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HE flashing S, on a green oak leaf which

every Sylvania dealer’s window wears—is
not the only symbol of Sylvania excellence. The
dealer’s own enthusiastic comment is significant.

He understands the importance of the fifteen
exacting tests through which Sylvania Tubes
must pass before they come to market.

He knows from daily proving how carefully
they are made—how unusually long they keep
their first-day efficiency.

And the Sylvania Foresters program that in-
troduces you and him, has served you best if you
come to know Sylvania Radio Tubes.

Listen to the Sylvania Foresters Orchestra and

Quartette every Wednesday Evening—Over stations

affiliated with the National Broadcasting Com-

pany, including wjz and xpka and xwk and xyw

and wsz and wsza and war and wram and wjr
and wiw and wren and wrva,

SYLVANIA PRODUCTS COMPANY

EMPORIUM, PENNSYLVANIA

RADIO TUBES

>
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telepathy to radio, announces

that fifty-five per cent of those
who “listened” to his thoughts over
their loud-speakers guessed at least one
of the three thought-projections in the
opening Ghost Hour program over the
NBC network. The three thoughts
were: “An American President,” “A
number of three digits” and “A geo-
metrical figure.”

Regarding the reported success of this
test, Dunninger says: “It is extremely
significant that it was with the aid of
radio that the new record was estab-
lished. No one is positive by what
aeans radio waves reach the listener,
and perhaps in its rays will be found a
clue to the understanding of telepathy.”

Possibly there are, within the con-
geries of atoms that comprise the hu-
man brain, means for generating ultra-
high-frequency ether waves capable of
conveying a mental picture or idea to
some similarly attuned mind in another
human being. If there are such means
available, nobody has yet found the
secret of voluntarily setting the waves
into motion.

Even if someone did discover the se-
cret, that would be only one step for-
ward in utilizing the inherent power, if
it is there. The next would be to dis-
cover some efficient means of radiating
these waves into space. Of course it is
scarcely needful to mention the neces-
sity of getting our minds into a recep-
tive condition to detect and reproduce
these thought-waves.

Maybe evolution, in its normal course,
will develop sensitive antenns on the
heads of human beings—but I am afraid
it will be a long time before you can
concentrate on the guy who borrowed a
ten-spot from you, and find his mind re-
ceptive.

% DUNNINGER, who has brought

Short-Skirt Waves

For the past year cops detailed to
special automobile squads by the Chi-

Picked out of the Air

By Jack Binns

cago police department have been hav-
ing one awful time,

It is no fun to sit still while the loud-
speaker in your automobile is saying, in
high soprano tones: “No hat, no stock-
ings, not even an anklet is needed to
enhance the latest lovely bathing suit of
Scotch plaid. It is Scoteh all around
judging by its design and cut, despite
its Parisian birth.”

It is pretty hard, too, for a two-fisted
cop to remain silent when some hard-
looking mug comes along and skittishly
exclaims to him: “Oh, hello, Gertrude,
have you heard about the lovely sale of
stockings down at Marshall Field’s to-
day?”

The cops have had to stand this while
the Chicago police department has been
carrying on a series of experimental
patrols in automobiles equipped with
radio sets, in conjunction with station
WGN.

In the course of these experiments
the mnormal broadcast of WGN is
interrupted whenever a ecrime is re-
ported, in order to flash the news to the
police automobiles which are located in
certain specific sections of the city.
Each of these automobiles carries at
least three policemen fully armed.

The period of experimentation has
thoroughly justified the system. The
figures already compiled show crime has
been cut down one third as a result of
the prompt actions of the auto squad.

It looks as though the troubles of the
special squad would soon be over. The
city has appropriated sufficient money
to erect a short-wave transmitter for
the service, and the cars will then be
equipped with receivers that cannot re-
spond to ordinary broadcasting, but will
always be silent until an actual message
comes from headquarters.

This short-wave service will also ma-
terially increase the efficiency of the
system because it will not be so easy for
criminals to cut in and be forewarned
by the alarms, so that they can disap-
pear before the automo-
biles arrive.

Every large city in
the country should be
equipped with such a
service, and the state gov-
ernment should extend
it to state police areas.

The pioneer city in this
work was Detroit, which
has also gone to short-
wave lengths below the
broadcast band to carry
on the service. In Michi-
gan a law has already
been passed prohibiting
the use of short-wave ra-
dio receivers in private
automobiles,
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oreen and pick the most successful for
continued use, or, to speed up the proc-
ess, get an expert’s opinion on the
question before she tries at all. If blue
is worn in the evening, she should buy
blue or black pencil and mascara, no
matter if her eyes are sand color with
purple dots.

Similarly, even the blue-eyed golden
blonde who plans to wear brown must
leave her pet blue shadow to sit at
home disconsolate while she goes out
and gets a brown one for her new cos-
tume. With such a chaney shade as
green, brown, green or blue eye shadow
may be demanded, according to the way
the particular green in question reflects
itself in the eyes. Thank heaven we’ve
still got black and red to wear—two
very important colors—in which we’re
told to match the eyes as is.

The Napoleon of the Powder Industry

Fortified with two of Madame’s new
lipsticks and a bottle of her artificial
tan to use in case the home-grown arti-
cle began to wear off in spots, we decided
to go downtown and investigate that
rumor about the biggest powder manu-
facturer in the world and his onslaught
on the peaceful farms. He was the man
who first came out, eight years ago, and
told America to stop dipping its nose
in the national flour barrel and match
its powder to its complexion.

His was the first great name asso-
ciated with the idea that rouge wasn’t
red but a whole series of shades, When
he brought out an artificial tan this
vear, he sold two hundred thousand bot-
tles in the first ten days. In short, in
the world of beautifying he’s a power
of the most powerful sort.

Years ago, he was just a straight-
backed and determined young Corsican
with a single asset outside of his good

looks—a marvelous rose jacqueminot
perfume. Paris, of course, was the
place to make his fortune. But he

tramped from shop to shop without
being able to sell a franc’s worth. Per-
haps the last man was a bit too supe-
rior—perhaps our future Napoleon of
the powder industry was fed up with
fate.

Anyhow, he didn’t turn and walk out
this time like a Christian martyr with a
most  exceptional profile. His eyes
dashed, his arm swung up—and the
precious bottle was a little heap of
broken glass in a pool that widened
slowly on the floor.

Next day a parfumenr was telephon-
ing all over Paris. His customers, his
Jlerks, his friends were clamoring to
know why his shop smelled sweeter than
the Elysian Fields. His wife gave him
no peace; she threatened to take the
children and go home to her mother
if he couldn’t produce that perfume.

. Which proves, of course, that it’s
quite all right to lose your temper if
you choose the perfect place.

When we went around to the vast
pile that now houses his administrative
offices in America, we ran into a sales-
men’s convention with an extra session
in the wings where lovely models were
being prepared to face the eagle-eyed
inspection of those to whom a pretty
girl hasn’t begun to be pretty until her
make-up is smart. The all-wise lady
in charge had just come back from a
transcontinental trip, and we wanted
to know if our enlightened country still
had sectional prejudices about beauty,
or was it one and indivisible in its creed.

Where did they make up best? 1In
New York, San Francisco and Dallas.
Where did they use the most rouge?

In the South. What was the most con-
servative part of the country? New
England, where they prefer liquid and
paste rouges because these give a more

natural effect, and most of the women |

won’t buy lipsticks unless they are the
invisible sort that adds the faintest
possible color by changing on the lips, or
the darker tones of which they use the
merest touch.

As a rule, parts of the country that
have the most sun—and therefore the
darkest skins—like the lightest pow-
ders. Southern California is the shin-
ing exception. Hollywood took up
suntan before anybody else except the
Lido-Riviera-Palm Beach crowd in New
York.

This authority says she hasn’t noticed
any falling off in the use of rouge;
indeed she thinks an unrouged sun-
burned skin is simply too terrible. First
an orange rouge—then your powder—
then a dusting of the dry rouge you
usually use—that’s her recipe.

Outline your Cupid’s bow in liquid
rouge, making the mouth you’d have
chosen if you could; let it dry on; then
apply your lipstick. Put your eye
shadow very close to the lashes, never
on the ball of the eye. Elongate the
eye itself by blending the shadow out.

With a suntan make-up, try brown
eye shadow first, with blue on top. More
brown should be used in the daytime,
more blue at night. If you're wide and
flat between the eyes, put the shadow
close in beside the nose and under the
brow. If you're too narrow there al-
ready, a lighter shade of powder used
at this point will give you breadth.

From which it will be seen that,
though our two authorities may differ
on details, they agree in saying that
no woman is well equipped unless she
has two shades of eye shadow. With
her street rouge, her lighter rouge for
the evening and the exotic orange neces-
sary for her suntan make-up and for
certain shades in clothes, she has
another trio of preparations to buy.

She can’t get away with fewer than
two lipsticks for day and evening wear.
And she certainly needs four powders
—two for day wear, two for artificial
light. At times even the blondest
blonde won’t feel up to the dazzling
mauve version of her complexion, so
she’ll be glad to have naturelle or eream
on hand. The brunette who usually
uses cream at night may find her skin
a little pale and dead, in which case
she’ll be wise if she gives it life with
ochre rose,

A Help to Their Husbands

Middle-aged women should always
use two powders, even in the daytime
—our authority is most convincing
about this—an ochre rose dusted in well,
followed by rachel number one or num-
ber two to lighten the effect.

“By the way,” said the encyclopedic
subject of our interview, “it may inter-
est you to know that men like the sun-
burn vogue because it makes it prac-
ticable for them to steal their wives’
face powders.

“The truth is, they love to use them,
but they hate to buy them. They’re just
as vain as we are—and their wives know
it—but they wouldn’t have anyone else
find it out for the world.”

“Have you any idea how much of
these things they do use?” we asked her.

“Oh, no,” said our expert with the
little smile that all women wear when
they talk of men in general and think
of one man only, “their wives all scold
them. But they’d never tell.”

Stromberg-Carl-

NO. 84:6 san. Uses & total

of 10 tubes, Equipped with
every practical development
knowa to the radio art. New ease
of operation. New brilliance
of tone. Half-octagonal cabinet
with famous Siromberg-Carlson
hlcctro-Dynamw Spesker built-
in. Price, without tubes. East

of Rockies . . . 834750

WHERE

STROMBERG-CARLSON was never

an “ordinary” radio receiver. The
first model ever built contained all the
knowledge of radio then available—
applied with the skill of 30 years ex-
perience in an allied art—fashioned
by trained workmen—whose only ideal
has always been to produce the best
possible 1nstrument regardless of cost,
expediency or any other consideration.

Today, the new Screen Grid Stromberg-
Carlsons fulfill this heritage. They are
built to meet the conditions of present
day broadcasting. They have 3 Screen
Grid Tubes (totally shielded) affording
high amplification. Their “Linear”
Power Detector enables you to enjoy
the high modulation broadcasting with
a brilliant, sparkling tone. They have a
new degree of selectivity and sensitivity.

A Stromberg-Carlson is a “quality”, not
a “quantity” Receiver. Radio knows
no finer instrument.

Listen Wednesday Evenings to the Coast-to-Coast
Broadcast of the Stromberg-Carlson Orchestra,
over the National Broadcasting Company’s Blue
Network and Associated Stations.

**MAKING IT FINER*®
IS A TRADITION

No. 642 Stromberg-Carl-
son. Uses six tubes, three
screen grid, Price, without
tubes, East of Rockies

$247.50

Stromberg-Carlson Telephone Mfg. Co., Rochester, N.Y.

Strombers- Carlson

MAKERS OF VOICE TRANSMISSION AND VOICE RECEPT]ON APPARATUS FOR MORE THAN THIRTY-FIVE YEARS
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Tﬂe’? he goes.

eans

Mo hasa NATIONALZ

“There he goes! There he
goes!” It’s heard on all sides
when the party breaks up...
and it’s ’way below zero...
and the car’s been standing
for hours...and the oil acts
like it’s concrete!

For with a NATIONAL he’s “first away” every
time! Away and gone while others are ¢-r-a-n-k-
i-n-g and c-r-a-n-k-i-n-g!

That's because the NATIONAL is built for cold weather starting...
actually the finest battery in the world for that! Large, heavy
plates crammed with active material produce the necessary kick

to move any motor. And there’s a reserve power that follows
through till the starting job’s done!

So trouble-free and cost-free is the NATIONAL that it’s the only
battery whose 12 or 18 or 30-month guarantee is backed by a
surety bond of the National Surety Company.

Start the winter without “starting worries.” See the NATIONAL

dealer today. Ask about the BOND!

NATIONAL BATTERY COMPANY, General .
Oﬁices, St. Paul, Minn.,U.S. A., Branches: Chicago,
Kansas City, Los Angeles, North Bergen, N. J., Oak-
land, Baltimore, Seattle, Atlanta, Dallas, Cincinnati,
Portland, Detroit, St. Louis, Spokane, Boston, Bir-
mingham, Chicago Heights, Houston, Denver, Albany.

THSNAL

ATTERIES

N

National Battery
Station St. Paul,
205.4 meters
1460 kilacycles

The Virginia Reel

Continued from page 13

hottest enemies did not question the
Bishop’s sincerity. Being in politics
themselves they simply had to admire
his genius for the game. He played it
as they played it—with more shrewd-
ness than they and with more ruthless-
ness. He had the cards and he played
them to win. As who doesn’t?

It is not so curious as it may at first
seem that with the coming of national
prohibition in 1920 the Bishop’s power
began to show signs of wear. It was
far, far from weak; but it was quite
apparent that the obedience to the Can-
non command was not quite the instant
thing it had been. And the good man
began to hear the hateful word “no.”

The Absentee Bishop

Several reasons are assigned. To be-
gin with, there was a tendency on the
part of certain church laymen of high
visibility to consider that a continuation
of the old high-pressure zeal for pro-
hibition was unnecessary now that the
holy cause had become a part of the
national constitution. Furthermore, a
feeling was thriving that the Bishop’s
love for padroning the legislature was
making the relationship of the church
with ward polities too intimate. Also
these important, pew-holding money
producers were getting a bit fed up with
ecclesiastical rule in their temporal
affairs. For example, when the Anti-
Saloon League and kindred bodies be-
gan to shake long fingers at tobacco.

Then, too, Bishop Cannon had spent a
great deal of time out of the state while
lining up the nation for prohibition.
And not even Bishop Cannon is immune
to those managerial ills which absentee
bosses contract. In other words, while

he was out campaigning hither and yon .

in the land a few of his fences in Vir-
ginia rotted. Slick political jobs were
done on him in his absence, you see.

Too, unity, peace and concord had
failed now and then to mesh within the
Anti-Saloon League machine and were
giving off signs of wear. Mr. Wheeler
and the Bishop, while outwardly calm,
were not loving,

The point is that the Anti-Saloon
League was developing body squeaks
and a disconcertingly large number of
riders were complaining that a new
wagon wouldn’t be a bad idea at all.
The reason was clear, too. The Anti-
Saloon League had got mired so deeply
in politics that it was losing traction.

In 1925 proof came to the Bishop. He
nominated Senator Mapp for governor
against Harry Flood Byrd. Not that
Mr. Byrd was not dry. He’s as dry as
the Bishop. But the Bishop owed a
little something to the faithful Senator
Mapp and, too, Mr. Mapp showed none
of Mr, Byrd’s disinclination to be dic-
tated to.

The Bishop called upon all and sun-
dry to come forth and elect the man in
whose rectitude, aridity and stanch-
ness in the faith he had utter confidence.
A vote for Mr. Mapp would be a vote
for Bishop Cannon, for prohibition en-
forcement, for morals and against the
old machine. This old machine with
which the Bishop was glad enough to
align himself a few years since had be-
come something to be destroyed. The
old working agreement between the
Bishop and the machine had somehow
dissolved. At any rate it had bolted the
Bishop and the Bishop had renounced it
and it was now a wicked contraption
which gobbled men’s souls.

Whereat, to the sharp amazement of
a considerable number of Virginia’s
smart politicians, the state elected Buck

Byrd amid what appears at this dis-
tance to have been a wholly unnecessary
amount of rejoicing.

And there ended, temporarily at least,
the dictatorship of Cannon in Virginia.
There, too, began the Byrd-Cannon feud
which is about to have a good airing.

The new governor, Buck Byrd, was
not even subtle in informing the Bishop
that during his four years of adminis-
tering the state’s affairs, he, Harry
Flood Byrd, would be governor and that
if the time came when the advice of
Bishep Cannon was important, he, Gov-
ernor Byrd, would send for him. And
until that time—

Then came Al Smith seeking the
Presidency. It is common knowledge
that Bishop Cannon was responsible for
the defection of Virginia from the
Democratic column last year. It is more
common knowledge that Bishop Can-
non was largely responsible for Mr.
Hoover’s conquest of North Carolina
and Tennessee. Maybe so. Maybe so.
0Old Common Knowledge is frequently a
{raud—a gossiping godmother to well-
founded rumor and other snares and de-
lusions.

I have just.come from Virginia, where
preachers’ and politicians assured me
that Virginia would have gone to Mr.
Hoover or any other dry, Protestant
opponent of a wet, Catholic candidate,
Bishop Cannon or no Bishop Cannon.
This is interesting if not particularly
important.

But it would have been more interest-
ing to know what might have happened
in 1928 in Virginia had Governor Byrd
and his smooth machine warmed up to
Mr. Smith enough to have gone into
the fray with the throttle wide open.
Twice during the campaign Governor
Byrd went to Governor Smith with
prayer and warnings. He went first
when Governor Smith sent his famous
telegram to the expiring convention in
Houston, and besought him to speak
softly of that Southern darling, prohibi-
tion. I am unable to set down the exact
words which passed between the two
governors but I am assured that Buck
Byrd exhorted Al Smith to desist from
hammering on the beer barrel and that
Al Smith told him that the country was
athirst and was wild to prove it.

A Second Rebuff

Again Governor Byrd went to Gov-
erncr Smith and advised against the
selection of Mr. Raskob as chairman of
the Democratic National Committee.
Not, mind you, that Governor Byrd had
objections to the person of Mr. Raskob.
Far, far from it. It was northern capi-
tal such as Mr. Raskob represented that
Governor Byrd had been fetching into
Virginia and whereby he was lifting
his state out of debt and into the sur-
plus class.

But Mr. Raskob, too, was a Catholic
and there were Democratic National
Committeemen and women who were
going to want to know whether they
were about to become members of a
Catholic National Committee. People
will ask questions of that sort, you
know.

But Governor Smith, strong in two
great virtues—belief in his destiny and
loyalty to his perscnal friends—bade
Governor Byrd to be of stout heart and
shed these small fears and that in No-
vember all would be well.

Governor Byrd returned to Richmond
to report that twice Governor Smith
had kicked fate and Virginia in the face
and that, in his opinion, the Democratic
party was about to take its customary



clubbing. In brief, the Virginia ma-
chine was all but conceding the state to
Mr. Hoover before the middle of Oc-
tober.

You’d say offhand that all this left
little ammunition for Bishop Cannon to
enter the 1929 fight. But that merely
indicates how little you know the man.
Give the Bishop a good hard snowball
and he’d have a go at the defenses of
Hampton Roads. The man simply wal-
lows in the fun of a no-quarter fight.

The Bishop was experiencing the
agony of disloyalty in his own church.
Methodists were getting out the Book of
Discipline and turning to the section on
“0Of the Trial of a Bishop.” Some of his
most prominent laymen were talking of
the warmth that was sure to character-
ize the next session of the General Con-
ference to be held in Dallas in May,
1930. The Bishop had been caught at
stock gambling—and had admitted it.
And there was much talk about the
Bishop’s dealings in timber stumpage,
real estate and foodstuffs.

In Shining Armor

Not that the Bishop’s participation in
any of these money-making projects
was dishonest. And not that he hadn't
done precisely what these very laymen
had been doing—seeking money in legit-
imate tradings. But all of it had re-
vealed the Bishop as exceedingly human
and the possessor of a few common traits
and desires. And to thousands Bishop
Cannon had been above such mundane
things, had been a god immune to gold’s

lure. Gods do well to remain aloof from
worldly things. And Bishop Cannon
hadn’t.

History is crowded with the names of
great politicians who took smaller rea-
son than the Bishop has as their cue
to retire to their estates. That is be-
cause these weaklings had guilty con-
sciences, which the Bishop has not.
They wanted courage. The Bishop has
the courage of a thousand such. They
had doubts of the righteousness of their
cause. Bishop Cannon is as strong to-
day in his beliefs and sincerity as he
was when, twenty-five years ago, he en-
tered Virginia’s political tourney, his
shining armor blinding all who beheld
him.

So now to do ov die, the Bishop is out
with warnings of the horrors that will
be ours if punishment is not meted out
to all who voted for Al Smith. 1le called
upon all those in Virginia who did not
bolt the Democratic ticket last vear to
apologize publicly and make at least
partial amends by overthrowing the
Byrd machine and restoring him, Bishop
Cannon, to power. That’s the spirit of
his call at any rate.

The trumpets had called to a holy war
but filmy idealism did not glaze the
Bishop’s clear, farseeing eyes nor be-
fog his swift mind. He formed an odd
alliance with Campbell Bascom Slemp,
boss of the Republicans in southwestern
Virginia, former member of Congress
and one-time secretary to Calvin Cool-
idge, and with Robert H. Angell, presi-
dent of the Shenandoah Life Insurance
Company and other wealth breeders,
and Mr. Slemp’s successor as Republi-
can state chairman. A certain amount
of criticism from within the old Cannon
following was inevitable; but the gen-
eral explanation was accepted that in
politics one must fight with whatever
weapons are available. Also, both Mr.
Slemp and Mr. Angell are fascinatingly
clever as well as rvich.

The next stroke of the Cannoneers
was deft. In Virginia a party may hold
a primary or may not. Expediency
dictates. To hold one supplies the op-
position with an idea of one’s strength,
although it 1s well never to place too
much trust in primary figures. The
Byrd forces had to hold a primary be-

Collier's for

cause three candidates presented them-
selves for the nomination, one of them
being Senator Mapp, who once had the
favor of the Bishop but who voted for
Al Smith and made a conservative
speech or two in favor of the New
Yorker. Mr. Mapp was soundly beaten
by Mr. Pollard, but instantly announced
his intention of carrying on vigorously
for Mr. Pollard and against his erst-
while master,

But Bishop Cannon’s party held no
primary. It met in convertion in Roa-
noke and nominated Mr. Brown, a high-
minded amateur in politics. There was
no opposition to Mr. Brown. Mr. Angell
thereat nominated a Republican for
lieutenant governor, R. Walter Dicken-
son, who all but ruined everything by
making a speech of acceptance in which
he boasted that his parents were Union
sympathizers in the Civil War. Prob-
ably nothing Mr. Dickenson could have
said would have been more inapt.
After hooting Mr. Dickenson lustily, the
Cannoneers ignored him, declining to
accept him as their candidate for any-
thing. And in brief time Mr. Dicken-
son resigned his nomination, leaving the
allies to go on without anybody for
lieutenant governor.

But there was no dissension over the
alliance’s ideals. The platform leaves
nothing to the imagination—nothing at
all. It was clearly set forth in the key-
note speech delivered in good voice by
Mr. Frank Lyon, one of the ablest of
the Bishop’s lieutenants. Here you have
it in a few selected paragraphs:

“The doctrine proclaimed by Mr. Ras-
kob as the militant leader of the Democ-
racy of the nation is that Democracy
must be reconstructed and set up as an
organization proclaiming and following
the liberalism of the foreign element in
the densely populated cities, as repre-
sented by Tammany Hall.

“This word liberalism is one used
freely by those who wish to gratify the
coarser passions of men. ... Since Gov-
ernor Smith has been at the head of
New York State the country has wit-
nessed the repeal of all prohibition laws.
It has witnessed the legalization of
prize fights as a recognized Sunday di-
version attended by the heads of Tam-
many Hall. It has witnessed the legal-
izing of common gambling at race
tracks and it has witnessed the letting
up of the enforcement of all laws which
tend to restrain mankind in the in-
dulgence of his passions. New York
has been liberalized to measure to the
standards of Mr. Raskob.

“A Party of Libertines”

“Under the plea of liberalism the
Democratic party is to be reconstructed
and the prize ring, the gambling estab-
lishment, the saloon and the bawdy
house are to be sowed broadecast
throughout the nation in conformity
with the standards of New York City
as represented by Governor Smith and
the Tammany organization.

“Mr. Raskob has no Democratic for-
bears. He is a crude, money-making
protectionist. . .. He contends the Amer-
ican people are not liberal because they
will not license prize fighting, gambling
and liquor drinking. Prize-fighting in
the South at least has been prohibited.
The liberty of paralyzing the conscience
and will power by the use of drugs has
been prohibited throughout the United
States. After centuries of suffering the
United States has definitely entered
upon the experiment of doing away with

the personal liberty of paralyzing the!

conscience by the use of aleohol. . . .
“These reforms are to be set aside by
Mr. Raskob under the plea of liberalism
and appeal is to be made to the baser
passions of men, to the foreign, un-
American sentiment as represented by
{(Continued on page 64)
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“It pays liberally o

hold it for investment,”
answered this authority

‘XZHEN an investment editor gives his opinion of the character of
a security, he measures it first by its management and then by its

record of earnings.

When management and earnings have successfully withstood the test
been tried in good times and bad—then the appraiser
of an investment security knows that he can give it his unqualified
also knows that, even though the market value of the
stock has increased, it is wiser to hold for investment than to sell
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Cities Service

earnings.

This is because more than one hundred diversified subsidiary compa-
nies in the Cities Service organization are sound enterprises, operat-
ing in growing communities, providing essential services—and with

profit.

Company, as the editor quoted in the above clipping
advised the man who made the inquiry, has had a long record of good

good management.

More than 450,000 investors own Cities Service securities, including
banks, insurance companies, trust companies and other institutions, as

well as a great army of individuals.

An investment in Cities Service securities protects you against
the risk of putting all your eggs in one basket. Your dividends
come from the earnings of more than 100 Cities Service sub-
sidiaries spread over 35 states and doing a day-and-night busi-
ness in modern necessities—in electric light and power, manu-

factured and natural gas,and petroleum products.

HENRY L. DOHERTY & COMPANY

Fiscal Agents for Cities Service Company
60 Wall Street @ New York

Branches in Principal Cities

Name

60 Wall Sr.

HENRY L. DOHERTY & CO.
., New York

Send copyofbookletdescribing theinvestment possibilities of Cities Service Common stock.

Address

Common
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N YOUR WAY
TO FLORIDA...

RESOLVE

TO SEE THIS
(1

NTIL you know these “key” cities,
you cannot possibly have any idea
9 of the remarkable development that

has made Piedmont Carolinas suely a

industries.

Progressive cities, thriving, growing
and building weualth—alive with the
vitality of an industrial awakening
that has been pacemaking for the
Nation-—decide 10 see them this vear
on your way to Florida playgrounds.

1 See Greenshoro, one of the most
progressive cities in the country,
remarkable for its thriving com-
mercial, industrial, banking, in-
surance and mercantile interests.

2 Take a side trip to Winston-Salem,
where the quiet dignity of an old
Colonial setilement joins hands
with wide-spread textile and to-
bacco manufacture.

3 Stop off in High Point, the center
of the important Piedmont Caro-
linas® furniture industry, rapidly

3 becoming a rich textile center.

4 Visit Salisbury, a town where ac-
tive agriculture and developing
industry are both sources of in-
creusing wealth.

5 Spend time in Charlotte, an im-
portant distributing center for the
Carolinas and a pivot point of
wide-spread activily in many lines
of manufacture,

6 Do not miss Spartanburg, where
textile progress is speedily being
supplemented by many other di-
versified interests.

7 Include Greenville, a center of a
wealthy agricultural region where
in addition to other manufacture
the textile industry has reached a
high degree of development.

8
7
Equal opportunities offer in such

And be sure to visit Anderson with
its spinning, weaving, knitting,
dyeing and finishing, and other
manafacturing activities,

ville, Burlington,
Hickory, Chester and many others—
smaller, but alive with pessibilities.

This present development will amaze
you, but much more amazing will be
opportunities still untouched. Come.

&

Meanwhile, send for “Piedmont Caro-
linas, Where Wealth Awaits You.”
And H on reading it, you want road
maps or information about certain
specific sections, write. We are here
to serve you, Industrial Department,
Room 332, Mercantile Building,
Charlotte, North Carolina.

8 B

DUKE POWER
COMPANY

SOUTHERN PUBLIC UTILITIES COMPANY
AND OTHER ALLIED INTERESTS

thriving, developing cities as Reids- .
Thomasville, ||
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(Continued from page 63)
Mr. Raskob. It is the belief of Mr.
Raskob and his kind of people that he
can turn the Democratic party from its
moorings and make it a party of license,
a party of libertines, controlled by its
base passions.”

There, in substance, is the platform
of Bishop Cannon. That the Byrd
Democrats, including Senators Glass
and Swanson, have not publicly atoned
by apology to the people of Virginia for
voting for Al Smith is, he proclaims,
proof that they are Raskobites and dis-
ciples of Raskobism.

And what, the Bishop demands, is
Virginia going to do with such lovers
of Raskobian morals?

There are other planks in the Cannon
platform, of course. Mr. Brown dilates
upon them at rather greater length
than the more ardent anti-Raskobites
think necessary. There are demands

a ! ! | for protection and development of the
vital competing element in many |

sea-food industry, for a reduction in
taxes, for better state banking laws and
so on. The Byrd-Pollard ticket is for
all that, too. Mr. Brown condemns “the
despotism growing out of the doctrine
which places party above principle.”
He “stands adamant against any social
relations between the white and colored
races.” And so on and on.

But so is the machine’s platform full
of beliefs that the people of Virginia
ought to have a pleasanter time. We
may disregard such minor matters.

The fight is over unhappy Mr. Raskob,
who, one feels sure as he travels around
Virginia, must be overadvertised by the
Bishop. To listen to the Cannon ora-
tors one sees Mr. Raskob as a creature
of Mr. Sax Rohmer or Mr. Oppenheim.
The man just can’t be that much of a
menace, that’s all. Nobody is.

And yet, in the lobby of the Law
Building in Roanoke, I met a rather nice-
looking man of forty or so who told me
that Mr. Raskob had come to America
in 1927 as the carefully selected agent
of the Pope to act as Rome’s fiscal
agent in the great conspiracy to rush Al
Smith into the White House; and that
while Mr. Raskob could barely read
and write English, employing secre-
taries and interpreters to do these
minor offices for him, he had come to
exterminate “American Protestantism.”
Just how, the gentleman didn’t say.

Another Cannoneer told me that he

was most concerned with “burning the
devil out of Virginia’s schools,” an ambi-
tion he felt sure could be gratified only
if Bishop Cannon regained his mastery
of the Virginia government. If the
election should go in the Bishop’s favor,
state funds would be denied such
haughty institutions as the University
of Virginia where, said he, a heathenish
rationalism is tolerated in thought and
word.

And then there was the lawyer in
Richmond who told me (his fury mount-
ing as he talked) that Mr. Pollard
would win, but only because President
Hoover had betrayed the state of Vir-
ginia. What, he demanded, could you
expect of a Republican, anyway, but

treachery? Here Virginia gave him
her electoral votes. And what does he
do?

He permits Mrs. Hoover to entertain
Mrs. Oscar De Priest of Chicago at tea
in the White House, thereby damning
everything Republican in Virginia and
turning away from the Cannon ticket
thousands of Democrats and the over-
whelming majority of the state’s Re-
publicans who conld not tolerate Mrs.
Hoovei’s patent insult to the South.

The Bishop’s Partner

While nobody could be drier than Mr.
Pollard, one of the country’s most prom-
inent Baptist laymen, news of his elec-
tion would fetch much comfort to the
opponents of the Eighteenth Amend-
ment for no other reason than that it
would reduce the potency and visibility
of the most powerful intelligence in the
great dry cause—dJames Cannon, Jr.

And with the rejection of Bishop Can-
non by his own state would come the
possibility that the country is preparing
to consider prohibition as a social ex-
periment instead of a religion.

I sought Bishop Cannon in the “Anti-
Smith Campaign Headquarters” in
Richmond. Two plump, white-haired
gentlemen lolling comfortably in rock-
ing-chairs greeted me. The Bishop was
not there. They did not know where he
was exeept that “he was about God’s
business.”

“But these are his headquarters,
aren’t they?” T asked.

“No more than they are God’s head-
quarters,” replied the plumper of the
two, solemmly.

“QOh, Doctor! Must I go on another diet?”

‘Safety
First”
with
Firstaid

Sick Room

You cannotbetoo carefulwhen
some one is hurtor whendress-
ing materials are needed for
thesick room.Make sure—with
Firstaid Absorbent Cotton,
Firstaid AntisepticGauze,First-
aid Surgical Plaster. The fa-
mous Firstaid line—used by
physicians, dressing stations
and hospitals throughout the
United States—is sold only at
Rexall Stores. Save with safety
at your

exall

DRUG STORE

There is one near you. You
will recognize it by this sign.
Liggett’s are also Rexall Stores,




LOVELY HAIR

always more lovely

by combing

FOR combing enhances its
smooth silky texture by stimu-
lating the flow of matural oil
and gently exercising the deli-

cate scalp muscles. It has the
added feature of softening the
lines of the waves.

Ace Combs have certain very
definite advantages. Made of
pure grade hard rubber, they
are impervious to tonies, oils
and soap, or any preparalions
used for cleaning or dressing
the hair. All surfaces, even
those between the teeth, are
smoothly finished.

Ace Combs are made in a
wide range of sizes and patterns
—large 8 or 9 inch dressin
combs to use at home, smal
pocket or purse combs to take
along with you, and the fine-
tooth or “dry shampoo” combs.
Thesearesoldbydrugstoresand
department stores everywhere.

From this Cabinet, as illustra-
ted, on display in leading stores
everywhere, fyou may select
those styles of Ace Combs most
suitable to your personal needs.

ACE
COMB S

American Hard Rubber Co.

11 Mereer Street New York

Enclosed find 25¢ (stamps preferred) for baoklet
and sample comb. 1 have written my name and
address plainly in margin.
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They lifted him easily between them,
carried him back to the kitchen and
laid him down on the lumpy sofa under
the low window. He lay very still,
breathing slowly. The twins studied
him briefly, glanced at each other, tip-
toed out to the porch.
| “Figure we got to do it?” said Bert.
| Clem's face went stubborn.

“We haven’t got to do anything we

| don’t choose to,” he declared. “None
|of our business, man-catching.”
| “My notion, too,” said Bert. “Way

‘T look at it we’d be meddling, Clem—
‘that’s what. Meddling in a mean job
| we ain’t cut out for.”

| " Clem shook his head.

‘ “Hate to meddle,” he said. “We got
to do it, fixing up that bridge, but I
| don’t see how we got to meddle in this
Jother thing. Plenty of our own work
i to keep you and me busy without pok-
'ing our noses into other people’s.”

“Then we might’s well get back to
the bridge,” said Bert. “Lost enough
time, the way it is.”

“Think it’s all right to leave him in
vonder, do you?”

Bert craned his neck at the doorway.

“He’l sleep the clock clean round, by
my guess, Clem. And what if he don’t?
Nothing in the house worth stealing, and
if he’s gone when we come back, so
much the better.”

They retreated, quietly, toward the
barn. On the sofa Lou Gorton now al-
lowed himself to go honestly and pro-
foundly to sleep, a faint, down-curving
smile at the corners of his thin-lipped
mouth.

The twins had finished with the
bridge by noon. The Binchester paper
was waiting for them when they came
back to the mail-box at the foot of the
lune and Bert fumbled through it till
he found a brief account of the escape.
He read it aloud while Clem drove in
teward the barn.

“Gritty,” said Clem. “He ran a good
risk of breaking his neck, jumping off
a fast train, like that, handcuffed the
way he was.”

They unhitched, watered and fed the
team in silence before Bert answered:

“Maybe he’d sooner break his neck
than spend three years in Stillburn
Prison. I would, if it was me.”

“Specially if he didn’t know the check
was bad,” said Clem.

“He didn’'t lie to us about the rest
of it. Told the same story that’s in the
paper.”

THEY stopped at the kitehen door.
Gorton had shifted his position. He
lay on his side, one arm lifted and bent
so that it shielded his eyes against the
light and also concealed his mouth.

“Bushed clean out,” whispered Clem.
“He wouldn’t get far if we turned him
out.”

“It’d be just the same as helping
catch him,” said Bert.

“That’s right. It’d be meddling, when
vou come right down to it. What say
we leave him stay a spell, Bert?”

“Only thing to do, the way I look
at it.”

“Settled, then,” said Clem.
dinner.”

They made as little noise about it as
they could, but Gorton woke, presently,
and sat up. His shoulders drooped and
his face was dully hopeless.

“Rested any?” Clem asked him. He
nodded.

“I'll beat it,” he said, rising.

“No call to,” said Clem. “Welcome to
stay here a spell, if it suits you.”

Gorton stared, as if he hardly dared
to believe it.

“Le’s get

Meddling Through

Continued from page 17

“Bert and me,” Clem told him, “figure
it’d be the same thing as helping them
catch you if we was to make you move
on now.”

“l guess that’s about right,” said
Gorton. “I wouldn’t get far. But—"

“We don’t see where we got any call
to meddle in it,” Clem went on. “So
it’s all the same to us whether you get
out or stay on a spell,”

“You're white!” Gorton shook hands
with them both. “I won’t forget what
you’re doing for me.”

“No call to thank us,” said Bert. “All
we’re doing is keepin’ hands off some-
thing ’tain’t our business, one way or
the other.”

“Set down,” said Clem, “and le’s eat.”

THE twins gave themselves to the

task of eating exactly as if it had
been any other job. They performed it
in silence and with a smooth, efficient co-
operation. Gorton, however, was moved
to conversation:

“How about the neighbors? Hadn’t
we better frame up the story to tell
them?”

“We don’t have to tell ’em anything,”
said Bert shortly. “None of their busi-
ness,”

Gorton shook his head. “It won't do.
If you don’t tell ’em, they’ll wonder, and
pretty soon somebody’ll guess.”

“It’d be the same as meddling if we
lied to ’em,” said Clem, “and we can't
tell ’em the truth.”

“Why not? My name’s Lou Gorton.
I live in Syracuse. I’'m boarding with
vou—and that’s what I am doing, too,
because I'll pay you for my keep out of
the first money I get hold of. And it’s
certainly true that I'm here on account
of my health.” He chuckled grimly. “It’s
a whole lot healthier up in these hills
than it’d be down in Stillburn. What’s
the matter with telling ’em that?”

The twins thought it over gravely,
nodded assent,

“Won’t many know you're here, any-
how,” said Clem. “Belle Finlay saw
you in the wagon, and her folks’ll know,
and she’d be apt to mention it to Ern
Hubbard, but that’s about all. Only
two houses in this end of the glen.”

Gorton’s eyes narrowed. “Belle Fin-
lay’s the girl who was picking berries,
is she? And Hubbard—he’s the bird
that’s handing you the raw deal on that
bridge. I heard you talking to him.”

“He ain’t behaving any too neighbor-
Iy, Ern ain’t,” said Clem.

“It ain't Ern,” said Bert, “so much
as Jud Finlay. Jud put him up to it,
I'll bet you, Clem. Jud’s hqolding it up
against us account of beating him in
the lawsuit, and the way Ern’s hanging
around Belle it'd be easy for Jud to
handle him. And Ern wouldn’t know
we got to start hauling, either, without
Jud d him.”

#That’s the girl’s father, is it?” Gor-
ton’s eyes were narrower than ever.

“Unecle,” said Clem. *“Lives with him,
Belle does, since her pa died.” He
wagged his head. “Charges her board,
too—his own brother’s girl. Close, Jud
is.”

Bert pushed back his chair,

“No reason why Belle shouldn’t pay
board, way I look at it. She heired
plenty. It’d be different if she couldn’t
afford to pay.”

Gorton sat up slowly. His voice was
careless, but his eyes came suddenly to
life.

“Got money of her own, has she?
Then why doesn’t she beat it out of
here?”

The twins seemed to meditate in
chorus. (Continucd on page 66)
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MORE INTERESTING
FACTS ABOUT

Sauerkraut

A Broadcast Talk By
B. E. BABCOCK

President, National Kraut
Packers’ Association

winter—is approaching. 1 am speaking

thus in the language of tradition. In
reality Sauerkraut has become an all-year-
tound dish, just as palatable and healthful
in summer as in winter.

“QurResearch Department,studyingauthori-
ties in all languages, has proved the marvel-
ous health qualities of this wonderful and
economic food, which in this country has
just come into its own.

“Famous doctors and dietitians have proved
thatSauerkraut hasbulk for peristaltic action;
vitamins for growth and strength; mineral
salts for the blood, teeth and bones; and
lactic ferments which tend to keep the in-
testines free from disease producing germs.

“Yet, we do not wish to be understood as
recommending Sauerkraut as an exclusive
diet, It should be eaten with other vegetables
and meats to make up a balanced ration. I
am not saying too much, however, when 1
assert that few vegetabiles, if any, supply such
a variety of health ingredients. The known
chemical substances, without which life can-
not be sustained indefinitely, will total half
a hundred. No one food can supply all.
Hence a reasonable variety is necessary, and
a wide variety of food throughout the year
is a safety measure. But I do insist on the
necessity of adding Sauerkraut to this variety.

“Qur Research Department has called at-
tention to an epochal article on canning in
‘Hygeia’ published by the American Medical
Association citing some remarkable facts.

‘In scrutinizing the nutritive aspect of canned foods, it
is necessary to consider the effect of the canning proc-
ess on the nutritive components,

‘Early work on vitamins indicated that cooking de-
stroyed vitamins to a considerable extent. From that it
was assumed that canned foods must lose practically
all their vitamin content because they are cooked at
relatively high temperature to sterilize them.

‘Recent work has shown that this is not the case. Loss
of vitamins through cooking is due largely to oxidation
and the heat of cooking merely hastens oxidation. In
canning this oxidation is efectively avoided and hence
commercial canned foods have been found to be
richer in vitamins than home cooked foods.’

“This authoritative statement will interest

every housewife.”
Emblem of First Quality
. Be sure to get your supply

of Sauerkraut and remain
healthy duting this com-
ing winter, And be sure to
look for the Emblem
shown here on can or bar-
rel when you buy. It is the
maék of this ‘}SSOCiatio?
oA P and guarantees First Qual-
S AR ity Sauerkraut.
Our booklet **Sauerkraut as a Health Food” contains
quotations from many authorities on this healthful dish,

and gives 49 recipes for serving. Send for it. It’s FREE.
I 5 Cents Worth of Sauerkraut
Will Serve 4 to & Persons

The National Kraut Packers’ Ass’n, Clyde, O.
. Send for Interesting Booklet FREE

LA L 1 b ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ |}
1 The National Kraut Packers’ Association
I Clyde, Ohio

! Please send me postpaid your free booklet “Sauer- I
kraut as a Health Food,” with new tested recipes. "

“THE real Sauerkraut season—ifall and
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\ ): 7OULDyou like tosee something

a bit different in suspender

designs and color combinations this
Fall? Then step into a good haber-
dasher’s and ask him specifically to
show you the new numbers in the
Pickwick line. You're in for a treat!
And these handsome suspenders (or
perhaps we shoxld call them braces)
are moderately priced—$1.00 to $3.50
the pair. Garters to match in many
designs at 50c to $1.00. Why not get
a matched set to harmonize with the
~~w Fall suit!
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(Continued from page 65)

“Maybe,” said Clem, “it’s account
of Ern Hubbard. Maybe Belle’s stay-
ing up here just waiting for Ern to
make up his mind he wants to marry
her.”

“Don’t see what else it could be,” said
Bert. He rose and set methodically
about dishwashing. Clem helped him.
Gorton, hands in pockets, stood star-
ing out through the doorway toward a
white house at the foot of the west hill.

A worm fence wriggled up the slope,
a zigzag line blurred by blackberry
thickets. A splash of pink moved along
the edge of this green fringe and the sun
glinted on a shining tin. Gorton’s eyes
half closed and his grin flattened back
from white, short teeth, wide-spaced
and sharp, like a dog’s.

“I’d like to earn my keep,” he said.
“I guess I wouldn’t be much use at
heavy work just yet, but how’d it be
if T picked some berries?”

The twins exchanged a glance of mu-
tual approval.

“Berries’d go fine for supper,” said
Clem. “You feel able to go after ’em?”

Gorton laughed. “I feel fine,” he said.
“Where’s a pail?”

“I’M SURE it’s very sweet of you te
take so much interest in my private
affairs!”

Belle Finlay’s voice made it evident
that she did not think it was sweet at
all. Her head lifted; the sudden deep-
ening of color in her face and throat
made her prettier than ever and in-
creased by just so much the uneasiness
which the Lebbeter twins felt in a wom-
an’s presence. They exchanged un-
happy glances.

“We didn't aim to meddle, Belle.”
Clem spoke apologetically. “We only
figured, Bert and me, that we ought to
tell you—"

“I’m much obliged,” said Belle. “It’s
real neighborly of you to help me pick
out my friends!”

“We didn’t figure on doing that,
Belle. Bert and me only wanted to tell
you that Lou Gorton—" he paused—
‘“well, he aint your kind, Belle.”

“You mean that you don’t happen to
like him, and so you’re taking it on your-
selves to—"

“We meant it all right,” said Clem.
“Seems as though we went at it wrong,
but—"

Belle laughed shortly. “If you ever
find out the right way to meddle in
other people’s private affairs, you might
try it again. In the meantime I'll thank
you to let me tend to my own business,
Clem Lebbeter.”

She turned away and walked with
dignity and decision into the little brick
bank.. The twins followed her with
duplicate glances of rueful concern.

“T guess we only made things worse,”
said Bert. “Got the bit in her teeth,
now. We must have gone at it wrong,
Clem.”

Clem shook his head. “Belle was right.
There ain’'t any right way to meddle.
We hadn’t ought to have tried it.”

He moved across the sidewalk and un-
tied the hitching-rope from the pipe-
rail. Over opposite wheels the brothers
clambered up to the spring seat. The
wagon clacked soberly as the heavy team
plodded past the row of stores and out
into open country.

After a mile of silent meditation, Bert
spoke:

“We got to do something, Clem.”

“Guess so. We better have a talk
with Lou. Tell him he's got to leave
her alone. Hate to do it, kind of. Like
hitting a man when he’s down, but he’d
ought to see for himself that it ain’t
fair for a man fixed the way he is to
hang around a girl like Belle.”

“Talk it over with him soon’s we get
home,” Bert decided.

Gorton, however, was not at the house

when they arrived. They had finished
with the chores and were sitting down
to their bread-and-milk supper when
they heard him coming. A fragment of
song, lightly chanted, preceded him.

—walkin’ with my sweetness down lov-
in’ lane!

The twins frowned in chorus. Gor-
ton came in gayly. He sailed his hat
neatly across to the sofa, swung a nim-
ble leg over the back of his chair.

“Well, boys, you've lost a boarder.”

They stared at him, relief evident in
their faces.

“You might try to look sorry,”
said.

“You mean you’re going away?” Clem
asked.

“From here,” said Gorton. He chuck-
led. “About time, too, eh? Belle says
you had a little serious talk with her
about me this afternoon.”

The twins stared a little more blank-
ly. Gorton laughed.

“T didn’t think it of you. I thought
you birds didn’t believe in butting in,
and here you are, trying to spoil a beau-
tiful little friendship just when it’s get-
ting nice and chummy!”

“We just—” Clem paused to swal-
low— “we only wanted—"

“I know.” Gorton nodded. “I’m on.
Just felt you had to tip Belle off to
watch her step. It never struck me that
you took any interest in her or I'd have
put you wise.” He laughed indulgently.
“I thought it would hand you a laugh if
Ern Hubbard’s sweetie gave him the
fresh air, but as for wanting to grab
the jane off for myself—oh, say, give
me credit, will you?”

“Looked like you might be after her,”
said Clem. “They don’t come any pret-

tier’n Belle—"
'.,d'ﬁor any dumber,” said Gorton. He
grinned, however, as he attacked the

big blue bowl of bread and milk, as if
the thought of Belle Finlay’s dumb-
ness wasn’t unpleasant.

“Belle ain’t any too smart,” Bert ad-

he

mitted. “When did you figure on leav-
ing, Lou?”
“Tonight.” Gorton’s grin widened.

“There’s a train through around ten,
isn’t there?”

“Ten after,” said Clem. “We’ll hitch
up and drive you down to the depot
soon’s we get done with supper.”

“That’ll be fine.”

ORTON accepted the offer rather

carelessly. He pushed back his
chair, presently, lighted one of the ciga-
rettes that Bert had bought for him and,
tilted back, hands in pockets, watched
Clem clearing the table. Bert took the
lantern down from its hook beside the
door, filled and lighted it and went out
toward the barn.

“We can loan you some money for
carfare, Lou,” said Clem, arranging the
chipped blue dishes primly on the cup-
board shelf.

“I don’t—"" Gorton stopped. “That’s
mighty white of you. I'll shoot it back
as soon as I get a break.”

“No hurry.” Clem fumbled at his
hip pocket, brought out a wadded lump
of bills. “Only got seventeen dollars,
but Bert’ll have some more.”

“This is plenty. Much obliged.” Gor-
ton’s fingers dealt mechanically with
the bills, unfolding them, smoothing the
creases, folding them lengthwise. He
thrust them into a trousers pocket. Bert
came in,

“Hitched up,” he announced. “Might’s
well get started.” ‘

“Got any money on you, Bert?
need a little something.”

“I was thinking about that too. I got
ten.” He brought out the bill. “We told
Hub McWhorter we’d pay him for them
hens tomorrow, Clem. You got six dol-
lars left?”

Lou’ll

Pain of Burns
eased instantly

SCARS PREVENTED

NGUENTINE is the antiseptic surgical

dressing used in 8 out of 10 hospitals
for all burns. Its powerful antiseptics and
soothing oils sink deep into the injured
tissues and remain there. The pain stops.
The burn heals quickly—almost always with-
out a scar.

Buy Unguentine today. Keep it in every
danger zone—in kitchen, bathroom, office or
shop, and in your auto-
mobile. Use it for all cuts
and bruises, too. of at
your druggist’s.

Unguentine

for Complete
Relaxation

LEATHER

SLIPPERS

NEW LOWER PRICES
Increased production and economies in
manufacturing give us a saving which we are
passing along to you. You can now buy gen-
uine hand turned EASIEPHIT LEATHER
SLIPPERS as low as $3.50 a pair.
Ask your dealer to show you Easisphit’s.
Moany leathers and colors to choose from.

ABBOTT SHOE CO.

North Reading, Mass. Est. 1855
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PLAYIN G CARDS itk Your

Smartly styled
Two Packs
for $2.50
Super-fine linea
finish quality

Add that mark of dis-
tinction to your
bridge party by
playing with these
beautiful,gilt-edged
. linen- finish Cong-
. ress Cards. Every
. card with your
monogram on
the richly color-
ed back. Spec-
ially underprlced
—2 packs for $2.50.

You may order
onedeck with monogram for $1.50.
When

No. 81432
Glve these {deal Gifts to your bridge friends.
ordering be sure Lo print dnitials plainiy.
FREE G“:‘T BOOK 222 Pages of Jewelry,
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charming, moderately priced Gifts for every occa-
slon. Do your Christmas shopping in the comfort of
your easy chair—direct by mail—and save both time
and money., Write today for this Free Book.
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COLLEGE COURSES
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Carry on your education, Develop power
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ward a Bachelor degree or Teaching
Certificate by correspondence. Select
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Our
Reputation

does hang
by a hair—

For we have pledged ourselves never
to sell a blade for the new Enders
Razor until it is proven to have the
keenest edge steel will take. And
among the tests used to determine
this is the human hair test. Any
Enders blade that is not capable of
cutting a sterilized hair clean ... ..
that fails to measure up to this high-
est standard ever set for razor blades,
is rejected.

The Enders Razor which holds this
super-keen blade has been repeated-
ly called “the most perfectlybalanced
shaving instrument ever designed.”
It will give you a very remarkable
shave. Try it!

The beautifully balanced new $ .00
Enders Razor, with six super-

keen blades e
Extra blades, 5 for . . -
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NOTE: If unable to find the Enders Razor

locally, write us.

ENDERS RAZOR CO., INC.
105 West 40th St., New York, N. Y.
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“I just gave Lou all 1 had on me,”
said Clem. “I tell you what—you leave
me have six of it back, Lou, and take

Bert’s ten. That’ll give you four ex-
try.”

Gorton’s hand came away from his
pocket.

“Here you are.” He stopped. His
hand made a darting movement back to
the pocket, but Clem had seen.

“That wasn’t the money I gave you,”
he said slowly. “That was yellow-backs.
Clean bills.”

Gorton stood very still, his narrow
eves shifting from one sober face to
the other.

“T was going to spring it on you down
at the station,” he said. “That’s why
I let you think I was going to take your
seventeen, Clem. You boys didn’t figure
on getting paid for my board, did you?
Well, guess again, Here’s your seven-
teen back, and here’s a dividend.
Twenty apiece.”

HE DROPPED the money on the ta-
ble, the ragged fives and ones that
Clem had given him and two bright
rew twenties slipped from the other
fold. Neither of the twins moved.

“You've got a lot left,” said Clem.
“Where’d you get it?”

Again Gorton’s eye jerked toward the
door. Bert stood squarely in his path.
He shrugged his shoulders.

“What do you care where I got it?
It’s good money.”

“Where'd you get it?” repeated Clem,
as if Gorton hadn’t spoken.

“He got it off Belle,” said Bert. “She
went in the bank. He met her before
he got home.”

Gorton laughed. “All right.
gave it to me. What of it?”

“Hand it over,” said Clem. He spoke
so mildly that Gorton misunderstood.

“You've got twenty apiece already.
That certainly ought to pay for my
board.”

“Hand it over,” said Clem.

“I'll double it,” Gorton offered.
“Forty more.” He laughed. “That’ll
pay you for the timber and time you
put into that bridge. It’s coming out of
Ern Hubbard, too. He’ll get whatever
Belle has left when he marries her. He’ll
be paying you for that bridge right out
of his own pocket! Here—"

“Hand it all over, Gorton.”

Gorton’s grin vanished. His mouth

Say she

-l twisted downward and his eyes glit-

tered. He stopped in the act of thumb-
ing two more twenties from the fold
of bills, put the money back into his
pocket,

“T won’t hand over a cent,” he said.
“Get that! It goes! You had your
chance and you passed it up. Now you
don’t get a jitney, see?”

He shifted his glance from one to
the other.

“If you're goofy enough to string
along with Hubbard and his dumb Dora,
after the way you been gypped, go to
it and see what it gets you!”

His right hand jerked. The twins
stared at the muzzle of Bert’s venerable
revolver, covering them both.

“All set to strong-arm me, weren't
vou? Try and do it, suckers, try and
ao it!”

Without lowering his eyes he swept
up the money from the table and stuffed
it into his pocket.

“Now,” he said, “vou’ll drive me
down to the train and like it, see? And
vou'll keep your mouths shut. Because
it anything slips and I go to Stillburn
you two saps are going there with me.
Get that through your domes, boys.
You're in this with me. Helping a con-
viet out of his handcuffs and hiding him
for a couple of weeks—and you’re the
birds that don’t believe in meddling
too!”

The twins exchanged sober glances.

“I guess maybe we did meddle, after

all,” said Clem. “Didn’t aim to, but—"

“Tell the judge you didn’t aim to,”
Gorton cut in. “Tell him you sawed
those bracelets off me by accident!”

Bert frowned. “Only one thing to
do, Clem, far as I can see.”

Clem nodded. Gorton chuckled at
their grave, crestfallen faces. He low-
ered the muzzle of the ancient gun.

“Glad you've got sense enough to see
that.”

Thus far in his acquaintance with
the Lebbeter twins neither had moved
suddenly or swiftly, except on one oc-
casion when a young hog escaped its
pen and was making merry in the gar-
den.

Even then the Iebbeters had seemed
slow and awkward. There was no hint
of haste in Bert’s kneesprung shamble
toward the sitting-room door, now, and
Clem made no movement at all. Gorton
watched Bert carclessly. Bert wasn’t
looking at him.

Then, as the gun weht off and the
explosion jarred it out of his relaxed
fingers, as his shoulders crashed down
on the footworn floor, as, helplessly, his
leg kicked and jerked against the grip
that held its ankle in the air, Gorton
remembered what had happened to that
unsuspicious pig.

He struggled furiously, just as the
pig had struggled, and just as uselessly.
Clem Lebbeter’s arm yielded to the des-
perate thrashings of the captured leg as
an angler plays a fighting fish, but the
grip of his big hand on the ankle didn’t
loosen and when Gorton, snarling, drove
at the fingers with the heel of his free
foot, Clem’s other hand closed calmly
upon that ankle, too.

Gorton flung himself toward the gun,
his arm straining for it. Clem backed
a step or two, pulling him out of reach.
Bert picked up the gun and pocketed
it. Without words he went out to the
woodshed and came back with a huge
ball of wool-twine. Gorton’s teeth
snapped like a wolf’s at the hand which
fastened on his wrist.

"“Hadn’t better,” said Bert. A large
knee pressed admonishingly on Gor-
ton’s neck. Wool-twine, drawn tight
and shrewdly knotted, bound his wrists
together and his knees and ankles; he
was lifted to his feet and more twine
wrapped about his arms, holding them
against his sides.

He began, now, to wheedle and im-
plore, and presently to spit out threats
and curses. A square of grain-sacking,
firmly wadded between his jaws, inter-
rupted these. The twins carried him out
to the wagon. There was straw in the
bed of it. They threw a tarpaulin over
him and climbed to the seat.

HERE was silence between the twins

as the wagon clacked placidly down
the lane, but at the corner, where Clem
turned ,the team toward the mended
bridge and the road that twisted down
out of the hills, Bert sat up and spoke:

“Where are you going, Clem? Got
to take him down to Glenville jail, ain’t
we?”

Clem shook his head. “I been think-
ing, Bert. There’s a sight of sense in
what Lou said. It was somebody’s job
to take him down to Stillburn and you
and me might get into trouble for med-
dling into it, if we just take him over
to Glenville.”

The new planking of the bridge rum-
bled pleasantly under hoofs and wheels.

“Same as if we’d pulled up the old
bridge without building a new one,”
Clem said. -“I don’t guess they’ll make
much trouble for us for meddling into
this here business, long’s we do a sight
better job than what they could.”

He clucked to the team.

- “Stillburn’s only eighteen miles, Bert.

We'll get this job finished by sun-up,
and this time it's going to be finished
up right!”
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THIS is the time of year to be partic-
ularly careful of your dog’s health.
See that he is in good condition now
and he will be less liable to disease
later on. Give Sergeant’s Condition
Pills for a week and you will help
your dog to resist disease. Many pup-
pies are bora in the Fall. Both the
puppies and theit mothers need Ser-
geant’s Condition Pills. If your dog is
listless, has no appetite or is irritable
give Sergeant’s Condition Pills for a
week and Sergeant’s Arsenic and Iron
Pills the next week.

Famous Dog Book Free s s s

If you want to know how to care for
your dog and keep him healthy, we
urge you to send for a frec copy of
Polk Miller's Dog Book. It contains
the accumulated experience of more
than fifty years. In clear, every-day
language it tells the symptoms of dog
discases and explains the best treat-
ments for each. There are useful ar-
ticles on feeding, breeding, and raising
dogs. This book is revised frequently
and kept strictly up-to-date. It has
been the guide for millions of dog
owners. We urge you to get your free
copy.

Expért Advice Free s + + 4+ «

If your dog develops a condition not
fully explained in the Dog Book,
write us at once. State age, breed, sex
and all symptoms. Our expert veter-
inarian will answer personally, send-
ing, without charge, complete instruc-
tions for care and treatment. Sergeant's
Dog Medicines and Dog Food are sold
by dealers everywhere. If you cannot
obtain them, write direct.

=== = == Mail This Coupon/— === ——

Polk Miller Products Corp.,
1389 West Broad Street, Richmond, Va.

Please send mc Polk Miller’s Free Dog Book [

Sergeants

DOG MEDICINES

"A MEDICINE FOR EVERY DOG AILMENT"

Sole Canadian dgents, FRen I WartLow & Co., Toronto



Watch out for Sore, Bleeding Gums!

PYORRHNEA

forced extraction of
these perfect teeth

IF your gums are tender, soft or bleed
easily, pyorrhea may attack and weaken
the root sockets that hold the teeth in place.
Often the teeth loosen and fall out or must
be pulled because their root support is gone.

The teeth themselves may be white and
free from decay but they are not safe from
loss unless the gums—protectors of the teeth
—are firm and healthy. Care of the gums is
fully as important as care of the teeth.

Pyrozide Powder is a special preparation,
formulated for stimulating and hardening
.the gums and is widely prescribed by den-~
‘tists. It is sterilized and medicated speci-
fically for this purpose. Pyrozide should be
brushed on the gums and teeth daily. While
this powder is in itself also a superior
cleanser of the teeth, it may be used in con~
nection with any dentifrice desired.

Your druggist can supply you with Pyro-
zide. 1ts daily use costs only 4c a week. Mail
coupon below or post card for free sample.

L L R R R D O O PP

FREE SAMPLE

‘The Dentinol & Pyrozide Co., Inc, (Sole Distributors)
Dept D-8,1480 Broadway, New York City.

Mail free sample of Pyrozide Powder and booklet on
care of the gums.

Name

Address ...

YROZIDE POWDE
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Mends Bric-a-brac
Quick to stick—mends celluloid,
toys, furniture, books, leather,
bric-a-brac, ete. 10c & 15¢sizes.
Sold by 10e stores, hardware,
drug and grocery stores, or l5c
size by mail. Tubes and bottles.

McCormick & Co., Baltimore, Md.

Factorytoyou
SAVE 50%

One of many
beautiful new
styles

Try it
30days
Free!::
Latest Screen Grid
i Push-Pull Electric
4 or Battery Radios

Enjoy a powerful new Mir-
aco 30 days in your home
—-atourrisk.No obligation
& to buy. Send for latest lit-
erature and amazing spe-
cial wholesale Price Offer.

A

Compare with Costliest Sets!
America’s big old, reliable
Radio Factory springs its 10th
anniversary sensations! Latest
1-dial, Perfected Sereen Grid,
Push-Pull, Super Dynamic
Electric AC and newest ¥
battery sets of finest con- ¥ ¥
struction, costliest features §
—atastoundinglowfactory

prices. Comparewithradios
at 2 to 4 times the price—
unless Miraco Is MORE SE-

R TON! ets
BATTERY | DISTANCE, don’t buy it! De.
fighted thousands report pro-
MODEL | grams from Cosst to Coast,
Canada, Cuba, Mexico, with
s 50 | magnificent ciear, cathedral
«= ¥ tone. 1 year guaranty. Choice
of beautiful consoles with dy-
namic speakers. Insure satis-
factlon, save lots of money —deal direct
with a fyig, old maker of fine radios~10th
suacessful year. Write and be convinced!

Send postal orcoupon e e rNTS!
for Amazing Special ExclusiveTerritory.
Offer. No Obligation, | Big Money. Write!

MIDWEST RADIO CORP’N

Builders of Fine Seis—10th year,
422-BN Miraco Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio
wgSand amazing special wholesale price offer,
[Jinterestedin exclusiveterritoryprop’n.

ADDRESS
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his duty. “But you have seemed a man
beyond that—who has made up his ac-
counts even with God. What can I say
or do? I have here my book-—would
vou like me to pray with you? Or can
I give you absolution?”

“Who can give me that?” smiled De
Haverbeck. “I was at church two days
ago. Let that pass. I have never been
one to give much importance to forms,
sir. I believe that I have run level with
my conscience.”

“It will be a bloody and cruel deed,”
muttered the clergyman, pacing up and
down, “and a waste of a fine heroic man.
Ah, sir, what has Your Excellency been
involved in to come to such an ugly and
untimely fate? What mischance brought
you so low?” *

“So low?” replied the soldier. “Why,
I am high enough.” He pulled out his
watch: “I perceive that half an hour
has already gone, and I must beg you,
sir, to command yourself. I do not know
what they intend. Be not, therefore,
taken by surprise by what may ocecur.”

“T CAN scarcely endure it,” protested
the clergyman desperately. “It
should not have been put upon me.”

He went to the heavy door and beat
it with frantic, impotent hands.

“Hush!” commanded De Haverbeck,
in a stern tone, turning round in his
seat. “Leave that. It will avail us noth-
ing.”

He put his hand in his pocket, en-
deavoring to think of something to dis-
tract and calm the elergyman, and took
out a rouleau of rix dollars.

“Take those, sir, for your poor; you
must know those who will need them.”

Shivering and yellow-pale, the
wretched clergyman fumbled the pa-
per money into his pocket.

“Command yourself,” said the soldier,
sternly. “It is but to see a man die—
you must have been at many a death-
bed?”

“But this is murder,” muttered the
clergyman.

“Therefore, I can the more easily com-
pose myself,” smiled De Haverbeck.

“Ah, God pity us!” exclaimed the
clergyman in a harsh shriek, as the
key turned in the lock, and he made to
fling himself to De Haverbeck’s side and
catch him by the hand.

The soldier rose:

“Control yourself,” he said in a voice
of flashing command, “nor disgrace this
moment.”

The heavy door swung on its hinges
and four men entered in dark and
shameful attire, wearing stained leather
aprons and having bare arms.

Behind them was the quiet gray jailer,
who motioned for the clergyman to
leave.

“Remember my letters,” said De Hav-
erbeck, sternly, to him.

The clergyman would have resisted,
would have clung to the prisoner, but
the soldier severely commanded him to
be gone, and the jailer pushed him, heav-
ing, sick, out of the prison door.

The four men, as the door closed, re-
mained under the yellow lamplight at
a pause, and the soldier, standing the
other side of the table, faced them, as
if they were four criminals and he their
judge. They were indeed overawed be-
fore his grace and dignity, his strength
and serenity, and the magnificence of
his appointments.

“Well, gentlemen,” said De Haver-
beck, coolly, “I dare say your part in
this business is as disagreeable as my
own. Shall we, then, bring it to a
prompt conclusion?”

“It is to be swift and secret,” mut-

The Prince’s Darling

Continued from page 22

tered the jailer, somberly, “All de-
pends on your behavior, sir. No mat-
ter how it be done, if it be done quickly
and privately.”

De Haverbeck did not answer. He
was absolutely convinced that this was
the work of Madame Rocklitz. No man
could have contrived so vile and so
atrocious an end for a soldier. His eyes
narrowed as he considered the filthy
blood-stained hands of the men from the
torture chamber touching him—hands
that had but that very day been wrench-
ing a woman’s joints apart. Two of
them held coils of rope. They waited,
sullen, avoiding his eyes.

“She could not have realized it,” De
Haverbeck thought, trying to excuse her
in his mind.

He asked:

“How is this murder intended?
I to be dispatched here?”

He had himself completely under con-
trol, even now, though he faced far
worse than death, and there was a grisly
admiration and a mute applause in the
gray jailer’s look. The four ruffians
shuffled and grimaced uneasily.

“The governor of the Kinigsberg,”
muttered the jailer, “is under his or-
ders, as you, sir, being a soldier, will
understand—and these are very posi-
tive. But he has done what he could.
And maybe at cost to himself. Yet it
seemed to him that you, being a brave,
honorable gentleman—and a woman at
the bottom of it-—""

“Leave that!” interrupted De Haver-
beck grimly.

“Well, sir, T was to tell you that—a
woman in it—ordering it—designing it,
you understand—"

So she wished him to know that he
died at her command. De Haverbeck
was consumed with pity, thinking of the
remorse of Madelon. But there was no
longer any time in which to think of
Madelon.

“It seems,” he said sternly to the
jailer, “that you are the umpire of my
fate—a task which weighs on you, as
I think. You seem uneasy. Unburden
yourself, I would be gone from this
company.”

“The governor of the Konigsberg,”
muttered the overawed jailer, “bade me
tell you that he was stretching his pow-
ers as far as this: T am to give you,
sir, five minutes alone—there is the
surgeon outside who will be in immedi-
ate attendance. And I am to return
you this, sir, which was taken from you
the night of your arrest.” He brought
out of his pocket the Saracen dagger,
that De Haverbeck had picked up after
the Turkish rout, and laid it on the
table.

De Haverbeck’s soul leaped to meet
his fate.

“Why, this is easy—it is but to open
an old wound!”

Am

FRANCOISE DE ROSNY crouched in
a small cell in the Konigsberg, and
her mangled fingers painfully traced her
signature to a long written paper; as
they did so drops of blood trickled
and fell on the document. She wore a
straight shapeless robe of a harsh gray
material; her hair had been roughly cut
to the nape of her neck; her features
were yellowed and furrowed; her face
glistened with a horrid damp.

The examining judges, putting their
heads close together and standing di-
rectly underneath a lamp braced by iron
stanchions to the wall, read the confes-
sion, with eager yet terrified gaze.

In this Francoise de Rosny admitted
having been a governess in the house
of Rudolph von Neitschiitz, now Field

Keeps
tobacco moist

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

Be sure you get a Locktite—only
pouch with TALON Fastener and Lock-
tite HUMIDIZER. Fully guaranteed.
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All Electric With
Dynamic Speaker
ScreenGrid Tubes

The Ranger is fast becoming
the most favorably known radio—
now leading the field, as its pre-
decessor, the Ranger Bicyele, has
for 30 years.The Screen-Grid Tube
RangerNeutrodyne (with 8 tubes)
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pect an electric floor lamp,
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When your throat tick=
les, you will enjoy your
next smoke more after
a Bunte Cough Drop.
Madeofpurecanesugar,
menthol and horchound.
The menthol heals—the
horchound soothes.
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Marshal of the Saxon Army, and that
she had, together with him and his two
sons, practiced witcheraft, spells and
inecantations, the object of which was
to delude the Electoral Prince, now His
Highness Johann Georg IV, Elector of
Saxony, Arch Marshal of the Empire,
into a marriage with Magdalena Sibylla
von Neitschiitz, now the Countess of
Rocklitz.

She admitted that she had early sold
and sealed the soul of the young girl
to the devil; that they had on Walpurgis
Night often enough attended the orgies
and debauches of fiends; that the Elec-
tor, even as a boy, had been bemused
with drinks and potions, the object of
which was to attract him violently to
Magdalena Sibylla, and when these
machinations were defeated by the ef-
forts of Count Ferdinand Stiirm in
marrying His Highness to the present
Electress, still they had contrived to get
the young man by their devilish wiles
into their clutches again, and foist
Magdalena Sibylla on him as a mistress.

HE, Madame Rocklitz, the confession

read, had confessed to her, Francoise
de Rosny, that she had, the very first
night the Elector had possession of her,
given him a drug which bemused his
senses. She had poured it out of a
small green bottle into a small green
glass which she kept among her orna-
ments on her toilet table. She had,
ever since then, obtained domination of
him by the same means.

She had frequently visited Madame
de Rosny and received from her potions
and philters by which she was to main-
tain her hold on the Elector’s affections.

Further, Francoise de Rosny con-
fessed that, the night before her own
arrest, Madame Rocklitz had visited her
in the guise of a young man dressed
in plain traveling dress, and that with
the greatest emotion and excitement she
had demanded from her three separate

: | concoctions—one, a philter to awaken

love; one, a potion to bring sleep; and
the third, a swift poison.

These, Francoise de Rosny, being en-
tirely in the power of the devil and
sealed against all conscience, had given
her, and in return had received a golden
egg of peculiar workmanship as an
earnest, and later a string of diamonds,
which Madame de Rocklitz had taken
from the green vaults, of which the
Elector, in his infatuation, had often
given her the keys; both these objects
she had surrendered when arrested.

Madame de Rosny further deposed
that the Countess of Rocklitz, her father
and brothers, also being aided and in-
spired by the devil, were in several
schemes to declare the present marriage
of the Elector null and void, and to
trump up some show of the Countess
of Rocklitz being his wife by the left
hand, or precontracted to him. That
there were schemes to put aside her
present Highness the Electress and give
the Countess of Rocklitz the station of
a wife; it was true that a spell had been
put on His Highness so that he could
have no children by any woman save
the Countess of Rocklitz; that was the
meaning of the dead child in the tree
at Floha.

Francoise de Rosny further believed
that there was some league or pact with
the devil to keep the Countess of Rock-
litz barren till she could call herself a
wife, and to obtain the crown of Poland,
so that the Countess of Rocklitz should
at last die crowned a queen.

“She can say no more,” murmured one
of the judges, overawed and horrified
by this terrible document.

“And it agrees with what the other
witch said,” whispered another, shak-
ing his gray head, glancing with dread
at the awful figure on the straw mat-
tress; he thought he saw the shape of
the devil behind her.
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“Word for word it is the same matter
and the same accusation—that is, to a
point. For the other woman, the Baron-
ess von Ilten, did not know so much
about the house of Neitschiitz; she was
never in residence with them, nor so
deep in their secrets.”

“Besides,” said the first judge, “she
died before we could get any coherent
statement from her. She took no more
than four turns at the question.”

All three turned and stared with a
profound disgust and a frightful curios-
ity at the miserable creature who had
now not much likeness to humanity, who
lay and shuddered, and moaned and
chattered on the straw mattress.

“It’s enough for tonight,” whispered
one of the judges, holding tightly, but
far from him, the terrible paper, lest
it contaminate his person. “Let her
be till morning, take her to her cell,
and let the surgeon see her. This has
been a hideous day’s work.”

He wiped the sweat from his viscid
brow.

One of his colleagues, however, a
young and more ambitious man, was
anxious lest they had let fly some op-
portunity of gathering evidence against
the Rocklitz. Stiirm, who had given
them careful instructions, had been in-
sistent on that point. The sole object
of the arrest and torture of the two
women was to ruin the Elector’s mis-
tress; and surely it was a fine service
to God and the State to rid His High-
ness of this rapacious, shameless woman
and her insolent relatives and creatures
who stopped the source of honor and
favor, and who, as this confession
showed, even dealt in magic and poison.

“See,” said the earnest judge, “we
have omitted the name of the man for
whom the Rocklitz bought the love po-
tion.”

“That touches politics, eh? It was
that of the Marshal de Haverbeck—best
leave it out. He is not in the Elector’s
good graces.”

“Nay, but should we not put it in—
out of fairness to the gentleman? A
woman does not buy a love potion for
a willing gallant.”

“Leave it—I have not heard that he
is suspected. This is a paper to be put
before the Elector!”

“We shall have the Rocklitz herself
here tomorrow night.”

“Will he part with her so easily? She
has him bemused.”

HE speaker turned to Francoise de

Rosny, crouching on the mattress.

“How do you know that the Rocklitz
bewitched His Highness with a draft
in a green bottle the first night he had
her person?”

“She told me,” whispered the prisoner.

“Ah! Who thought of the devilish
scheme to make the Electress barren?”

“Madelon Rocklitz.”

llWhy?”

“So that her husband might conceive
a disgust for her—it was intended to
make away with her presently.”

“Who would do that murder?”

“Madelon Rocklitz.”

The three judges glanced at each
other.

“She then intended to marry the Elec-
tor?”

“Yes. And bring him over to the
Papists and get the crown of Poland.”

“Why did she not have a child herself?
It was known to be the open desire of
the Elector. The answer here is not
satisfactory.”

“Madelon Rocklitz,” snarled the wom-
an, “did not dare to have a child lest it
should have a fiend’s face—for she has
had carnal knowledge of a demon since
she was twelve years old.”

Calling on the name of God, the three
judges stepped back and the old woman
gave a terrible laugh.

(Continued on page 70)
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“Is that enough for you? Men and
devils were one to her, a lustful woman,
even as a child. Now will her besotted
fool turn her out of keeping?”

“This must be another deposition
and signature,” whispered one- of the
judges, much shaken. “Have it en-
grossed.” He turned to the barber-sur-
geon now kneeling beside the prisoner.
“Will she live till morning?”

“Yes, sir; her pulse is strong. She
has got much vigor.”

“Take her away. We will see her in
the morning.”

THE three judges left the narrow room

(which was an antechamber to the
torture chamber) whispering fearfully
among themselves.

Francoise de Rosny was helped to her
feet by the two jailers and escorted
from the chamber into a long corridor
lit by a smoky and tawny light from two
small high-placed lamps; though neither
her knees nor her ankles had been dis-
jointed the barber-surgeon declared it
was impossible for her to walk and the
two men who were used to this work
had to drag her along the corridor by
locking their arms behind her back and
allowing her hands to hang over their
shoulders. v

The bitter progress down the murky
corridor, which was marked with drops
of blood on the flagstones, and accom-
panied with groans from the tormented
woman, was passed by another sinister
cortége, four men who came slowly,
carrying some heavy object on a rude
bier, over which was thrown a blanket.

Francoise de Rosny knew it at once
for a dead and murdered man, and
shrieked; she saw a fine hand with
ruffles and a braided cuff hanging out
at the side. Under the coverlet she saw
a cluster of dark hair appearing at the
top. As the bier was carried past, one
of the men supporting her, with a cal-
lous curiosity, twitched the blanket
aside, and Francoise de Rosny looked
down on a face that was very familiar
to her indeed. She shifted her dry,
cracked lips; she began to laugh.

“Well, it isn’t only the devil who
brings one down,” she whispered.
“What’s the difference between us now,
eh? For all his virtue!”

The four men passed down the corri-
dor with their heavy burden. Francoise
de Rosny, sagging between the jailers’
arms, continued her agonized progress
to her cell.

About this hour, while the four men
walking heavily were carrying a dead
man between them along the corridors
of the Konigsberg, the Elector broke
into the apartments of Ferdinand Stiirm
in the Residenzschloss, clutched the min-
ister’s frail shoulders like a ecreature
crazed, and demanded his instant help.

“I’ve had him murdered,” he said;
“it will be over by now.”

“Murdered!” whispered Stiirm.

“Marshal de Haverbeck,” replied the
Elector, with a strong shudder.

“Oh, God!” Ferdinand Stiirm put his
fingers to his chin. “In the K&nigsberg
—you had him secretly dispatched
there?”

“Tonight. It would not be,” mur-
mured the Elector, “more than half an
hour ago. I—I commanded the gov-
ernor. I realized, suddenly, you know,
that I had that power of death. I sent
a clergyman to him, then the four exe-
cutioners, and he was not armed.”

“A  death like that,” stammered
Stiirm, overawed for the first time in
his life, “for a man like De Haverbeck!”

“It was intolerable,” gasped the Elec-
tor. “I went to see him, and I could not
move him at all. He would not say
what was between them that night.
He’s dead. I could not endure that
he should live—to laugh at me with
her.”

“This,” exclaimed Stiirm, “is a dam-
nable horror, and the last thing that
I intended. De Haverbeck was to have
been released tomorrow. He was ar-
rested merely to make it impossible for
him to deny that he passed the night
in Madame Rocklitz’s house. I intended
to see what Madame de Rosny knew and
confront him with it. But this . . .
Your Highness has overthrown every-
thing.”

“He’s dead,” said the Elector. “He’s
dead. I did not do it myself—I gave
the order. T went to see the gover-
nor myself. I remembered that I was
a prince. It is not murder if you are a
prince. I am above the law—you told
me s0.”

“What shall we tell the Emperor—Sir
William Colt, and von Spanheim?”

“I don't know,” replied the Elector,
vaguely.

Stiirm looked at him with the indif-
ference of complete disdain,

“Why, I must manage this, as I sup-
pose,” he said in extreme distress. “I’ll
go down at once to the Kénigsberg;
I'll see what can be done. I have had
difficulty in keeping the gentleman’s
servants quiet. They believe he left
suddenly last night on some intrigue—
and that’s not lightly believed of De
Haverbeck—or that he visited his es-
tates suddenly, and that’s an incivility
that goes down ill, too, with a man like
kim. His friends were waiting for him
last night—this is a damnable coil.”

“T ISTEN,” sobbed the Elector. He put

out his unsteady hand and clutched
Count Stiirm’s cuff. “There’s worse
than anything I’'ve told you—"

“Worse! How could there be any-
thing worse than murder?” cried Stiirm
bitterly.

“There’s this: He thought she com-
manded it. I let him think that. I told
him that she had betrayed him to me.
Of course she does not even know that
he was in prison. She, too, thinks that
he has gone to his estates.”

Society Note:

Jimmy Lox, of Milwaukee, took
all prizes at the Van Trumps’ bridge party.




“That's diabolical. What made you
imagine that De Haverbeck could believe
she had done it—what would her motive
have been? He never credited it!” he
added, not guessing what good cause
De Haverbeck had had to credit the
random, frantic, foolish lie. “But it
was a fearful thing to say—and out of
character. She is a light but not a
cruel woman.”

«I wanted to ask him about the child,”
interrupted Johann Georg, “but could
not. She visits it, you said? It is hers,
you think?”

“No, on my soul, I do not,” replied
Stiirm bitterly. “I am sorry I led you
so far on that way. She is too young—
and I believe she was innocent till you
had her, sir. She visits the child from
womanish sentiment-——the mother was
Carlotta Drezel, buried in the Marien-
kirche, on the Biachnitz road.”

“X 70U never told me this before,” said

the Elector, “and it was—was be-
cause of that I ordered him to be killed.
You see—he and Madelon—who could
have endured it? Because of the child—
1 have none. I would have killed the
child, too, easily—then.”

Stiirm cursed himself., How stupid
a mistake he had made in judging this
boy by his own cold standards. What
folly not to have remembered the havoc,
the misery, that the hot blood of youth
will cause! Stiirm felt sick and shaken;
he had always liked De Haverbeck.

“Leave me out of this,” he said rough-
ly, turning away, “I can’t go any farther
into these devilish lies. Your Highness
has turned about in your character. ...”

“The poisons she gave me!” cried the
Elector, with a sudden shriek in his
voice. “I had not done it if I had been
in my senses. I'm only returning to my
senses now. What was it she gave me?
It was witcheraft. It was some devil’s
brew.”

Ferdinand Stiirm looked at him dry-
ly. It was clear enough that the young
man’s courage and control were shat-
tered, but whether this was by witch-
craft, or drug, or passion, mattered but
little to Stiirm. He saw his whole coun-
try embroiled by an ugly and wanton
crime, and he knew he would have to
bring all his wits to bear upon the situ-
ation to extricate himself and Saxony
from this difficult, shameful position.

“Your Highness has ordered this deed
and, as I take it, your orders have been
carried out. If you will but maintain
your self-command, it may be that it
can be hushed up and carried off yet.”
Then he brought himself to ask, though
with a sick look and a faltering accent:

‘“How—how was it done?”

“I don’t know,” whimpered the Elec-
tor. “I suppose they strangled him.”

“Then I can do nothing,” exclaimed
Stiirm, in tones of disgust. “You set
four men on him, and, I suppose, he
fought for his life . . .”

The shuddering Elector cried out:

“Will Christ forgive me? Will God
forgive me?”

Ferdinand Stiirm’s patience, defer-
ence and control vanished before his
anger; he shook off the heavy, distracted
young man, and cried, fearfully, in a
low tone:

“You doltish, whining, besotted boy,

let me go! All our honors are on this.”
The Elector, without resentment,
turned miserably away.
“Where’s Madelon?” he asked.

“Where's Madelon Rocklitz?”

“Aye,” said Stiirm, snatching and but-
toning up his mantle, “you had best go
to Madame Rocklitz!”

He left the Residenzschloss quickly
and quietly, confronting with an admir-
able coolness and courage, which had
never yet failed him in many an emer-
gency, a vast menace to his own for-
tunes and those of Saxony.

He had his careful emissaries and, in

COI“EI',S for

his own house, he interviewed several|

of these, brought on sudden summons.
Arrangements were made, swiftly,
adroitly; messages were sent to the
Marshal de Haverbeck’s lodgings, to his
gentlemen and servants; then, having
put these affairs swiftly in readiness,
Stiirm went directly to the Konigsberg.
Though it was the middle of the night,
he was admitted at once to the presence
of the governor, who, bowed and uneasy,
was sitting over the stove, drinking.
He appeared neither to huve slept nor
to be thinking of sleep that night.

“De Haverbeck,” said the minister
abruptly, “has been murdered here to-
night.”

The governor swore a quick oath.

“If the Elector had not come to me
in person I would never have done it.
He was resolute. I have his warrant
for it.”

“There is no blame on you,” replied
Stiirm, grimly, “but it is a thing that
touches us all close, and I have done
my best to put some face on it. You
have, as you say, your warrant and
your signed order. The Elector was
half insane, you might have noticed
that, and held your hand. But I have
not come to reproach you. Where is
De Haverbeck?”

“In the chapel,” replied the governor,
then began, in a hurried manner, to
excuse himself from the deed and its
consequences.

Stiirm cut him short.

“I have absolutely no time to listen
to you now, my dear Governor. In the
morning, perhaps. There are other
measures that are imperative. How
did Marshal de Haverbeck die?”

The gavernor rose and began to walk
up and down the room.

“Upon my honor I believe the Elector
meant he was to be strangled; but you
know what that means—a man like De
Haverbeck—and that cursed woman at
the bottom of it all, as I suppose . ..”

“Leave her,” said Stiirm, impatiently.
“She’s damned enough without our
curses.”

“His sword had been taken from him,”
continued the governor, in a low trou-
bled voice. “He had besides a small
dagger—a curious thing, something 1
believe he had gotten in the Turkish
war. And I—1 took it upon myself to
wrap this in a handkerchief. T gave it
to the jailer and sent him down with
the four men. I told him to give it to
Marshal de Haverbeck, and keep the
men back until he had used it. To give
him five minutes alone. You under-
stand ?”

“I understand,” said Stiirm with con-
siderable relief. “And that was how it
was done?”

“N\NES. T did not disobey the Elector.
The men were there if he had re-
fused—or resisted. But he was very
grateful. He said it was but to open an
old wound. You know he had two balls
in the breast in Hungary—when they
returned he was at the table—he lived
but a few moments. The surgeon told me
that he was so healthy and so constant
in his mind that he might have been
saved had it been permitted to staunch
the wound. He swooned several times,
but recovered, as if he made a struggle
for it. He thanked them all for their
good offices and sent his watch to me
and asked me to give one of his rings
to the jailer. God!” broke out the
coarse soldier, passionately, “I would
your Elector had hanged himself be-
fore he put this work on me.”
“There’s a better man gone,” said
Stiirm, “than ever you or I are likely
to serve under, my dear Governor. For
his honor and ours let us consider how
to cover the matter over. I have given
out to his people,” continued the min-

ister unsteadily, for his voice had been Dept. P-1273

(Continued on page 72)

Norember 2, 1929

71

PATENTED

ut Twist of

The Wrist

Banishes Old-Style Can Openers
to the Scrap Heap

and Brings Agents $5-$8-$12 i Hour

Here is a truly revo utionary invention.
waiting and hoping for.

It is something that every woman has been

Now, all the danger and wastefulness of old-style can openers

isended. Now, every home in the land can open cans the new, simple, safe, easy way by

a handy little machine.

Now, no man whose present income is less than $60 a week

can afford to ignore the amazing new opportunity for real money that this novel
invention has created. Read the GENEROUS FREE TEST offer below. Then act at once.

WOMEN universally detest the

old-style can opener. Yet in
practically every home cans are being
opened with it, often several times a day.
Imagine then, how thankfully they wel-
come this new method—this automatic
way of doing their most distasteful job.
With the wonderful little Speedo can
opener you just put the can in the ma-
chine, turn the handle, and almost in-
stantly the job is done.

A “Million Dollar’’ Can
Opening Machine

The Speedo holds the can—opens it—
flips up the lid so you can grab it—and
gives you back the can without a drop
spilled, without any rough edges to snag
your fingers—all in a couple of seconds!
It’s so easy even a 10-year-old child can
do it in perfect safety! No wonder women
—and men, too—simply go wild over it!
And no wonder Speedo salesmen often
sell to every house in the block and make
up to $10 an hour either spare time or
full time.

$2000" IN PRIZES

Generous Free Trial Offer

Frankly, men, I realize that the facts
about this proposition as outlined briefly
here may seem almost incredible to you.
T’ll grant you that the profit possibilities
are so tremendous that it’s impossible to
give more than a mere hint of them here.
So I've worked out a plan by which you
can examine the invention and test its
profit possibilities without risking one
penny of your own money.

Mail the Coupon Today

All T ask you to do is to fill out and mail
the coupon below. You do not obligate
yourself in any way whatever. I'll rush
you the details. Get my free offer while
the territory you want is still open. TI’ll
hold it for you while you make the test.
I’'ll send you all the facts about $75 to
$150 a week with Speedo. I’ll also tell
you about another fast selling item in the
Central States line that brings you two
profits on every call. All you risk is a 2¢
stamp—so grab your pencil and shoot me
the coupon right now.

NOW BEING GIVEN IN CASH TO
AGENTS-COUPON BRINGS DETAILS

FULL TIME

$265 IN A WEEK

“Here is my record for
first 30 days with Speedo;
June 13, 60 Speedos; June
20, 84, Speedos; June 30, 192

$9 FIRST

SPARE TIME

““The first afternoon I
received my Speedo out-

Speedos; July 6, 288 Speedos. fit I made $9.” Thisiscertainly amoney-
peedo sells to 9 out of 10 . >
prospects.” Mrs. R. Spain, Kans. maker

PART TIME

$20 IN 3 HOURS

“I worked about three
hours and took 25 orders.

HALF DAY

0. C. Gregg, Wyo.

M Ornoff, Va.

“One of my prospects
Read told me she could get

along with the old can
opener she had been using for years.
Two weeks later her husband ordered a
can opener from me saying that his
wife had cut her hand badly with her
old can opener.”-—W. L. Godshalk, Pa.

CENTRAL STATES MFG. CO.

4500 Mary Ave.
St. Louis, Mo.

CENTRAL STATES MFG. CO.
4500 Mary Ave., Dept. P-1273
St. Louis, Mo.
Yes, rush me the facts and details of
your FREE TEST OFFER. I

City................ State.......... I

{ ) Check here if interested only in one for I
your own home.



BOYS,

Your
chance to
earn money
and prizes

72

—a

These can be yours for spending a
small part of vour spare time de-
livering three of the best-known
magazines to regular customers.
We will tell vou how to get vour
customers and furnish all necessary
material. Aside from winning prizes
you earn cash profts and will
always have your own spending
money Jingling in your pockets.

How would you like to have this
dandy banjo-uke, a radio, bicycle,
or any of the other fine articles that
any boy would be glad to own,
selected from our Big Prize Book
containing over 300 articles?

Mail this Coupon Today!

This coupon will bring vou the Big
Book of Prizes that anv ambitious
fellow can win. It rells how thousands

Mr. Jim Thayer, Dept. C-53
The Crowel) Publishing Co.
I Springfield, Ohio

Dear Jim:

l Please start me on the road ro money and prizes,

of boys are being made happy with ‘ My Name..... ...
cash profits and prizes. Membership

ina great organization is open to }'Oll! Address ... oo
JoinNow! S Town....... ... Stute..........

RING

TA M ME CORRECTED

s ORNO CHARGE

Write today for particulars of the new remark-
able personal-attention, common-sense method
which permanently correets stammering and
stuttering or no cost.

THE TALK EASY SYSTEM

225 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. 393, Chicago

DeaX? i

Vibraphones Reduce Head Noises

A new and scientific discovery stimulates the hearing processes
by utilizing sound waves through small silver devices that fit
the ears perfectly. The vibrators are built inside the sound
chambers. The instruments are so small that your friends will
seldom know you are wearing them. Comfortable, easily putin
the ears or removed. No wires. No batteries. No head bands.
Nothing like them, This new and scientific triumph produces
marvelous results, Head noises are reduced. Hearing gradually
improves. Don’t be handicapped or embarrassed another day by
deafness. Write for complete details,

VIBRAPHONE CO., Inc., Station 323
ﬂ Central National Bank Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.

VIBRAPHONES
The Modern Trend—plus—

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

The effectiveness of Verdelite Lamps from the standpoint
of scientific lighting, as well as adaptability and convenience,
is seen particularly in the adjustable and detachable shade. It
simply slips on and stays put until lifted off.
not even a screw driver is necessary to detach
it, and yet it is fastened securely and will not come
off until lifted off.

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

FARIES MANUFACTURING COMPANY
DECATUR, ILLINOIS

'MONEYFORYOU

Men or women can earn $15 to $25 weekly
in spare time at home making display cards.
Light, pleasant work. No canvassing. We
instruct you and supply you with work.
Write to-day for full particulars.

The  MENHENITT COMPANY Limited
270 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Can.

P

No. 3544-B

No unwiring—

November 2, 1929

(Continued from page 71)
moved and his eyes moist, “that he has
been cailed to the Kénigsberg to take
part in the examination of some pris-
oner. They will ask no more than that,
knowing his mission to be vital and
probably secret. He is supposed to have
taken his leave of the Elector and to
have seen his estates, and to be return-
ing immediately to Vienna.

“TTJIS coach will be here in half an

hour; and you and I, my dear Gov-
ernor, must escort him into it. Captain
Falaiseau, who is a man I can trust, will
be his companion—his escort, as it were,
to the frontier at Spandau. I have seen
Marshal de Haverbeck’s doctor, whom
he had with him in his company. These
people can all be bought or frightened.

Hero

Congratulate You saw a
master.

And if you wish a touch of variety
to your denial that Pat O'Dea’s drop-
kick remains a college record, mention
Payne of Dakota Wesleyan. Against
Northwestern Normal, in 1915, Mr.
Payne ruined the day for the opposition
by drop-kicking a goal from the sixty-
three yard.line. But the O’Dea enthusi-
asts will contend that the physical con-
ditions were all with Payne and George
Gipp, the weather being fine, the field
fast, the ball clean and dry and the oppo-
sition many degrees weaker than the
Northwestern University that Pat faced.
And you’ll have to admit that.

A dangerous goal kicker is a marked
man, Even if he isn’t roughed a bit
while doing his stuff he gets it in pre-
ceding and subsequent plays, the idea
being to reduce his enthusiasm and
physical store. Don’t think for a mo-
ment that the opponents of Harvard
didn’t do their utmost to render B, W.
Trafford impotent when he was kick-
ing field goals with utter abandon for
his Alma Mater forty years ago. Yet,
against Cornell, Trafford dropped five
field goals in a game while eleven strong
lads from Ithaca were doing their ut-
most to deprive him of his legs.

And that was the record for quite a
while. Presently a great football genius
appears at Chicago—Walter Eckersall,
This lad could do anything a coach could
dream. His drop-kicking was devastat-
ing. About the only thing his opponents
could be sure of was that he’d kick only
one at a time.

In 1905 against Illinois he shot five
drops. Against Nebraska in the follow-
ing season he booted five more. He was
accustomed to mix this sort of thing
up with hundred-yard dashes for touch-
downs too. But the greatest number
of field goals ever made by one player
in an intercollegiate game was seven.
They were all placements. E. C. Robert-
son of Purdue kicked them and Rose
Polytechnic was the vietim. It hap-
pened in October, 1900.

Alex Moffat of Princeton weighed 130
pounds in days when individual tonnage
was so highly thought of by coaches that
any candidate for the team weighing less
than 190 was likely to be called “Skin-
ny.” Against Harvard, in 1883, Alex
drop-kicked four field goals—b0, 48, 40
and 40 yards—but the notable feature
was that he kicked two of them with his
left foot and two with his right. The
man had only two feet.

In 1906 the forward pass came into
football and with it added reasons why
the game has become the great popular
spectacle.

Did you ever by any chance see Harold

yourself,

Muller of California take a ball in hand

This doctor will testify that the Marshal
died on his journey of a sudden fit or
seizuve, following the breaking out of
his old wound; he will also see that the
body is properly embalmed at the first
opportunity. And then, though one can-
not stop comment, or gossip, or rumor,
we shall have evaded an absolute, open
scandal.”

“Do you think that he would have
wished that himself?” asked the gov-
ernor, frowning.

“I think he would,” replied Stiirm,
earnestly. “He was a very honorable
and a very generous man, and I think
he would have wished this himself—it
was never his purpose to embroil any-
one. And it’s impossible for me to for-
give myself.”

(To be continuned next week)

Stuff

Continued from page 19

and flip it? Well, I have and in the
excitement that ensued I, who have seen
forty years of football, all but swal-
lowed my tongue. He was six feet tall,
weighed 190 pounds and held the inter-
collegiate record for throwing the jave-
lin.

It was against Ohio State one after-
noon that Harold, whom you, perhaps,
call Red, received the ball from his
center via Sprott, California’s left half.
Danecing smartly this way and that to
elude Ohio boys who would frustrate
him, Red had retreated fifteen yards un-
til seventy yards lay between him and
Ohio’s goal.

But all this time Stephens of Cali-
fornia was galloping toward Ohio’s goal.
He passed Stinchcomb, Ohio’s safety
man, who made no particular effort to
stop him, figuring perhaps that Stephens
had gone a bit balmy and was labor-
ing under the impression that he was
making a touchdown without burden-
ing himself with the ball.

A yard from Ohio’s goal Stephens
paused. And Red Muller let go. It was,
as you will grant, a colossal heave. The
ball sailed high over Stinchcomb’s head,
splitting the air like a javelin. Stephens
didn’t have to move. He snagged it
shoulder-high and took a long step.
California had another touchdown.

The Galloping Stein

And don’t overlook Stephens’ end of
that marathon pass of Red Muller’s. A
ball that has traveled that far requires
expert snatching. It has speed. It has
probably developed a twist. Add to
that the various ways a football can
elude the best of them and you discover
that pass receivers are born, not made.
Jim Stone of Vanderbilt, for example.
His pals called him Stein. ’

Well, one afternocon in 1907—it was
Thanksgiving Day-—Vanderbilt and
Sewanee were having their annual
trouble. As is always better in tales
of this sort, Stein did his stuff just a
few minutes before the end of the game
with Sewanee leading 12 to 11. Natural-
ly he won the game, as what player
with half a chance wouldn’t in those cir-
cumstances?

Vanderbilt had the ball in midfield.
Stein bent over it, ready to pass. He
snapped it to Potts, who got rid of it
at once with a lateral pass to D. Blake,
who promptly handed it to Bob Blake.
Bob got rid of it too. He threw it down
the field, high and to the right.

In the meantime, Stein had galloped
down the field and a Sewanee man, nat-
urally anxious that nothing happen to
disturb the score, raced at his side. The
ball caught up to them ahd passed them,
You wouldn’t have bet a dollar against



a half interecst in the United States
Government that any Vanderbilt man
was going to take that pass. Particu-
larly Jim Stein Stone.

But somehow (one doesn’t cxplain
things like this) he, the ball and the
Sewanee man arrived at Sewanee’s five-
yvard line simultaneously. And Jim
leaped. . . . Down they went. Jim had
the ball. And then two swift smashes
and it was over.

There lives today in the modest town
of Prague, Oklahoma, a broad, deep and
otherwise robust red man named Thotrpe
—old Jim Thorpe of Carlisle.

Amongst his various accomplish-
ments were touchdowns, He still holds
the record for these. In 1912 he made
twenty-five of them, scoring 198 points
for the season. Jim was so good that
he liked to amuse himself and his mates
by telling an end or a tackle to get
set because (said Jim) he was coming
that way in a moment. And he’d do it.

The Great Keck

For general appeal to the football
lover he has had rivals, at least in their
own pet departments of the game. I
mention Willie Heston of Michigan and
Red Grange of Illinois and if 1 dismiss
these great names thus briefly it is be-
cause their stories are all familiar.

All of these mighty runners have
caught kick-offs and carried them to
touchdowns. Perhaps you’ve seen them
do it twice in the same game. But have
you ever seen a man carry back kick-
offs for touchdowns more than once in
one game? Well, T have.

And he was not a back, either. He
was a guard—and what a guard! Six
feet two and two hundred and fifteen
pounds and fast. He had to be fast
and artful. His name was Bemis Pierce.

Pierce, a Seneca Indian, was one of
the boys at Carlisle in 1894-5-6-7 and
as such he played in an indoor game
against Illinois in Chicago. Three times
Illinois made the awful mistake of kick-
ing off to Bemis. And each time he
galloped straight through the dazed op-
position without so much as hesitating.
All three gallops ended in touchdowns.
After that Illinois kicked so far out of
Bemis’ reach that he couldn’t have
caught the ball with a fisherman’s net.

One of the greatest displays of run-
ner-assistance the game has seen was
that of Stanley Keck of Princeton in
the game with Harvard in 1921. I've
asked men who know and they agrvee.
Gilroy of Princeton carried the ball.
At Keck’s heels he sped through the
Harvard line and in front of him
crouched a squad of the Crimson men.

Keck bowled one out of the way.

“Stick with me, Gil,” roared Keck.

“I'm coming,” said Gilroy.

Keck cut down another Harvard lad
and the field was clear except for Fitts.
Now Fitts was good. He seldom missed
tackles., He had a way of spilling or
evading interference that had made him
feared and famous.

“Go to it,” yelled Keck. And he dived
into Fitts. Gilroy left his huge one-
man convoy as Stanley yelled. He did
not stop until he was across Harvard’s
goal. You may see blocking like that
again—but not often,

Neither have I ever witnessed might-
ier work in the line than Gus Ziegler of
Penn produced against Cornell on
Thanksgiving Day, 1906. Gus gave that
day—everything he had. Gus stopped
Cornell. Penn couldn’t score but Gus
saw to it that the Big Red Team didn’t.

It was one of Cornell’s greatest teams
and Ziegler’s opponent was the giant
Thompson, justly celebrated as Big
Thompson, an All-America guard. Gus
was big enough, but Thompson topped
him by fifty pounds.

For more than fifty minutes of battle
Cornell had punished Penn, mauled her,
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smashed her, reduced her. But tlmr(\l!—'

had been no score. And now Cornell
had the ball on Penn’s five-yard line and
Penn was crumbling. Exhausted.

The entire Cornell backficld hurled
itself into where Thompson should have
made a great hole—bang! It piled up
on Thompson’s back. He hadn’t moved
an inch. Again Thompson led the as-

sault on Gus. This time it gained a
few feet. A third time the avalanche
fell on Gus. When the pile was un-|
serambled, Gus, the last to arise becausc !
he was on the bottom, owned a bleeding]
nose and a cut scalp. The ball was a
foot from Penn’s goal.

“You boys are doing fine,” roared Gus
to Cornell, “Come to me again.”

Cornell did. Gus and Thompson
struck each other so hard that they
fought standing, chest to chest. The
rest of the two teams were heaped
around them. Gus and Thompson
couldn’t fall. They were waist-deep in
football players. But the ball was still
a foot away from the line. Cornell ha\dJ
lost it on downs.

The stands were still voaring Gus
name when Bill Hollenbeck punted into

’

the face of a sixty-mile gale. The ball
flew high—too high. The wind took
it and hurled it back. It went out of

bounds on Penn’s five-yard line. And
then Ziegler and Thompson again,

Twice Thompson with the ball at his
back charged Gus. Now both men were
showing the gore of battle. Huge
Thompson looked puzzled—possibly he
was a little dazed. It was hard to be-
lieve that his opponent could stand this.
Yet Gus was still there, grinning and
calling upon Cornell to come to him.
Cornell had made two yards.

On the third smash at Ziegler, Penn’s
center had interfered with Cornell’s and
Penn was penalized half the distance
to the goal. The ball is put on Penn’s
eighteen-inch line and Cornell is given
a first down. And then I beheld what
I like to think was the finest defensive
play that football could produce.

One Foot to Play

Three times Ziegler and Thompson|
clashed and three times Cornell was
piled up at her great guard’s back.
Each time Gus held. Cornell hadn’t
gained an inch,

“You’ve got another chance, Cornell,”
roared Gus. “Give us everything you’'ve
got, Cornell. C-o-m-e o-n, Penn-syl-
vaaaaaaniaaaa!”

Every Pennsylvania player rushed at
Gus. And every one of them grabbed
his hand. Big Bill Hollenback hugged
him.

“Can you do it again, Gus?” yelled
Bill. “Just once more?”

“Till Christmas,” replied Gus.

Walders, the Cornell fulltback, took the
ball. Thompson summoned every ounce
of his great strength, lowered his head
and charged. And Gus met him half-
way. There Thompson stopped and
fell. And Walders, smashing against
the back of the giant, seemed to rise
perpendicularly. Up he went. Down
he came. And there he stopped.

The timekeeper’s gun sounded. The
game was over. The ball was just a
foot from Penn’s goal.

Thompson was the first to grab Gus.
And there on the twilight field, with
50,000 men and women gone wild in the
stands, Gus Ziegler and Big Thompson
stood in a bear hug—patting each other
on the back.

One could continue thus for pages
without exhausting what he calls the
greatest plays and the greatest players.
But I stop here. You, doubtless, will
be glad to supply the rest.

“Rough Humor,” another football ar-
ticle by Mr. Heisman, will appear iv
next week’s Collier’s.
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check little coughs
before they grow big

TROUBLED THROATS

Those busy statisticians that the Government puts to work

finding out important things, have discovered that common
coughs and colds keep more children out of school than any
other sickness.

And yet it's so easy to keep little coughs from growing

bigger—just do as so many other Mothers do. At the first

little cough—even before that if you have a suspicion
—give them a Luden’s. They'll love it like candy.

And as it melts, tell them to breathe deep—so that
Luden’s Menthol Action will cool and soothe their

throats, will open up those stuffy noses—will give
quick relief as only Luden’s can.

You need not hesitate to give Luden’s freely

to children — for Luden’s contain nothing

harmful—nothing to upset the stomach. In

U\ fact, Luden’s Menthol Action is beneficial,

Lo &) for.“Menthol is a derivative of pepper-

o mint—one of the oldest known aids to

good digestion.

FOR QUICK RELIEF

LUDENS

In the yellow
packageevery-

where— 5€
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Owners of America

ery business day $1,000

is invested by the Ameri-
‘can public in new offerings of
securities.”

This spectacular statement
is an investment banker’s way
of picturing the new pros-
perity, distributed so widely,
which has come to Americans,

We are, in fact, in the midst
of an economic revolution
more far-reaching in its con-
sequences and deeper in its
changes than anything ever
before experienced anywhere.
What has already happened
would seem to be a miracle
beyond reasonable hope if it
were not history.

Fifteen yvears ago it was es-
timated that less than a half
million Americans owned se-
curities. Only one person in
190 was an investor.

Today, it is estimated, there
are more than 15,000,000 in-
vestors in this country. One
person in eight on the average
is a buyer of securities.

Wealth has increased at a
prodigious rate and even more
rapidly it has been distributed. Our scale
of living has moved upward. What were
luxuries a few years ago are necessities now.
The wage earner today has comforts which
only millionaires could afford a few years
back and still we have been thrifty.

Industry increasingly is owned by the
many and not by the few.

The American Telephone and Telegraph
Company has 420,982 stockholders. The
Pennsylvania Railroad is owned by 154,137
shareholders. More than 100,000 stock-
holders own General Motors. The General
Electric Company has about 80,000 owners.

The ability and the willingness of mil-
lions of small investors all over the country
to provide the money required for our in-
dustrial development is a fact of the first
importance. Twenty-five years ago we were
still looking to the rich of Europe for some
of the funds needed to finance American in-
dustry. Today the average American is the
financier to whom both our own bankers and
the European borrower must appeal. Bank-
ers underwrite loans only when they are
persuaded that the small investors will buy
the securities to be offered. Not the rich,
but Americans of modest means are the
lenders and the arbiters of our destiny.

“IN EVERY second of ev-

|
1
|

This has come about because savings have
increased more rapidly than earnings. In
1919 the national income was fifty-five bil-

lions. Seven years later the income was
ninety billions. Within those years the
amounts invested in railroad, public utility,
corporate and foreign securities were in-
creased two and a half times.

During the five years from 1922 to 1928
American investors bought through regular
banking channels 36,900 issues of securities
for which nearly thirty-five billion dollars
were paid.

Most encouraging of all the varied aspects

of this colossal growth is the emphasis
which investors have put upon safety.

We’re Not Spendthrifis

We hear much of wild speculation and
there has undoubtedly been quite enough
folly on the part of those who expect much
from little if not actually something from
nothing. But the great majority have not
been chasing moonbeams.

Nearly five sixths of this huge investment
went into bonds. Only about three billion
dollars bought preferred stock and less than
that amount went into common stocks.

:

The same tale is told by sav-
ings banks. In 1914 there
were 7,900,000 savings-bank
depositors in this country.
They had not quite nine bil-
lions on deposit. In 1929 more
than eleven million depositors
had stored upwards of twenty-
six billions in savings banks.

Building and loan associa-
tions trebled their member-
ship to more than ten million
between 1914 and 1926, and
increased their assets almost
five times. Life insurance
grew even more amazingly
during these years.

By every available device
men and women have thus
been seeking through these fat
vears to safeguard their own
future and the future of those
dependent upon them.

Simultaneously we have
been consuming riew goods at
a rate unheard of at any pre-
vious time. We have eaten
better foods, worn more and
better clothes, enjoyed more
entertainment, given more
lavishly, had better homes and
more comforts.

Fortunate it is that we have spent while
we saved. For savings, whether directly in-
vested or put into banks or insurance, have
provided the means whereby production in-
creased. Water, oil, gas and coal have been
coupled to machinery of ever-increasing ef-
ficiency. The result has been a Golconda
of goods to be used.

Taking the large view, wise use has been
made of the prosperity which has come to
us as a people.

Of course not every American is free
from financial anxiety. Men and women
and children still live in poverty. Old age,
disease, changes in industrial technique and
many other factors take away jobs from
willing workers. The fear of unemploy-
ment darkens many homes. Poverty still
lingers. Problems of adjustment remain
to be solved.

But what has already come about sup-
plies the inspiration to accomplish even
greater changes.

We are prosperous now because so many
are sharing in the income of the nation.

We shall be more prosperous as the circle
is widened and as more and more have
enough for a comfortable life and for sav-
ings.



