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A LL you mothers of growing boys know “The
4 X Three Musketeers,” of course. Butdid you
know that the famous creator of d’Artagnan was
also a cook and never so happy as when he was
discovering a new recipe?

The five-hundredth book that Alexandre
Dumas wrote, and the work he regarded as the
climax of his career, was a cook book filled with
enticing recipes from all over Europe, including
fifty-six ways of preparing eggs alone! To
Dumas, cooking was an art higher than writing
great romantic novels.

To me, too, it seems there’s a great deal to be
said for cooking as an art.

cook puts so much of herself into her
cooking. Probably no writer chooses his words
with more pains than you choose every ingre-
dient of your perfect pies and cakes. You know
that if the final dish is to faste good, everything
that goes into it must taste good, too. So you
test the eggs, for instance, and taste the milk.

How many of you take an added precaution—
and taste your shortening, too?

I for my part would not think of using a
shortening that I am unwilling to taste. That is
why I use Crisco in all my cooking and baking—
especially in my most delicately-flavored cakes.

CAKE
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For Crisco stands out among shortenings, in
that like fine creamery butter, it tastes perfectly
sweet and pure all by itself.

Taste your shortening—
taste Crisco

Have you ever tasted Crisco in comparison with
other shortenings—the one you now use, per-
haps? I suggest that you do:

Place a little Crisco on the tip of a spoon; on
the tip of another, a little of any other shorten-
ing. Taste Crisco first, then the other fat.

Did you imagine there could be such a dif-
ference in the taste of cooking fats? Crisco is so
creamy, white, and has such a pleasant odor, to
begin with. And its taste is as pleasing as its
odor—just fresh and pure and sweet. Think
what an improvement this sweet freshness will
make in the taste of the biscuits and cakes and
pies you make with Crisco!

And T am sure you will like the way Crisco
creams so quickly and thoroughly with the sugar.
My own Crisco cakes are as light and tender as
you could wish. Since Crisco is unsalted, when
you use it in your favorite cake recipes, add the
salt—unless your recipe already calls for salt.
(Use a level teaspoon of salt to each cup of
Crisco.)

If you still find it hard to believe you can use
all Crisco in cakes, try half Crisco and half but-
ter at first. Next time, perhaps, three-fourths
Crisco and one-fourth butter. I am sure you
will be so pleased with the appetizing niceness
of the flavor that soon you will be using all
Crisco for all your cakes.

WINIFRED S. CARTER

TASTE CRISCO’S SWEET,

RIBBON CAKE
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Texas Sun-Gold Cocoanut Cake

24 cup Crisco

1 teaspoon vanilla

1 cup cocoanut (shredded)
3 cups pastry flour

3 teaspoons baking powder

2 cups sugar 1 teaspoon salt
4 eggs separated

1 cup milk

Beat Crisco and sugar to a smooth cream. Stir in well-beaten egg
yolks and beat very light. Sift dry ingredients together three times
and add alternately with milk to first mixture. Add vanilla and
then carefully fold in the stifly-beaten egg whites. Bake in 3
layers in moderate oven (350° F.) 15 to 20 minutes. Use plain or
marshmallow icing between layers and on outside of cake. Sprinkle
with cocoanut. Miss L. H., Rotan

Pennsylvania Spice Cake

34 cup Crisco

2 cups brown sugar
3 eggs, separated

1 teaspoon ginger

1 teaspoon cinnamon
1 teaspoon allspice

14 teaspoon cloves
2 teaspoons nutmeg

1 cup thick, sour milk
14 teaspoon soda

3 cups pastry flour

3 teaspoons baking powder
1 cup chopped raisins

1 teaspoon salt

Beat Crisco and sugar to a light soft cream; add egg yolks beaten
well and mix well. Add all spices and raisins, then add flour
(previously sifted with baking powder, salt and soda) alternately
with the milk. Last fold in egg whites stifly beaten. Bake in 3
layers in a moderately hat oven (375° F.) 15 to 20 minutes. Spread
caramel icing between layers and on top and sides of cake. Sprinkle
top with currants, nuts or raisins.

Mrs. R. L. K., Saltsburg

Long Island Ribbon Cake

1 cup Crisco 4 eggs, beaten
34 cups pastry flour

3 tablespoons lemon juice

2 teaspoons grated rind of lemon
3 teaspoons baking powder

1 cup milk 134 cups sugar
4 teaspoons cinnamon

2 ozs. citron, shaved thin

1 teaspoon salt

1 cup currants

Beat Crisco and sugar to a light soft cream. Add lemon juice and
rind, then eggs. Add milk alternately with flour, salt and baking
powder sifted together. Divide batter into 3 parts. To one-third
add cinnamon, citron and currants. Spread evenly in well-Criscoed
oblong layer-cake tins (10" x 6” is a good size). Use round tins if
you prefer. Bake in a moderate oven (375° F.) 20 minutes; dark
layer 5 minutes longer. When baked take from oven, lay on wet
towel until partly cool. Slip a knife around the edges, turn out on
board and spread currant jelly between layers (dark layer in
center). Lay waxed paper over top of cake and over this place
upside down a pan in which the cake was baked. Place on top two
flatirons (or other heavy weight) and let stand for an hour. Remove
pan and waxed paper and cover top with plain icing. Use three
weights for round cake. Miss E. B. P., Port Washington

FRESH FLAVOR

Utah Chocolate Applesauce Cake

15 cup Crisco, melted 2 cups pastry flour
115 cups thick unsweetened applesauce
2 teaspoons baking powder

1 cup walnuts, chopped

1 teaspoon allspice
1 cup raisins

1 teaspoon soda

1 cup sugar

1 teaspoon cinnamon
1 tablespoon cornstarch
15 teaspoon salt

3 tablespoons cocoa 1 teaspoon cloves

Mix Crisco with applesauce, add nuts and raisins. Sift all dry
ingredients together, add to first mixture and mix thoroughly.
Turn into 2 well-Criscoed loaf pans and bake in a moderate oven
(325° F.) 1 to 1% hours depending on size of pan.

Mrs. E. W. L., Salt Lake City

Missouri Chocolate Marshmallow Cake

14 Ib. unsweetened chocolate (half of }5-1b. cake)
3 cups pastry flour 2 eggs

4 teaspoons baking powder 2 cups sugar

1 teaspoon vanilla

1 cup milk

14 cup Crisco

1 teaspoon salt
1 cup cold coffee

Melt chocolate in double boiler. Mix slightly beaten egg yolks
with milk, add to chocolate, cook and stir in double boiler until it
becomes thick. When partly cool add Crisco, then sugar gradually,
next vanilla. Beat until smooth, then fold in stifly-beaten egg
whites. Add coffee; then mix with flour, baking powder and salt
which have been sifted together. Bake in 2 well-Criscoed shallow
cake pans (8" or g’ x 11" or 12" is a good size) in a moderate oven
(350° F.) 35 to 40 minutes. When partly cool cover with marsh-
mallow icing. Miss D. T., St. Louis

3 good Icings for these cakes

PLAIN ICING: Cook 134 cups sugar and 4 cup hot water to-
gether, stirring until sugar is dissolved. Then boil without stirring
until syrup forms a soft ball in cold water. Pour over 2 stify-
beaten egg whites; beat until well mixed. Add 1 teaspoon vanilla
and spread over cake.

CARAMEL ICING: Simply substitute brown sugar for white sugar.

MARSHMALLOW ICING: Before adding vanilla, add 1% cups
marshmallows cut in small pieces and continue beating until
mixture holds its shape,

Free: “Miss Splint’s Selected Recipes”

199 recipes originated and tested by Sarah Field Splint, Food and
Household Management Editor of McCall's Magazine. New,
delicious recipes for every class of cocking, never before published.
To receive book, simply fill in and mail me the coupon.

Winifred S. Carter (Dept. F-11) P. O. Box 1801, Cincinnati, O.
Please send me free cook book “Miss Splint’s Selected Recipes.”

Name

Address

City State
All measurements level. Recipes tested and approved by Good
Housekeeping Institute. Crisco is the registered trade-mark of a
shortening manufactured by The Procter & Gamble Co.

© 1928, P. & G. Co.
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Before Corporal Triumph could stop her,
Marie had darted across the cafe and
had flung herself at the feet of Jake Cohen.
Above the din, her voice could be heard
begging him wildly for his forgiveness
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DO lvou remember

t]llS

FRUIT CAKE
?

Even large business organizations
occasionally become sentimental . . .
We’ve always had a sentimental
feeling towards this picture of a fruit
cake and this fruit cake recipe.

It’s such a good picture and such
a good recipe. They both appeared
in an advertisement we published two
years ago. And we still remember our
thrill at the number of letters that
we received. Letters from women
who had used the recipe and who
apparently just had to tell us what
wonderful fruit cake it made.

And so we print this picture and
recipe again to remind you not only
of the fruit cake but of the fact that
the use of a choice salad oil is be-
coming decidedlythe modern method
of cooking ...

Certainly, it is easy and conve-
nient to make a cake with Wesson Oil,
for you just pour it to measure and
pour it to mix.

But more than that: Wesson Oil
is so delicious in itself—so pure and
wholesome, so delicate in flavor, so
crystal clear and light in color—that
it can’t help lending its own delicacy
and fineness to whatever you bake
with it.

Muffins, biscuit, cake, cookies,
waffles, pie crust—they’re far lighter
and more finely-textured and more
delicious when they are made by this
new and modern method ... And
never did fried food boast of a crust
so flaky and tender and edible as
when it is fried in Wesson Oil.

Perhaps you would like to try
this recipe for a holiday dessert. And
perhaps, even more, you would like
to adopt this modern Wesson Oil way
for your day-by-day baking and fry-
ing. We can assure you in either
event —or both —that you will be
more than a little delighted.

Send for our new book of recipes.
We shall also appreciate it if you will
send us the name of your grocer.
Address the Wesson Oil—Snowdrift
People,210 Baronne St.,New Orleans.

Delirneator

RECIPE FOR FRUIT CAKE

1 cup Wesson Oil 1 cup fruit juice

2 teaspoons allspice 11%. cups candied cherries

2 teaspoons cinnaimnon 4 eggs 1 cup shaved citron

1 teaspoon baking powder 1 teaspoon ground cloves

2 teaspoonfuls salt 3 cups flour 3 cups nuts

1 cup chopped candied pineapple 1 cup raisins

1 cup chopped figs 1% cups brown sugar

Mix Wesson Oil, sugar and egg yolks and beat vigorously for
two minutes. Sift together spices, salt, baking powder and
2 cups of the flour and add alternately with the fruit juice
to the first mixture. Then add fruit and nuts which have
been mixed with the remaining cup of flour. I'old in egg
whites, beaten stifl, and bake in a very slow oven (275 de-
grees I'.) for about four hours.
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Among those present

Up in the boxes, down in the ring—
wherever you go, you will find these
popular but unobtrusive little aids to
pleasure. . . . For people who know
their thoroughbreds seem to have an
instinet for the better things of life.
.« « A good judge of horseflesh is al-

most always a good judge of cigarettes.

© 1928, R. J. Reynolds Tohacco
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.









ECIPES for special holiday
treats— you are turning to
them more and more frequently
now. In nearly every one, an essen-
tial part—“seeded raisins.” Do you
read it with a bit of a sigh? Then
listen.

This year you don’t have to sep-
arate seeded raisins one by one from
a sticky mass. Sun-Maid Puffed
come to you ready to use from the

carton. Not sticky. They pour!

And because we found a way to
remove the seeds without wasting

Delineator
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Write into those recipes: Sun-Maid szﬁ%d

the juice, these raisins bring to your
dishes more of that fine old muscat
flavor than you’ve ever had before.

You might expect these finer
seeded raisins to be expensive. They
aren’t. All their advantages are
yours to enjoy—when you write
into recipes ‘‘Sun-Maid Puffed”
and tell your grocer that’s the kind
you must have.

Sun-Maip Rarsin GROWERS OF
CALIFORNIA. . . . Producers also of
seedless Sun-Maid Nectars, actually
grape-like.
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THE KARPEN
NAMEPLATE MARKS
FURNITURE OF
INTRINSIC WORTH

The Georgian Room by Edgar

W. Jenney, illustrating Karpen

pieces: 224 Sofa, 224 Armchair,
225 Wing Chair

Q’ﬂml this coupon
/or Ille

%eaulf ul cgnlemors

Tells how to plan interiors, know
periods, choose color schemes,
select fabrics, place furniture.
Tllustrated in color by able dec-
orator, Edgar W. Jenney. Mail
coupon now with ten cents for
mailing costs to S. Karpen &
Bros., 801 S. Wabash Ave., Chi-
cago; 37th and Broadway, New
York; or Huntington Park, P.O.
Box O, Los Angeles, Calif.

CITY AND STATE

Delineator
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THE MODE OF RELATED, NOT MATCHED, SUITES

11’1’1ﬁ03€8 a sferner 1’(?(/1 t“‘GT?’IG?’llI o1 })Oll?’ C/lOlCC Oj fum/nfure

THE trend departs from monot-
ony in furnishing. As in the
Georgian room above, related de-
signsare grouped together, a refresh-
ing variety of fabrics is blended.
Yours is a finer, freer opportunity
to express yourself in each piece

chosen. But without matching peri-

ods and patterns, more than ever

you must make sure of the authen-

ticity of each design, the correctness
of every fabric coloring. Yourtaste,
whether you decorate in modern or
traditional manner, will find answer
among Karpen productions. Your
purse will buy more value. The
Karpen nameplate will affirm that

you have chosen wisely and well.
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They are splendid

: Elisabeth Rethberg
Prima Donna of the
Metropolitan Opera Co.

The finest tobacco—long even cut—
no dust—"It’s Toasted”—all im-
puritiesremoved—flavor improved.

It’s toasted

No Throat Irritation -No Cough.

© 1928. The American Tobacco Co.. Manufacturers
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An Episcopal School in the Blue Ridge foothills, near
Baltimore and Wnnhmzmnc For Boys 10-18 )Hligz

BE »@BONALDSON

acree.  All athl uncs New roof dormito,
ON THE RICHARD W. BOMBERGE!{ M.A., lleadmntﬂ. Box 56, Ilchester, Md.

Accredited. Distingnished military school. Boys 10 o 20.

Mountaina; lake; new pool; largest gym in South: Neat
Atlanta. Catalog: Col. Sandy Beaver, Box D, Galnesvllle, Ga.
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now the realization of it made her turn faint
inside with that feeling of social inferiority
which is fear, envy and nausea combined.

Moreover, she was worrying about the
riding. She had accidentally told the Baron
that she could ride and he had said in a low
fervid voice,

“That is a thing I must see!”

So Jeanie was now in a kind of fever trying
to make up excuses to get out of it. But she
couldn’t concentrate because her aunt was
making such awful breaks to Mr. Swithin
Jones. Under ordinary circumstances Jeanie
would not have thought them breaks. But
Mr. Swithin Jones was blushing.

So when the Baron said, “Let’s ride, god-
dess,” altho that was the last thing she
wanted to do, she got up and went with him.

Now everything would have gone all right
if it hadn’t been for a piece of bad luck. She
was on her horse all right, a big gray one, and
cantering over the Jones’s polo field with the
Baron beside her.

They crossed a moor, entered a bridle path
that went thru a little wood, came out again
and there was the sparkling blue Atlantic.
A white beach stretched for miles. Other
riders lazily galloped along it here and there.

HE Baron pulled up to the old lady who

swore so conversationally. She wanted
to tell him about the time she broke her neck
while fox hunting in England. But Jeanie
trotted on, and turned the gray into a bridle
path that entered the little woods again.
There the gray saw a five-bar gate. He went
for it like a jack rabbit. He took it nicely.
“This horse is built on springs,” Jeanie was
just thinking as they sailed over it. But as
thev landed—snap!

“Gosh! The belly band is busted!”

She was glad the Baron was not there be-
cause it is an awkward thing to discard a
saddle when you are running along at a good
clip. The gray had the bit in his teeth and
there was nothing to do but to let him run.

She would keep him pointed away from
the polo field where she could see Mrs.
Swithin Jones and other horsemen ma-
nceuvering.

“This is fine,” she thought after a while,
tranquilly, ‘“‘because when he’s run down a
little we’ll just sneak back and get that sad-
dle and no one will ever know about it except
the men in the stable.”

A man on a chestnut horse came out of the
woods. It was the blond titled English lord,
the typical duke. He seemed to be following
her. Now this was embarrass-

Delineator

EVEN BARONS
MUST LIVE

Continued from page 124

excitedly. Immediately he dropped back. It
was her laugh that had done it. Jeanie saw a
strange, shocked, almost horrified look on his
face. He gave it up.

When he was far behind, she turned the
gray across a meadow to avoid Mrs. Swithin
Jones and the others, and made a short cut to
the stables.

But after she had explained to the grooms
where the saddle had fallen she found that she
was just plumb afraid to go back to the house
and face all those people. Any one who had
seen her standing with her chin on the top
bar of a gate would have thought she was in-
terested in the Swithin Jones’s chickens.
But really she was enduring the most painful
thoughts.

I'irst she thought how impossible it was to
understand these high society people. Here
she had been brought up never to borrow
anything, even. Now she finds that a regular
Russian Count lets her aunt give him a Great
Master just, you might say, by reading her
mind. -

Here she had ridden a horse bareback.
She could guess how awful that was from
knowing what real exclusive horsey people
thought of you if you let, for instance, four
buttons on your breeches show above the
boot instead of three.

And here, she went on thinking, was her
aunt making remarks that were just as nice
and sociable as they could be and here was

‘Swithin Jones blushing at them as tho she was

cussing.

This last thought made Jeanie mad. She
jumped off the chicken yard gate and went
to the house.

HEY pressed around her, Mrs. Swithin

Jones, polo players, officers, ladies,
huntsmen. The horsey old lady was swearing
at her affectionately. The Baron was grip-
ping her hands and looking at her with eyes
that were lambent with ISuropean passion.
After a while Jeanie could make out what
Mrs. Swithin Jones was saying.

“Seems like a regular fairy tale,” Mrs.
Handcart said.

“It certainly does,” said Jeanie. “I can
hardly take it in. Think of being actually
engaged to a distinguished bird like the
Baron! I imagine I'm the luckiest girl in
the world. There is just one thing I kind of
wish. I kind of wish we could sidestep. I
mean, the engagement is fine, I like that all
right. But I kind of wish we could sidesiep
the marriage part of it.”

“I wonder,” Mrs. Handcart said, “if the
Baron would take a check?”

Jeanie brightened.

“Why, maybe he would! I never thought
of that. I’ve noticed that these foreign
noblemen aren’t at all touchy about money.
You can’t insult them with it the way you
can these commercialized Americans.”

But the Baron wouldn’t put off the wed-
ding. A check? Twenty thousand dollars?
She had hurt his feelings!

THEY were walking along the beach that
evening and he just looked at Jeanie with
his somnolent half-shut eyes.

“But honestly, Baron,” she argued earn-
estly, upset that she had been unkind. “I
think you’re making a big mistake to marry
me. Because look at what you are and look
at what I am—nothing!”

“You are the most desirable woman in the
world. I know what I know. I would rather
spend one minute with you than be in the
seraglio of my old college chum, the Sultan of
Fez. Come, let us walk further. Is it not a
night for love?”

They were already two miles from Mrs.
Handcart’s beach, and it was indeed a
strange night. The tide wasout and an invis-
ible moon illuminated a thin mysterious fog.

The Baron’s love-making had heretofore
been confined to kissing her hand very beau-
tifully. Suddenly Jeanie realized that she
was confronted with a new problem; how, on
a moonlight night, on a deserted beach, to
keep your fiancé from kissing you without

being downright mean?  She

ing. Then, before she knew it,
he was parallel. He was driving
his horse right into hers. She
threw a startled look into his
stern face to see if he had gone
crazy, and just then he reached
for her bridle.

Well, then, of course, she un-
derstood. He was trying to
make an old-fashioned rescue.
She let out the gray, kicked him
with both heels. He catapulted
forward.  But the blond man’s
chestnut pounded right up to her
again.

And so, parallel and four feet
apart, going at top speed, they
went up-hill and down over
those rolling plains. Twice the
titled lord reached for her bridle.
But each time Jeanie pulled the
gray’s head so that he missed
it. Both times a puzzled look
came into his face. DPresently
they came thundering on to the
polo field.

Now Mrs. Swithin Jones and
the others must have seen what
was happening, because Jeanie
heard them vyelling and saw

New Autumn

By Bert CoOKSLEY

The night is as green as a watchman’s lamp,
The moon is as fat as a bag of plums,
And under the clover shiny and damp
The field mice dance, while the cricket drums.

The crickeét drums while the field mice dance,
And the glow worms carry their lanterns high,
And a brown lark sings in the holly branch
And the wind in his torn coat grumbles by,

Goes grambling in his ragged clothes
Piling the leaves in the arms of the hill—
And a cool dew comes to the warm red rose,
And a cool mist comes to the window sill.

insisted that they turn toward
home again and began to walk
very fast, talking to him rapidly
to try and keep his mind off sen-
timental things.

It was a sort of race. She
knew he was going to begin some
love-making and she was possessed
to forestall it. But it was going
to be hard; two miles of hurry-
ing and at the same time trying
to talk as fast as a female intel-
lectual. He was beginning to
breathe ominously.

The calm sea was slopping over
the beach dreamily, with intervals
of quiet. In one of these inter-
vals, Jeanie’s heart leaped with
hope. She was sure she heard
voices coming toward them. In-
voluntarily her strides grew longer
and more vigorous.

“Stop!” The Baron grabbed
her wrist. “You go too fast.”

He pulled her back, seized her
in his long arms and began kiss-
ing her.

She pushed him away, a good
hearty shove, and he was coming
toward her again when two people,

grooms come running from the

stables. Then a couple of Army officers came
tearing down the field toward her and tried
to head her off so that her pursuer would
gain just that extra three feet that he
needed. But she fooled them by a dead
stop and a dodge, and turning suddenly,
made for the distant plains again.

He was still after her. She couldn’t shake
him. Then he made a final effort. The chest-
nut leaped beside her. The typical duke’s
knee was touching hers and she could see the
stitching on his perfect breeches and how
tanned his hands were. He reached out and
tried to grab her waist. Then, to his mani-
fest astonishment, she slithered out of his
grasp, slipped to the off side of her horse, rode
along that way with one knee hooked over
his withers like an Indian in a Wild West
show, and in spite of herself, laughed

“Child. what a rider! Bareback all over

the place!”

You could have knocked Jeanie over with
a feather.

“Why!” she said, and they saw the pupils
of her light blue eyes dilate with astonish-
ment, “we always rode bareback on the
farm!”

Next it turned out that Swithin Jones
wasn’t shocked at all at Mrs. Handcart.
His blushing was chronic and he was being
psychoanalyzed for it. And as a fitting
climax to this day, the Baron announced his
engagement to Jeanie McDougal.

NOW you would think that would be the
end of the story. Mrs. Handcart
had the ontray. Jeanie was engaged to the
wonderful Baron. It was unbelievable.

a man and a woman, stepped
thru the thin fog. One of them was the
typical duke. The other was a woman and
the woman was her department store friend,
Verma La Rue.

“Why, Verma! How did you get here?
Say, this is fine!” Jeanie was so excessively
pleased and relieved that for a second she
even forgot to feel flustered in the presence
of the haughty nobleman. Asfor Verma, she
just looked at Jeanie for a minute with her
enormous goggly blue eyes.

“Listen, baby,” she then said sadly. “I
got bad news for you. I seen by the papers
you were engaged to the Baron. But listen.
You won’t be able to pull it off.”

“How do you mean?”

“Because him and I are married already.
I loaned him twenty dollars and then we
was married. I wasn’t crazy aboutit. I just
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did it for his title because they say it’s a big
help in vaudeville.”

Mrs. Handcart was right. The Baron was
peculiar. The blond man seemed to be
braced for a fight. But the Baron didn’t
move. He just stood there, his arms folded
across his breast, his monocle a silver disc
in the moonlight, and in his eves they could
sense rather than see an impish flicker of
derision.

At last he said with heartfelt weariness,
“Ach! It just bores me!” and turning
quickly, he left them. ‘

“He’s going to commit suicide,” said
Jeanie excitedly. ‘“We mustn’t let him out of
our sight.”” But Verma wore four inch spike
heels and couldn’t make much time in the
sand.

‘“Perhaps you ought to run ahead and save
him,” Jeanie said to the blond man.

“No,” he answered shortly in his withering
aristocratic way.

Jeanie took the floundering Verma’s arm,
but it was slow work.

“My dogs are killing me,” Verma said.

“But oh, Verma!” said Jeanie. “We’'ve got
to hurry. That man has been looking for a
chance to kill himself all his life.”

She fully expected to find the Baron’s
body in the Spanish Castle. She felt sure
he would drink shoe polish this time because
he had tried almost everything else. But in
hurrying thru the house, before she came
upon the B3aron’s corpse, she came upon her
aunt. Mrs. Handcart was sitting on her
favorite screen porch and chinning with
Tessie, her private lady’s-maid, and with Miss
Parmentier.

“The Baron, honey?” Mrs. Handcart said
looking up at Jeanie tranquilly, wondering
why she was out of breath and thinking that
she must have been up to some of her athletic
sport stunts. ‘“Why, honey, he just now told
me he decided to take that check after all.
And he’s borrowed the Italian car to go up to
Newport. I knew you’d think it was O. K.”

When Jeanie told her how the Baron was
already married to Verma——

“Forevermore!” Mrs. Handcart said with
many slow marveling wags of her head. and
with a click of her tongue at every fourth
wag. “Tch! But isn’t that,” she mused to
Tessie and Miss Parmentier, ‘“the regular
continental European titled nobility of it?
Fascinating, very! Tho hard to get their
view-point.”’

BUT there is even more to this story.

The next morning was Sunday and
Jeanie was taking a walk along the beach.
She had gone three miles and had turned
back. There was a person coming toward her
from the far horizon. DPresently she de-
scribed that this other solitary pedestrian had
light hair and a brown face and wore long,
perfectly flowing, gray flannel trousers. It
was the typical duke. But she couldn’t turn
back. She just had to brace herself.

And of course to be polite she had to stop
and speak. Nice day. Yes, very nice. Then
they were suspended in an embarrassing
pause. Suddenly he took her hands and
stood looking down at them as tho he were
examining something extraordinary.

“I think you love me,” hesaid in a strained
voice.

“What makes you think so,” she said,
turning pale.

“Because you are always trying to get
away from me.”

Then he pressed her palms against his vest
and said hurriedly, “I love you—beautiful—
brave-—spying on you—please excuse me—
can’t help grabbing hands.” The funny
thing was that instead of feeling sheepish and
unable to look him in the eye, she felt she
had known him all her life.

Quite a while afterward, when they were on
the way home, she stopped suddenly. She
realized she didn’t even know his name.

“My name? Why, it’s Lord Johnson.”

“Well, that’s one thing that has been wor-
rying me—your title.”

“My title?”

“Yes,” she said, ‘“because while titled peo-
ple are fine—of course they have a right to
live, too—I’ve seen a good many of them
lately and it’s hard to get used to them.”

“But I haven’t a title, Jeanie.”

“Why, yes, you have: ‘Lord Johnson.

He looked at her for a long time without
saying anything. Then he took her in his
arms and kissed her sympathetically about
twenty times. After that he told her some-
thing that wasa surprise. Yet,it wasn’ta sur-
prise. It explained everything about him.

“It isn’t,” he said. “Lord Johnson in the
way you think it is. It’s because my mother
was Edna Lord of Peoria, Illinois.”

LR












kinds

ot sleep

...one simply keeps you
going—the other brings
health,charm and youth!

Two kinds of sleep. Everybody gets the
first—but few even realize the second
exists. How much they miss! Fresh vital-
ity can be yours . . . added charm . . .
new alertness—if you will learn the secret
of complete sleep. Even a single night can
amaze you!

Complete sleep is not a matter of hours
in bed—but of relaxation. It comes only
when nerves are at ease and muscles at
rest. When all the body relaxes in sleep.
Nature, then, performs miracles of
rejuvenation!

No doubt you know many people
who have given up coffee because they
felt that caffeine affected their nerves
and rest. But today that isn’t neces-
sary. Wise people, today, simply change
their coffee brand to a delicious coffee
that has the caffeine removed. Kaffee

Hag Coffee.

“The work of the modern motion-picture actress
is a constani strain. Beauty, naturally, is a big
asset— and neither irregular hours nor calcium
lights are kind to complexions. . . . In the very
beginning I learned how to relax in sleep. It has
meant everything to me.”

Laura La PranTE
Universal Star

And the wonderful
part is, they don’t miss
a single delight by chang-
ing. As a coffee lover,
you’ll praise the quality of
Kaffee Hag Coffee. No
finer, more satisfying blend
canbe had. Noneof thestrengthor
cheery fragrance is absent. Only the taste-
less, odorless drug—97% of the caffeine.

Try Kellogg’s* Kaffee Hag Coffee. May-
be you’re missing complete sleep without
even realizing it. Try a simple test. Make
Kaffee Hag Coffee your regular coffee for a
week. Then see if it hasn’t made a big dif-
{ference in the way you sleep, feel and look!

You’ll enjoy Kaftee Hag Coffee for any
meal. Drink a strong cup even at midnight
—it will not keep you awake. Doctors
recommend it. How welcome this real
coffee will be to those who’ve been using
substitutes!

Your dealer has Kaffee Hag Coffee. In

I try to teach my foothali teams
how to sleep—as one of the fun-
damentals of training. And 1
have found that real sleep 1is
not so much a question of quan-
tity as of quality. The man who
gets the honest-to-goodness sleep
by night 15 the man who is wide-
awake by day.”

K~uTe Rock~E

Director of Athletics,
Notre Dame University

full-pound sealed cans. Ground or in the
bean. Order it at hotels and restaurants.
On dining-cars.

For 10c, to cover mailing costs, we will
send you a generous trial can. Enough to
start your test. And with it a booklet on
complete sleep. Mail the coupon.

KAFFEE HAG CORPORATION
1745 Davenport Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio

Please send me, postpaid, enough Kafiee Hag to make ten cups of
good coffee. I enclose ten reuts (stamps or coin).

Name

Address

The coﬁee that lets Jyou .f[eep

KAFFEE HAG COFFEE



