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ically. And to Louisa: "Are you going 
to show him to Mrs. Enders?" 

"Oh, is she in?" Mrs. Enders was 
;i vice-president of Letterway's, and 
second in influence to Mr. Letterway 
himself. 

"She's in all the time now," said 
Katy, with no great enthusiasm. "Has 
an office to herself and all. She and 
Mr. Letterway have a sort of armed 
truce." 

10UISA sighed. She had tried to tell 
i herself for a long time that Mrs. 

Enders was a nice woman, but she had 
never succeeded in convincing herself. 
She was so, well—steely: steel-gray 
hair, steel-gray eyes, and invariably in 
a steel-gray mood. Still, in the past they 
had got along well enough, mostly be
cause Louisa had taken great care that 
Mrs. Enders would have no fault to 
find with her work. 

"Ask Mrs. Enders and Mr. Letter-
way if they'll see me, Katy, would 
you? And in the meantime, I'll drop in 
on the girls." Something in Katy's 
expression stopped her. "Why, are 
there new rules that forbid the display
ing of babies during office hours?" 

"Oh. no, it's not that," said Katy, 
"but Monica left, you know, and Jan
et's mother died and she went home to 
look after her father, and Olive got 
married . . ." 

Louisa stopped dead. Margot Ten
ner's words rang ominously in her 
memory; she had come back expect
ing everything to be the same. It was 
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all rather like arriving at a party on 
the wrong night. "Goodness," she 
said, "isn't there anyone left that I 
know?" 

"There's Miss Tenner." 
Louisa raised her eyebrows and 

looked at Katy doubtfully. Katy 
started laughing. "I know, I think so 
too," she confessed, "but that's the way 
it is. There's only Miss Tenner and 
Mrs. Enders and Mr. Letterway. 
Who'll you have first?" 

Louisa sighed again. "Make it Mrs. 
Enders then, Katy." 

Smiling her sympathy, Katy called 
Mrs. Enders on the interoflRce tele
phone. Louisa could hear the formi
dable voice on the other end of the 

line: "Mrs. Barrett? I don't know a 
Mrs. Barrett." 

Katy contrived to look apologetic 
for Louisa and patient for Mrs. En
ders while she explained that Mrs. Bar
rett used to be Miss Thomas, and that 
she'd brought her baby son into the 
office. It was a complicated business, 
and with every second Louisa's spirits 
sank lower. Her pretty notion of 
sweeping in—elegantly dressed, impec
cably groomed and carrying all before 
her—now seemed to be the wildest fan
tasy. Mrs. Enders would probably be 
no more interested in seeing Fat Joe 
than she would an appendix scar. And 
Louisa discovered she did not want to 
show Fat Toe to Mrs. Enders: she did 

not want the funny, loving, simple lit
tle soul to be rebuffed. The time 
would come, of course, when he would 
learn that everybody didn't love him 
the way he loved everybody. But Lou
isa found she was loath to hurry that 
time. He's so trusting, she thought, 
with an unexpected little stab of pain, 
and so small. 

Still, Mrs. Enders was waiting, and 
Mrs. Enders was the first obstacle on 
the road that led back to lots of money 
and a higher standard of living and a 
good, expensive education for Fat Toe. 
Louisa tilted her chin, hoisted her son 
higher in her arms, and advanced with 
a purposeful tread. 

AFTER a pause, Mrs. Enders said, 
. "Why. Louisa, you're looking 

well." She made it sound like a breach 
of good taste. Her gaze dropped to 
Louisa's runny stockings, took in her 
soiled glove, then rose to her hat, 
which Fat Toe, using all his store of 
cunning and resource, had just suc
ceeded in pushing to the back of his 
mother's head. If ever thoughts were 
written on a human countenance, the 
phrase "Ah, letting herself go to seed" 
was etched clearly on Mrs. Enders'. 

Louisa marshaled her forces; she 
even managed a natural-sounding 
chuckle. "This is my son, Mrs. En
ders," she said. "I should have brought 
him in a strait jacket. He's wrecked 
my hair, my hat, my gloves and my 
stockings within the last half hour." 

"What a dear little boy!" said Mrs. 

The th i rd hole at El Morro is only 126 yards long, hut it's a 
golfer 's n igh tmare . The tee is at top of windy fortification . . . 

. . . and the green, at the far end of the deep ditch su r rounding 
fort, must be approached by way of the archway in the foi-cground 

Crazy 
Golf Course 

San Jnan, Puerto Rico 

THERE'S a saying among local golfers that the best scores 
on San Tuan's El Morro course are made not by the best 
golfers but by the best billiard players. That's only a slight 

exaggeration. 
The nine-hole course, one of the world's oddest, is laid out 

around the El Morro fortifications, built by the Spanish conquista
dors 400 years ago. El Morro golfers consider it appropriate that 
the conquistadors were experts in torture. Three of the holes are 
within the moats of the fort; getting to the cup usually requires 
carom shots off the 30-foot-high walls. The number-three hole is a 
special horror: inside a moat, up against the main fortification, 
and hemmed in by a bridge. 

The golfer must also deal with the winds, which whistle in off 
the Atlantic to put English on otherwise perfect shots. Further
more, by long custom, local golfers are as windy as the sea breezes; 
visitors often are shocked at the chatter that goes on even during a 
difficult shot. "You'd go crazy here if you couldn't talk," says an 
old-timer. 

Because the course is so small, on crowded weekends the cry of 
"Fore!" may cause as many as 15 golfers to hit the dirt. Balls may 
come careening across the course from four directions; caddies 
have actually appeared wearing steel helmets. 

The course traces its beginnings back to 1902, when soldiers 
stationed at Fort Brooke, which uses El Morro as its base, started 
hitting golf balls around the parade ground. By World War I, the 
full 2,467-yard layout was completed. Although it's still on Army 
property, the course is open to civilian members and their guests. 
There's even a clubhouse. It's located in what used to be a Span
ish guardhouse, and it's decorated in an appropriate motif: on the 
walls hang cartoons showing golfers either in padded dungeons or 
with bandaged heads. —THEODORE TAYI^OR 
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"I guess I should help Mother more , 
/ bu t what with television, te lephone 

calls and other social obligations, I 
just haven ' t the t ime for housework" K A T E OSANN 

Snders, but she said it as one might 
iay, "What a dear little python!" Lou-
sa tensed, but Fat Joe, it seemed, did 
lot know when he was being snubbed. 
H!e leaned forward and looked ear-
lestly at Mrs. Enders for a full minute, 
ind then he smiled straight into her 
:old eyes. There are very few things 
n this world as sweet and guileless as 
he smile of a friendly baby, and for 
i second the older woman looked em
barrassed. "Well, my little man," she 
;aid placatingly. "And how are you?" 

Fat Joe made a low gurgling state-
Tient in a very coniidential manner. 
This, he seemed to say flatteringly, is 
itrictly between you and me. Then he 
:>ut his head on one side and smiled 
igain. Mrs. Enders said tentatively: "I 
hink he likes me." 

"He's very sociable," said Louisa. 
'As long as he has someone to flirt 
vith, he's quite happy. I'm thinking of 
;tarting work again"—she smiled as 
guilelessly as Fat Joe—"because he 
ioesn't really need me. He'd be in his 
;lement in a nursery." 

"He certainly seems ver>' independ

ent," Mrs. Enders agreed. She looked 
up. "Are you thinking of coming 
back here?" 

Louisa shrugged. "Perhaps," she 
said cautiously. "I don't really know." 

Mrs. Enders hesitated, and then she 
said crisply, "Well, I can tell you this 
much: that Jenner girl isn't doing as 
well as she might in your old job." 

So, thought Louisa, there's not much 
love lost there. Mrs. E. has her knife 
in Margot, for some reason—probably 
some trivial, utterly silly reason. She 
groaned inwardly. She had forgotten 
the subterranean feuds at I.etterway's, 
:!nd how boring and unpleasant they 
could be. 

"Now if I were you," Mrs. Enders 
continued eagerly, "I'd drop in and see 
Letterway while you're here. I'll hold 
vour baby"—she took the unresisting 
Fat Joe from Louisa's arms—"while 
you straighten your hat, my dear, and 
go in and have a word with him." 

"1 was going to show him Joe." be
gan Louisa. 

"The baby? Oh, no!" Mrs. Enders 
was definite. "I don't think that would 
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} 

worms 1 
Don't neglect worms in your dog! 
Suspect them if there is sus
tained loss of pep, appetite and 
good appearance. Worm your 
dog twice a year at home with 
Sergeant's SURE SHOT Cap
sules—safe, simple, sure ! Only 
750 at any drug or pet counter. 
(Ask for PUPPY CAPSULES for 
puppies and dogs inider 10 lbs.) 

y 
Sergeant's'SURE SHOT Capsules 
M'hile you're in tlic store, pick up a cake of Sergeant's SKII'-
FLIiA Soap. It kills fleas ami lice-halts (logpy <Klor. Cleans tlie 
skin and leaves coat glossy. Only S.l̂ . 

Accept this cordial invitation from 
the publishers of Collier's to try 
this profitable plan. You can use 
spare hours, or even minutes, to 
make more money for "extras" 
you especially want. 
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Write for this Spare-Time 

MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITY 
for Collier's Readers! 

As a reader of Collier's, you know what a colorful and exciting magazine it 
is! Don't you think you can show other folks in your community how entertain
ing Collier's is? 

Use the telephone, mail or personal calls to take care of new and renewal sub
scriptions for COLLIER 'S , T H E A M E R I C A N M A G A Z I N E , WOMAN'S 
H O M E C O M P A N I O N and A L L other magazines. 

1 his profitable plan has helped many men and women meet the high cost of 
living. Now you can balance your budget and still have money to spare. Your 
earnuii's start on your first order. 

There is an opening in your community—right in your own circle of friends. 
Join the men and women from almost every walk of life who use this subscrip
tion-selling, extra-income plan. 

Make calls on friends, neighbors, relatives, fello-w -workers. We send you 
supplies to help you start making money at once. No experience or capital 
required. Without cost or obligation, write for supplies and valuable leaflet, 
"How to Start Your Successful Subscription Business." Mail a postal card or 
send coupon now. 

Extra Income Coupon 
Independent Agency Division, Desk C-68 
THE CROWELL-COLIJER PUBLISHING COMPANY 
640 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, N.Y. 

Without obligation, please send me details of your MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITY for 
Collier's readers. 

NAME. _STREET_ 

CITY^ _Zone No._ ^STATE„ 
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Never Underestimate the 
Power of a Teaspoon.. . 

full of Professor Fos
ter's Discovery, the 
Sexton liquid deter
gent that does so much 
with so little. 

Its magic cleansing 
power works equally 
on dishes or sheerest 
fabrics, a teaspoon-to-
a-gallon of water be
ing the average pro
portion. 

It's safe, it's sure, it's 
amazing, say women 
who use it. Ask for 
Professor Foster at 
the better grocers. 

J o h n S e x * o n & C o . , S e x ( o n S q u o r e , C h i c n q o . l t l 

Completely automatic pockaged uhits produce and dis
tribute a controlled amount of heat at the point of use. 
Nine sizes. Bosic system or supplemental heating for 
commercial ond industrial buildings. 

w r i t e f o r i n f o r m a t i o n o n u n i t h e c i t i n g 

REZNOR MANUFACTURrNG COMPANY 
66 U N I O N STREET • MERCER, PA. 

IN THE GARAGE 
Keep an extra can in the ga
rage for oiling car doors, gen
erator, distributor, etc. Highly 
penetrating 3-IN-ONE makes 
things run better—last longer. 

3-IN-ONE!OIL 
Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

New Way Without Surgery 
Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieyes Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!" 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*) —discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count
ers—money back guarantee. •Beg. t;. 8. P«t. Off. 

Nine 
O'clock 
Shadow 

By J. G O R D O N H O L T 

be wise. He wouldn't be interested, 
Louisa. Why. he might even frighten 
the little fellow." She joggled Fat Joe 
inexpertly on her knee. "And that 
would start a crying match, and you 
couldn't talk business then. Off you go." 

Louisa went off. She cast a worried 
glance at Fat Joe as she went, but he 
was gazing up at Mrs. Enders as if she 
were the only girl in the world. That, 
thought Louisa, was a bit too much. 
True, she had wanted him to be nice 
to Mrs. Enders, but modified rapture 
would have been enough. 

And modified rapture was as much 
as she could feel on seeing Mr. Let-
terway again, though he greeted her 
warmly—at least what served as 
warmly for Mr. Letterway. She experi
enced something very like claustro
phobia on seeing his taut face, his 
nervous hands, his bobbing Adam's 
apple. Now that she was standing in 
his office again, she remembered too 
clearlv the countless times she had had 

to salve his vanity by giving him the 
credit for her own ideas, and by assum
ing responsibility for his errors. 

"Between ourselves," he told her, 
"that Miss Jenner who took over your 
job is not quite fitted for it. Mrs. 
Enders thinks she is, but then Mrs. 
Enders has no idea of how an office 
should be run." 

So. thought Louisa, thnt's how Mrs. 
E. is playing it! If she says she doesn't 
like Margot Jenner, Mr. Letterway 
will keep Margot here for a thousand 
years. But if she says she likes the 
girl, out goes Margot Jenner. And I 
come in. Or do I? 

MR. LETTERWAY was pursing his 
lips, a habit that I..ouisa had once 

found maddening, and it was depress
ing to discover it could still irritate her 
profoundly. ""Your husband wouldn't 
mind your coming back to work, would 
he? It would not interfere with your 
weighty maternal duties?" 

This was irony; it was plain that Mr. 
Letterway thought a thousand infants 
could not prevent a sensible woman 
from returning to Letterway's. 

Louisa managed an obedient smile. 
If Fat Joe had clung to her—even a 
little—when Mrs. Enders had taken 
him, she might have found it in her 
heart to snap her fingers at Mr. Letter-
way and his job. But to Fat Joe, she 
and Mrs. Enders and every female ex
tant were as one; he hadn't much use 
for mothers, as a species. "My ma
ternal duties." she began, "are not ex
actly weighty—" 

She was stopped in midsentence by 
an earsplitting shriek distinctly remi
niscent of a factory whistle in full blast. 
"What in Heaven's name," said Mr. 
Letterway, "is that?" 

She was tugging at the handle of 
the door. "My baby—I left him with 
Mrs. Enders—" 

"That was rash of you," said Mr. 
Letterway. And then he added with 
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