Parade

A

New Day is dawning, and a great
the whole world
had suddenly stopped breathing,
stillness, as if

awaits her coming.

A

Eighteen years later

clinging mist

from the canal shrouds the sleeping
town of Merville, France. An outer
door bangs and footsteps echo down
the empty cobble-stone streets. Slowly
the Eastern sky pales in anticipation
and then, ruby-lipped, rises to greet
the dawn. The tall Flemish poplars
sway gently.
The early morning
breeze softly chases the cold mist to her
bed in the river, while birds circle
joyously against an opal heaven.
Quite suddenly the dawn gives birth
to day. Brightly colored shutters are
flung back by sleepy-eyed townsfolk.
tumbril filled with turnips clatters
down the main street. Our soldiers
begin to busy themselves about their
morning duties. Soon the whole town
is astir.
Civilians hurry through the

A

narrow

streets

to

open shops and

offices.

A' handful of speculators waits
patiently until midday brings the inevitable rush of uniformed men, tired
and thirsty after their morning's work
on parade. While tillers of the soil
long since have made their way to

where fields of wheat stand ripening in
the sun. Here, out in the country, a
warm breeze carries to the passer-by a
delicious odor of mellowing fruits and
crops. In cottage gardens ripe plums
and apples nod carelessly. Down a
dusty road comes a troop of cavalry at

Three or four heavy motor
lorries rumble lazily after them, followed by a significant fleet of swift

the

32

trot.

Basil

Rathbone looks through
the

window

upon

of the past

191 7
when the Horsemen of
Death rode the world
day

a

light cars with
their sides.

•

in

July,

',

red crosses painted on

The Sun bears on

course. The
heavily.
The
Evening Star, forerunner to the night,
signals the day to rest. The Angelus is
heard. Twilight the streets resound
with a strange medley of music old
pianos, gramaphones, male voices,
rising and falling unevenly on the still
evening air from well-filled cafes.
The tired day blushes to meet the
night and lingers a brief while to
look back with passionate longing as

afternoon

its

passes

—

—

—

lengthening shadows coyer the sad
The river mirrors their emThe mist rouses itself from
lethargy and, creeping through the
silent
town, tenderly enfolds the
its

earth.
brace.

darkened

A

streets.

week

Each sweet soft
balm to our hurt minds.
Each day I dream and lovingly turn
back the pages of my life and look
longingly into the past. There is no
future for us now; only a present and
passes.

night of sleep

is

The author of this distinguished story
as he appears in "Anna Karenina"

—

Tick-tick-tick-tick the
a past.
second, minutes, hours creep by until
the dawn of the last day of our time
"on rest" colors the little piece of sky
that I lie watching through my bedroom window. In an adjoining room
I hear the heavy breathing of the two
young subalterns who have recently
joined our battalion. They have been
with us for a week, and tonight they
will go with us, back "into the line."
Our losses were severe "last time up."

Captain Hilliard, myself and eight

men

"D" Company that reThe two newcomers knew
turned.
nothing of our losses, and so they ate
like horses, and
were

all

slept

like

of

chil-

dren.

Away in the
distance I hear
the intermittent
rumble

of

heavy

After
a few minutes, it

artillery.

Own

[Continued on
page 64]

HOLLYWOOD

—

" "

—

"

Parade of Shadows
(Continued front page thirty-two)
stops

and there

murmur

is no sound but the faint
approaching day, and the

of

heavy breathing

BURNING
tire

glare

reading

your eyes. For

relief,

cleanse them

daily with Murine. Soothing. Refresh-

Used safely

ing.

for nearly

40 years.

—

EYES

fro*YOUR

SEE FRECKLES
Away

Flake

5 Days!

in

STOP

trying to hide freckles!
Usually they mar only ike outer
skin a dull mask that can be
safely melted away! Golden
Peacock Bleach Creme helps nature flake off that outer skin that
makes your complexion unattractjvel It dissolves the coarse, invisible particles of surface skin
that sun and wind have disfigured!
In five short days the supreme thrill is complete a
clear, satin-soft skin that looks years younger and
shades whiterl Try it. 55c at drug stores.

—

j

;

Classified Ads
(No classified accepted after
August issue)

FEMALE HELP WANTED
TYPISTS EARN EXTRA MONEY.
Send 3c stamp

for

Good pay.

Typist's

details.

Bureau,

Dept. JJ. Westfield, Mass.

EARN MONEY HOME.

Address envelopes, do
sewing, other work.
Send stamp for details.
Women's Aid, Dept. HH., 276 High St., Holyoke,
Mass.

ADDRESS ENVELOPES
$5-$15 weekly.

stamp

for

Ind

time.

Experience unnecessary.^ Send

particulars.

Hammond,

home spare

at

Hawkins,

young subalterns.

Cock crows in the yard outside,
and is answered a moment later by
the ruler of the some other roosts not
far distant. Someone moves in the room
above me; a dull indeterminate sound.
I am reminded of my school days when,
waking early, I would hear the maid rising and a cold fear a presentiment of
imminent danger would creep over me.
I always knew when there was trouble
in store for me at school, even before
I had committed the fault for which I

Box 75-HG,

.

MALE AND FEMALE HELP WANTElT
EARN QUICK CASH RAISING MUSHROOMS
IN cellar, shed, attic. We' buy crops. Guaranteed materials furnished.
Easy, odorless method.
Book Free.
United, 3848-A60 Lincoln Ave.,
Chicago.

was eventually punished.
On Sundays at home the maid slept
late and it was my mother whom I would
hear moving early. On these cold dark
winter mornings I would lie in bed and
think how good it was to be so still and
safe, while my mother and sister went
out into the raw damp air to' take the
Holy Sacrament at St. Luke's Church.
My mother's room was next to mine.
My sister's at the end of the house, and

my

brother's upstairs, above

my

mother's
and overlooking the garden the garden,
with its high red brick wall covered with
soft rnoss, ivy and rambler roses the
garden where, under a shady old elm
tree, we had read Grimm's Fairy Tales
when we were children the garden
where, every spring,- snowdrops, cro-

—

—

—

cuses, bluebells

and

violets contested for

supremacy; where hollyhocks and sunflowers, geraniums and daisies all slept
so peacefully on warm summer nights;
where "Rags," our fox terror, ineffectually chased lawless sparrows and stray
blackbirds when they visited us after
soft rains had made our lawn a happy
hunting-ground.

© My

Brother's room, like mine,

—

is

days and nights, for weeks and months

(Continued from page thirty)

MMM

for

consideration.
Publishers,
Studio Bldg., Portland, Oregon.

FILMS DEVELOPED
FILMS DEVELOPED, any size 25c

_

eluding two enlargements.

SERVI CE. Box

829,

coin,

in-

CENTURY PHOTO

LaCr osse, Wise.

BOOKS AND PERIODICALS
SEND POSTCARD for Free Little Blue

Book
Thousands of bargains.
More than
350 books at 5c each. Address: Haldeman-Julius
catalog.

Co..

Box 2063, Girard, Kansas.

DEODORANTS
DEODORANT.

SCENTED
armpits.

Broadway,

Trial bottle, ]0c.
City.

New Y ork

Marvelous
for
SINCO, 526 West

OLD COINS
UP TO

$2,500.00 PAID for old coins.
LincolnIndian pennies wanted.
Send 10c for catalog.
RELIABLE CR-700 East 63rd, Chicago._
,

USED CORRESPONDENCE COURSES
USED CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and
Books
Catalog

sold,

Free.

rented, exchanged;

4,000 bargains.
L,ee Mountain, Pisgah, Alabama.

and an odd assortment

of

boots

and shoes are neatly arranged in a corner. My mother is the epitome of tidiness, and she keeps my brother's room
spotless and just as he had left it.
I had spent much time alone with my
mother on my last leave. Like two people in a dream, we had talked of my
brother, my mother and I. Like strangers,
we were over polite to one another,
over considerate of each other's feelings, and neither of us knew, or dared
to ask, how deep was the pain of our

and

individual

unspeakable

loneliness

for him.

Once more the rumble
I listen

lery.

hensive.

Is it

—

heavy

of

artil-

for awhile, a little appreour guns or theirs?

"Mother mother darling, can you hear
me?" I whisper "Listen, my darling, I
want to be a little boy again and forget
all this
just for a moment I want us all
to be as we were. I want to think with
my whole being of tea in the garden on
Sundays in summer. Of the woods at
Easter so full of flowers, and you, of
them all, sweeter and more tender than
any. Of cold nights in winter when you
used to light the fire in my room, turn
out the lights and sit on my bed and
talk until sleep came to me. Oh mother

—

darling I love

you

terribly, so terribly

#

There Is a knock at the door. I hide
my head beneath my army blanket.
My servant comes in with my riding
boots and a cup of tea which he places

my

hear him. When he goes I cry without restraint, until slowly, almost imperceptibly a great peacefulness comes

monkey with only one eye—

the other eye, a boot-button, had been
lost and never replaced.
As a child he
had loved these toys dearly, and now
they sit on his bed, waiting. Through

Cantor

FW,

—

shelf,

white toy

Wagner, 2640-T, Broadway, N. Y.

immediate

—

beside

^^^

Dept.

I

empty empty but for its memories,
and he will not come back to- it. On his
bed sits a legless brown toy horse and a

DETECTIVES
DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Excellent
opportunity.
Experience
unnecessary.
DETECTIVE particulars free. Write George
POEM, SONG WRITERS
WANTED: ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS,

now

sit

back.

• A

AND —TIRED?
—

— wind — sun

Dust

of the

waiting. But he will not come
had told them so when I was
last home on leave
but they did not
believe me and still continue to wait for
their master.
In the closet in my brother's room there
hangs several suits of his clothes, a
heavy top coat an old hat lies on a

they

vs.

Cagney

—

•

Cantor Sighed, then turned toward
the door of his bungalow office,
where his daughter Marjorie was hammering a typewriter, and yelled:
"Marjorie!"

The dark and pretty Marjorie

entered,

Dad?" she questioned.
"How many pictures of Cagney are
there in our house?" he demanded.
"Each of the girls have one, except
Janet, and she doesn't like him
"Good," snapped Cantor, "Remind me
to buy Janet a nice present. So there
"Yes,

—

are FOUR pictures of Cagney, yes?"
"No," corrected Marjorie. "There are
FIVE. I got a new one this morning
it

over your desk

—

HUH?"

"Five at home, and the two I just
hung up here in the office

—

I

to me.

And

yet

—

I

know

that I shall
She died

never see my mother again.
suddenly a few days later.

It's

to the Death!
RAN

out of the room into the
to see for himself.
During his brief absence Marjorie confided that little Janet has "a terrible
crush on Crosby and is ever so sorry
that Daddy can't sing like Bing."

Cantor

office,

THAT

smiling.

and hung
"FIVE,

bed.
"Six-thirty, sir," he says.
"I make a movement to denote that

guy's
"And Janet knows all
songs, and sings 'em," said the bellingerent Cantor, "But she doesn't know one
ONE! And I was plugof mine—

NOT

—

ging songs when Crosby was well, doing whatever Crosby was doing when
I was plugging songs.
But it's this Cagney guy that's the bane of my existence.
He's all I hear at home.
"Can you blame me for planning his
assassination?"

%

Marjorie had returned to her typewriter, and while on the subject of
his children, we asked Eddie to tell
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