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NEW IDEAS
By RUTH WYETH SPEARS

Great Gang

This Is the story of an American fam ­
ily In the depression years. Laura Ma- 
gulre, wife of Mike, happy-go-lucky edi­
tor and mayor of Covington, la mother 
of four children.

Tom. whose real estate Job In the big 
eity nearby peters out and he returns to 
a smaller Job In Covington after sepa­
rating from Mary Etta, his wife, sec­
retary to a big shot, who refuses to give 
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CHAPTER X V III—Continued

“ Where do we go from here?”  
demanded Connie.

The Ore was no longer theatrical 
and Connie was ready to move on to 
»omething else. But Shirley had only 
one desire. To get away. Away 
from the sight of Connie Mays' thin 
predatory hands which were always 
touching Jaird caressingly.

“ I ’m hungry,”  announced Lance 
Ferguson suddenly.

Connie leaped at any excuse to 
prolong the evening. “ So am I,”  
she said. " I  could eat a boiled 
cow.”

Shirley sighed.
“ There isn't a decent sandwich 

Joint in town since B ill’s place sold 
out,”  objected Jaird.

"You're telling us,”  gibed Connie.
Shirley hesitated.
“ You can all come home with me 

if you like,”  she said wearily. " I  
can always And something in the 
old ice box."

“ Saved!”  exclaimed Lance with 
enthusiasm. “ Shirley's got the world 
beat at working up a snack."

"Sure she has,”  agreed Jaird in 
a tired, cross voice. "And every­
body’s imposed on her that way for 
years. But I  happen to know that 
Shirley has to wash up after the 
jamboree. And I don't suppose she 
enjoys having the dirty work pushed 
off on her any more than you 
would.”

"Sorry I  can't ask you to our 
house,”  Connie declared coolly, "but 
cook simply blows a fuse if anybody 
messes around in her kitchen. And 
that’s one thing Mother w ill not 
stand for. We can turn the hose on 
the grand piano and build a Are 
under the family portraits, but God 
help anyone who offends our cook!”

" I  guess it's up to you, Shirley,”  
murmured Lance.

“ It  is not,”  said Jaird sharply. 
"We'll try Joe’s.”

“ That dump!" objected Connie.
“ It's  no worse than the rest.'*
Only that wasn’t saying much. 

Joe’s Sandwich Shop was con­
veniently located on the main high­
way at the edge of town but it 
had little  else to recommend it. Joe 
himself was a small wilted unhappy 
looking Italian who came hurriedly 
out of his living quarters at the rear 
where he had evidently been asleep.

They sat down at stools before the 
long dingy counter because the ta­
bles in the front were discouraging­
ly spotty.

"D id you ever try  putting your 
cold drinks on Ice, Joe?”  com­
plained Connie with irritation. 
“ Wow! This tastes like dish water.”

Joe again spread apathetic hands. 
“ No make money. Glad sell out. 
Anybody wanta buy nice sandwich 
joint reasonable?”

"God forbid!”  cried Connie, and 
Lance sniggered.

“ Money could be made in a place 
like this if  it  was run right,”  pro­
tested Jaird.

“ Man and wife make living here 
If both work,”  contributed Joe. “ Me,
I  do verra well before Margarita 
die.”  His black eyes looked sudden­
ly tragic. “ Since she go I no got 
heart to keep things right. I want 
to get away. Make fresh start. Two 
hundred dollars and I walk out door. 
Leave everything. Stove, stools, ta­
bles. ice box and good bed and 
shower bath in back room.”

"There’s your chance, Jaird,”  gig­
gled Connie.

"Provided that I had two hundred 
dollars, which I haven't,”  he said.

"No buy?”  inquired Joe with dis­
appointment.

Connie and Lance laughed. Only 
Shirley didn't laugh. A11 the way 
home Connie was witty at Jaird's 
expense. She said if he bought Joe 
out he might some day become the 
Hamburger King of Covington.

CHAPTER XIX

It was like Connie to maneuver 
so as to drop Shirley before she did 
the others. Her lovely face was 
white when she walked into the liv­
ing room. Laura was waiting up for 
Mike. She explained almost curtly 
about Lou. Shirley stared at her.

"Alec's been running around with 
her. Oh, Mother.”

Laura’s eyebrows puckered. “ I  
hope by morning I can think ft's 
funny,”  she said, grim ly.

Shirley sighed. “ You must get 
te rrib ly  tired of us sometimes, al­
ways stirring up a fresh batch of 
trouble for you to worry over.”

Laura glanced at her curiously. 
“ It's  better to live with difficulty 
than stagnate."

"Yes, oh, yes!" cried the girl in 
•  stiAed voice.

She turned awsy. but not before 
Laura had seen her eyes.

“ You do remind me of Great­
grandmother Ashe,”  said Laura sud­
denly.

She walked over to the old-fash­
ioned desk In one corner and. open­
ing a drawer, took out a small faded 
m iniature. I t  had originally been 
worn on a gold chain. But the fra il 
links had long since been broken 
and los t The painting was blurred

up her Job.
Alec, who can't get a Job and Is run­

ning around with a flashy divorcee. On 
a bet. he dates Lou Knight, the town 
drunk's daughter.

Shirley, engaged to Jaird Ncwsum. 
who Is out of work since his father gave 
up his factory to stop losses. Ma New- 
sum wants him to marry Connie Mays, 
the banker’s daughter.
• • 

with age, yet Shirley might have 
sat for the lovely sensitive girl who 
looked back at her from the nar­
row Aiagree frame.

“ She was rather remarkable, 
wasn't she, Mother?"

Laura carefully did not look at 
her daughter.

“ She was a great belle back in 
Virginia. But she fell in love with 
Great-grandfather Ashe who had 
nothing except youth and a Aery 
heart to recommend him. Her par­
ents promised to disinherit her if  she 
married him. But she did. They 
had two saddle horses and a bag of 
cheap trinkets between them when 
they eloped to the West. He started 
a small trading post. She lived in 
the rear and clerked in the store. 
She bore him Ave children and her 
family never spoke to her again al­
though Great-grandfather built up 
one of the largest mercantile busi­
nesses in the Southwest and died a 
comparatively rich man. She spent 
her later years in a mansion. She 
always looked fragile and useless. 
But to the last she said she was 
happiest when she cooked and 
scrubbed for her man and sold Hour 
and sugar and coffee between times 
over a counter.”

Shirley looked Hxedly at her moth­
er. "Would you have let anything 
keep you from marrying Mike?”

“ Nothing short of sudden death," 
said Laura.

Shirley turned away but she took 
the miniature with her. She fell 
asleep with it  against her cheek.

Alec Maguire was down to break­
fast with the rest the following

The girl was anything but 
laughable.

morning. Laura found him at the 
table when she and Shirley brought 
in the toast. Tom and Mike were 
eagerly discussing the small model 
homes Tom hoped to build and sell 
in Covington. Apparently Alee was 
absorbed in their conversation. Ac­
tually he was listening painfully for 
a step on the stairs. Laura saw 
him go quite white when he heard 
Lou's voice.

They all did their best to put Lou 
at her ease. But she answered only 
In monosyllables and rarely raised 
her eyes from her plate. Even Mike 
could not charm a smile to her small 
wan face. She never looked at Alec 
and he was unusually silent But 
Laura felt him watching them all 
Acrcely as if  he was afraid someone 
would laugh. Laura's heart ached. 
The girl was anything but laugh­
able.

Kathleen and Tom and Mike went 
off to work together. Laura thought 
Tom looked ghastly, as if he hadn't 
slept Lou tim idly offered to help 
clear the table. It was Laura's in­
stinct to refuse. Everything in her 
resented the girl. But Alec's eyes 
glared at her with feverish plead­
ing, and so Laura swallowed hard 
and said of course Lou could assist 
with the dishes. Alec snatched up 
his hat and announced he had to see 
a man about a dog. He vanished 
toward town Lou’s eyes followed 
him out of sight as if  she longed to 
run after him and beg him not to 
desert her.

Laura sighed. It was impossible 
not to feel sorry for the poor child. 
She was so painfully shy, so fear­
ful of arousing displeasure. Every 
time Laura spoke, Lou started Once 
she dropped a cheap teacup and 
broke it. Her distress was embar­
rassing. Laura was not used to be­
ing treated like an ogre. But it 
was plain that Lou was terriHcd of 
her. She wanted to help with the 
housework, but she was too nervous 
to be anything but awkward. Laura 
began to feel a little  distracted

"I 'm  going to town. Mother,”  said 
Shirley when they had finished with 
the kitchen.

Laura nodded absently. She was 
wondering what on earth was the

Kathleen, society editor on her fa­
ther’s paper, who thinks her father and 
Ritchie Graham, his assistant, are fool­
ish to Invite Mays' threat to break the 
paper. At a swimming party she is 
saved by Ritchie, who tells her he loves 
her. She says she hates him. At a Are 
In the tenement district. Alec sees the 
town drunk die rescuing a crippled boy. 
He takes Lou to his mother's home.
•

fa ir thing to do with a homeless 
waif which one’s son had dragged up 
on one’s doorstep. Shirley gave her 
mother a strangely wistful look, but 
for once Laura was too preoccupied 
to notice.

“ Can’t I  make the beds upstairs, 
Mrs. Maguire?" inquired Lou tim ­
idly.

“ Yes of course, if you like,”  said 
Laura.

Shirley turned away. She took 
the short cut across the vacant lot. 
I t  was a warm May morning but 
Shirley’s hands felt cold. The dia­
mond on her ring Anger Aashed in 
the sun. Shirley regarded it som­
berly. The jeweler in the shop down 1 
town looked unhappy.

“ I ’m sorry, but diamonds are very 
cheap right now. A drug on the 
market. I  can’t offer you a fourth 
of what the stone cost a few years 
back,”  he said.

"How much?" asked Shirley.
Her lips felt dry and stiff. She was 

taking a lot of things for granted. I t  
was possible she was making a hid­
eous blunder.

"Diamonds w ill come back as 
strong as ever some day. Are you 
sure you want to sell?”

“ How much?"
"A  hundred and a quarter.”
Shirley stared at him dully. It 

was not enough. She bit back a sob. 
What a fool she had been to think 
this might be the way out She 
must have been mad last night. 
Then suddenly she thought of a girl 
in a miniature, a proud, lovely fas­
tidious g irl who had let nothing balk 
her of her birthright.

"A ll right,”  said Shirley sharply, 
and tucked the crisp new bills into 
her hand-bag.

Joe, the small mournful-eyed Ita l­
ian, glanced up quickly from the 
counter which he was listlessly wip­
ing with a grimy cloth.

“ You think maybe you buy me 
out?”  he cried eagerly. "Gee, that 
swell! Man in here early this morn­
ing see about same thing. But he 
no got money enough."

Shirley’s lips tightened. She didn’t 
explain that she hadn’t enough mon­
ey either. Joe was undoubtedly ea­
ger to unload and people in a pinch 
have been known to take less. She 
let him show her around. But she 
did not pay a lot of attention to Joe’s 
sales argument. She used her own 
eyes. The location was good. The 
small frame building stood just out­
side the town on the busiest high­
way and there was ample parking 
space. A big water oak made a 
graceful sunshade. A small spring, 
discouraged by rubbish, bubbled at 
the side.

She had to admit that the interior 
of the place was depressing. Dingy, 
d irty and unattractive. But she had 
a stubborn conviction that a good 
scouring and a few buckets ol paint 
would work miracles. The range 
was in good shape, only it too need­
ed a thorough cleaning. The cook­
ing utensils were burned black, the 
china chipped and ugly, the glasses 
heavy and dull. Lank dispirited 
curtains Happed dejectedly at Ay- 
specked windows.

The back room had evidently de­
generated into a catchall for jtlnk 
during Joe's sketchy term of house­
keeping. But among the litter and 
d irt and confusion Shirley unearthed 
a good iron bed, a cheap pine dress­
er, a couple of sturdy chairs and an 
unpainted kitchen table, to say noth­
ing of a convenient clothes closet 
now stuffed with old bottles and 
rags.

Shirley stood for a long time on 
the rear step.

Was she insane? She didn't know. 
But she had an idea everyone would 
think so. Joe insisted that if  a man 
and his wife both worked, they could 
make a living In the place. Shirley 
thought of her Great-grandmother 
Ashe who had clerked in a store 
and made a home behind it. Some­
how Shirley felt that she too could 
pioneer if only Jaird agreed. But 
would he? Her throat ached. Had 
hq rather go on as they were going? 
Tortured. miserable, frustrated! 
Burning up their love with futility. 
She did not know. He might sneer 
at this solution to their problem. He 
might prefer to be a parasite on 
his father the rest of his life.

Jaird was not lazy. But he was 
proud and sensitive. And peddling 
hamburgers with his wife's assist­
ance was a far cry from the role he 
had meant to play in life. Then 
there was Connie Mays who asked 
nothing but a chance to marry Jaird 
and convulse him with luxury. Con­
nie's husband would automatically 
become vice president of her fa­
ther's bank or something equally 
scintillating. Shirley’s slim throat 
locked. Was she a fool to think 
Jaird might prefer her to all that?

In the front room she heard Joe 
exclaiming excitedly. "Back again? 
Maybe you raise the money."

“ I  cou ldn 't"
Shirley could not see the speaker, 

but she recognized the voice and bet 
heart backed up. It was Jaird.
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Joe DiiVIaggio

'T 'HOSE looking for further late 
*  summer and early autumn ex­

citement should And what they want 
in the battle for the batting cham­
pionship of the American league be­
tween its two best hitters—Ted Wil­
liams of the Red Sox and Joe Di- 
Maggio of the Yankees. Heath, Cul- 
lenbine or possibly some other son 
of swat may upset this combination 
—but we doubt it.

Williams and DiMag are the two
A. L. standouts and they still have 
the better part of 
three months left in 
which to prove their 
places in polite 
baseball society.

DiMagglo’s b r i l ­
liant con secu tive  
hitting streak has 
given the San Fran­
cisco entry most of 
the publicity lately, 
but the gangling kid 
from San Diego and
Boston is s till far ( j rant iand Rice 
>ut in front when it 
comes to the main Agures.

Anyone who can reach the half­
way mark over .400, as Williams 
did, knows how to handle ash furni­
ture. And even the excellent DiMag 
w ill have to keep on swinging his 
mace effectively to catch or pass 
the tall, relaxed entry from the Red 
Sox reservation.

Looking Back
How do the two compare at this 

spot along the pennant road? Here 
is DiMaggio’s Hve-year Yankee rec­
ord through 1940: 1936— .323; 1937— 
.346; 1938— .324; 1939— .381; 1940— 
.352; grand average—.343.

Here Is Ted Williams’ record for 
his two complete years: 1939— .327; 
1940— .344; average— .336.

But up through the halfway stretch 
of 1941 Williams is now in front, 
counting the games both have played 
under the big tent.

Both Williams and DiMaggio can 
be listed high in the natural hitting 

class. One of the 
main features of Di- 
Maggio’s base-hit 
ability is perfect 
wrist action. The 
DiMag has a pair of 
cocked wrists that 
carry both power 
and control.

Too many hitters 
are body and arm 
swingers. DiMag­
gio, .well balanced 
on both feet, lets 
his body work with

his hands, but that brace of cocked 
wrists deliver most of the poison.

The main feature of Ted Williams' 
bat swinging is his almost complete 
lack of tension. Williams won’ t be 
23 until October, but he still acts 
with the ease and conHdence of a 
veteran who has been through many 
baseball wars. In this respect he 
reminds you of Napoleon Lajoie. 
Larry at the plate looked as loose 
as ashes. He was apparently indif­
ferent as he waited for the pitch.

“ You either hit it or you don't," 
Larry told me years ago. "Why 
bother about it? Just take your cut.”

The fact might be mentioned here 
that with this modern lively ball 
Lajoie, a smoking line hitter with 
the old one, would soon have sev­
eral hospitals full of erippled inAeld- 
ers who happened to be In the line 
of Are.

Another Hot Match
With Williams and DiMaggio grab­

bing off most of the wild laurel 
sprigs in the American league, you 
can look for another hot scramble 
In the N. L. between Pete Reiser of 
the Dodgers and Johnny Mize of the 
Cardinals.

It  might interest you to know, if 
you care for the succulent statistics 
in baseball, that Johnny Mize's Hve- 
year average with the Cardinals is 
now .339 up through 1940—just four 
points below DiMaggio's mark for 
the same span.

Big John is one of the top hitters 
of his time. Ball players through 
the South this last spring all picked 
him as the best hitter In the older 
league. Mize hails from Demarest, 
Ga,, not so far away from Royston 
where Ty Cobb spent his younger 
years. (Ever notice how most of the 
top ones come from the unsung 
hamlets—not from the big towns?)

Mize has a freshman challenger in 
Brooklyn's Pete Reiser, who in his 
Arst year on big time has been 
whacking away between .350 and 
.370 most of the season.

Pete Reiser is the ball player 
named by Leo Durocher as the 
"next Ty Cobb—provided there w ill 
ever be another Ty Cobb. Reiser is 
185 pounds of speed, power, head 
and heart,”  aeeordlng to Duroeher'a 
estimate.

Reiser is now just 21. Don't for­
get that when Tyrus Raymond was 
a Tiger debutante he batted .322. 
But from there on he finished with 
a lifetime average of .367 for 24 
years—and that, my lellow country­
men, is something to shoot at

But for all that, the stretch duels 
between Williams and DiMaggio. 
Mize and Reiser, w ill add consid­
erably to the general public interest 
in both races. Suppose someone 
else beats them out? What of it? 
They are still the four best hitters 
in the two big leagues over a period 
of time.

I T ALL started with a bright idea 
* for making a simple, painted 
coffee table from odds and ends 
of lumber. The sketch at the low­
er left gives the dimensions. The 
two end sections were made first; 
the top and sides of these being

screwed together with 1-inch met­
al angles. A shelf was then nailed 
in and a Vi by 3-inch board nailed 
across the back of it. Two boards 
for the top of the table were then 
screwed to the end sections.

Now the needle-lady comes in. 
The table was to be painted putty 
color and then waxed. She bought 
a yard of slightly darker tan sateen 
and appliqued a design of bright 
blue and red morning glories and 
green leaves on it with stems and 
tendrils in green outline stitch. 
This was placed over the table 
top and tacked around the edge. 
A piece of window glass was then 
cut to fit and % by 3-inch pieces 
were screwed to the sides.

• • •
NOTE: This graceful morning glory de­

sign is so attractive that Mrs. Spears has 
arranged to furnish transfer patterns to 
be used in stamping fabric for a table

Justice is as strictly due be­
tween neighbor nations as be­
tween neighbor citizens. A high­
wayman is as much a robber when 
he plunders in a gang, as when 
single; and a nation that makes 
an unjust war is only a great 
gang.—Franklin.

and matching cushion. The pattern Is 
for both cushion and table top. I f  you 
are interested in husband and wife proj­
ects in homemaking you will be fascinated 
with the Book 7 in the series of booklet» 
available with these weekly sketches. 
Book 7 contains directions for more than 
30 things to make and a full description of 
other numbers in the series. The pattern 
is 15 cents and the booklets are 10 cents 
each. Order *“ -tc t from:

MRS. RUTH W YETH SPEARS 
Drawer 10

Bedford Hills New York
Enclose 15 cents for pattern and 10 

cents for each book ordered.
N am e................................................ .
Address...................................... .» .•» •••
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firestone
TIRES GIVE YOU THESE 
EXCLUSIVE ADVANTAGES 
and SAVE YOU MONEY

I T’S just good judgment to BUY THE 
BEST right now — and that means 

Firestone tires for tractor, truck or car. 
You’ll get longer mileage and greater 
dependability through Firestone’s patented 
construction features of a Safety-Lock 
Gum-Dipped cord body and a wear- 
resisting Vitamic tread rubber compound 
— extra features that cost you no more. It’s 
smart to buy now and have the tires when 

you need them.
All tractor tires are not alike. Only 

Firestone Ground Grip Tractor Tires 
have the patented Triple-braced 
traction bars which provide up to 
215 extra inches of traction bar 
length per tractor. This means a 
stronger backbone in the “traction 
zone” where the pulling job is actually 
done. Continuous traction is assured

¡because the Triple-braced bars 
; cannot bend, slip or tear off and they 
automatically clean themselves. To 
get more work out of your tractor, 
to decrease your gasoline and tire 
cost, equip now with Firestone 
Ground Grip Tires.

★ Mr. EXTRA TRACTION gets his name from 
the Extra Traction Bar Length on Every 
FIRESTONE GROUND GRIP TIRE.

. . . Old Dobbin loughs every 
time he hears anyone say," An 
open center gives a better bite"

MORE FARM TRACTORS ARE EQUIPPED WITH FIRESTONE 
GROUND GRIP TRACTOR TIRES THAN WITH ANY OTHER MAKE \

A M A Z IN G  NEW  TRUCK TIRE
-A Fits Passenger Car Rims
★ Carries Heavier Loads
★ Truck-Bus Construction Features

AT A SENSATIONALLY LOW PRICE
H ere’i  the way to put real 

truck tire» on your 
and 1 ton trucks at low cost. 
The new Firestone Standard 
Delivery T ire  is a truck tire 
that fits passenger tire rims. 
I t ’s bu ilt w ith  Firestone's 
p a te n te d  c o n s tru c tio n  
features to withstand heavier 
loads at higher speeds and 
its V ita m ic  tread rubber 
compound delivers thousands 
of extra miles.

AN 'now

SEE YOUR FIRESTONE DEALER — HE’LL MAKE 
YOU A REAL DEAL FOR YOUR PRESENT TIRES

Buy the best while you can 
buy at low price. Th e Firestone 
D eL u xa  C h a m p io n  !•  the  
world’» first and only Safti- 
Sured tire— Safti-Sured against 
blowouts, Safti-Sured against 
skidding and Safti-Sured for 
longer non-skid mileage. Put 
a set on your car now for 
lowest cost per m ilr.

TODAY, ITS WISE TO 
INVEST IN THE BEST

YOU CAN CHANGE OVER 
ALL FOUR WHEELS OF 
YOUR FARM W AGON TO

PNEUMATIC TIRES
for at little a*

LET YO UR FIR ES TO N E  
, DEALER SHOW YOU HOW

E V E R Y  F IR E S T O N f  
T IR E  C A R R IE S  T / f f

lifetime
G U A R A N T E ^

Listaa to He Vaica af Nrasteoa w it* Rickard Croaks, Marqaret Speaks aad H a Firastaoa Syatpkooy 
Orckastro, aadar Ha dlraetiea af Alfred Wallssif.l», Maaday avesiaqs, avar N. I .  C. Red Network


