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OME women seem to think they are
smartly dressed when they arrive
at an effect as severe and unadorned as a bare hardwood floor,
if they have on the latest thing, if—"
This was my voice speaking, the only
man at a women's tea party. To my
shock and surprise my voice went on, as
unchecked as a stream in flood.
"Smartness is a matter of good lines.
The sort of good lines to be found in the
plan of a boat's hull, the shape of a
gazelle, in drawings by any of the old
masters. They are in all garments of
distinction and have nothing to do with
fashions, pretty colors or time.
"Furthermore, if some women with
beautiful eyes knew a little more about
design, they would never let hairdressers bewitch and bedevil their hair into
whirls and curls and distractions, so
that they lose half the candle-power of
a swell pair of eyes."
Of course the result was I was asked
a lot of questions for which I had no
answers. Sure of my ground even so, I
made up my mind to go to the United
Artists Studio in Hollywood and get
Omar Kiam to give me those answers.
That last name is really his own; the
first was taken for professional uses
after the school kids in Houston, Texas,
had just naturally given it to him in the
first place. If you want to know how it
developed that a boy in Houston, Texas,
became a designer of women's clothes,
it was because his uncle and father
owned a shop selling clothes. When he
began to show that he was something of
a creative artist, Omar designed clothes
instead of houses or landscapes. At one
time, the women I happened to know
who had some professional connection
with fashions thought he was one of the
best designers in New York before he
went on to Hollywood.
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Scenes in the workrooms of Omar Kiam, and Ruth
Chatterton in one of her costumes for Dodsworth
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I found Omar Kiam in a room like a
modern office, combined with an artist's
studio and a touch of something to do
with the stage. One side of the place
was almost entirely a mirror. On the opposite wall were two dark movable panels which could be pushed together or
pulled apart so an actress could see her
dress in the glass against either a dark
or a light background. About the walls
and along the floor stood some twentyeight black-and-white fashion drawings.
Each had bits of material of which the
completed dress was to be made, pinned
to the sketch.
Responding to my curiosity, Mr. Kiam
obligingly showed me some of his workrooms, by way of introduction to our discussion of women's clothes. The floor of
the first was strewn with snips of white
cloth in odd shapes. The furniture included a couple of chairs and tables, a
mirror and several sumptuous dress
forms much better made and finished
than the Betsy Janes usually seen standing forlorn in attic corners.
On one of the dress forms was half a
negligee made of some white material.
There were the lines I had been talking
about in every fold and drape. Even as
half a negligee on a .stuffed figure it was
smart and feminine. I asked how they
took a fashion drawing and made that
out of it: how much was cutting, how
much fitting, to get the result Mr, Kiam
designed? Mme. Jeanne, the fitter, removed some pins from her mouth,
straightened up, spread her hands and
said: "But—it is a profession, a life
work." This immediately made everything clear to me.
The place to which I was taken next
was full of ironing boards and enough
tables for the dining-room of a girls'
boarding school. There were batteries
of sewing machines, a dress of some historical period on a form, and a few
(Continued on page 53)
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the first McCormich Reaper.
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for 3g-ton chassis; $610 for 1^-ton chassis, f. o. b. factory, are great values for
International quality. International time-payment rates apply to every model.
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Generations ago
CrRUS HALL MCCORMICK
founded
International Harvester's
Liberal Time-Payment Policy.
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A LEX HUNT believed that sooner or
l\
later everybody gets a lucky
/ \ break, whether he deserves it or
not. And he was right. Everybody does. But it happened that in his
case fate, or destiny, or something, was
a little more insistent than usual. So
he cashed in.
It started on a Friday evening when,
brief-case in hand, he was jammed in
the corner of the vestibule in a subway
car. He did not notice the man with
floppy ears, or notice that he carried a
brief-case too. Not at first.
The train .stopped. People .struggled
to get out. People struggled to get in.
Then Alex saw the man with the floppy
ears. He wore a natty straw hat. He
looked about right to be the cashier of
some firm or other. He carried a briefcase. And he was seared. Badly scared.
Hi.s eyes were panic-filled. And Alex
suddenly realized that his fright was
caused by four men who seemed struggling to get out but actually stayed close
around him.
A flood of passengers surged in. The
man with the floppy ears was caught in
the impact of their pushing. He reeled
against Alex, and Alex heard him panting as if in terror. Their bodies were
jammed together for an instant. Alex's
brief-case was torn away. The next instant its handle slid back between his
fingers.
Then, suddenly, the floppy-eared man
gi'cw desperate. He dived for the door
leading back to the following car. He
darted out to the platform from there,
his straw hat bobbing. The four men
leaped after him.
The train jerked into motion. Alex
stood jammed in the corner of the vestibule, holding' his brief-case in his hand.
His eyes gleamed excitedly. Because the
brief-case in his hand was not his—it
belonged to the man with the floppy
ears!

appear from the city, enjoy himself in
leisure.
Then he went to redeem his overcoat.
Everything was prepared. He'd resigned his job. It was amusing that the
big boss had sent for him and ofl'ered
him a five-dollar raise. He'd talked impressively of Alex's new-found dependability and Interest in his work. A better
job was almost ready for him. . . .
Alex laughed to himself, as he turned
into the pawnshop.
A frizzy-haired young man took his
pawn ticket. He vanished in the rear.
He was gone for what seemed a long
time, during which Alex's heart pumped
louder and louder. It seemed so silent. .. .
The young man came back with Alex's
coat. Alex paid, slipped it on, and went
out into the rain.
then a man stopped short, and
AND
stared at him. He swore luridly in

HIS own room, Alex opened the
I Nbi'ief-case.
The breath went out of him
when he looked. The brief-case was full
of l)ank notes! He counted eighteen thousand, one hundred and seventy dollars
in ten- and twenty-dollar bills. In packets, with elastic bands ai'ound them.
Shivering, he looked for the name of
the owner. He picked out the packets of
money. No bankbook. No memorandum.
No liank slips. The brief-case and its
contents were anonymous.
"But—how am I—" Alex gulped.
"How am I going to take it back? I—
want to be honest. . . ."
Then, quite suddenly, he knew that he
had lied. He shivered again. He remembered that his own brief-case carried no
identifying mark and that nothing in
it bore his name or that of his firm.
There was no possible way for anybody
to trace the other brief-case to him!
Tiembling, he hid the brief-case and the
money. This was Friday night.
On Monday night, he had not spent a
penny of the money, but nobody had
come for it, either. At the end of ten
days nothing had happened. Nor at the
end of twenty. Thirty. But if it were
found now, he'd be considered to have
stolen it. The thought scared him. Ten—
twenty years in jail. . . .
He knew the man with floppy ears
would haunt the subway—the Lenox
Avenue line—hoping to see him again.

He darted out to the platform. The four men leaped after him
So he changed his manner of life in
one respect. Every evening' he went from
the office to the public library for an
hour, and then went home—not by the
Lenox Avenue line. He studied the work
he did in the oflice. He gave the impression of an ambitious young man preparing himself for a better job. He

dodged all possibility that the man with
floppy ears would find him. And he had
hidden the money so that no search of
his room would disclose it.
Four months passed. Five. Six . . .
Now, at last, he felt that he was safe.
He had only to i-esign his job on the
plea of a better one ofi^ered him, dis-
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sheer surprise. It was the man with
floppy ears.
"What'd you do with the .stuff, fella?"
he asked conversationally. "Got anything left?"
Alex Hunt's world had crashed. A
desperate despair filled him.
"Y-yes." He choked. He said thickly,
"I'll g-give it all back—"
The other man started perceptibly.
He caught at Alex's arm. There was a ^
papery rustling.
"Y'got it yet?—Y'got it in y'coat!"
Alex could not reply. Sheer terror
filled him. The other man dragged him
swiftly to the doorway of the closed
store. He tore at the overcoat with prac
ticed fingers. Alex could not resLst. The
lining ripped. Bank notes. Tens. Twenties. The man with floppy ears looked at
them hungrily and swore. For a moment
there was silence. Then, resignedly, the
man with the floppy ears tore the bank
notes across. He tore them into shreds.
He brushed them away.
"I shoulda known," he said philosophically. "There ain't nobody would take
that stuff'now. Yeller. Brittle. Y'couldn't
pass it on a baby!"
He shrugged and looked tolerantly at
Alex.
"The fella that made it was slick," he
confided; "he hadda stunt that made his
paper dam' good. But it wouldn't stay
that way. This stuff''s all gone now.
Phooey!"
He grinned at Alex. And Alex, dazed,
said hoarsely, "You mean—you mean
it's counterfeit?"
"Queer? Sure!" said the man with
floppy ears. "Nothin' else." He turned up
his coat collar. "The dicks were closin'
in on me, so I shoved it ofl' on you."
He swung out of the doorway, and
was gone.
Alex stood rocking on his feet in the
store entrance. Presently he sobbed. Because he had believed that sooner or
later everybody gets a lucky break, '*
whether he deserves it or not. And now
that belief was gone; he could no longer
expect, even in dreams, anything that
he had not earned for himself.
Which was his lucky break. He realized it later on—after he had become
moderately rich. Everybody does get a
lucky break, whether he deserves it or
not. It simply happened that in Alex
Hunt's case fate, or destiny, or something, was a little more insistent than
usual. So he cashed in.

