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“What do you expect me to say? Thank you so much?” She has been egging me on to answer back

under conditions no professional scul-
lery maid would tolerate for a day?
Possibly it is because this is the only
class that suffers in silence, that scorns
to carry tales. We are such cowards.
We dare not face being called “cow-
ards” and “slackers,” which we certain-
ly shall be if we complain. Poor fools,
we deserve all we get.

The Canteen

We would, perhaps, feel less badly
about cook if she were a good cook. But
she is not. She is the worst cook it is
possible to imagine in one’s worst night-
mare moments. Not only is the food
badly cooked but it is actually dirty.
One is liable to find hair-combings in the
greasy gravy, bits of plate-leavings
from the day before, and an odd hairpin.
The principal dinner dish is a sort of
disgusting soup-stew made of meat that
hangs over a drain until it is cut up—
sinister-looking joints of some strange
animal—what, we cannot decide. It is
certainly not beef or mutton.

No wonder we have all had food poi-
soning. No wonder we have so many
dysentery cases. No wonder our small-
est cuts fester and have to be treated
in hospital. I grazed my thumb clean-
ing the fireplace the other day and went
septic immediately. The hospital order-

lies say they would never stand our ra-
tions; they have army rations, of course.

The canteen is, like the rest of the
quarters, a bare-boarded room with no
floor covering. It is the duty of the
drivers to keep the fire going all day.
The drivers clean the messroom; in
fact, they do the housework of the whole
headquarters, in addition to driving
doctors and sisters to and from the sta-
tion, doing “evacuations,” funerals and
convoys. The ambulance drivers have
no fixed hours. They can be called out
any one of the twenty-four. As each
driver comes in she writes her name on
a list on the notice-board and when the
names preceding hers have been crossed
out her turn for duty comes again. This
is during the day, of course. At night
we all turn out en masse for convoy
work. We have no fixed rest times after
driving all night, and consider ourselves
lucky to get two consecutive hours’ sleep
during the afternoon. We are supposed
to have an afternoon off weekly—I have
never had mine once. For, apart from
our set duties, there are Commandant’s
punishment duties.

“If only I could go back to bed!”

Tosh stirs the fire with her toe and
watches the kitchen door gloomily.
Breakfast is a minute late.

“You got Thirteen last night, didn’t
you?”’

“And spotted fever twice,” I add firm-
ly, not to be cheated of my full share
of woe.

There is a concerted murmur of sym-
pathy and T immediately feel better. It
is amazing what a little sympathy can
effect. The story of Mrs. B ’s bully-
ing draws forth another murmur. “Poor
old Smithy. What a rotten shame—"
Really, life isn’t so bad. I feel almost
human by the time breakfast arrives,

Everything’s Wrong with That Picture

We gather round the canteen table,
chattering, our tongues loosened by the
hot tea. The table is a long, American-
cloth-covered affair supported on tres-
tles. One can buy postcards of the
canteen in which smiling, white-capped
V. A. D.’s stand by waiting on the driv-
ers, but we think they must have been

photographers’ models hired for the
occasion. We have never seen them in
our time. Also, the bowl of flowers that

graces the center—that must have been
hired, too. There have been no flowers
in the memory of the “oldest habitant”
—a driver called “Chutney.” Against
the wall stands a piano, which we each
get soaked “one-shilling-weekly-for-the-
use-of,” and which we have never yet
seen opened, much less heard played. A
lot of time we have for playing pianos.

Breakfast is worse than ever. The
bread is hard—what there is of it—and
the margarine smells of—I hesitate for
a comparison, and Tosh supplies it un-
hesitatingly. It is carried unanimously.
Still, the tea is wet and hot and, for a
wonder, plentiful. It will run to a cup
and a quarter each. We cheer up. After
all, we are young and easily cheered up.

And there may be a mail today. We
tell one another there is sure to be.
We have all written home for supplies.
Tosh for Bovril and short bread and
potted meat. I for Bovril and ginger
biscuits.

Edwards is engaged. We give her a
cheer for giving us a thrill. We im-
plore details. Is it the Aussie? The
one who sends her those chocolate bis-
cuits every mail? It is. We approve.
We like the Aussie’s chocolate biscuits.
After the war they will live in Sydney.
The Aussie doesn’t know he is engaged
vet. He proposed last mail, but Ed-
wards only wrote yesterday and ac-
cepted him. He has lost a leg in the
war, but Edwards is glad because the
trenches won’t get him again.

“No man of mine will ever go to any
war again,” says Edwards. “I know too
much. Let the people who make the
wars fight them. I would rather see a
child of mine dead than see it a soldier.”

“I don’t think that’s very patriotic,
dear,” says The B. F.

“You wouldn’t,” replied Edwards.
“You're the type that loses her son in
the war and erects a tablet in the village
church—'A mother’s proud memory.
Proud? Because her son has been mur-
dered after murdering some other moth-
ers’ sons?”’

“It isn’t murder to kill your enemies
in war time, darling,” protests The B. F,

complacently.
“Enemies? OQur enemies aren’t the
Germans. Our enemies are the politi-

cians we pay to keep us out of war, and
who are too damned inefficient to do
their jobs properly.

“War is dirty. There’s no glory in it.
Vomit and blood. Look at us. We came
out here puffed out with patriotism—
there isn’t one of us who wouldn't go
back tomorrow. The glory of the war—
my God!”

Punishments

At ten A. M. I report to Commandant
for punishment. I listen toher harangue
in silence. Once I used to argue with
her, but it only means more punishment.
I am to take tea-orderly today and clean
Commandant’s car in addition to my
own,

I wonder what she would do if I
suddenly sprang at her and dug my fin-
gers into her throat, her strong, red,
thick throat that is never sore, that
laughs scornfully at germs, that needs
no wrapping up even when the snow is
whirling, blinding and smothering—

I go without reply. She calls me back.

“Have you nothing to say, Smith?”

“I don’t understand, Commandant.
What do you expect me to say? Thank
you so much?”’ I retort unguardedly.
Fool, fool. I could kick myself. She
has been egging me on to answer back.
Fool. Fool.

“Insolence?” Her cold gray eyes nar-
row. She compresses her thin lips—
“You had better clean the W. C. as well,
Perhaps that will teach you discipline.
Stand to attention while I am address-
ing you, please.”

One of these days I shall lose con-
trol. S

Cleaning an ambulance is the foulest
and most disgusting job it is possible to
imagine. We are unanimous on this
point. Even yet we hardened old-timers
cannot manage it without “catting” on
exceptionally bad mornings. We do not
mind cleaning the engines, doing repairs
and keeping the outsides presentable—

(Continued on page 53)
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“I warn you to bet on the
jar,” says Lee H. Bristol,
Advertising Director

“The little jar that started
Ingram’s Shaving Cream on
the road to fame and popu-
larity may be no beauty, but
the point is that a million
grateful men are used to it.
They associate it with the
coolest shaves a man ever
had! The jar has its advan-
tages besides; I count on it
to outsell the new tube by a

good percentage!”’

Collier's, The National Weekly

UR contest is a sporting one., No tricks,
no slogans, no red tape! It’s as simple and
easy to enter as A-B-C.

Yet it’s a practical test of how well you can
size up a business situation! Here’s the proposi-
tion:

Shortly before January 1st Ingram’s Shaving
Cream made its appearance in a new tube. Of
course it’s the same cool shaving
cream that was introduced, five years
ago, in the famous blue jar. And the
new tube sells for the same price.

We want your opinion of how
well the new tube will sell this year.
If you make a prize-winning pre-
diction, this contest will mean the
easiest money you've ever earned!

Here’s the History of Ingram’s to Date

For four years, with very little advertising,
Ingram’s has climbed steadily. It was the pioneer
cool shaving cream. Originally placed on the
market in the little blue jar, it was a success
from the first!

For Ingram’s is the silky, velvety cream that
brings a new, stingless delight to the
faces of shaving men everywhere.
It has three special cooling and
soothing ingredients that tighten
and tone the skin while you shave.

The minute you lather up with
Ingram’s, you'll know it’s unique.
It’s a shaving cream, a lotion and a
skin tonic all in one! With it you

Contest now between
the Ingram Jar

and Tube!

“My tip is that the tube

is coming strong,” says

E. A. Means, General
Sales Manager

e ——

“Pve been working for a
long time to see Ingram’s
presented in a modern tube!
Even with the old blue jar, it
climbed to fifth place among
all shaving creams. That’s
a striking testimonial to a
shaving cream so cool it’s
revolutionary! Don’t under-
estimate the new tube—it’s
going over big!”

L ety

can shave closer. And above all, without those
fiery little pin-pricks that most men bemoan!

Men like Ingram’s so well that today it ranks
as one of the largest-selling shaving creams
in the world! Here are its sales for the last four
years:

1026 ¢« + ¢« ¢ 4 o o o o 751,392 Jars
1927 « « « « +« « . + . 1,148,628 Jars
1928 . « .+ + « « ¢ .« . 1,560,828 Jars

1929 (last quarter estimated) 2,141,964 Jars

IN GRAM’S
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$500000

in Cash Prizes

Easy, Fascinating Contest! Test your Business Judgment!
Open to Everybody! 328 Chances for you to Win!

T’S the little blue jar that built the Ingram

business. Some men like the jar. But others
prefer a tube. So to offer Ingram’s in a form
attractive to all men, we’ve brought out the new
tube as well.

Prior to this year, Ingram's Shaving Cream
was packed only in jars! But now, Ingram
users have their choice of tube or jar. The
difference is only in the package—the cream and
the price are the same.

We don’t know, ourselves, how big a success
the tube will make. Your opinion is as good as
ours! So here’s your chanc ¢ to share in $5,000.00
by predicting how well the ncw tube will sell
its first year on the markct! See the column to
the right for details of the contest!

Note the sales of Ingram’s in jars on the
opposite page. See how tlicy have grown. Con-
sider the relative advantages of the tube and jar.
Then write, in 75 words or less, how you think
the new tube will “go over”’—how it will sell in
comparison with the famous ol jar and what
effect it will have upon the ¢«rablished sales
of the jar. Predict, if vou like, just how many
tubes will be sold. Neatness, brevity and logic
of reasoning, not your predictron, will be the
factors that count in awarding the prizes.

To the 328 contestants who submit the best
opinions, we’ll give $5,000.00 1n cash prizes as
follows:

Firstprize . . . . . . . . $1,000.00
. $500.00
. $2350.00

cach $10.00

Secondprize « « + . .
Third prize . - . . - .
Next 325 prizes

.
.
.
.
»

Clip the coupon in the column
the right. It will bring you a weck's
supply of the most cooling and brac-
ing shaves your face has ever felt.
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Tt INGRAM LaTHeR: 1207 e
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BRISTOL-MYERS CO;

CONDITIONS OF THE CONTEST

1 Contest closes at midnight, December 31st,
* 1930. Entries postmarked later will not be
considered. To insure absolute fairness we have
engaged Liberty Magazine to act as the judges.
Their decisions will be final. Names of winners
will be published as early as possible in 1931.

2 Contest is free and open to any person
¢ except employees of Bristol-Myers Co. (the
makers of Ingram’s) and Liberty Magazine, and
their relatives. You need not buy nor subscribe
to this or any other magazine, nor buy or use
Ingram’s Shaving Cream, to compete.
You may submit as many opinions as you
* wish during the period of the contest.
Submit each opinion on a separate single sheet
of paper, legibly written or typed on one side
only, your name and address at top.
If two or more contestants submit opin-
¢ jons of equal merit, the full amount of
the prize will be awarded to each.

Address contestentries to Ingram’s Shaving

¢ Cream, Box 596, General Post Office, New
York, N.Y. Contestants agree that entries be-
come the property of Bristol-Myers Co. and may
be used by them, in whole or in part, for ad-
vertising or other purposes. Entries cannot be
returned, nor can Bristol-Myers Co. or the judges
engage in correspondence about the contest.

If you’d like to try Ingram’s, you can get either
the tube or the jar from your druggist. Or we’ll
send you a week’s supply of COOL Ingram
shaves free on receipt of the coupon below.

But whether you use Ingram’s or not, the
important point is for you to enter the contest!
Don’t delay! Submit your answer today!

7 7 7

INGRAM’S SHAVING CREAM
Box 596, General Post Office, New York, N. Y,

I'd like to try seven cool Ingram shaves.

Name
Address
City State

Coupon has nothing to do with the contest. Use it only if you
want a free sample of Ingram’s.
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and Kit had to receive Roddy, in some
fashion, She kept the screen door
hooked between herself and Tip, until
he could get the idea that all was not
as he thought.

“My uncle will see you in a few
minutes,” she told him frostily.

“You're joking me,” he grinned,.

“Am I7” she said bitterly.

His face went blank. “Why, Kit—
what on earth—my name’s Tip Roddy.
You seem to have forgotten me; but
last night—"

“I never knew you,” she said. “I
thought I did, for a little while; but it
seems I was wrong.”

“I don’t know what this is about,”
said Tip, “but something seems to need
talking over. Don’t I get in any more,
even?”

“Oh, come in if you want to.”

‘When she had let him in they stood
looking at each other in the lamplight.

“Now what's the matter, Kit?”

“I guess I took a lot for granted, Tip,
that’s all.” Tears suddenly sprang to
her eyes. ‘“Oh, why couldn’t you have
told me yourself?”

“Told you what, honey?”

“Did you think I wasn’t even inter-
ested in whom you killed, or where? Do
you think it’s just nothing—"

“I don’t know what you mean. Un-
less—if you’re talking about that Slade
Tucker foolishness—"

“If you call killing a man—any man
—just foolishness—"

He hesitated. For a moment Kit was
swept by an impulse to tell him that
it didn’t matter, that whatever he had
done was all right——he looked so lost, dis-
illusioned and uncomprehending, stand-
ing there with his hat in his hands. But
that was before his mouth hardened.

He said slowly, “I thought—I would
have thought that you’d know if I did
something out of the way, why, I had
a reason for it.”

“Then you admit—"

“No; I never killed Slade Tucker, if
that’s of any interest to you.”

SHE studied his face for a long mo-
ment; and she knew that she was
wavering.

“But what’s the use of that,” he said
wearily, “or anything else we say, if
you're going to start off by doubting
me, right from the beginning?”

“Tip, that isn’t fair.”

“I guess maybe I don’t know what’s
fair and what isn’t. Thought—"

The rear door of the room crashed
open, and High Wind stood, solid and
malighant, surveying them both, He
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Just a Horse of Mine

Continued from page 16

was wearing his heavy gun-belt, the
holster sagging low on his right thigh.

High Wind looked Roddy up and
down, deliberately. Then Kit cried out,
“He never killed Slade Tucker—he says
he didn’t!”

“No; I reckon he never did,” said
High Wind. “And I reckon nobody else
did, either. I got the dope on him now.
I thought it was kind of funny, all
along, nobody ever having collected the
reward, and all. But I see through it,
now. I've been talking to Lem Wilkin-
son. He recognizes him. Tip Roddy,
huh? There’s no such name, and never
was!”

“What on earth are you talking
about?”

“Kit, he didn’t kill Slade Tucker, be-
cause he is Slade Tucker—Slade Tucker
himself!”

HERE was a silence before Kit said,

“But you told me you knew Slade
Tucker, Uncle—that you were one of
his best friends—"

High Wind’s face darkened above
the bristly beard, but he did not answer.

“That part’s simple enough, Kit,”
said Roddy, without shifting his eyes
from High Wind’s; “you’ve maybe met
folks before that claimed to know peo-
ple that never heard of ’em. He thought
it sounded big, I guess, since everybody
bragged up Slade Tucker as being so
bad. So Lem Wilkinson identified me,
did he?”

“Lem Wilkinson doesn’t have the
truth in him,” said Kit contemptuously.

“Maybe I was fooled for a little
while,” said High Wind, beginning to
raise steam; “maybe it’s so that I only
saw Slade Tucker once, and that time
at a distance, and didn’t remember him
exact. But, by cat, I don’t forget the
horse! And the description of Tucker
fits in: tall, sorrel hair, hazel eyes,
salty way of doing business—it’s him
all right!”

“Let him say for himself if he is,”
said Kit.

Tip Roddy smiled on one side of his
face. “And what of it?” he said directly
to High Wind, his voice hard.

“If you think,” rumbled High Wind,
“that a damned murdering outlaw with
a price on his head can come here and
make free with my niece—"

“Now just a minute,” said Roddy.

“Seems to me last night you had a
whole lot to say about the name of
Slade Tucker, He was a good man,
according to you, then. Square-shoot-
ing, you said, and white as they come,
and a lot more aypricot butter, right
along the same lines, about this Slade
Tucker that you knew so well. Seems
to me you're kind of flighty, Mr. Mac-
Dowell.”

“I’ll take no slack in my house!”
roared High Wind. “Now you clear
cut! Git, and stay git, or by the great
almighty—"

“Yeah, I will,” said Roddy, not mov-
ing. “But first I'll tell you this: you
were a good man, once, to all accounts.
But right now—"

“Shut your damned—"

“No, I won’t. The waddies around
here aren’t men enough to tell you this,
and maybe you’ll never hear it again.
But I'll tell you, and, by God, you’ll re-
member it. You’re an old bag of wind,
and a nuisance to the range, and not
even fit to be hung as a cattle thief
any more. Now you’ve got it—and you
know it for the truth.”

High Wind's face was purple. His
hand whipped to the holster, where it
fumbled once, for it was long since he
had gone for the rod; but in another
second the gun came up.

What happened then was confusing
to the eye, and Tip Roddy did not under-
stand the significance of it until a mo-
ment later, when the exploding gun had
followed its own bullet to the floor.
Roddy had turned to go out; but as
the crash of the gun arrested him he
saw that High Wind was nursing his
knuckles, and that Kit was holding a
candlestick of Spanish brass.

That candlestick had come into Kit's
hand as if of its own volition as High
Wind went for his gun; and as the gun
had whipped upward she had struck out
blindly—but the blow had fallen true,
and High Wind’s broken hand let go.

Kit was weeping. “You might have
killed him!”

“Why, Kit—" MacDowell’s voice was
queer, as if all the wind was out of
him at last—“why, Kit—you turn on
me, Kit—" It was the old tyrant of
the Redregon that was the pathetic
figure now, with all the iron tradition
stripped off of him, leaving nothing but
a humiliated old man.

“I'm ashamed of myself and ashamed
of you,” Kit stormed at him. “I don't
care who he is, or what he did—he’s
the best man that ever stood up, and
I had him, and I’ve lost him, and all
on account of you—you old balloon!”

High Wind MacDowell rallied. His
voice was low and gentle, as it had
been once, when he had known how to
clean out a tribe, or a range; but it
was- the gentleness of rattlers. “Get
out,” he said. “Both of you! Get out,
and stay out, and if ever you set foot—"

Roddy laughed. “Come on, Kit, We
understand each other, I guess.”

HEY rode slowly, their horses close

together. Ahead winked the lights
of Redregon.

“But you should have told me,” said
Kit.

“Told you what, honey?”

“That your name was Slade.”

“Child, it never occurred to me.”

“Never occurred to you? But didn’t
you suppose—"’

“Of course, I've heard of Slade
Tucker; but seeing that I've never ac-
tually been in the same county with him,
so far as I know—"

“But the horse—"

“I bought him from the Indian, just
as I said.”

“But you let poor old Uncle think—
Tip Roddy, you might at least have
told him the facts.”

“What would have been the use,
honey, when he had his mind set to
something else?”

“Tip, that’s no reason.”

“Well—you see—Kit, I figure it
doesn’t matter what a man did, for
that might mean anything. What he
is, is all that counts. I couldn’t bring
myself to lift a finger to defend my-
self to anyone, in a case like that; not
even to you.”

“Just the same,” said Kit—“not that
it makes any difference; but it is kind
of nice to know what’s my new
name. . . .”

THE rumor about High Wind’s statue

of himself has been spiked at the
source. “The trouble with this county,”
High Wind told Hep Blades, the con-
crete man, “is they ain’t got any appre-
ciation of art.”

“Art? Art who? I thought this was
going to be a likeness of your--"’

“Go to hell,” said MacDowell, “Any-
way, I can’t afford it. Didn’t I have
to drive off a thousand head of blooded
stock, as a wedding present for my
darned niece?”

The Inventions of Professor Lucif

er G. Butis A. K.

By RUBE GOLDBERG

WIFE'S LETTER.

THAT LETTER.

A WIFE WHO CANT WRITE,

Proressor Butts ceTe cauHT INA
REVOLVING DOOR AND BECOMES DIZZY
ENOUGH TO DOPE OUT AN IDEA TO KEEP
YOU FROM FORGETTING TO MAIL. YOUR.-

As You waLk PAST CoBBLER. SHOR, HOOK@)
STRIKES SUSPENDED BOOT(B)CAUSING IT TO
Kick FooT BALLC)THROUGH GoaL PosTs(D).
FOOTBALL DROPS INTO BASKETE)AND STRING
FITILTS SPRINKLING CAN(G)CAUSING WATER.
10 s0aK coaT TaisHLAs coar SHRINKS
corp{) oPens DoorE) OF CAGE ALLOWING
BIRDIC) TO wALK oUT On PERCHL)AND GRAB
wormM)WHICH 1S ATTACHED T0 sTRING(IN).
THIS PULLS Down WINDOW SHARE (Q) ON
wHICH 18 wriITTEN, YOUu SAP, MAIL

A simpLE way TO
AVOID ALL THIS TROUBLE 1S TO MARRY P8

o I

Ja—




