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SMARTNESS 

MALLORY 
STRAWS 

Features You 
Find Only In 
MALLORY 
CLThe"Flexelnt"Head-

band ( p a t e n t e d ) in 

Mallory Hats makes a 

stiff straw feel just as 

comfortable as a soft 

straw.The" Cravenette" 

P roces s ( exc lus ive ) 

shields your hat against 

weather and moisture 

and preserves the true 

color and mellow lustre 

of the braid. 

^ A t better hat stores 
and hat departments. 

MALLORY 
STRAWS 
THE MALLORY HAT COMPANY 

393 FIFTH AVENUE 

NEW YORK 

Don't let Contract scare you 
By Milton C.Work 

Author of Contract Bridge for All 

^I^ISTANCE 
DISTANCE 

LAST week we enumerated the vari
ous degrees of strength which 

I would justify original bids of one 
No Trump, two No Trumps, or three 
No Trumps; but unless the original bid
der assumed the responsibility of bid
ding for game, his partner is called upon 
to play an equally important part in the 
declaration. 

When an original bidder (for the pur
pose of this article we will consider 
him to be the dealer and call him South) 
has started by bidding one or two No 
Trumps and West has passed, the 
burden is upon North to determine 
whether to permit South to play at his 
less than game-going declaration, or to 
jump his bid to game or possibly, when 
it is one No Trump, to make the short 
jump to two No Trumps. 

In this article we shall not consider 
cases in which North's action would be 
complicated by uncertainty whether to 
jump South's No Trump or shift to a 
suit, but shall confine ourselves to cases 
in which North should either jump the 
No Trump or pass. 

In Auction Bridge the partner of a 
No Trumper, unless he has a strong 
five-card Major suit, generally passes; 
but in Contract, unless the No Trumper 
has bid three, the situation is very dif
ferent; game cannot be made unless bid 
for. 

To determine whether North has the 
strength to advance South's No Trump, 
we use the same count that South em
ploys in bidding his No Trump: Ace 4, 
King 3, Queen 2, Jack 1, two Tens 1; 
but there is an item in the jumping 
count which is not included in the one 
used when determining whether to make 
an original bid. That item is the hold
ing of a strong five-card suit. 

When bidding an original No Trump, 
it is somewhat of an advantage to have 
a hand as evenly distributed among the 
four suits as possible; but when de
termining whether to advance partner's 
No Trump, a strong five-card suit which 
probably can be run if the No Trump 
becomes the contract, is a distinct asset. 
Consequently, when a five-card suit 
headed by one of the three top honors 
(Ace, King or Queen) is held by North, 
the value of the hand is increased. The 
five-card suit counts 1 extra when it 
has one of the honors named, 2 extra 
when it has two of them, and 3 extra 
when it has the whole three. In all 
cases the extras are in addition to the 
value of the honors. 

Estimating the worth of his hand in 
this way. North, after South's No 
Trump, should jump to two No Trumps 
with a count of 9 and to three No 
Trumps with a count of 12; after 
South's two No Trumps, North should 
jump to three with any count of 6, or 
an Ace and any additional count, or a 
King and Queen. 

To show how North should count his 
hand, the following four illustrations 
are given: 

Spades: 
Hearts: 
Diamonds: 
Clubs: 

(1) 
A-lO-x 
x-x 
K-J-x-x-x 
Q-lO-x 

(2) 
J-lO-x 
x-x 
J-x-x-x-x 
A-Q-J 

In No. 1, North would count 4 for his 
Ace (Spades), 3 for his King and 1 for 
his Jack (Diamonds), 1 more for a five-
card suit headed by one of the three top 
honors, 2 for his Queen (Clubs), and 1 
for two Tens—total 12. 

The No. 2 hand would be valued as 
follows: Jack of Spades 1, Jack of Dia
monds 1, and 7 for the Club honors. 
(Ace 4, Queen 2, Jack 1)—total 9. No 
count for the five Diamonds as they are 
not headed by one of the three top 
honors, and no count for one Ten. 

With No. 1, North would jump 
South's one No Trump to three; with 
No. 2 he would jump only as "•'ar as two. 

Spades: 
Hearts: 
Diamonds 
Clubs: 

(3) 
Q-J-x 
10-x-x-x 

: J-lO-x 
J-x-x 

(4) 
K-x-x 
Q-x-x 
x-x-x 
x-x-x-x 

With either No. 3 or No. 4, North 
would jump South's two No Trumps to 
three although short of the count of 9 
needed to jump South's one No Trump 
to two. No. 3 counts 6, the Queen 2, 
the three Jacks each 1, and the two Tens 
1—just enough for a jump of two to 
three. No. 4 counts only 5, but a 5 com
posed of a King and Queen or an Ace 
with either a Jack or two Tens, is 0 . K. 
for the jump. 

Now let us look at two cases in which 
we view the hands of both partners. 

(A) 
North 

A A-x-x 
Z> K-x-x 
0 10-x-x 
Jft J-x-x-x 

South 
A K-x-x 
<̂  A-Q-10 
0 K-Q-J 
•!• 10-x-x-x 

(B) 
North 

4k A-x-x 
<̂  K-x-x 
0 10-x-x-x 
* Q-J-x 

South 
4^ K-x-x 
(̂  A-Q-x 
0 K-Q-J 
Jit 10-x-x-x 

In A, South, with a count of 16, bids 
one No Trump; North with 8, one short 
of jumping strength, passes. 

In B, South, with a count of 15, bids 
one No Trump; North with 10 bids two; 
and South with the minimum for the re-
bid goes to three. He must win eight 
tricks; he probably will take nine, and 
may take ten. 

n i S T A l f C E 

A Free Contract Pamphlet 
Mr. Work has prepared a pamphlet 
describing the Contract count and 
explaining what is meant by "vulnera
bility"—a new term for a card game. 
Address Milton C. Work, in care of 
Collier's, 250 Park Avenue, New York, 
enclosing a stamped addressed enve
lope, and a copy will be sent you free. 
Mr. Work also answers, without charge, 
any Contract or Auction question. 

THERE is far 
more "pep" 

and much greater 
power in this new 
steel shaft than 
i n a n y o t h e r 
because — 

By actual test, it 
has been proved 
that there is at 
least 20% more 
carbon in the new 
{B-19) BRISTOL 
"Gold Label" 
Steel Shaft than 
shaft made today. 

ThitlabelinGOLD 
is on every genuine 
Briatol "Gold 
Label" Shaft. 
Look for it if you 
toaftt that extra 
SOcJQ for more 
distance and 
better control. 

in any other 

It is this Extra Carbon that gives 
the shaft greater strength and 
resiliency,.. more pep and power! 

Be sure to see the new BRISTOL 
"Gold Label" Steel Shaft the next 
time you buy a club. Look for the 
gold label on the shaft.. It is your 
guarantee of greater distance and 
control — that you are really get
ting high carbon "spring steel". 

WRITE and let us send you regu
larly our newsy golf publication, 
"The Bristolite". 

THE HORTON MANUFACTURING CO. 
125 B Horton Street Bristol, Conn. 

Steel Golf Shaft 
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ENDERS 
and you get 
the razor with 
t h e FAMOUS 
HAIR-TESTED 
BLADES . . . 
Every Enders blade must be able to 
cut a sterilized human hair at any 
place along the edge—or it is never 
packed for you. When you buy five 
Enders blades, you get five of the 
keenest cutting instruments that can 
be made . 

The improved Enders Razor, very 
light, perfectly balanced, holds the 
super-keen Enders blade at just the 
right angle to shave your beard in
stead of scraping it. And shave it does! 

So easily that the Enders shave is 
actually the finger-tip, delicate proc
ess that a good shave ought to be. 
Try an Enders Razor. You've got a 
pleasant surprise in store. 

ENDERS SALES COMPANY, Inc. 
1 0 5 W. 4 0 l h Street, New York 

The new Enders Razor 
in the attractive new box, 
with 6 hair-tested blades 

.00 

Blades, per package of 5 . . .35 

If unable to secure an Enders, or blades, 
write us, enclosing purchase price. 

TheWolf Hunter 
Continued from page 28 

"Oh, you copper-lined son-of-a-gun!" 
he yelled at the animal. He thought 
that by some slip he had failed to poison 
the bait. 

At the next opportunity he slit a good-
sized hunk of wolf haunch and loaded 
into it enough poison to stretch out half 
the wolves of the open range. When 
in the morning the bait was gone and 
the Grinner still on deck, he took ad
vantage of a light snowfall to trace the 
imprinted diagram of the coyote's theft. 
He found the remains of his bait skill
fully nibbled, but with the heavy drench 
of poison untouched. Jed grunted. Three 
times more that day he tried to bring 
the coyote down by rifle. 

So it went for another week, while 
Jed's circling carried him from the 
slopes to the flats and back to the rock-
bound slopes again. Soon after midday 
he would begin looking for a good place 
to camp. Unless he was seeking water, 
the prairie was a vast blank, with no 
point of focus, no logical place to stop. 
This induced an indecision that used up 
most of his afternoon. 

But once the fire was built, all that 
was changed; his fire had a way of seem
ing the center of the universe, a per
manent living thing that had always 
been destined to be just there. I t was a 
bright landmark, reducing everything 
to relationship with itself. 

And by the time the darkness had 
closed in about the fire the grinning 
coyote was there. Jed got so he paid no 
attention to him. After all, he was not 
trying to get all the coyote ears in the 
world—only the easy ones. If the Grin
ner didn't want his baits, Jed didn't 
give a whoop. Thus the wolf hunter 
and the coyote, along with that uncon
sidered horse, slowly trailed a great 
circle and got back to the place where 
the Grinner had first baffled Jed's gun. 

Now a new element came in, changing 
their relationship. For the first time 
in three years Jed rode along a day's 
line of baits without finding a dead 
wolf. At first Jed thought only that 
wolves were getting scarce; but when, 
the next day, he still found no wolves, 
he inquired into causes. He rediscov
ered his baits with some trouble, but 
when he had found a few the difficulty 
became clear. 

Systematically the Grinner had nosed 
out Jed's baits, nibbled what he could 
of each without poisoning himself, and 
so defiled the remainder that no animal 
would touch it. 

A FURY steamed up in Jed, making 
-^^ his eyes watery pale against the red 
of his face. He shook knobbly fists over 
his head, calling upon Heaven to witness 
that he would get even with that var
mint if it were the last thing he did. 
When he had cooled he began to scheme, 
matching his resources against the coy
ote's nose. 

From day to day he rode on, in short 
stages now, spending most of his hours 
in preparation. He no longer rode back 
over his baited lines, for the continuing 
company of the coyote discouraged him. 
Instead he put out only clever baits, 
pointed for the Grinner alone. 

He made grooved sticks and crammed 
the grooves with poisoned tallow. These 
the Grinner spoiled, but would not touch. 

He poisoned tiny hashed pellets of 
meat and set them aside to freeze, to 
kill the scent; hid the pellets in small 
chunks, and froze them, and finally 
wrapped the chunks in fresh meat, 
forming baits still so small that a coy
ote should take each at a gulp. The 
Grinner gnawed off the outside wrap
pers, and the ruse failed. 

For a week he experimented with 
marrow bones, making short tubes of 
them, with poison in the middle and pure 
marrow in both ends. This failed too. 
He made snares with his lariat, cun
ningly contrived and baited with un-
poisoned meat. The Grinner scratched 
in underneath, and stole the bait. He 
also tried a deadfall, when once ma
terials lay at hand, but that night the 
ground thawed. The Grinner, tunnel
ing under, escaped uncrushed, and after 
that would not steal from beneath logs 
again. 

Stopping at a ranch for provisions, 
Jed borrowed a string of wolf traps, 
very cumbersome to carry, with no pack 
horse. These failed him, as had every
thing else. He cached them in a gully 
and never remembered to take them 
back to their owner. 

Jed wandered on, his marches length
ening. He made only half-hearted ef
forts now to poison the beast. Instead 
he burned his scraps of food in an at
tempt to starve the coyote out; but there 
were as many resources along Jed's trail 
as anywhere else, and the coyote stuck. 
The wolf hunter brooded sourly over 
this thing that was "just his luck." 

JED'S unplanning routine, calling for 
little thought or attention, had served 

as a comfortable oblivion. Through the 
slow days his mind wandered wool
gathering over his past. As he relived 
each remembered scene he improved it, 
putting into his own mouth bold and 
witty remarks, confusing and overbear
ing his persecutors. He reenacted his 
battles, letting inconclusive outcomes 
flower into triumphs. "A mite quicker, 
an' I'd 'a' had him by the throat. Now, 
blast you, I guess you'll—" 

But now the Grinner broke into his 
meanderings like a persistent fly on the 
face of a man who is trying to sleep. 
A dozen times a day Jed's hand stole 
toward his rifle; in the night he sat 
watching for the Grinner's green eyes, 
like phosphorous balls hung in black 
frost. 

He roused from sleep at the Grin
ner's howls, cursing and hoping for 
a shot. When the coyote was long out 
of sight, which occurred every day, 
Jed's eyes forever searched the sage, so 
that the brute's absence was no relief. 

Sometimes, as he lay looking at the 
pulsing dance of the rocks behind his 
fire's heat column, he thought of women 
he had known and certain others he had 
orlly seen. His wandering mind glori
fied himself and them so that for a 
while he forgot the cold snow cake of 
the prairie, and walked in a world of 
music, warmth and light, admired by 
women's eyes. His vision caressed con
touring silk, round white arms. Then 
near by would go up that long falsetto 
devil-yell; "Hee-ee yipipipipip—" And 
out of his blankets would start the 
actual Jed, the man with sourly fur
rowed face and hands grimed and 
gnarled, cursing so as to shatter any 
dream past all recall. 

One day, in a paroxysm of helpless 
wrath, he turned the dirty-gray horse 
toward the coyote, and with spur and 
quirt set out to run the animal down. 
For two miles the Grinner led him up 
slope and down; then, tiring of the 
pursuit, went into an easy sprint and 
was lost in a long reef of sage. 

The horse stumbled to a walk, then 
stopped of his own accord, head down. 
Jed, getting down to tighten the cinch, 
noticed how lean the animal was. It 
was weeks since the horse had tasted 
grain. A poor keeper would have been 
out from under him long ago. 

How's your 
optimism 

after meals? 

MOST pessimism, accord
ing to a wise observer, 

comes from bad digestion. And 
most bad digestion comes from 
carelessness—quick meals, big 
meals, weird meals. Have a 
stick of Beeman's Pepsin Gum 
after eating. Help your diges
tion this pleasant, wholesome 
way, as millions now do. You'll 
like the fresh, keen Beeman's 
flavor, the smooth way it chews. 
For over 30 years it has been a 
favorite among thinking people 
as a delicious aid to digestion. 

BIEMM'S 
PEPSW 

GUM 

A 
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The "YandE" trade martts the symbol of^o years' 
leadership in the office equipment industry. It is the 
mark of tjualily—high standards of workmanship 
—integrity of purpose—constant service to customers* 

m 

Is there a place 
for EVERYTHING 
in your office? 

THESE'^Y and E " Steel Cabi
nets provide economical stor

a g e for s t a t i o n e r y , s a m p l e s , 
l i terature and supplies. Models 
in four heights for offices, facto
ries, schools, hospitals and homes. 
Finished in olive green, maho
gany, or walnut . Sturdily made. 
Equipped with auto-type, nickel-
plated handles with locks. 

Phone for the "Y and E" Representative 
When you refurnish call a "Yand E" 

Representative. You will be surprised at 
the new ideas, since you last gave your 
office equipment any thought. Phone the 
"Yand E" store or write us. A Represen
tative will be at your service—promptly. 

V A W M A N A N D F R B E M FG.G>. 
552 JAY ST. ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

Canada: The Office Specialty 
Mfg. Co., Ltd., Newmarket, Ont. 

Export Dcpt., 368 Broadway, N. Y. City 

@y 
OFFICE 

EQUIPMENT 
STEEL AND WOOD FILES / STEEL SHELVING r 
DESKS / SAFES / OFFICE SYSTEMS AND SUPPLIES 
/ r BANK AND LIBRARY EQUIPMENT * f 

In the saddle again Jed mumbled end
less curses at the forlorn sage. He sat 
thinking for a long time, sometimes 
turning the wad of cornmeal in his 
cheek. 

"All right," he said at last. "You 
win. I'm leavin' this whole damned 
range to you. Take it an' keep it. I 
ain't wantin' it no more." 

He turned Hey's head north. "I guess 
you can go it three days more," he de
cided. 

That day he covered a long distance 
steadily north through a rising blow. 
Gray noon found him at the foot of the 
Long Ridge, which divided that part of 
the free range, the north from the 
south. He was heading over for the 
Crazy K country. "The varmints have 
their ranges, same as a man," he was 
telling himself. "They won't noways 
cross out of 'em if they ain't terrible 
pushed." 

T ATE in the day the toiling horse 
• ^ reached the Saddle Notch in the Long 
Ridge's backbone, and Jed stopped. A 
slashing gale was roaring through the 
gap, swaying him in the saddle; it car
ried with it a whip of hard, dry snow. 
He turned sidewise, looking back. "I 
ain't through with you," he promised. 
"I'll come back and do fer you yet." 

A furlong down the trail he twisted 
his head to look back through the thin, 
racing snow. On a boulder he saw a 
small blurred projection, like a vague 
pin. It disappeared, and a gray wisp, 
like a shadow, drifted tangent-wise 
down slope across a drift of snow. The 
Grinner was following Jed through. 

Hollow-eyed and bitter-lipped, Jed 
pushed on down the slope with the sting 
of the wind in his face. The darkness 
closed in an hour earlier than usual, un
der a moaning sky already hidden by 
level-driving flakes. The gray horse tried 
to turn tail to the wind and quit, but Jed 
forced it to go on. For an hour more 
they drifted with the barren slope, 
head down into the storm, until at last 
the flattening way suggested the foot of 
the Long Ridge, and Jed swung down. 

Moving clumsily on saddle-cramped 
legs Jed sought a windbreak behind 
which a man in blankets could live 
through the night. He clung stubbornly 
to the idea that since here he had 
stopped, here he would camp; yet as 
rod after rod showed only wind-scoured 
hollows, windward drifts, he was forced 
to admit that only a fool would have 

crossed to the windward side of the 
Long Ridge in such circumstances. 

The storm was growing worse. The 
sage shrilled, and the sky was alive 
with a vast moaning, the rushing of 
great winds high above. Shamefacedly 
he resigned himself to pushing on 
twelve miles to the Crazy K. 

He hurried back, searching for Hey 
in the dark. When he reached the place 
where he had left the horse it was gone. 

A stark terror, the first he had known 
in years, came into Jed like rising water, 
slowly at first, then with a wild rush 
like the scouring wind. Panic urged 
him to go rushing and plunging ahead; 
for an instant he almost yielded, and 
his bed roll slid from his shoulder to 
the snow. 

Then the plainsman's experience took 
the upper hand, and instead of abandon
ing his bed roll he sat down on it. He 
sucked at the cornmeal in his cheek, 
seeking half by reason, half by instinct, 
to divine in which direction the gray 
horse should be sought. 

At first, while he still thought his 
horse could be found, he searched keenly 
and wisely. Later, as successive sorties 
gained him nothing, he searched obsti
nately still, but with an increasing fear
some despair. He lost account of his 
position and hence of the probable posi
tion of the horse. 

There could be no limit to that grop
ing under the blizzard, other than that 
set quite as much by the grip of despair 
as by the numbing of his limbs. He 
went on with the dogged hunt until his 
feet were like clubs and the dree of the 
wind was dulling in his ears. His pur
poses were becoming blurred. 

TED did not believe it possible for a 
^ man to lie down on that wind-planed 
slope and live through the night. To 
roll in his blankets meant to him to die, 
caught in the closing trap of the cold. 
Yet, partly because the shelter of his 
blankets oifered that last slender hope, 
he at last resigned himself to it. 

He fumbled the strap from his bed 
roll. The wind tore at the loosened 
blankets, almost snatching them from 
his grasp, but his numbed hands held 
on to them with the grip of fear, and 
he managed to roll himself into them, 
like a mummy or like a worm in a co
coon. He lay in a bitter snow, nose down 
in the blanket, breathing hard. 

Swiftly the snow salted over the 
(Continued on page 62) 

"Say, Boss, Mrs. Jones wants to know what 
to do—she says her kitchen is full of water." 

"Tell her to open the back door." 

give your office 

manager the same 

chanceff^ 
The factory manager was given his 
chance. He did a great job. And he 
showed you what can be done. Now 
give your oifice manager the same 
opportunity. He wants to adopt 
modern methods, too . . . if you'll 
let him. 

Put tKis guaranteed 
Calculatof on CYtiy desk 
where any nguring is done_> 

Then your employees will have more 
time to produce,— for you. More 
time for other work. More time for 
planning. More time to develop their 
talent . . . This policy has already 
been adopted by some of the largest 
organizations in the Nation. This 
NewMarchantPortableisonly^i25. 
It solves every figuring problem. 
Adds, multiplies, divides and sub
tracts. Anyone can run it. No men
tal work. Fully guaranteed. Mail the 
coupon for details. Or consult tele
phone directory — offices in all 
principal cities in the United States 
and Canada. Representatives in all 
foreign countries. Maybeyou would 
also like information on our electric, 
automatic models—this Portable is 
only one in our complete line of 
calculators. If so, check the second 
square of the coupon. MARCHANT 
CALCULATING MACHINK COMPANY, 
Oakland, California. . . . Sixteen 
years building calculating machines, 
nothing else. 

Otte of a 
complete line of 

MARCHANT 
CALCULATORS 

MARCHANT CALCULATING MACHINE COMPANV 
DEPT. 2, OAKLAND, CALIFORNIA 

Please mail me booklets on 
New $125 Portable Q New Electric Full-Automatic Q 

Please show me — without obligation 
New $l^$ Portable • New Electric Full-Automatic • 

Name . 

Company 

jfddre ss — . 
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Why not Europe 
this August or 
September? . . . 
The Cunard Cabin Way 

invites you! 

Late Summer and early 
Fall a g lor ious season in 
Europe! There's more 
freedom abroad. The rush 
season is over and life is 
less crowded. Paris always 
seems more F r e n c h . . . the 
Black Forest pines more 
fragrant . , . the lakes of 
Lombardy m o r e colorful 
and Shakspere Land more 
g l a m o r o u s a n d re s t fu l . 
Beg in your vacation on a 
Cunard Cabin Ship! 

With three sail ings a week 
and the choice o f seven 
European ports to land at, 
seventeen great Cunarders 
l ink unsurpassable ocean 
comfort with moderate 
cost. Splendidly equipped 
s t a t e r o o m s , g e n e r o u s l y 
proportioned decks and 

{>ublic r o o m s , e n t i c i n g 
bod and service—all pro

claim the w o r l d - k n o w n 
Cunard standard of Cabin 
Travel. 

And o n all these ships are 
very bright and surpris
ingly comfortable Tourist 
Third Cabin accommoda
tions. Rates: Cabin $ 1 4 5 
u p . . . Tourist Third 
Cabin $ 1 0 2 . 5 0 up . 

CVNARD 
LINE 

See Your Local Agent 

T H E S H O R T E S T B R I D O E T O E U R O P E 

(Continued from page 61) 
blanket roll. Within it the nightmare 
of conscious existence was slowly seek
ing numbed oblivion. Yet, when the 
Grinner yelled, Jed heard the yammer
ing voice through the growl of the wind, 
and his mind was drawn back. 

He thought, "No coyote howls in a 
blizzard." And then, "I t ain't right he 
don't get froze." 

The Grinner howled again, that long 
falsetto nicker: "Yipipipip, hee-ee-
yapapapapap—" An insane fury 
brought him to his elbow, fumbling his 
Colt free. He dragged the blanket away 
from, his face, and the salt snow 
whipped against his mouth. In the 
faint gray luminosity of the snow he 
thought he made out a moving blur, a 
close circling form. 

He leveled the gun, elbow grounded, 
and fired. 

The dark blur became a fallen, fran
tically kicking swirl. He heard the 
Grinner's thin yip, and fired four times 
more into that swirl, until the hammer 
snapped on an empty cylinder. Then he 
drew back into the tube of his blankets, 
better fixed, as he thought, to die. 

Jed was mistaken. He was not dying, 
or anything near it. 

TTE WOKE in misery, every joint filled 
-'•-'•with cold pain. A faint seepage of 
light showed on the nap of the blanket 
an inch before his eyes, and presently 
he stiffly raised himself. A douse of 
snow dropped across his face like feath
ers, for half a foot of it lay over his 
blanket roll. He blinked his eyes across 
a morning gray and still. The gray 
horse was huddled dejectedly a few feet 
away. 

The circumstances of the night re
turned to him slowly. Their force was 
dulled, even when they were complete. 
He was a little chagrined that he had 
overestimated his danger, a little pleased 
that he was mainly unharmed. But his 
underlying emotion was a flat one— 
merely the wretched sense of ill-being 
that goes with stiff joints and a cold 
dawn. Then his loose Colt reminded 
him of the Grinner. 

He hardly believed, even when he had 
kicked the stiffened coyote out of the 
snow, that the Grinner was really dead. 
The animal in death looked more meanly 
small than before, more mangy, more 
fleabitten, less furry. His rigid tongue, 
sticking sidewise out of his jaws, was 
bright with frozen blood. Only the 
crease between his eyes gave him a re
semblance to the immortal grinning 
varmint that had spoiled Jed's wander
ings for so long. 

What would have been a grand tri
umph under other circumstances was 
reduced to only a faint ironic satisfac
tion as Jed opened his big knife and 
haggled off the Grinner's scalp. 

Jed stopped only three days at the 
Crazy K. During that time he cooked, 
and they wanted him to stay on in that 
job. But as soon as he was warm clear 
through, and tired of eating, he judged 
that the gray horse had downed enough 
grain to move on. He was anxious to 
prove to himself that he was as good 
a wolf hunter as ever, now that the 
Grinner was dead. 

For the first week he had little luck, 
for the Crazy K had been fighting 
wolves on its own account; but as he 
came into new territory things began to 
improve. For a week or two he heartily 
enjoyed the discovery of gray carcasses 
near his baits. 

Then he began to notice that some
thing was lacking. Once more he futile-
ly attempted conversation with Hey. 
Often, as he rested by his fire, he would 
catch himself listening; not naturally, 
as he habitually listened, but tensely, 
waiting. If a coyote yelled far off, he 
would stir, brightening almost, with the 
fresh breath of animosity that the Grin

ner had earned. Then his interest would 
fade out again, leaving the prairie more 
bleak than before, peopled only with 
the foolish brutes that ate his baits. 

Sometimes a voice almost exactly like 
that of the Grinner would sound not far 
away, and for an instant he would for
get that the Grinner was dead. Even 
after he had remembered he would lie 
listening to the yapping voice, pretend
ing, half-convincing himself that it was 
the same. 

Often he amused himself by thinking-
how he would outsmart the Grinner, if 
the brute were still alive. There was 
not much to that, though; there was so 
little he had not tried. 

Perpetually, as he loafed in his make
shift camp, while the gray horse grazed, 
his eyes wandered to sweep the snow-
floored sage. The brush was a salty 
gray; its twigs worked faintly in the 
wind, with a whispering voice inde
scribably desolate. 

Once as his eyes roved from his fire 
his nerves leaped to action; for a coy
ote was watching him, seated in plain 
sight ninety yards away, as the Grinner 
had sat. His rifle came up cautiously, 
for he expected the animal to disappear. 
When he had shot the coyote through 
the head he lacked the spirit to walk out 
and get the ears; he let it go until the 
next day, when he was ready to move 
on. 

A month passed in that way. The 
winter had grown old, but there were 
still six weeks of it left. 

Late in a gray afternoon, after a din
ner of fried mush, Jed got the ears of 
the Grinner out of his bounty sack, and 
put them on a rock behind a bush, a 
hundred yards from his camp. They 
made the rock look a good deal like the 
Grinner in the failing light. He meant 
to use them as a mark to shoot at, but 
instead he played for half an hour with 
an elaborate calculation of how he was 
going to shoot the Grinner this time and 
get round that disappearing trick. 

Suddenly he was shocked at his own 
childishness. With a grumble of oaths 
he turned his back and tried to go to 
sleep, but his awareness of those taunt
ing ears out there behind the sage would 
not let him. On an impulse he resaddled 
his horse and rode away, leaving the 
ears behind. Three miles farther on he 
decided he wanted them, after all, and 
rode back. 

Then, as he sat his horse, staring 
down at that pair of ears in the twi
light, a sense of his own folly over
whelmed him. He sat pulling at his 
lower lip with gloved fingers, gazing 
vacantly at those ears—two shabby tri
angles on a hardened bar of hide. 

He was wishing he were a granger, 
eating a frosty winesap apple by a hot 
stove, with a family of kids around him. 
It seemed to him that if he could only 
have a decent job again, away from the 
stark loneliness of that vast vacant 
prairie, he would never want anything 
else. Those accursed ears kept pulling 
his attention back. 

"Gosh," he muttered, "I can't go this 
no more." 

He turned the gray horse, and they 
went lumbering off into the dark. 

ONCE, a long time after, he found 
himself on that prairie again, while 

he was driving.the cook wagon for the 
Crazy K. Cooking had turned out a 
good job for Jed. Cooks were supposed 
to be crotchety and queer; the riders 
made allowances for that. Men in hopes 
of coffee at odd hours spoke pleasantly 
to him, and when they joked him they 
put in elaborate winks and grins. He 
felt foolish when, as the trail passed 
near the rock where he had left the 
Grinner's ears, he turned off to see if 
they were still there. They were gone, 
of course. Something hungry had car
ried them away. 

^^m»m^ 

The smartest resorts in the 
world . . . are not the 

most expensive! 

If you're the average man, ac
customed to American prices . . . 
you're apt to leave the smartest 
resorts on this side of the Atlantic 
outside your ca lcu lat ions . . . But 
French resorts offer a far more 
brilliant picture . . . at prices you 
can easily a f ford . . . . Le Touquet 
. . . international chic at a beach 
that owes its reputation to the 
Prince of Wales . . . D e a u v i l l e . . . 
where tout Paris spends hectic 
w e e k - e n d s . . . . D i n a r d . . . a lovely 
curving shoreline for the bather, 
rocks for the artist, the casino 
for everybody . . . the smartest 
plage in Brittany La B a u l e . . . 
t e n m i l e s f r o m S t . N a z a i r e , 
crowded with gay Parisians who 
adore the beach, the pine woods, 
the tennis and the dancing. . . . 
Biarritz . . . the sponsor of the 
suntan mode and every impor
tant fashion in sports c l o t h e s . . . 
the starting point for the auto
car service over the Route des 
Pyrenees . . . . Cannes . . . the south
ern capital of chic, the centre of 
smart Riv iera l ife. . . . Monte 
Carlo . . . where all the world 
comes for the ultimate thrill. 

Information and literature on request 

RAILWAYS OF FRANCE 
General Representatives 

INTERNATIONAL WAGONS-LITS, 7 0 1 FIFTH 

AVE., NEW YORK, OR ANYTOURISTAGENCY 
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THISYEARi 

V/CCATIOM 

IN Ontario, splendid roads 
lead you through modern 
cities and quaint villages 

where you will revel in new 
sights and sounds, and meet 
hospitable people with whom 
you will love to mingle. 

Here you will find tent and 
cottage camps and modern 
hostelries; the grandeur of 
woods, redolent with pleas
ant forest-fragrance, along 
the shores of waters where 
many varieties of fish await 
your lure. 

Plan this year to have, per
haps for the first time, the kind 
of vacation you have always 
wanted.. in Ontario, Canada. 

Write to — 

ONTARIO PUBLICITY BUREAU 
Dept. B, Parliament Buildings 
Queen's Park, Toronto, Ont. 

Canada 

YOU CAN HAVE THIS 
REMARKABLE ^ 
B O O H 

FREE 

A Taste for Red 
Continued from page 20 

ONTî RIO 
CANADA 

That was a gown—no, a poem—writ
ten in a silver-misted gauze about an 
amorous moonbeam caught in the pas
sionate swirl of amethystine water. A 
most devastating gown—a most censor-
able poem— 

"From your own dressmaker, dar
ling," replied Anne sweetly. 

"Where," said Mrs. J. Cavendish 
Sherrill slowly, formidably, "are you go
ing in that get-up, with that hairdress, 
and— What on earth have you done to 
your eyebrows!" 

Anne had turned to face her. 
"Plucked 'em—made them sophisti

cated, provocative . . . and I've blue 
shadows on my lids, mascara on my 
lashes, the most brilliant lipstick I could 
find on my mouth." 

"Where," repeated Mrs. Sherrill with 
a dangerous quiet, "are you going?" 

"To Lilas Terhune's party." 
"Who's going to be there?" 
"Everybody, I expect. Lilas' parties 

are always like a Saturday afternoon in 
the Grand Central station." 

"But who in particular?" insisted 
Mrs. Sherrill. 

"How should I know?" And Anne 
turned her back to her mother. 

But Anne was always a bad liar. It 
was evident that Anne knew "who in 
particular" would be there. But it was 
also evident that she didn't intend tell
ing her mother . . . just in case—well, 
suppose—suppose the new personality 
didn't work. . . . 

lyr iDNIGHT. Music. Revelry. "Gotta 
^'•^ be good—" wailed the saxophones 
. . . "Gotta be good—" wailed the blond 
young man dancing with Anne. "Gotta 
be good . . . an' I don't wanna—" 

"Pardon." 
Cut-in. Another. And another. Suc

cess with the stag-line—for the first 
time . . . complete success . . . even Lilas 
had remarked on it . . . pertinently . . . 
to the point. . . . 

But where was he? He was to have 
been thei"e. 

But he hadn't come to dinner. And 
it was nearly one o'clock! 

"Gotta be good—" wailed the trom
bones. 

"Gotta—" "Pardon." Cut-in. 
"If they play that again," said Anne, 

staring desperately at the whirling fig
ures about her, "or if you say it again, 
I'll scream—I'll yell right out!" And 
she looked desperately up. And (typo
graphically recording) exclamation 
point; several dashes; an entire row of 
asterisks. 

Then Anne said: "So you came after 
all Why did you?" 

And he said: "Perhaps because some
thing told me I'd find you." 

She was silent. She thought franti
cally, "Please God don't let me fail now 
. ; . please. . . ." 

She smiled provocatively up at him. 
And (again typographically recording) 
many dots; countless asterisks. 

Cut-in? . . . They went on dancing . . . 
Cut-in? . . . Not a chance. . . . 

So far Anne had remained entirely si
lent. The music helped. It blared deaf-
eningly, defiantly. But now a waltz 
was in order. . . . 

He said quickly: "Can't we get out 
of this mess? I want to talk to you—to 
tell you something." 

And not waiting for her reply, he led 
the way to a remote, deserted table in 
the supper room that paralleled the 
dance floor. They sat down. A weary 
waiter brought champagne. Real. No 
imitation at Lilas' parties. Anne drank 
hers with the proper gesture. "You 
are," said the man opposite her, who 

was, by way of mention, tall and dark 
and much too good-looking to be the 
famous Colonel Kevin Burke, explorer, 
mountaineer. Fellow of the Royal Geo
graphical Society, and but recently re
turned from the Everest Expedition, 
"remarkably beautiful." And he filled 
a glass with water and drank it entirely 
down. 

Anne smiled at him—a slow, brilliant 
smile. "Modesty," said she, "forbids me 
to agree with you." 

He returned her smile. "Of course. 
I expect you do get a lot of that guff, 
don't you?" 

"Lots," she affirmed with a slight 
grimace. "You know—'darling, what 
wonderful eyes you've got'—and so on, 
ad nauseum." 

And she allowed her shadowed eyes 
to rest deeply in his. 

His own looked quietly back. 
She said, after a moment and with a 

faint, faint smile: "Well?" 
"Not at all well," replied Burke, en

tirely serious. "I've got off, I'm afraid, 
to a very bad start." 

She denied this. "All things con
sidered, I think you've done exceedingly 
well, sir." And her smile deepened. 

His gaze wandered, came back to her. 
"What do you mean?—all things con
sidered." 

She went on smiling. "You see, I 
have you rather at a disadvantage. 
You can only guess about me—vague 
surmises at best. But I know all about 
you. That is, all that gossip and news
papers and periodicals can tell me." 

She had the pleasure of seeing him 
flush. 

He said; "Then to you, I must ap
pear a singularly insufferable and un
pleasant person." 

"On the contrary," said Anne, "to 
me you appear a wonderful, a most 
marvelous creature. As a matter of 
actual fact, I'm quite in love with you." 

The color deepened beneath his tan. 
He said slowly: "You rather enjoy 

having me on, don't you?" 
"But I'm not 'having you on,' " she 

told him calmly. "I'm entirely sincere. 
I fell completely in love with you in my 
debutante year and I've never outgrown 
it. I used to cut your pictures out and 
paste them in my memory book." 

r p H E weary waiter replenished her 
-*- wine-glass. She sipped it thoughtful
ly, gazed thoughtfully over its rim into 
the quiet, intent eyes of Kevin Burke. 

She said slowly: "At that, you could 
do much worse than marry me." 

She thought desperately: "What on 
earth am I saying! And I'm not even 
drunk! But at least I'm being star
tling. One couldn't now accuse me of 
being negative—colorless—" 

Then she saw that he was laughing. 
With his head thrown back, his eyes 
narrowed, his lips parted, he was laugh
ing, but silently, as if the source of his 
mirth was too deep, too secret, for 
articulation. 

He said at last: "You are fascinat
ing—I've never been handed a cooler, 
more individual line in my life." 

Anne twirled the stem of her wine
glass. Her nerves throbbed with a curi
ous excitement. 

She said evenly: "I assure you it's 
not a line. You may consider my pro
posal a legitimate one." 

Burke leaned forward on the table 
and regarded her squarely. 

He said: "But why should I consider 
it at all?" 

Anne was not abashed. 
"But why shouldn't you?" she coun-

(Continued on page 64) 

/A big flip 
Ms summer 

You can take the whole 
family to the scenic re
gions of the Far West at 
very reasonable cost* 

A Santa Fe Summer 
Xcursion ticket will take 
t h e m to Ca l i fo rn i a , 
through the Colorado 
Rockies, over the Indian-
detour, to Grand Canyon 
and Yosemite National 
Parks. Other national parks 
also may be included. 

If you prefer, join one 
of our escorted all-expense 
tours, where every de

tail is arranged 
in advance. 

and mall coupon 
W. J. Black. Pass. Traf. Mgr., 
Santa Fe System Lines, 
944Railway Exchange, Chicago, IIL 

Fleaae mail picture-folders checked below: 
n California Picture Book D The Indian-detour 
n Colorado Summer G Grand Canyon Outings 

• Harveycar Motor Cruises D Escorted all-expense Tours 
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S992 A: 

IFYOI3ARE 
RUN DOWN,FAOOED 
OUX AND CONSTIPATED 

If you are aware of the 
health benefits of yeast (and 
milhons of people are) you'll 
want to try this improved, 
modern form of yeast— 
Yeast Foam Tablets. Easy 
to swallow... good to chew 
...a peculiar rare flavor that 
everyone likes. 

Eat these tablets of pure 
yeast lor constipation, indi
gestion, skin disorders, 
"nerves," run-down condi
tions. As to their quality 
and effects it is enough that 
this yeast is used by leading 
universities and by the U. S. 
Government in their Vita
min B studies. 

Only 5c for the little glas-
sine envelope or SOc for the 
10-day bottle. At drug 
stores. Northwestern Yeast 
Co., 1750 N. Ashland Ave., 
Chicago. 

(CoiUhmed f?'om parjc (iJ) 
tered. "You' l l probably fall in love any
w a y — t h e logical react ion to months of 
isola t ion—and why not wi th me? I 'm 
young, r ich, good-looking, and heal thy. 
I 'm not pa r t i cu l a r ly a home-body, but 
I won' t bore you and I won't n a g you." 

" I see." Hi s eyes loft her face to 
s t a r e out a t the seething mass of danc
e r s once aga in . Then they came slowly 
back. "Do you real ly expect me to take 
you ser ious ly?" 

Take her ser iously! She wanted sud
denly, poignant ly , to s a y : "No , I don't . 
B u t nevertheless I love you—from the 
first moment I saw you—on the lecture 
p la t fo rm of the Geographical—I knew, 
qui te wi thout doubt, t h a t you were the 
one m a n in the world for me. Bu t then, 
you were not ent i re ly mor ta l—the lini-
8071 officer, a s it were , between the gods 
and the mor ta l s . B u t now—i^o?!,'—" 

She said to him, in an almost expres
sionless voice: "No, of course I don' t 
expect you to t ake me seriously. . . . 
Shal l we dance?" 

They danced—were cut in upon. This 
t ime he did not ignore the summons. 
Anne could not see her new p a r t n e r . 
H e r eyes were blind wi th hot, bi t ter 
t e a r s . 

I t was not till t h ree encores la ter t h a t 
she discovered she was aga in in his 
a r m s — h a d been in his a r m s for a num
ber of minu tes . 

She said stupidly. "Oh, i t ' s you 
aga in . " 

And he repl ied : "Didn ' t I wa i t a 
decent in te rva l? I 'm not ent i rely ac
customed to th i s ' t a g ' sor t of dancing ." 

Anne searched f ran t ica l ly for some
t h i n g to say—someth ing unusua l— 

No use . . . she was t i red. . . . 
She said suddenly : "Th i s crowd is 

deadly. I 'm u t t e r ly w o rn out . Would 
you mind dancing me toward the en
t r ance? I 'm going home." 

He directed her in silence to the en
t rance . There he sa id : " I 'm going wi th 
you." 

She stood still a l i t t le moment , look
ing up a t him. Had she been, a f te r all , 
successful? Had she real ly p u t i t over? 

He said, gu id ing her toward the vas t 
cloak-room: " I 'm off aga in tomorrow. 
And th i s sor t of t h i n g isn ' t exact ly good 
t r a in ing . I ' ll be glad of any e x t r a 
s leep." 

fT^HEY rode the brief dis tance almost 
-L in silence. An-ived before the tal l , 

d a rk house in E a s t Sixty-four th Street , 
she sa id : " Jamison will drive you home." 
Bu t he repl ied : " T h a n k you—but I 
p re fe r to walk ." 

She dismissed the car . He followed 
he r up the shallow steps. She had dif
ficulty in finding her key—her eyes were 
aga in blind. He took the bag from he r 
cold h a n d s , explored i ts perfumed 
depths , b rough t fo r th a small , sh ining 
object. 

" T h e r e you a r e . " He had unlocked 
the door. 

" T h a n k you." She had t aken t he key 
from his th in , ba r e hand. 

A dim l ight burned in t he marb le 
foyer. I t i l lumined Burke ' s face, dark , 
u t t e r ly expressionless. The s ight of it 
h u r t Anne intolerably. F a r be t te r to 
have continued as before . . . rea l iz ing 
him only a s the liaison -officer between 
the gods and mere mor ta l s . . . t h a n 
real iz ing h im a s a man , looking a t h e r 
thus ly . . . . 

Well—she t h r e w back he r head de
fiantly. "Good n ight , Colonel Burke . 
P e r h a p s we m a y meet a g a i n — " 

" P e r h a p s — " 
She still held her head h igh , defiantly. 
She said, looking a t him fully, un 

flinchingly : " B u t I rea l ly suppose t h a t 
th is is good-by." 

" I suppose s o — " 
" T h e n , " said Anne clearly, del iberate

ly. "You 'd best kiss me . . . i t ' s r a t h e r 
expected—" 

He kissed her. Anne could not ana 
lyze t h a t kiss. She had little experience 
to go by. Bu t she could analyze her 
own emotions. 

He released her . The dim light 
showed his face, still dark , inscru ta 
ble— 

"Good-by," said Anne, wi th a slow 
frozen smile. 

"Good-by," said Kevin Burke , with
out the fa intes t g l immer of expression. 
Then he tu rned and left. 

Fa i lu re . Hour af ter hour, wide-eyed 
and tense, while the dawn reached care
ful, g r a y fingers into the dim room, 
Anne sa t crouched in a w a r m nes t of 
pillows, s t a r i n g a t the word. I t ca
vorted, g r imac ing and jeer ing , before 
her s t ra ined vision. Fa i lu re . 

Noth ing remained bu t—the vision 
t h a t passed behind her closed eyes 
b rough t a litt le sob into her t h r o a t ; she 
saw it all so very clearly, so very dis
t inct ly . . . colorless years r u n n i n g 
drear i ly away into the colorless dis
tance. . . . 

T T E R sobs ceased. She sa t up . She 
-'--'• knew exactly w h a t she was going to 
do. She began to pack swiftly, careful ly, 
with the swift care of one whose mind 
is clearly made up. F r o m t h a t moment 
on, Anne Tab i tha Sherr i l l was going to 
live her drab , insignificant life as and 
where she pleased. And she pleased 
t h a t it should be f a r from the con
temptuous , cri t ical gaze of o thers . 

I t was J u n e . A t least the ca lendar so 
sta ted, and Mrs . Sherr i l l had so wr i t 
ten , and the count ry , pa r t i cu l a r ly t he 
Shenandoah Valley, so proclaimed. Bu t 
according to Anne ' s hea r t , i t w a s b i t te r 
est win ter . Bleak, d rea r , wi thou t sun 
and without hope. 

Still i t w a s hot in the ga rden . No 
denying it was exceptionally hot in the 
ga rden . Anne took off her ha t . Wi th 
i ts removal, she became almost as God 
had made her , save for a d is reputable 
g ingham smock and a p a i r of t ime-out
lawed canvas sneakers . B u t she was 
comfortable. N a t u r a l . Unconcerned. 

So, l iving her own life as and where 
she pleased, Anne knel t a lmost as God 
had created her , picking rose-bugs on a 
hot J u n e morn ing in the tumbled ga rden 
of an unfashionable f a r m in the hea r t 
of the Shenandoah Valley, Vi rg in ia . 

And it is ve ry probable t h a t Anne 
would have continued kneeling, picking 
rose-bugs, et cetera , only t h a t someone, 
wi th long legs encased in r id ing boots 
and breeches, said in a clear r ich voice 
fa r , f a r above h e r : " I beg your pa rdon , 
bu t would you tell me if th i s is Honey
suckle F a r m and does Miss Anne Sher
rill live h e r e ? " 

"One . . . two . . . t h r e e " . . . counted 
Anne, eyes t igh t ly shut . 

" F o u r . . . five . . . s ix" . . . eyes open. 
The legs were still the re , r i g h t beside 
her . 

"Yes , s i r , " said Anne . And went on 
picking rose-bugs. 

" T h a n k you," said the voice very po
litely. " I used the f ront knocker, but 
no one answered ." 

Anne a t tacked a f resh bush. " I 
reckon there ' s no one about ," she m u m 
bled. Her role was obviously t h a t of 
a s tupid Southern fa rm-gi r l , and t h a t 
" reckon" was a good touch. 

" I reckon not ," he agreed wi th her . 
" B u t do you, by chance, know Avhen Miss 
Sherr i l l will r e t u r n ? " 

" C a n ' t r igh t ly say , " mumbled Anne , 
p inching a rebellious b u g viciously. 

Silence. Dit to. 
"Here—you dropped one." And the 

long legs had bent a t the knees, v/ere 
lowering, were kneel ing. . . . " H e r e he 
is, the l i t t l e—why—" 

And (as on a n igh t five months ea r 
l ier) dashes, dots, as te r i sks . 

Then he said swif t ly : " W h y you 
a r e — " 

c orns 
relief in 1 minute! 

SAFE, SURE 

Removes the cause 
T h e i n s t a n t y o u a p p l y D r . S c h o U ' s 
Z i n o - p a d s c o r n p a i n e n d s . 
Removing the cause — pressure of shoes 
and the healing medication—is the secret 
of their healing power. No other treat
ment acts on this natural principle. You 
avoid all danger of blood-poisoning as wi th 
cutting your corns; all risk of acid burn 
on the toes from using harsh liquids and 
plasters. Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads are thin, 
dainty, cushioning, protective; guaranteed 
safe, sure. Won't come off in bath. 

Bunions and Callouses 
Di>. SchoU's Zino-pads are also made in 
sizes for Bunions and Callouses. 
At all drug, shoe and dept. stores 

—35*! box 

For free samp/e 
(mention size 
wanted), and 
booklet, address 
TheSchollMfg. 
Co., Chicago, 

DSSchoU's 

Zmo'pads 
Put one on—the pain is gone! AccliMiiiiT 

Executive Accountants and 0 . P . A. 'B earn S3,000 to $10,000 a year. 
Thousands of tirms need ttaem. Only 9,000 Certifled Public Account
ants in the United States . We train you tlioroly at home in spare time 
for C.P.A. examinations or executive accountinfr positions. PreviouB 
experience unnecessary. Training under the peraonal Gupervision of 
William B. Castenhoiz, A. M., C. P . A. , and a large staff of C. P . 
A . ' s , including members of the American Inst i tute of Accountants. 
Write for free hook, "Accountancy, the Profeseion that P a y s . " 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept, 540-H, Chicago 

The World's Lareest Business Training institution 

Speeditwin~~ 
20 H. P., 
6 to 45 

F,H. 

SMore 
Fun than Flying! 

pOR the whole fami/y—"Evinruding!" For ca
noe, hunting skifF, rowboat, runabout, speed 

hull and small cruiser there's an Evinrude for 
the job. Four "Twin" models—2j^, 6, 14 and 
20 horse power. More power, more speed, 
more features for 1929—quiet, speed-boosting 
underwater exhaust, waterproof ignition, easy 
starting made still easier, torpedo-streamline, 
pressure-vacuum cooling (no moving parts), self 
steering. Easypaymentsaslowas$37.50down. 

Write for new free Evinrude Year Book. 
EVINRUDE D I V I S I O N 
Outboard Motors Corporation 

4104 27th Street Milwaukee, Wis. 

> 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



C o l l i e r s for May 18, 1929 65 

As Necessary 
as a Tool 

Keep a Handy Can of 3-in-One in 
your car and you will use it more 
often than most any tool. "It's the 
little thing that does big things." 
Here's where many Auto Dealers 
and Repairmen use 

3-in-One 
Yteuenls^MSV O I L S - Cleans & Polishes 

V Starter V Latches 
V Generator V Locks 
V Horn ^ y/ Hood Hooks 
V Distributor V Body Squeaks 
V Model T Ford Timer •• Spring Squeaks 
V Windshield Wiper V Cleaning Glass 
V Hinges V Polishing Body 

VPolishing nickel and protecting it 
from water spots, rust and tarnish 

The vital propertiesof several high
est quality oils are scientifically 
blended in 3-in-One. That's why it 
costs a trifle more than ordinary 
oils but does so very much mote. 
Sold everywhere by auto accessory, hard
ware, grocery, drug and general stores. 

TAanufactured Since 1894 
THREE-IN-ONE OIL CO. 
130 William St . , New York 

T*T? T?T7 • Q^nerous sample 
1. IA.CC.3„;£ Dictionary 
of Uses. Request both on 
a postal. 

fS^ ** »*^»^ 

Made of light 
weight, heavily i 
nickeled steel, / 
Weight only 8 / 
ounces. Las t s / 
a lifetime. ' 
Easily a n d / 
quickly at- » 
t a c h e d. / 
Adds to the / 
life of bag.,' 

\ TA'-'^-

Exit the difficult art of stooping 
for gulf bags and keeping your eye 
on the ball at the same time! 

I Enter the Turf Tack—golfdom's 
newest aid to a better game! Turf 
Tack anchors your bag in the 
^mund—upright. Keeps it always 
within arm's reach. Eliminates 
ground groping—permits you to 
accurately spot direction of flight 
and point of landing. Fewer lost 
balls. Less distraction from your 
shots. Steady nerves. Freedom of 
mind. Net result: A lower score! 

Keeps bag and clubs spick and 
span. Protects your clothes from 
soil. Saves caddy fees. Insures 
your clubs a2.iinst crash elamage, 

SVA-JiCT 
GoifMBaq 

T U R F f T A C K 

1 
tliBie 

AiW"** 

CSY-
&in.Ba? 

s p " * ' ' * " . ^ wswO""-

"Anne's sister," said she, just as 
swiftly; "Anne's twin—Tabitha." 

"Oh," said Colonel Kevin Burke. 
"Yes," said Anne positively, emphati

cally. "Lots of people think we look 
alike, but it's not so noticeable when 
we're together. Anne's so much more— 
more—well, you know." 

He nodded gravely. 
She went on, quite pleased with her 

histrionic abilities: "Between you and 
me, I don't think features amount to 
much anyway—it's what lies behind 
them really. The personality, I mean. 
Take Anne and me, for example. Our 
eyes, noses, mouths, ai-e similar, but 
there the resemblance ends, as you can 
easily see. Anne's got a vivid person
ality, while I—well, my personality is 
best expressed in gingham picking rose-
bugs." 

"Do you really like picking rose-
bugs?" the colonel asked suddenly. 

Anne frowned at the bush before her. 
"No—I loathe it. But Uncle Uly's got 
i-heumatism and can't kneel down and 
this rose garden is his one pride and joy 
since he can no longer wear his re
splendent false teeth." 

Burke laughed. Not silently, as on 
that other night, but with full articula
tion. 

When he had done, he said, suddenly, 
without prelude: "I say, why not 
change and come for a ride with me?" 

She remembered the riding boots . . . 
he had ridden—from somewhere—over 
to see Anne . . . to see Anne. . . . 

She said swiftly: "Oh, I couldn't." 
"Why not?" 
She attempted to dissemble. "So 

much to do. Besides, it's too warm." 
He did not insist. After all, he had 

come—after five months, five eternities 
—to see Anne. . . . Anne of the Garbo 
hairdress and sophisticated manner. . . . 
Not Tabitha of the faded gingham and 
commonplace utterances. 

She said quickly: "Anne will be so 
sorry she missed you. She'll be back 
for tea. You—you might come to tea." 

He said slowly: "I might." 
Might? He must. 
"You'll surely come?" 
"Surely." 
"I—I expect she will be glad to see 

you again." 
"And I'll be glad to see her—very 

glad, I may tell you." 
Well, that was that. Anne it was 

. . . the vivid red aura had won after 
all . . . men have a crude taste for 
red, . . . 

"Well—good-by." 
"Good-by." 
And he was gone. A "good-by" for 

Tabitha now, as it had been a "good-by" 
for Anne then. 

Anne got slowly up and went slowly 
towards the house. 

r p H E old grandfather's clock was strik-
-•- ing the half hour of four when Anne 
Tabitha went into the living-room that 
afternoon. The long dim room was cool 
with the pale gleam of pewter on Span
ish mahogany and fragrant with the 
elusive perfume of lemon-oil and crushed 
rose-petals. She put the flowers she 
carried into a wide-mouthed majolica 
"crock," then went over to a mirror. 

Men have a crude taste for red . . . 
even the liaison officer between the gods 
and mortal. . . . But what was the use, 
oh, what was the use of making an ef
fort, any effort, for that thing, so elu
sive, so unsubstantial, so easily in
fluenced, which one calls love? 

She turned away fi-om the mirror. 
From the doorway. Uncle Uly said 

with relish: "Gunnel Kevin Burke." 
Anne's heart stood still. Time, 

planets, the entire cosmic universe stood 
still. Then Kevin Burke came in. 

He came into the long dim room and 
stood, suddenly motionless, gazing 
straight across at Anne Tabitha. 

She waited for him to speak. When 
he did not, when he continued to stand 
there, motionless, silent, she said, with 
a shadowy smile: "We meet. Colonel 
Burke, for the third time." 

And he said: "For all time, Anne 
Tabitha." 

Her eyes rested in his. "What do you 
mean?" 

He came swiftly towards her. She 
did not seem aware that he was holding 
her two hands in his as he answered: 
"What do you think I mean, Anne Tabi
tha?" 

She turned her gaze from him. 
She said, with an effort: "You can't 

possibly mean—" her eyes came back to 
his steadily, bravely: "what I hope you 
mean." 

And she waited for her answer. It 
did not come. But looking into his face, 
Anne saw there what she had been seek
ing, unconsciously, always. 

r p H E N Kevin led her over to the divan. 
-'- They pronounced each other's names 
as if just discovered. 

"Kevin!" 
"Anne—darling!" 
Anne sat very still. "I'm afraid to 

move," she said at last. "I'm afraid 
I'll wake myself up." 

"And I." 
"But how did you know—ivhen did 

you know?" 
"The moment I'd kissed you." 
"But you went away—without a word 

of ever seeing me again—of even want
ing to see me again." 

"I was afraid of you—of what you 
might do to me." 

"Darling, but why?" 
"Because you were so utterly modern, 

Anne. So completely of that life with 
which I have—could never have—any 
sympathy or connection. I'd watched 
you dancing—you'll never realize Anne, 
how lovely you are dancing—and I 
thought j^ou looked different, aloof, 
from those stereotyped dolls sun*ound-
ing you. Your face, in repose, had a 
sort of shimmering, poetic enchantment. 
So I cut in, purposely without an intro
duction, so that I might discover you, 
and all about you, for myself—" 

"And I hastened to disenchant you, to 
disillusion you." 

"No, not that. But to make me won
der—to pull myself sharply up. No use, 
I thought, deliberately placing myself 
in the torture-chamber. It was as if 
a sign reading 'Unhappiness ahead' 
warned me." 

Anne did not speak. So there was a 
long moment of silence. 

Then she said dreamily: "But you 
came back." 

He looked away from her, at the ja r 
of yellow roses. "Yes, I came back. I 
couldn't help myself." 

A NNE took his splendid dark head in 
-̂ *- her narrow hands and turned his 
face to hers. 

She said: "Kevin, you must be sure 
—sure of what brought you back. Was 
it the memory of the girl who boldly told 
you she loved you? The memory of a 
compelling personality?" 

"Darling, it wasn't any personality. 
It was just you. You—Anne . . . Tabi
tha . . . or Anne-Tabitha . . . just you. 
And the thought, the memory, of the 
kiss you gave me." 

The thought of that kiss suddenly re
minded them— 

Later, quite a while later, Anne Tabi
tha smoothed down her pale, straight, 
simply arranged hair. But there was 
no make-up to repair. And the plain 
little blue crepe frock that she wore did 
not crush easily. 

Men have a crude taste for i*ed? . . . 
Well, perhaps. . . . But it stands to rea
son that the liaison officer between goda 
and mortals should be just a trifle, just 
a little bit different. 

l^iH 

Wrong'' 
DOGS can't quite talk, but they can 

suffer—mutely. Faithful, forgiv
ing, loving, they deserve the best care 
we can give them. And it is a simple 
and easy matter to keep a dog healthy 
and happy when one knows how. 

Famous Dog Book Free * / / 
Polk Miller 's famous Dog Book has 
been the guide for millions of dog 
lovers. It has saved the lives of thou
sands of valuable dogs. In clear, non
technical language, it tells how to care 
for dogs and puppies, giving the symp
toms of all dog diseases and the best 
treatments for each. This book is free. 
We urge you to wri te for your copy. 

Commander Byrd chose 
Sergeant's ;. * j. ^ ^ ^ 
After exhaustive tests, the Byrd Ant
arctic Expedition chose Sergeant's Dog 
Medicines and Dog Food to be used 
exclusively in caring for their dogs. 
The Expedition's success depends 
largely upon the efficiency of its dog 
teams. There could be no finer tribute 
to the efficacy of Sergeant's products. 
The same Medicines and Dog Food 
chosen for Byrd's "huskies" areonsale 
at your dealer. Ask him about them. 

Expert Advice Free / / / - < / 
Our expert veterinarian cared for Byrd's 
dog teams before their departure. He 
will answer, wi thou t charge, questions 
sihout your dog's health. Write fully. 

There is a tested Sergeant's Dog Medi
cine for every dog ailment. Sergeant's 
Dcg Medicines and Dog Food are on 
sale at dealers everywhere. If you 
cannot obtain them, wri te us direct. 

POLK MILLER PRODUCTS CORP. 
1385 West Broad Street : Richmond, Va. 

ergeauYs 
DOC MEDICINES 
"A MEDICINE FOR EVERY DOC AILMENT" 

Sole Canadian Agents 

FRED J. WHITLOW & Co., Toronto 
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fttft 
RADIO ^TUBES 

lJiii{b]*in 
Qualitip 

Since 
1915 

The high standard maintained in their 
manufacture is reflected in their quality 
performance. 

Make every tube a Cunningham 
E. T. CUNNINGHAM, INC. 

New York Chicago San Frnncisco 
Dallas Atlanr.i 

BETWEEN 
THE^CTS 

L I T T L E C I C A R S 

WELL KNOWN M E M B E R S OF 
THE BETWEEN THE ACTS CLUB 

E D M U N D L O W E 
F O X F I L M S T A R 

There'll be no more half-smoked, half-
wasted c igars w h e n y o u switch to 
BETWEEN-THE-ACTS . . . the 15^ cigar with 
1 0 "stop-over p r i v i l e g e s . " S ized for 
your briefest smoking moments . . . and 
with not a penny's waste in a packetful. 

Smoke 1 0 and see . . . It's worth ISj! to know how 
good these little cigars are. If your dealer can't supply 
you, mail I S ^ (stamps or coins) for a package. P . 
LorillBrdCo.,Inc.,119WeBl4,0lhSlreet,NewYork,N.y. 

© p. L O R I L L A R D C O M P A N Y , E S T A B L I S H E D 1 7 6 0 

^ f c f e ^ «>̂ fc o€̂  m^^ Aw> 

THE gent who keeps me 
informed of the doings 
at WBBM in Chicago 

quotes Nate Caldwell, chief 
announcer there, as saying: 
"A number becomes hack
neyed only if poorly played, 
and Yes Sir, That's My Baby 
should be just as well re
ceived the millionth time it is 
played over the radio as it was when 
introduced, providing it is well played." 

There may be something in Nate's 
view, but unfortunately one hundred 
million people in this country do not 
agree with him, otherwise we would 
still be hearing Yes, We Have No Ba
nanas, especially as that song had the 
advantage of being a potpourri of clas
sical excerpts. 

No, Nate! Music, like literature, has 
certain masterpieces, sired by genius 
out of supreme inspiration. These re
main ever youthful throughout the ages, 
while the rest just sprout up, blossom 
a moment, wither away and finally 
reach eternal rest in oblivion. 

Let's Have the Tax 

'TlHERE is spirited opposition to the 
-*- proposed tax on broadcast stations. 
In their campaign some of the broad
casters will undoubtedly attempt to 
stir up public sympathy and use the 
aroused public interest against any bill 
that may be introduced in Congress for 
that purpose. 

It costs the country almost a million 
dollars per annum to regulate radio 
through the Federal Radio Commission. 
No matter what the broadcasters may 
say the public has to pay the bill, and 
no argument they can raise will alter 
that fact. The right to broadcast is a 
privilege conferred by the public on the 
broadcaster. His main ob
ject after getting the per
mit is to make a profit on 
the transaction. He should 
pay for this privilege in 
the same manner as any 
other concern pays for 
valuable franchises re
ceived from the govern
ment. 

A tax on broadcasting is 
sound. The stations un
able to meet it will be 
chiefly those who are oper
ating more for their own profit than 
in the public interest. Such a tax 
might conceivably achieve what the 
Federal Radio Commission has failed 
to do; that is, eliminate half of the 
present stations now in useless op
eration every day. 

The Two Floridas 

T^HE epic story of the Florida res-
-'• cue has been fully told and by this 
time almost forgotten. 
There was an interesting 
coincidence about the event, 
however, that was not told 
in the newspapers. Ex
actly twenty years pre
viously, almost to the very 
h o u r , a n o t h e r I t a l i a n 
steamer, also named the 
Florida, crashed into the 
liner Republic during a 
dense fog, vrithin a compar
atively short distance from 
the spot where the newer 
Florida foundered. 

'fekWy 
That event twenty years ago put 

radio to its first great test and focused 
public attention on its potentiality as a 
means of saving life at sea. On that 
occasion two thousand lives were saved. 
So impressed were the civilized' nations 
of the world that all of them passed laws 
immediately, making it compulsory for 
ocean-going ships to be equipped with 
radio. The increased demand for radio 
apparatus that followed the passage of 
these laws made it possible to undertake 
the research that has culminated in so 
many wondrous things, including radio 
broadcasting. 

Subsequent marine disasters led to 
additional radio legislation, such as the 
laws which require a continuous day-
and-night watch by radio while ships 
are at sea. Let us hope that in our 
admiration of the heroism displayed in 
emergencies at sea we will not overlook 
the lesson it teaches: Every ship that 
crosses the seas should be equipped with 
a radio compass direction finder. When 
human life is in peril money is of no 
consequence. 

Wireless Wire Tapping 

T T E R E is a cute little yarn related to 
-*•-•- me by R. H. Marriott, who has been 
radio engineering ever since Marconi 
invented radio by hitching an aerial 
wire to an electric spark. R. H. is now 
chief engineering for the much harassed 

Radio Commission. Well, 
here is the tale: 

In the far reaches of 
Flatbush, N. Y., where 
two-family houses hold 
each other up on every 
block, one family invested 
in an electric socket-oper
ated radio receiver. At 
the end of the month the 
lady of the house was in 
ecstasy. "It doesn't cost 
me a cent to work it," she 
exclaimed to her friends. 

"I watched the electric bill and it's 
just the same as it's always been!" 

A couple of weeks later the floor 
lamp attached to the same socket as 
the radio went out. So did the radio. 
The man who owned the house and 
lived in the apartment upstairs came 
rushing down. 

"What's the matter?" he asked, ex
citedly. "All the lights in my place 
have gone out." 

"Mine are all right," replied the 
lady tenant, "but the radio 
won't work." 

When the electrician 
came in to locate the trou
ble he found that the 
downstairs socket had been 
ingeniously connected to 
the main lead of the elec
tricity supply- that served 
the owner's apartment up
stairs. 

It was discovered later 
that this job had been done 
by a previous tenant noted 
for his thrifty habits. 

This adv. suggested by J. Riker, 217 Quincy St., B'klyn, N.Y. 
If you have a new and original idea, send 
it to us and if acceptable we will pay $100.00 

—and it is just as unsafe to use 
inflammable Cleaning Fluids 

demand' 

eVRPQNA 
Cleaning Fluid 

C A N N O T B U R N 
CANNOT EXPLODE 

absolutely safe!-
Removes Grease Spots 

W i t h o u t Injury to Fabric or Color 
D o e s it Quickly a n d Easily 

O n < f t t n T T I CC AND LARGER SIZES 
Z\}^0\)\\ LtbATALL DRUG STORES 
Carbona Products Co., 302-304 West 26th Street, New Yorfe 

It 
Stops 

hack 
pressure 

1 his super by-pass muffler 
soor\ saves cost in gas and 
oil economy. Stops back 
pressure, keeping motor 
cool, adding speed, power. 
pick-up. Open, produces 
thr i l l ing race-car roar 
Leading cars have by-pass 
mufflers. Your dealer or 

direct. $9.50 postpaid. 

Patented taper 
fits one model 
to all cars. 

False Teeth 
"KIulch"hoias them tight 
" K L U T C B " forms a comton cushion; holds the plate 
so snug it can' t rock, drop or be played with. I'oM 
can eat and talk as ivell as you did -Jjith your otvn teeth. 
Don't endure loose plates another day. Klutch will 
end your troubles. 50c at druggists. If your druggist 
hasn't it have him order it for you. If he will not, 
don't waste mo7iey on substitutes but write us for a box. 
Send us 6oc when satisfied. 
H A R T & C O . . B o x 2 3 0 7 - E . E l m i r a , N . Y . 
I p V T D ^ n i ? CRUISE June 29 
E l l i J A U ^ ^ j r j C f ss. "LANCASTRIA" 
CUNARDLINE,52days,$600to$1300 
Mediterranean, Norway, Berlin (Paris, London) 

Frank C« Clarke TimesBidg.,N«Y« 
Blue Mountain Lodge 

A d i r o n d a c k B a s e b a l l a n d N a v a l C a m p 
for b o y s 9-16. Adven tu re , spor ts , model a i rp lane and 
b o a t cons t ruc t ion , d r ama t i c s , t u to r i ng . N o ext ras . 
Address R i c h a r d H . L o t t , S w a r t h m o r e , Pa . 

iiiiiii: 
IE you enjoy reading this magazine, your friends will too. By 
using a little spare time to secure subspriptioas for Collier's 
and the other Crowell magaaines, you can easily add $25 to 
S30 or more to your regular monthly income. FREE OUTFIT 
and inatructiona sent without obligation. Write: CHIEF OF 
SUBSCRIPTION STAFF, The CroweU Publishina Company^ 
S50 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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