many beautiful
new model-home designs with
prize-winning interiors and floor

LEADING STUDENT TOURS $30 ”

Cunard supremacy! 7000 satis-
fied guests! They are our pledge fol' the
happiest summer of your life. Booklet 15
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plans. Profusely illustrated in colors
and overflowing with interest. Send
for your FREE copy today!
Aladdin Readi-Cut Construction
- Saves You 200 to $800
.y All lumber is cut-to-fit
3 at Mill on huge labor-sav-
2 2 % | ing machines instead of on
; | the job where labor and
i J lumsb(er wastitahc%stfs; dear-
! You save the difference
5““”‘351023 and get thg finest home your
meoney can buy.

All Materials Readi- Cut Pl‘lces Include-
5 il materials foracom-
lete home, together with
nstructions and_plans for
erectmg LAxlslSL Plu%bmg,
Heating ing Equip-
$ e Bita K itchen Cabinet
summer Iso :I;G; oth!z;;moge'::llzcu;gnfeaiu:%:s
a uarantee

co“ages an VP saf.e';:rylvarlet;tgall n?ate%nals
Write TODAY
Address nearest Aladdin
Office today for your FREE
Book o( Model Homes,

Ask for Iatest Catalog No 368
NOwY

No obligation. Send

: - Bay City,
Garages 687 up 11e ALADDIN €0. iz.co
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(Continued from page 47)"

He found a seat at the same table
where he had dined the night before—
a seat irom which he could watch the
other diners and the door as well. But
no matter how hard he watched, no
dark, piquant little figure was presently
giving him a charming wink of recogni-
tion; no graceful, jeweled hand was
writing a note on cigarette paper and
sending it to him mysteriously by a
waiter.

From time to time the manager
strode among the tables, keeping his eye
on the business, ready to act at a mo-
ment’s notice if anyone wished to com-
plain of the service or buy a picture,
On one of his brisk jaunts about the
room he stopped and spoke confidential-
ly into Dell’s ear:

“You are a friend, I believe, of M.
Goya, who lives next door? ... Ah, yes;
he said I would not mistake you. He
wishes to see you as soon as dinner is
over. Pas du tout, M’sieur....”

And descending into English to
demonstrate his cosmopolitanism, he
concluded, “Halways please’ to o-blig’ ”

ELAVAN finished his coffee and a

few minutes later was ringing the
bell next door. The concierge was still
at her embroidery, for all the world like
some old sister of the Fates. Dell
climbed the stairs till he came to M.
Goya’s name; and after knocking with
no result he opened the door and en-
tered.

The outer office was empty. No camou-
flaging clerks were at the card-index
cabinets—no human addressographs
were compiling lists of names. But from
down the corridor of the suite Delavan
heard two voices. Both were speaking
in Spanish; but Dell hadn’t been there
long, wondering whether he ought to
slam a door or announce his presence
with a cough, when he became convinced
that one of those voices: belonged to
M. Goya—and the other to Mitzi her-
self.

“It’s like an Italian opera,” he
thought uneasily. “I can’t understand a
word they’re saying, but I can catch
the drift of it.”

And the drift of it went both back-
ward and forward as far as the human
race. As Antony felt toward Cleo-
patra, so M. Goya felt toward the Baron-
ess Von Seidler of the piquant figure
and proveking eyes. But instead of
appreciating his attentions apparently
the only emotion which they aroused in
Mitzi was amusement.

M. Goya grew more and more elo-
quent—more and more insistent, until
Mitzi laughed and said something—a
short, clear something—which for a mo-
ment seemed to end the party.

“She probably told him how funny he
looks,” thought Dell, smiling in spite of
himself.

M. Goya spoke again—with purpose,
more than passion, this time in his
voice.

“‘Funny or not, I'll have a kiss!’”
roughly translated Dell; and just as
Mitzi came running down the hall, M.
Goya in pursuit, Delavan managed to
open the door and shut it with a bang—
his cap on the back of his head, whis-
tling Over There, as though he had just
arrived.

HY, Mill!” laughed Mitzi, almost
running into his arms. “Please do
not think us childish, but little Fonso
here is getting fat, and the only way I
can persuade him to reduce is to run
races with him up and down the hall
After a while, when he is more present-
able, we shall run up and down the Bois.”
“So you two know each other,” inter-
rupted M. Goya, evidently none too
pleased either with Mitzi’s banter or
Delavan’s appearance.

There was hidden significance in the

smile which Mitzi gave to Dell from
underneath her eyelashes.

“Know each other?” she repeated. “Do
two people ever know each other—
when they are engaged to marry?” she
gently asked.

Searching his memory, Dell wondered
if he had not read something like
this.

To escape unwelcome attentions, a
girl pretends an engagement. Obviously
it was up to the man to play the game
for her—and not a difficult thing to do,
he thought, still responding to the smile
from beneath Mitzi’s eyelashes.

And whether or not she had said it,
Goya did look funny—a fat little fool
who insisted on being taken seriously.
Dell had not forgotten his first welcome
at No. 37. It would be a pleasure to
help deflate such importance.

“I'm not sure, Mitzi,” he said, “that
I approve of these races with M. Goya.
The cause, I must confess, is a good
one, but if I did not know you so
well—”

M. Goya’s dislike of the young Ameri-
can almost seemed to leap from a smol-
der to a sudden flash of flame.

“You think I sent for you to play the
fool like this?” he asked. “Then let
me remind you that here, from these
headquarters, we are dealing with a
war—not a comedy. So you two know
each other as well as that, do you?” he
continued with a challenging ring in
his voice. “Good! Then I will put you
both on the same job tomorrow night
and in that way you will not be sepa-
rated.”

He bowed them in satiric direction
along the corridor which led to his pri-
vate office.

“For one thing,” he continued, seat-
ing himself at his desk, “I am sick of
the complaints which I am continually
receiving from headquarters. ‘Why
have you no news? ‘Why didn’t you
tell us about the French drive at Sois-
sons? ‘You are sending us nothing but
commonplace gossip which would be un-
interesting even if true”’ And all the
time they are urging me to make a bold
stroke—reminding me that wars are not
always won on the battlefields—that
there is plenty of room for effort be-
hind the lines.”

HAT’S one of the penalties of be-

ing Chief—receiving letters like
that,” said Mitzi with a graceful wave
of her hand.

“Penalty or not,” said M. Goya, “I
am tired of it! They want a bold
stroke? They shall have it! They shall
have it without delay!”

“Sounds as though you have some-
thing good in mind,” said Mitzi, who
was beginning to listen more atten-
tively.

“You shall judge for yourself,” said
the other, lowering his voice. “Among
the other commonplace gossip which I
aequired today is the fact that the Brit-
ish Premier arrives in Paris at four-
thirty tomorrow afternoon. He dines
with Clemenceau that evening, and later
they call together to see Poincaré.

“What of that?” he echoed. “I will
tell you! In crossing the Channel to-
morrow he will have the protection of
steel nets against our submarines, but
in Paris there are no steel nets! In
crossing the sidewalk, for instance, to
Poincaré’s door, there is nothing to pro-
tect him from being sunk if one of our
human submarines is waiting there with
a miniature torpedo!”

“You mean you would have him as-
sassinated?” demanded Mitzi, her look
of attention deepening.

“Why frighten yourself at a word?”
retorted Goya. “Let us say that I will
have him removed. And let us say that
I will have him removed in such a way
that the world will believe that an
American has done it! Ah! Now you

see the boldness of my stroke?” Not
only will a dangerous enemy be out of
the way but the Allies will be split be-
yond repair.”

“How do you mean-—the world will
believe that an American has done it?”
asked Delavan, seeing in this some pro-
phetic distortion of himself.

“I do not know whether I can pene-
trate your perceptions by a simple
statement,” said the other, “but as the
Premier falls you shout in a loud voice,
‘With love from your friends in Amer-
ica_’ 1

“Fantastic!” muttered Mitzi.

“But I tell you it is not fantastic!”
protested Goya. “It is simplicity it-
self. Always before, in these confi-
dential visits, the Premier’s car has
been followed by one other machine
from the Streté Général. Now!”

HE TURNED to the map of Paris on
the wall.

“After leaving Clemenceau’s, the two
cars will drive toward the rue St.
Honoré, the Premier’s car ahead, the
Streté car behind. But as the latter
car starts, it will be struck from the
rear by one of our boys in a taxi. You
two will be in a fourth car, just behind
the taxi, and, carefully avoiding the
collision, you swing around and follow
the Premier’s car, as though you were
now his guard of honor. When he stops
at the Elysée, our clever young Ameri-
can here jumps out as though to assist
him, but instead of that he will shoot
the most famous shot of the war. Then
shouting loudly, ‘With love from your
friends in America!” he will run back
to his own waiting car—where you,
Baroness, will be awaiting him, though
holding yourself concealed—and there
you are, less than a minute later, on the
Champs Elysées, and the war is virtu-
ally over within the next twenty-four
hours.”

Yes—at least Dell could see that. If
the British could be made to believe that
their dynamic Prime Minister had been
shot by an American, there wouldn’t be
much codperation left between the two
nations—and still less between the two
armies. A queer twist of Fate: if a
war which had been kindled by one as-
sassination should be extinguished by
another!

“But what shall I do?” thought Dell.
“Refuse, and have somebody else try
it? Or say I'll do it and then have ‘en-
gine trouble’?”

Meanwhile Mitzi was saying in a low
voice, “You are joking, Alfonso.”

“Joking?” said Goya, his eyes shin-
ing. “What? You think I would joke
when Heaven has given me an inspira-
tion like this?”

‘“‘Heaven!”” she mocked.

“Heaven, or the god of battles—what-
ever you will,” he blithely answered.
“Joking? Not I! And let me tell you
this, my little racing friend! If I write
to headquarters of my plan, and add
that you refused to help me—and so
great an opportunity to win the war
was lost, perhaps forever—it will not be
a joking matter for you, either.”

UT to shoot a man in cold blood—
without giving him a chance.”
“Why not?” demanded Goya. “All
war nowadays is carried on in cold
blood. They teach a man to fire a high
explosive shell at an invisible target.
What does he care who is killed—or
whether his vietims have a chance or
not? This visitor who comes to Paris
tomorrow: he tells of the millions of
high explosive shells which he has had
made and shipped to the front. So how
can he object now at just one little
cartridge being shipped to his own pri-
vate front—with love from his friends
in America?”
“You are crazy,” said Mitzi.
“I may be crazy now,” exulted Goya,
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“but I shall be a great man the day
after tomorrow.”

“The British Premier is guarded in
every possible way,” protested Mitzi.
“What you are proposing is simple
suicide for those who attempt it!”

“Not if you are clever.”

“What I can’t understand is this,”
said Delavan, who had just arrived at
his decision. “Why should the Baron-
ess be in the taxi—especially if she’s to
hide herself?”

“What you can’t understand is nore
than that,” said Goya contemptuously.
“But please try and grasp this much—if
nature permits. After the Premier falls,
you escape in a car which is apparently
empty. But as soon as you leave the
scene and turn the first corner, the
Baroness raises herself from the floor
where she has been concealed, and you
are a young officer escorting a charm-
ing young lady across the city and not a
lonely figure who has just made his-
tory. In other words, the presence of
the Baroness permits you to escape.
Now do you understand why she is to be
in the car?”

“But suppose I don’t escape?”’ per-
sisted Dell. “Suppose one of his body-
guard gets me? Then what becomes of
the Baroness?”

GAIN Goya’s smoldering spirit sud-
+* denly seemed to break into an open
flame.

“Who do you think is the Chief
around here?” he snapped. “What do
you want? Something safe, like play-
ing marbles? Do you think this war is
being fought with rosebuds?”

He arose from his desk and strode to
the wall on which was hung a picture
of a bull-fight—a lithe Castilian deal-
ing death to a clumsy, hulking bull from
the north. Beneath this picture were
two crossed swords; and snatching up
one of these, he made a feint at
Dell.

“War is a battle of men—not roses,”
he said. “It is not for the chicken-
hearted. It is not—as you say in your
United States—it is not for the tame
rooster!”

Warmer than ever from his own heat,
he feinted again—probably expecting
Delavan to draw back~ or even to make
for the door which lea to the stairs.
‘But instead of this his visitor sat as
quietly as before. Goya’s blade, ex-
pecting to find nothing, found an un-
resisting mark instead.

The edge of his sword drew a sudden
red line across Delavan’s cheek.

The door unexpectedly opened and
two men looked in—one of whom Dell
had seen in the outside office on his first
visit to No. 37.

“Did anyone call?” asked this one.

“Yes,” said Mitzi. “I think I sereamed.
Goya is beside himself. Do something
to stop him, can't you?”

UT Dell was attending to that.

Feeling the hot flash on his face, he
had sprung to the rack and had snatched
the other sword from the pegs. “If
we're to fence,” he said, “let us start
even,” and with a darting thrust, he
lightly touched his blade to Goya's neck,
giving, if anything, a little more than
he had received.

“Be careful,” said Mitzi, speaking in
a guarded voice to Dell. “It isn’t the
first time he has done this. He studied
at Heidelberg.”

“He should have come to Staten
Island,” said Delavan, and the next mo-
ment was parrying a vengeful attack.
The two men had entered and had shut
the door. It soon became apparent that
neither bore any love for Goya—they
neither looked hopeful when he attacked
nor sorry when he failed—but there
was something in their expressions—
something which was at once attentive
and slightly sour—by which it was ap-

parent that they expected him to gain
the victory.

And indeed Goya seemed to be in his
element, posturing and flinging about
with all the classic grace of the fenc-
ing master—left arm bent out and up-
ward like a figure in an Egyptian bas-
relief—right foot advanced and almost
tapping out the rhythm of one of those
dances of death,

A prickle went up and down Dela-
van’s back, as Sterne’s line flashed
through his mind: “To be alone with
your sword; to live or to die depending
on your knowledge of twisting your
wrist.”

He caught a glimpse of the two men
—watching as though for the inevitable
-—and then, swinging around, he saw
that Mitzi, too, would hardly have
served as model for a monument of
Hope. To encourage her, the next time
he parried Goya’s attack he added a dis-
concerting thrust of his own—a thrust
which made Mitzi catch her breath as
though she could hardly believe what
she had seen.

“Alfonso,” she said to Goya then,
speaking slowly and distinctly so that
everyone in the room could hear it, “I
want you to stop this—please. You
started it yourself, and if anything hap-
pens, you have only yourself to blame.”

Goya, beginning to breathe hard, an-
swered, “I started it, yes. And I’ll stop
it soon enough!”

Bit by bit, the fencing match had be-
come a fight. The pretty gestures of
the left arms were forgotten; and so
were the rhythmie “Tap-tap-tap” of
the dancing feet. The swords were no
longer fencing foils; they were thirsty
tongues of steel-—click-clicking with im-
patience whenever they met each other
instead of what they sought.

It was, in its way, symbolic of the
larger warfare to the north.

GOYA probably wished, with all his
heart, that he had never snatched
his sword from the wall; but having
started, it was more dangerous to stop
than to continue. If he lowered his
sword, Dell’s point might find his throat
before he could speak. Whereas if he
continued, one lucky stroke might win
the victory. If, for instance, by crouch-
ing low, he could get beneath his op-
ponent’s guard. . . .

Lower and still lower he crouched;
craftily, imperceptibly, not to put the
other on his guard. But fractions of
an inch, however invisible one by one,
became apparent to the eye when added
together often enough; and seeing his
antagonist, so to speak, descending the
ascenseur, Dell recalled a pithy line
from Dumas: “The fencer who plays
low has that advantage; but he lays
himself open from above.”

Goya, lunging upward and forward,
might have been reminded of the line
when he felt Dell’s blade across the
side of his neck.

“Don’t be a fool, Goya,” said Dell as
he saw the other wince. “You started
it. Now stop it.”

Goya’s reply was a vicious swing of
his sword—an attack which in a boxing
match is generally described as a gas-
house swing—devoid of either reason
or art. Dell sprang out of reach and
Goya dashed in, swinging at him again.
And then, as abruptly as this, the fight
was over. Goya, rushing forward, had
impaled himself on Delavan’s protect-
ing point—impaled himself like a moth
on a pin. ...

A few minutes later Mitzi said, “I
will make out a report to be sent to
headquarters. You must all sign it as
witnesses.” And later still, going down
the stairs alone with Delavan, she
stopped and whispered, “Confess, now.
You know it as well as I do. You killed
him because he tried to kiss me!”

(To be continued next week)
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SideTrips Included

ship goes on from Singapore to Penang.
We can go up to Kuala Lumpor by train
or motor, spend a day there, proceed to
Penang and rejoin the ship. It will also
enable me to escape from my tour party
for three or four days, thank Heaven.”

“Harold,” I said, “you have a genuine
idea. We shall go to Kuala Lumpor.”

I immediately borrowed a map and
found the magic city midway between
the two ports of call, but it was an Eng-
lish map and there is no way to com-
pute mileage if you are looking at a
British map. People who lay out Eng-
lish maps have a notion that it is silly
to want to know the exact distance
from one spot to another, so they dis-
courage investigation. True, they in-
sert a scale of miles at the bottom, but
it is not the American system of so
many miles to the inch. Kuala Lumpor
looked to me like a town that would be
about two hundred miles down the road.
We began inquiring of tourists, stray
Englishmen, or traveled Americans.
Harold asked people on the port deck
and I took the opposite side of the ship.
The result was surprising when we next
met. .

It became a game. Harold and I, at
first only lukewarm, now seethed with
eagerness to reach Kuala Lumpor and
when the Hillary Castle finally pulled
into Singapore, we dashed ashore and
asked natives if they had ever been to
the mystic city, how they went there
and how much it cost. Everyone agreed
that a man who traveled to the Ma-
lay Peninsula and missed Kuala Lum-
por ought to have his head examined.
Harold neglected his tour party and I
spent my time with owners of motor
cars, and for three days the enterprise
hung in mid-air.

Fate Was Against Us

Nobody knew where Kuala Lumpor
was or how to get there, Old-time driv-
ers who had been over the road once
could not remember whether it was
paved or mud., When it came to prices,
the highest figure asked for what would
be a brief motor trip in America was
five hundred dollars. There was no
lowest price. Garages and private own-
ers wanted to know “what will I do with
my car after I get to Kuala Lumpor?”
It never occurred to anyone that he
could drive his car back to Singapore
and quietly resume former habits of life.
As for taking a train, we were in-
formed it was out of the question. The
coaches were not intended for white
men, they told us. Mosquitoes came out
of their swamps and devoured stran-
gers. Evil reptiles and poisonous in-
sects crawled along the right of way,
stinging everyone.

We tried hard to get to this garden-
spot city, hidden away in the central
valley of the Malay Peninsula, but it
was not to be. Fate was against us and
Harold mourned and was abrupt with
his tourists. He became gloomy and
refused to look at any of the interest-
ing sights in Singapore.

There are three hundred thousand
Chinamen in Singapore, thirty thousand
white men and women and a sprinkling
of Malays, Arabs, Hindus, Japs and
others, and when there is a fire alarm,
all try to attend in person. Street cars
put aside business when the fire-engine
clangs and the motorman, who has no
rails to guide him, goes as far as pos-
sible, while his passengers lean out the
windows and cheer the brave fire lad-
dies.

The reason for this undue excitement
over a conflagration is that life 1is

Continued from page 13

pretty dull in Singapore, say what you
will. The main attraction is food and
the main occupation is eating and the
Chinese have no meals or meal hours.
Breakfast means nothing to a Chink,
especially a Singapore Chink, and he
never heard of lunch or dinner,

His notion is to eat all the time and
he does fairly well. His only hours for
not eating are those devoted to slumber
and he likes to sit down in the middle
of a busy street, surrounded by rush-
ing traffic and five hundred others and
consume food. He is assisted in his
gastronomic adventures by ambulant
Chinese food-sellers, who carry edibles
in boxes and distribute them from morn-
ing till night. Chinese women do not
eat at all, which is a good system, and
in our country would permit many ar-
dent young males to get married, in-
stead of waiting two years. Further, I
doubt if there are any Chinese women,
and though there must be a few around,
one never sees them. Harold boasted of
having seen several carrying small bar-
rels, but so many Chinese men look like
women that the chances are Harold was
mistaken.

We knocked about Singapore for sev-
eral days, talked hopelessly of Kuala
Lumpor and sailed away to Penang,
which is where the tin comes from—not
ordinary tin, like the roof of a country
garage, but silvery looking blocks, two
feet long and a foot thick, and called
either pigs or pickles.

Mrs. Southard, the ship’s soprano,
approached Harold again with soft
words concerning the concert, the big,
official concert, which was to provide
unique entertainment for all on board
and provide a fund for the boiler-room
crew.

By and large, there had been a deal
of dissension over this concert, dissen-
sion that started far back in the Pa-
cific, when the entertainment committee
fell into a squabble and almost came to
blows. It seems that every ship should
have a concert at some time during the
voyage, and that the principal purpose
of a ship’s concert is to demonstrate that
the average human animal is not a tal-
ented creature at all but a blithering
idiot, especially when he stands up to
amuse, entertain and instruct,

There are various ways to raise
money for the boys down in the boiler-
room. The official concert is one of
them, and the fancy dress ball is
another. The marine fancy dress ball
is still popular on some ships and on
some oceans, but there are no longer
masquerade balls on the Hillary Castle.
There will never be a mask ball or a
fancy dress soirée on any ship com-
manded by Captain Carter Oakes, and it
was astonishing to learn why this was
so. After seven voyages the captain
commenced to say “no” to eager ladies
and of course they dispatched letters to
the Line, asking that he be discharged.

Captain Oakes discovered that if he
permitted such balls to be held, the
male passengers went too far. That is
the way he put it.

“They go too far,” he said to me.
“Sailormen certainly learn about peo-
ple.”

There is, perhaps, no object in ex-
istence quite as repellent as an elderly,
obese male clad in his wife’s clothing,
and Captain Oakes suffered intensely
for six trips and passed a new rule—
no more fancy costume balls on his
steamboat.

“I’'m as liberal as anybody,” he stated,
“but there are limits. I wish you could
have seen some of the things I've seen.”

The fancy ball being elided, there re-

mained only the official concert, and be-
fore she finished with him Mrs. South-
ard persuaded the good-natured Harold
to take charge, act as master of cere-
monies, arrange the program and settle
disputes.

To begin with, a formal ship’s con-
cert and vaudeville show is probably the
world’s saddest form of entertainment,
and if it occurred ashore, everyone
would leave the room. You cannot es-
cape aboard ship. Once you sit down,
you are fixed for the evening and if
you leave your seat you insult not only
the performer of the instant, but her
father and mother, who are sitting be-
side you. You are marked thereafter
as a vicious character and everyone
avoids you until you leave the ship in
disgrace.

A Banker Turns Indian

Mr. Demuth took command in a mas-
terly way, printed a program, sum-
moned his entertainers on a calm eve-
ning at sea, and started off. Harold was
excellent and the jolly way he intro-
duced people was a caution. By mere
luck I fell heir to a seat near an exit
and was able to come and go quietly.
Soon after eight the passengers filed
into the ship’s lounge, upon each face a
look of smiling expectation, and the
ceremonies started at full speed.

“The first number,” Harold declared,
gazing at a sheet of paper, “is Mr. Jas-
per Clarke in an Indian tribal song.”

I had known Mr, Clarke since the be-
ginning of our voyage: a tall, heavy,
somber man, who said very little to the
passengers, and was described as vice
president of an American trust com-
pany. He was dignified, as becomes a
banker, and when in discourse his con-
versation dribbled with heavy facts. To
my intense surprise, Mr. Clarke sud-
denly bounded into the lounge, before a
mixed audience, painted a violent red,
wearing a blanket and carrying a spear.

Never intended to sing, he began
singing, howling in what he probably
regarded as the Indian manner, dancing
with the creaky awkwardness of middle
age, and thrusting his spear at the smil-
ing faces before him. He had painted
his chest, head, legs and arms, and wore
black beads, which he had borrowed
from Mrs. Lewis. After screeching des-
perately for several moments, he sud-
denly subsided, folded his blanket and
slid out a side door, and I wondered
what his board of directors would have
said about it. In the corridor I met
him on his way to remove the atrocious
costume. He had already become a
banker again. His mad spell was
ended; and later in the evening many
of the spectators said Mr. Clarke was
excellent in his Indian specialty, al-
though nobody knew what it was.

Mrs. Southard sang a high-toned
piece from the classics and everyone
said it was as good as grand opera.
Harold announced that as a special bit
Mr. Crawford would play on his steel
guitar, which the young man proceeded
to do without further delay.

There was a certain shyness about
him, for he appeared by magic from
nowhere, sat on the floor among the
legs of the four-piece orchestra and in a
highly embarrassed manner began to
play on his steel guitar before the band
could catch up with him, or discover
what he was doing, or what tune he was
playing.

Our audience held its breath during
the Crawford selection and mothers
hushed their children, but it was in
vain. You could not tell remotely what
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Mr. Crawford was doing, down there on
the floor. He might have been shelling
peas, for he was not producing noise of
any kind. It had been my previous no-
tion that a steel guitar is a fairly noisy
machine and can be heard afar, yet
here was Mr. Crawford, crouched over
his instrument, apparently playing to
himself. When he concluded, Re rose
blushingly to his feet and the audience
thereby knew his turn was over. He
was politely applauded, not to the ex-
tent of an encore, and faded from the
room as silently as he had come. Mrs.
Southard dashed back to sing another
trifie from grand opera, which she had
apparently forgotten, and Harold in-
troduced a child dancer, who kicked
feebly for ten minutes amidst the ad-
miring comment of the mothers present
and wound up trying vainly to do the
split.
Pictures of Life in India

Followed special motion pictures of
life in India, by Mr. John N, Buell, whe
was a shark with a movie camera. Mr.
Buell was a small, gray, excitable man
with a red face, a veteran globe trotter,
raconteur and an authority on Asia. He
joined our ship in China and was im-
mediately recognized as the amateur
motion-picture expert. What he didn't
know about hand cameras, nobody knew.
There were thirty photography fiends
in our original company and they all
bowed before Mr. Buell, recognizing the
master. We had been hearing of his
India pictures for days and days.

“I may show them,” he said modestly,
soon after he became a passenger.

“Oh, do, Mr. Buell,” everyone pleaded,
for we were all warmly interested in
India, and it was Mrs. Southard who
advised chucking the moving-picture
specialty into the concert. After she
had concluded the entertainment with a
rare little gem from another opera,
everyone had to move, so that Mr. Buell
could set up and project.

Four or five passengers helped him
in the early stages and later eight or
nine others joined in, carrying chairs,
tables, pieces of cloth, pieces of wire,
boards, nails, mosquito netting, electric
| globes and virtually everything needed
1for a showing of amateur pictures of
life in India. A small screen was
erected in a corner of the lounge by
the simple process of nailing a table-
cloth against a marine seascape and
partly destroying that section of the
ship and while the prospective specta-
tors flattened themselves against wallg
Mr. Buell hurried here and there, blow-
ing out ship’s fuses and stepping on old
ladies who were too weary to stand
aside. He placed his projecting ma-
chine in position in one hour and twenty
minutes, and thirty minutes later the
first bit of life in India flashed upon the
screen. Owing to minor defects in the
ship’s lighting system, Mr. Buell ex-
plained, he was working with the wrong
wires and the projection was imperfect.

The screen contained large wrinkles
and so produced distortion and for the
first reel nothing could be noticed ex-
cept a small pig climbing out of a ditch.
It was an Indian pig, but it looked
like practically any pig. Mr. Buell
acted as his own announcer and iden-
tified each sequence as it passed, and
that was a good idea. The pig returned
endlessly and continued to climb out of
the same ditch, and T doubt if one hun-
dred or more interested passengers ever
saw a shoat climb from a ditch so per-
sistently. The rest of the picture was
a muddy blur, punctuated by lightning
flashes and total breakdown of the ma-
chinery. Promptly on the stroke of
twelve I decided I had seen enough po-
tential pork chops in the act of leav-
ing a ditch and I retired. Esther had
long since deserted the concert. The
next day I heard that Mr. Buell had

spent the night in the deserted lounge
putting his machine together. His en-
thusiasm was undimmed, for I saw him
on deck in the morning sun, taking
movies of a flock of gulls four miles
away.

The official ship’s orchestra of the
Hillary Castle had always saddened me
because its members were so young and
lacking in judgment. They were, first
of all, poor boys wishful to see the
world, playing their way across the
seven seas, and I always felt blue when
I looked at those four boys: Joe, Henry,
Arthur and Gabrielle. Never did I find
fault with their playing, for they tried
their best and were tireless. Joe played
the piano, Henry beat several drums
and a triangle, Arthur was a saxophone
addict and Gabrielle would be a violin-
ist if he lived.

They signed up in New York and
faced a number of definite and dis-
couraging prospects. Their home was
the after part of the ship, the lower
deck, where the coolie hands played mah
jong and fan tan. They were not per-
mitted to associate with the paying
guests, or to promenade the walking
deck, eat with the passengers, play
games with the lads their own age, or
fiirt with the girls. It was a dismal
life, with nothing in it to promote a
superiority complex,

Yet the youngsters maintained a jolly
air, played their tunes indefatigably,
retired to their lowly cabins, ate their
solitary meals and looked forward to
seeing the great wide world. Being
yvoung they fell into trouble not of
their own making but due to the con-
viviality of passengers. Eleven o’clock
was shutting-down hour on the Hillary
Castle for music. Long before that the
elders were in bed. Dancing came to a
stop one hour before midnight, yet there
was an occasional “party” in the lounge
or elsewhere and gay passengers, jolly
with wine, invited the four boys to con-
tinue the music; not only invited them
but handed them small sums of money
and wet their ycuthful beaks in the
juice of the grape, so that people like
Mrs. Harris had reason to complain and
did complain that gangs of hoodlums
made the night fearful,

Too Much Water

These parties usually happened just
before the Hillary Castle was due in
Japan, China, Manila, the Malay
Straits, India, or elsewhere, and the
four youthful globe-trotters were in
hard luck, for upon breaking the ship’s
rule by harmonizing for insistent pas-
sengers they were disciplined and the
punishment was always the same—can-
cellation of shore leave.

When laughing, excited throngs left
the ship at our first Japanese port, I
looked back and beheld four sorrowful
boys sitting on a hatch cover. They
had been forbidden to go ashore for
flagrantly playing their instruments
into the middle of a certain night at sea.
Down in China they again surveyed a
foreign land through the circular face
of a porthole, and in Java they sat
glumly on deck when the tourists de-
parted. We got almost to India before
the quartette kicked their shoes against
dry land, and their world tour was
largely a failure.

“Why don’t you boys behave your-
selves?” 1 inquired of Joe.

“Mister,” he said, “you can’t have no
fun on a boat. We're going back to
Seattle and get a job in a movie the-
ater.”

“What about seeing the world?”

“Land is what I like,” said he sadly.
“There’s too much water in the world.”

And so on to Naples, the Land of Ro-
mance or something., In next week’s
Collier’s.
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happiest on regular routine

The same old schedule, day after day. An
hour for this. A regular time for that. It
sounds deadly monotonous. But children
simply thrive on this regularity. Surpris-
ing, too, how soon they get used to it.

“Why, by the time my baby was just a few
months old,” declared the modern young
mother, “‘she knew just what was expected
of her. Her little body functioned like
clockwork. Coax her? 1 should say not.
I found that a spoonful of Nujol every day
was far more effective than coaxing. Saved
me 2 lot of time and trouble, too.

“‘Mothers used to take it for granted that
even a healthy baby would be upset when
he was teething. Or when he was taken on
trips with change of air and water and
food. But with Nujol there’'s no reason
why children should cver be thrown off
schedule.™

Nujol keeps everything natural and normal,
under all conditions. It can’t possibly upset
or disagree with even a tiny baby. For it
contains absolutely no medicine or drugs.
It’s just a pure natural substance. Perfected
by the Nujol Laboratories, 2 Park Avenue,
New York. Nujol not only keeps an excess
of body poisons from forming (we all have
them), but aids in their removal.

Start your baby now—reday—on this
priceless habit of regularity. Every bottle
of Nujol you buy for him, is so much money
invested in his future health. Actually, a
bortle of Nujol costs no more than a simple
little toy that he might play with a few
days. Isn't it worth trying?

Or you might want to buy the large hos-
pital size can of Nujol. It's more econom-
ical’in the long run. More convenient, too.
In scaled packages only.
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single ahort story, By learning to tell the atories of
her dreams thiswoman hasfoundher wayto fameand
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eminent writers, luclufdmg th%laﬁ .{ kEondon st

or new bookle o Art of Storv
Write Today {" riting.** No obligation-booklet is
free. Also s“ ecial course|n Engllsh Write Today—-NOW
HOOSIER INSTITUTE, ShortStory Dept., Dept. 233

Ft. Wayne, Indiana,

Quick to stick—mends
Me"ds Toys celiuloid, toys, furni-
ture, books, leather, bric-a-brac, etc. 10¢ & 15¢
sizes. Sold by 10c stores, hardware, drug and
Erocery astores. or 15c size by mail. ‘Tubes and
ottles. MCCORMICK & Co., Baltimore, Md.
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Clark’s Famous Cruises
NORWAY AND WESTERN

MEDITERRANEAN

Cruise, 52 days, $600 to $1300
s s “Lancastria’ sailing June 29

Spain, Tangier, Algiers, Italy, Riviera, Sweden,
Norway, Edinburgh, Trossachs, Berhn (Paris,
L oudon) Hotels, drives, {ecs, etc., included.

Mediterranean, Jan. 29, 1930, $600 up
Frank C. Clark, Times Bldg., N. Y.
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Did you ever experience the inconvenience of replacing a bulb within
the glass shade of a portable electric lamp?
Did you ever break a shade and experience the total dismantling and rewir-
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Don't bother about Drafts

Continued from page 19

physical handicap has a congenitally
poor capillary circulation, or circulation
of the small blood vessels situated in
the extremities. Such people have to
be very careful in severe weather for
fear of chilblains, but they often over-
do the warming process. The wearing
of light-weight wool on the hands and
feet, especially at night, is better than
subjecting the small vessels to extremes
of heat, however good it may feel at the
time.

The person who has acquired the
habit of cold hands and feet should take
active measures to break it, rather
than attempt to coddle it. Mechanical
stimulants to the circulation are in-
finitely better than thermal stimulants.
The person whose vessels are normal
(and it is fairly easy to determine this
because the hands and feet, while cold,
are not blanched in color) but who still
“feels the cold” unduly needs exercise.
He has grown lazy, and he should be
ashamed to ask a hot-water bottle or
a hot bath to do his physiological work
for him. The slowing up of the capil-
lary circulation is merely an indication
of a slowing up of the whole circulation.
The heart will not do all the work alone,
It expects help from the muscles, and
if the muscles get lazy the heart fol-
lows suit. The brain worker and the
office worker and the inactive idler make
up the class of persons who feel the
cold unduly. While I haven’t any
statistics on the subject I believe it
would be hard to find a manual worker
or day laborer who suffers from cold,
working or idle.

The Bath in Winter

One of the worst effects of fear of
the cold is its influence on our attitude
toward baths in cold weather. Natural-
ly, the bath changes its function when
we are no longer perspiring freely, and
when we do not need its help to keep
cool. Moreover, from the standpoint
of cleanliness baths are not as necessary
in the winter as they are in the sum-
mer. But the bath is no more danger-
ous in the wintertime than it is in hot
weather, if it is not overheated to make
up for the temperature outside. A bath
at any time of year is best taken not
too hot and for not too long a time,
and in winter this is particularly true.
The feeling of warmth that follows a
very hot bath is transitory at best, and

in the average person is followed by
chilling, because it dilates all the skin
capillaries and subjects them to the
cooling of the air. Therefore the per-
son who takes a hot bath in winter to
warm himself up is fooling himself. He
does not really absorb any of the heat
of the water.

For the person whose circulation is
sluggish anyway this hot-water treat-
ment is a poor idea unless he follows
it immediately with cold splashing,
which he practically never does,

Cold air alone is enough of a stimu-
lus for most people in winter. There is
no particular virtue in’ being Spartan
about the morning shower. Half of its
virtue anyway is psychological, and if
yvou don’t enjoy it you are making a
martyr of yourself unnecessarily. Al
that is needed is the first gasp of sur-
prise and shock, which expands the
lungs to their capacity and then com-
pletely empties them, and such a gasp
follows a simple splashing of the chest
with cold water. It is not necessary
to undergo the ordeal of leaping into
and out of an ice-cold tub. However,
when people say, “I can’t take a cold
bath: I don’t get any reaction,” they
are seldom quite honest. What they
really mean is, “I haven’t the nerve to
get into a cold bath,” which is nothing
to be ashamed of.

Discretion may be the better part of
valor, but discretion in matters of self-
care in winter is apt to degenerate into
self-coddling.

Although they say we are living
longer in these days, I can’t see that
we gain anything by getting soft. Cer-
tainly the cold in the head is becoming
more of a problem every year. We carry
discretion to such extremes that some
of us are afraid to change to lighter-
weight clothes during the day when
the temperature goes up, and some
women continue to wear their fur coats
during a hot spell in the winter because
they are afraid to leave them off. Chil-
dren suffer dreadfully from such cod-
dling. Mother puts on a heavy shirt
on a cold autumn day, and won’t take
it off when the temperature goes up
to summer heat.

Winter, certainly, should not be
treated as an enemy, something to be
feared and dreaded; but rather as a
friend, whose good points we appreciate
and to whose faults we adapt ourselves,
to our advantage.

All our Life like that!

Continued from page 23

Bare! No green curtains, no chintz
cevers, no Ruth! Oh, God, had he lost
her?

He flung himself up the stairs to Mrs.
Murphy’s.

“Mrs. Murphy, where’s Ruth?”

“Hello, Jim.”

“Where’s Ruth?”

“She moved away a month ago.”

“Where?”

“Let’s see, she left an address.”

Drawers, papers, envelopes, eternity.

“Here it is—156 East 157th.”

He turned and raced down the stairs.
For weeks he had dreamed of this re-
turn, pictured her sitting in the cozy
little room waiting—hug, kiss, ecstasy.
Instead she was gone. Suppose—sup-
pose she didn’t want him! Suppose she
was happier without him. Suppose she
wouldn’t take him back!

He threw open the street door. Com-
ing up the steps was a girl. It was—

“Ruth!”
A little gasp, a little cry—
“Jim1”

TI—IEY nelted together. The snow fell
on their faces. A taxi driver honked
a derisive horn as he passed.

“Oh, Baby!”

“Jim, dear,
back?”

“For keeps, Baby.

“Do I want you!”

Kiss, kiss.

“Why did you move away?”

“I couldn’t stand it, Jim, without you.
I used to cry every time I looked at your
chair. And I used to come around some-
times—like tonight—and pretend that
you were here.”

“Baby!!)

They found themselves laughing and
crying and feeling absurdly happy.

“I'm going back in a garage, Ruth.”

have you really come

Do you want me?”



“And I'm quitting my job in the
morning.”

Laughter, tears, kisses.

“Weren’t we the silly fools, though?”

“Weren’t we!”

“Let’s take the old flat back again and
fix it up just as it was.”

“Let’s !Y’

“It will be just like starting all over.”

“Tonight you can come down to my
room. I got a little room down on 157th
Street. I couldn’t stand the flat alone.”

“Let’s go—I want to get you alone,
Baby.”

OOM on 157th Street. Canned
peaches, bologna sandwiches. Ruth
on the edge of the table. Jim smiling up.
Murphy bed. Lights out. Another
street lamp square on the wall. Ruth’s
head on Jim’s shoulder.
“Happy, Jim?”
“Happy, Baby.”
“Jim, it’s great having you back!
“It’s great to be back, Baby.”
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Silence. Eyes smiling in the dark.

“Jim, dear, don't you think it will be
cold with the window up so far?”

“No. It’s all right.”

“It’ll be cold by morning.”

“No, it won’t.”

“It will, Jim.”

“Oh, all right then. I'll close it.”

Jim climbing out of bed. Jim grum-
bling. Jim closing window.

“Jim, I didn’t mean to shut it all the
way.”

“You wanted it closed.”

“Not all the way. And you dldnt
have to slam it like that.”

“All right.”

Jim opening window part way. Jim
climbing back into bed. Ruth’s head on
Jim’s shoulder.

“QOh, Jim, wasn't it sweet the way we
met tonight?”

“It sure was, Baby.”

“All our life’s going to be like that,

Jim.”
“All our life, Baby.”
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Were Reading more than ever

N SPITE of every distraction we continue
to read books in increasing numbers.
Contrary to the fears expressed, reading
has not been lessened by the new tools and
toys which consume so much of our time.

We have found recreation in the auto-
mobile, the radio, the phonograph and the
moving picture. We give more and more
time to games and sports. Bridge and golf
alone consume many of our waking hours.

Not even the enormous growth of maga-
zines and newspapers diminishes the time
and attention we devote to books. Curi-
ously, each new resource we obtain seems
to add to the value and the enjoyment of
the old.

This past year a larger number of books
of all classes was published. Fiction grows
but the great development is in biography
and science. Serious efforts to portray the
life of a spectacular man or to interpret the
meaning of some great scientific advance
are welcomed by thousands and even hun-
dreds of thousands of readers.

During the 1925 census year more than
200,000,000 copies of books were printed in
this country. This takes no account of pam-
phlets, newspapers and magazines, the total

of which for any year now runs into the bil-
lions. More than a hundred million sep-
arate copies of Collier’s will, for example,
be printed this year.

Between 7,000 and 8,000 new books are
published in this country every year.

You can’t predict what author will be the
favorite of a particular year. A university
professor, a theatrical press agent, a labora-
tory research man may be the season’s suc-
cess. But whoever it is, the public is wait-
ing and eager for the new and interesting
story or message. ’

Many of the most interesting books are
published first in the magazines. Six of
the articles and stories which you are read-
ing in this issue of Collier’s will subsequent-
ly reappear in books. Often newspapers
will again print what has appeared as a
book. The motion picture directors may
then make a film drama of what you first
saw in a magazine. So the modern author
may have four or five separate avenues of
expression. From a financial standpoint
this is the golden age of the popular author.

The explanation is simple enough. In no
other way can a story be told so faithfully
as it can in writing. If you have something

important or interesting to say, write it.
It may live long after you.

If you are interested in the world you
live in, read more. There is time enough.

Electric light and shorter working pe-
riods have given us priceless leisure. De-
spite all competing diversions there is still
time for reading.

This is fortunate since our lives are in
reality ruled by books.

Your religion comes through books. The
laws by which you are governed are pre-
served in books. The medicine by which
your bodily ills are treated is learned from
books. Your work, whatever your trade,
business or profession, is made possible hy
books. Everything you do is controlled by
what someone has written and everything
your grandchildren attempt will depend up-
on what will be written.

If you want to enrich your life pick out
a few books for thoughtful reading. How-
ever busy you are, this is practicable.

While many books are useless, in other
books are the records of the very best that
men and women have hoped, felt and
thought. When we read these we enjoy the
companionship of the finest of mankind.



