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Washington.—Since his arrival In
Washington, Georges Bonnet, the
new French ambassador, has been
the target at nearly every social
function he has attended for ques-
tions about the sit-down strikes and
what has happened about them.
The questioners started off with the
popular delusion that the sit-down
strike originateu. in France.

M. Bonnet hastens to set them
right about this. He is not sure just
where they did originate, but he
knows they were in vogue in Poland
before they were ever employed in
France.

But the big surprise is what has
happened since they started in
France. The French government,
questioners are told, simply said it
would not stand for them! It so
notified strikers and labor leaders.
When sit-down strikers were ap-
proached by the French police, they
abandoned their *'posts' with only
vocal objections. No one was hurt.
There was no disorder.

All of which is rather startling to
Washington's diners-out, especially
as they had assumed that the pres-
ent French government is almost
Communist—certainly more liberal
than most, and presumably much
more pro-labor than the present ad-
ministration in this country.

Meanwhile there is plenty of dis-
cussion in senate and house cloak-
rooms, and elsewhere, as to what
ought to be done about sit-down
strikers, and who ought to do it
There are plenty of suggestions that
Grover Cleveland would know how
to handle it. In fact, his name was
mentioned to a recent visitor on
Capitol hill by two very distin-
guishad senators.

Where Power Lies

There is a very wide difference of
opinion as to where the constitution-
al power lies. Some lawyers among
the national legislators insist that
the federal and state governments
have joint power. The theory here
{s that the sit-down strikes in the
automobile plants affect interstate
commerce, hence thrusting respon-
sibility on the federal governmenti
for the movement of goods AcCross
state lines.

This is a minority view, as most
lawyers agree that automobile pro-
duction, to take the most popular
instance, is strictly intrastate, de-
gpite the very obvious effects such
a strike would have on interstate
commerce, both in the flow of sup-
plies to the plant and the flow of
automobiles from the plant.

However, the Supreme court Is
expected to settle that point, very
definitely, in its forthcoming deci-
sion on the Wagner labor relations
act. The two cases are almost on
all fours. The government contends
it has the right to compel plants
engaged in similar production to
submit to labor regulations of the
f{ederal government. The compa-
nies insist they are intrastate. The
decision of the court will almost
certainly decide that point of con-
tention.

Most lawyvers who have studied
the case believe that the court will
hold the Wagner act unconstitution-
al. some of them even predicting
that the decision will be unanimous.

1f that should prove true, it will
become almost certain that respon-
gibility for handling sit-down strikes
—if they are to be handled by any
governmental power atl all, which in
itself is highly dubious—will rest
with state governments. FPerhaps
even local governments.

A Real Menace

Despite all reports to the con-
trary, the administration does not
propose tc attempt compulsory ar-
bitration of labor disputes. In the
first place, the administration has
no desire to get in a knockdown
and drag out fight with organized
labor, and if there is one subject
on which John L. Lewis and William
Green see eye to eye it is that they
want no compulsory arbitration—
least of all from the government.

The administration recognizes the
seriousness of the present labor de-
velopment. President Roosevelt has
told members of the house that he
is much concerned about the possi-
bilities of the sit-down strikes; that
he regurds them not only as illegal
but as a real menace to the country.

He made this admission despite
the knowledge of every man in the
group to whom he was speaking
that he himself had virtually forced
Seneral Motoss to negotiate while
sit-down strikers were occupying its
plants, which action resulted not
only in the success of C. 1. O. in that
battle, but made its viclory in steel
easy, and started a wave of strikes
and other labor disturbances in
other industries.

What the administration is Aigur-
ing on is something In the nature of
the madiation board which has ex-
isted for many years for the han-
dling of disputes between railway
managements and workers. This

: had any authority
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Grady, assisiant secretary of la-
bor, and other lcbor officials have
been doina, in the various strike
situations outside the railroad fleld.

Await Court Fight

The most the government hopes
for, as a matter of fact, is some
sort of agreement that there must
be 30 days' notice before a strike is
actually made effective—a sort of
breathing spell treaty, so to speak.
But few believe that even this would

of nations making war before they
formally declare it is just as effec-
tive—a bit of tactics—even if un-
fair—in labor warfare as in inter-
national conflicts.

Meanwhile, of course, all this la-
bor legislation, including also the
much desired—on the part of the ad-
ministration—federal regulation of
wages and hours, is waiting on the
outcome of the President's fight to
enlarge the Supreme court.

It would be pac tactics, most New
Dealers believe, to put any legisla-
tion through before the high court
has its new blood transfusion. To
get any part of the program accom-
plished in advance of action on the
court enlargement law would, it is
thought, take just that much steam
out from the pressure for the court
fight. This battle is tough enough,
the New Dealers realize, without
surrendering an ounce of advantage.

All of which spells infinite delay.
There is . o thought in the senate
of expediting that debate. Senator
Henry F. Ashurst, chairman of the
senate judiciary committee, despite
a complete flop to the President's
side, announces he will fight any
move to invoke cloture. Which
means that the talkers in the senate
will not be restrained.

Best estimates are that the final
vote will not come before June, even
if then, which means that all the
new labor legislation, and the farm
legislation as well, must wait until
after that.

Heavier Spending

Much heavier federal spending
with higher taxes on 1937 incomes,
both corporate and individual—de-
spite the heavily increased returns
of March 15—are definitely on the
administration’'s agenda. The vig-
orous disclaimers on Capitol hill
that followed the insistence of M.
S. Eccles, reserve board chairman,
that the budget must be balanced
by new levies are just so much eye-
wash.

Congress is in a spending mood
and the administration is headed
toward what tories will call a
spending orgy. Bitter protestis of
senators and representatives will be
calmed by administration insistence
that new taxes to finance spending,
without too great additions to the
federal debt, are necessary to head
ofi inflation—which would hit the
consumer. Those in congress who
oppose the tax boost will be put in
the position of protecting the rich
and the corporations—of grinding
the faces of the poor.

Capitol hill leaders have not yet
been consulted, just as they were
not on the Supreme court enlarge-
ment proposal.

Chairman Eccles' statement was
not prompted solely by the slight
decline in price of federal bonds.
The administration is interested in
that too, but far from frightened—
actually the day Eccles made his
statement government 4 per cent
bonds sold at 112, and some 2%
per cent bonds sold at a fraction
over par, so the decline could hardly
be called a debacle.

The government {is concerned
about this slight decline in prices
because the whole move is a straw
in the wind which, if it continued,
would result in higher interest rates.
The government does not want high-
er interest rates, for two reasons. It
wants to keep its own interest pay-
ments down, and it wants to en-
able business to borrow as cheaply
as possible so as to encourage new
industries and greater employment

Trial Balloon

So Eccles' statement was not just
a trial balloon. It was a warning—
set up to make the impact less
dreadful when it comes, later this
year. The administration is gravely
concerned over the political and
economic effects of the continued
advance in the cost of living, al-
ready set in motion by business re-
vival, advances in wages and short-
ening of hours. It fears something
approaching a buyers’ strike a lit-
tle later when a great mass of con-
s-mers, with no pay raises, find
their incomes simply won't stretch.

Hence the importance of budget
balancing, or at least a step in that
direction, so as to head off the fear
of actual currency inflation accel-
erating price rises already resulting
from other causes.

But the really important point is
that the administration is de-
termined on much greater spend-
ing on relief to meet the situation
described by President Roosevelt
in recent speeches—for instance,
that so huge a percentage of the
population is still
housed, ill-clad, undernourished and
generally below the level of a de-
cent standard of living.

Roosevelt does not contemplate
ever eliminating federal relief. He
regards it as a certainty for all
time, regardless of whether there
be prosperity or depression. He
agrees with Harry L.. Hopkins that
even in boom times there will be
something like 5,000,000 families
whose incomes must be supplement-

ed by the government. He also
agrees with Hopkins that the gov-
ernment has not scratched the sur-
tace in providing better housing.
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PETER RABBIT BEGINS TO
HAVE DOUBTS.

PETER RABBIT had been very
much excited when he had seen
poor, helpless Mrs, Grouse carried
away by Farmer Brown's boy.
When he had led Farmer Brown's
boy to the place where Mrs, Grouse
was a prisoner under the hard, icy
snow crust he had supposed that
when he broke through it Mrs,
Grouse would promptly fly away.
He hadn't dreamed that she was
too weak to fly. And so when she
had been picked up and carried off
Peter hadn't known what to think.

““What Did I Tell You?' Said Sam-
my With a Wicked Chuckle.

Somehow he felt quite sure that no
harm would come to her, for ever
since he had seen Tommy Tit the
Chickadee eat from the hand of
Farmer Brown's boy, Peter had
thought more kindly of him. And
then. too, during these hard times
when food was so hard to find Farm-
er Brown's boy had left cabbage
leaves and turnips and carrots
where Peter Rabbit could find them.
No, he couldn't believe that any
harm was going to come to Mrs.
Grouse and he said as much to
every one who repeated to him the
dreadful. false story Sammy Jay
had told of how Mrs. Grouse had
been killed and taken home by
Farmer Brown's boy for his dinner.

But when one day went by and
then another and another, without
any sign of Mrs. Grouse, and when
Tommy Tit had made several trips

In Black and Pink

Black and pink are effectively
combined in this tiny felt breton.
It is black on top with a fillet and
facing of pink. The suit is sheer
black woolen made with a knife
pleated skirt and having a blouse
of pink crepe. Pink suede gloves
are worn with it.

up to Farmer Brown's dooryard and
reported that he saw nothing of Mrs.
Grouse, although he looked every-
where, Peter began to have doubts.
Yes, sir, Peter began to have
doubts. He even went up to the
dooryard himself one moonlit night
without any result save to have
a terrible scare when Bowser the
Hound surprised him and drove him
into the old stone wall on the edge
of the Old Orchard.

Every day Sammy Jay hunted up
Peter, and said unpleasant things.
“What did I tell you?" said Sammy
with a wicked chuckle. ‘“What did
I tell you, Peter Rabbit? If Mrs.
Grouse hasn't been killed and eaten,
where is she? What has become of
her? Tell me that!"

Of course Peter couldn't. It was
what he wanted to know himself.
All he could say was ‘I don't believe
it. and you haven't any business to
tell such dreadful stories when you
don't know any more about it than
I do; so there, Sammy Jay!"

Sammy would fly away laughing
a harsh, unpleasant laugh, It always
tickles him to tease Peter and make
him feel uncomfortable. And Peter
did feel uncomfortable. You see, in
spite of himself, that little doubt
kept growing and growing. He just
couldn't help it. Peter wouldn't
harm anybody for the world, and
he wouldn't bring harm to anybody,
not even to Reddy or Old Granny
Fox unless it was to save his own
life and yet he had reason enough
to wish them harm, for they had
given him enough terrible frights
to have made any kind of bad wishes
excusable. But Peter isn't that
kind. And now he was beginning to
blame himself for having led Farm-
er Brown's boy to the place where
Mrs. Grouse had been a prisoner.

“She might have got out some
other way." said Peter to himself,
though right down in his heart he
felt sure that she couldn't have.

Putting Our Fingers to Work

Mrs. Lillian Greneker,

of a thimble-like apparatus.
to revolutionize the traditional

and crafts.
fingers are tiny brushes,

New York artist, wearing her set of fingertip
implements which are adjusted to the ten fingers of the hands by means
This invention of Mrs. Greneker promises
use of the human hands and fingers in
a variety of fields, ranging trom art and child education to the industries
Some of the implements which extend from the ends of the
pencils and metal tools for many purposes.

“Oh, dear, I wish I knew what has
become of her, I don't believe any
harm has come to her, and yet—
and yet—dear me. I just don't know
what to believe."

«Just think the best of every one;

wyou'll find it always pays.

It helps folks try to do their best

And mend their evil ways."

It was Tommy Tit speaking, and
you know Tommy practices what
he preaches. Peter sighed. “I'm
trying to, Tommy, I'm trying to!
But what do you Suppose€ has be-
come of Mrs. Grouse? Sometimes
I think she is safe and sometimes
I think—well, I don't know what I
do think. I'm full of doubts,’ said
Peter.

“Dee, dee, think the best, Peter!
Think the best! That's what I do."”
And with this Tommy Tit flew over

to the Old Orchard.
T W. Burgess.—WNU Service.

to the Ailing House

RENOVATING OLD FLOORS

AWELL made floor, properly
finished and kept in good con-
dition, is an asset o a house, and
contributes greatly to its appear-
ance. On the other hand, floors that
are in poor condition, rough and
worn, give an air of shabbiness to
a house and its furnishings, however
elaborate these may be.

A floor of good wood can be done
over at no great expense. The job
should start with scraping, which
is easily and quickly done by an
electric floor machine, This ma-
chine cuts off the old finish, grinds
down the roughnesses, and discloses
a new wood surface that can be
finished in any desired color and
manner. Such cleaning sometimes
brings out unknown bea uties. 1 know
of one century-old house that was
being renovated by a new OWwner.
The floors of the living-room and
dining-room were almost black with
many coats of stain and varnish.
On resurfacing them with a floor
machine, the floors developed to be
of exceptionally fine parquet; a most
welcome disclosure for which the
owners were entirely unprepared.

Old floors of soft wood may be
too badly worn for much to be done
with them. Also, in such floors,
cracks are likely to have developed
between the boards. In such cases
new flooring can be laid on top. The
first step should be the scraping of
the old floor to provide a smooth
and level surface on which the new
can be laid.
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Flooring of oak and maple in any

one of several grades can be had in |

thin boards to be nailed on the old
floor over a lining of building paper.
With the old floor providing the
necessary strength, the new is lit-
tle more than a finish to take the
wear. Parquet flooring can also be
used.

For many rooms, linoleum makes
an excellent finish. Rubber or as-
phalt tile can also be used. These
materials, especially linoleum and
rubber, can be had in good design
and color, and will give long serv-
ice. Another flooring is made of
cork in compressed blocks. This
material is quiet and has the great
advantage of providing a high de-
gree of insulation. It is especially
good for rooms that for some rea-

son of construction have cold floors.

© By Roger B. Whitman
WNU Service.

THE LANGUAGEL
OF YOUR HAND

By Leicester K. Davis

@ Public Ledger, Inc

The Painstaking |
Fingtr of Jupiter

Y NOW, if you have been read-

ing the preceding lessons atien-
tively, and have made practical ap-
plication of the principles outlined,
you will have found the forefinger
uncanny in its disclosures of pow-
er and purpose. For these two qual-
ities of the personality are here,
perhaps, more definitely indicated
than in any other major element
of the hand.

The Painstaking Finger ot Jupiter.

Until one has learned to differ-
entiate the characteristics found in
this element of hand-study, there I8
a tendency to confuse this type with
the Overcautious Finger of Jupiter
described in Lesson 25. In both
these types the outstanding feature
is the irregularity of the finger it-
self and its decided bend toward the
second finger.

SOMEWHERE

THE ROSES

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

HE woods will soon be full of
flow'rs,

Blossoms that never will be ours,

Chained to the city by some duty.

But I am glad that there is beauty

In this old world, however far

From all things beautiful we are.

And I have never been so sad
That one thought has not made me
glad:
That in the world were fairer
places,
And in the world were happier
faces,
Whatever trouble I had known,
The disappointment was my own.

Whatever griefs may overcome
Myself, it is not so with some.
Somewhere the woods are full of
roses,
Someone at night in peace re-
poses,
Somehow the world is very blest,

If not for me, then for the rest.
© Douglas Malioch.—WNU Service,

KNOW THYSELF

by DR. GEORGE D. GREER

DO WOMEN “FEEL BAD"” MORE
THAN MEN DO?

OME women seem to ‘‘feel bad"
all the time, and popular opin-
ion has it that women, in general,

but the findings of scientists show
just the opposite. A study of 413
undergraduates recently showed
that the *“‘euphoria’ (feeling of well-
being) among the women was con-
siderably above that of the men. It
was also found that the women got
about an hour more sleep daily
than the men and that the men who
got eight hours or more sleep daily
had a much higher average of feel-
ing well than those who got less
than eight hours’ sleep. It is be-
lieved by the investigators that the
amount of sleep definitely affects
the feeling we have toward our-
selves and toward life in general.
Perhaps this is the cause of “Blue
Monday."

finger. Also its inclination toward
the second finger is much less angu-
lar. The joints are knotty, which
gives the finger Iis irregular con-
tour, and the space between the nail
joint and the nail tip is often of quite
unusual length.

A forefinger of this type often has
the thumb lying close to it, even
when the hand is widely extended,
a characteristic which emphasizes
the indications of slow but sure
thoroughness,

The man or woman with this type
of forefinger is sure to be scrupu-
lously exact in all matters intrusted
to his or her care. And while ini-
tiative may seem to be lacking, per-
severance and clear thinking may
be counted upon to compensate for

The painstaking type, however, is
indicated by length that is far great-
er than that of the overcautious fore-
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what otherwise would be a real defl-

feel this way more than do men; |

Inherited Overwelght.
HEN a patient consults a phy-
sician regarding a reduction
in his or her weight one of the first
questions the physician will ask is
about the parents, grandparents,
uncles, aunts and cousins, If there
is a “tendency'’ to overweight on
the side of either of the parents,
the physician knows that the weight
reduction is apt to take some time.
Dr. R. Gurney,
Buffalo, in Archives
of Internal Medi-
cine, Chicago, stud-
died seventy - five
stout women in the
§ outpatient depart-
ment of the Buffalo
General hospital,
with three points in
mind: (1) the fac-
tors associated with
the onset of over-
weight as com-
pared to the same
factors or circumstances occurring
in a non-stout group of women; (2)

Dr. Barton

weight in the parents of the stout
group as opposed to that in the par-
ents of a non-stout group; (3) the
body build of the progeny or chil-
dren of different matings with es-
pecial reference to inheritance of
build.

Fifty-five women who were defin-
itely not stout were chosen at ran-
dom as ‘‘contrels'’ (that is for coms-
parison because they were of nor-
mal weight and build), These "‘con-
trols'' were of the same age group
as the stout women and had prac-

| tically the same number of opera-

tions and the same number of chil-

| dren — operations and childbirth
| were named by both groups of wom-

on as the time at which they noticed

| the great increase in weight, Others

reported that the great increase in
weight came on at puberty (14 to
16 years of age) and others that it
came on at the change of life (45
to 50 years of age).

When the ‘build’’ of the parents
of the stout group and of the con-
trol group is investigated a differ-
ence in the occurence of over-
weight is noticed.

Many Had Stout Parents.

Of sixty-one stout women whose
family history was easily investi-
gated, twenty-six had a stout moth-
er, nine had a stout father, and fif-
teen had both a stout mother and a
stout father. In contrast to all this
stoutness in the family history, of
the forty-seven not stout patients
whose family history was also
easily investigated, fourteen had a
stout mother, one had a stout father,
and three had both a stout mother
and a stout father.

Thus in the non-stout group there
was a total of 38 per cent with
either one or both parents stout
as opposed to B2 per cent in the
stout group.

A study of the progeny or children
of different matings is of interest.
There were 89 children from mat-
ings of stout persons, 65 of whom
were stout: of the 170 children of mat-
ings of a stout and a not stout per-
son, 70 were stout; of the 176 chil-
dren of matings of persons who
were not stout only 16 were stout.

This would show that while in
stout individuals there are cell ele-
ments which tend to leanness, in
thin or non-stout individuals there
are apparently no cell elements that
tend to stoutness,

It is in the cases with an “in-
herited” tendency to overweight
that a physician is justified in using
gland extracts, Where the excess
weight is distributed all over the
body, the thyroid extract may be of
help. Where the excess weight is
over abdomen, hips and shoulders,
with forearms and lower legs lend-
er, the use of extract of the anterior
pituitary gland (the little gland ly-
ing on the floor of the skull) should

give results,
. . [ ]

Planning Health and Energy.

When the business man plans that
his income will take care of ex-
penses, he is said to budget his fi-
nancial undertakings. A great many
housewives work on or use a bud-
get, putting aside so much for rent,
for food, for fuel, for clothing, for
medical and dental attention and
a little for the savings bank.

It would seem then that it would
be only good sense if each and
every one of us were to budget our
health, our energy, so that we could
do all that was possible for our
health or energy to do without rob-
bing ourselves and so causing ill
health and lack of energy.

Dr. George Crile, in his book “Dis-
eases Peculiar to Civilized Man'’
shows how the insane desire for
speed of all kinds which afflicts
and sometimes seems like to ruin
this rather mad generation is the
cause of such well recognized ail-
ments as ulcer of the stomach and
intestine, increase in the activity
of the thyroid gland in the neck
so that all the processes of the body
are driven at an increased rate of
speed, weakness of the muscular
and nervous system, and brought
about the knowledge of how to cure
these conditions by cutting the trans
mission between the brain and the
overdriven organs.

The treatment is for the physi-
cian to show the patient ‘that it is
overspending of energy in work or

ciency in the personality,
WNU Service,

play that is causing the symptoms,

| Copyright.—WNU Bervice.

the indicence or occurrence of over-
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CHAPTER VIII—Continued
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Kay returned to the attack.

“It will be a good party,” she
said persuasively. ‘‘You know the
Warren place on the Eastern
shore."

“Perfectly,’”” Jim replied.

“We've counted on you, Jim." Le- '

nore's hand touched his arm. ‘‘We
wouldn't have accepted the invita-
tion if we hadn't thought we could
pick you up on the way."

“I'm sorry,” Jim said, becoming
restive under the barrage of per-
suasion. “I'd like a binge. But I
can't leave. I have a job, Have 1
mentioned it before?"’

Kay pushed back her chair.

“1¢ I stay here I'll probably
throw things,'’ she said. ‘I haven't
patience enough to cope with a
mule. Come on, Wally, let's take
a walk before I am arrested for
assault and battery. Not a long
walk,” she added, exchanging an
amused glance with Jim as the ac-
companying gentleman languidly
unfolded himself, joint by joint, like
a carpenter's rule. ‘‘I promise not
to be strenuous, darling."”

Alone at the table under the
clipped catalpa Lenore looked at
Jim.

“‘Hello!"' she said. ‘‘Hellol' Jim
replied. He hadn't wanted to be
alone with Lenore. Kay had de-
liberately forced the situation. She
had put him on the spot. Oh, well—!
“‘Who is the codfish?'" he asked,

Lenore stiffened.

“'He is a very charming person,”
she said, with the supeérior, humor-
less expression which Jim remem-
bered with distaste. ‘I met him in
London last winter. He will be a
duke when his father dies. The most
marvelous country estate. He's vis-
iting at Aunt Laura's."”

“I'm sorry,” Jim said. Might
as well apologize. He should have
rememberéd that Lenore was in-
capable of humor directed at a title
or a celebrity.

Lenore relaxed. They made con-
versation for an interval, talking of
mutual friends, recalling shared ex-
periences, a wall between them,
recognized, unmentioned. Finally
Lenore drilled through the barrier.

“Jim," she asked not quite stead-
ily, “why did you run away?"

Jim considered.

“I didn't,’”” he said, after a mo-
ment. “Running away is premedi-
tated, isn't it? I didn't plan the
thing. It happened. Impulse. Ex-
tenuating circumstances. Lunch at
a drug-store. A horse-shoe."”

““¥ou must have been desperate,”
the said slowly. *“You must have
been awfully fed up with—every-
thing."

‘1 was,” he said,
wanting to be honest.

She raised her head, looked at
him across the table. The glow of
the fading sunset illuminated her
face.

“Fed up—with me?'" she asked.

He knew what the question cost
her. A feeling of pity for her, of
regret for a lost emotion, held him
silent for a moment. She looked
older than he had remembered.

“Tell me, Jim.'" Her voice was in-

sistent. There was pain in her
eyes, fear, humiliation. “Tell me,
darling—were you running away
from—me?"
“ It he could make her understand
without hurting her too badly. He
wanted to be honest with her, He
knew that was impossible. Pity
for her, the familiar necessity for
flattery made him feel weary and
depressed.

“I1t was everything,"
brusquely. ‘‘Sponging on Kay and
Vie. Having nothing of my own—
Good God, Lenore! Can't you un-
derstand?"’

Her lips trembled. Jim felt like
an insensitive brute.

“Don’'t you see,’”’ he said gently,
‘‘that I couldn't let you support
me?!"” His hands held hers In a
steadying clasp, emall plump hands
wearing jewels that bit into his
flesh. “We wouldn’'t have been hap-
py. You would have despised me."

“I couldn't despise you, Jim."
She looked up at him fleetingly,
looked down at his hands holding
hers. “‘Do you remember the house-
party at Princeton? The letters you
wrote me after I was married? My
ring, that babyish thing with the
turquoise forget-me-nots that you
carried in your breast pocket above
your heart?"

“That was a long time ago.”

“*Too long? I haven't forgotten.”

‘Listen to me, Lenore,"” Jim said
urgently. “That week-end in Prince-
ton, your summer visit with Kay,
are a part of another existence,
The world has changed since then,
your world, mine particularly. It
jsn't a matter of making a choice.
1'd have been glad enough to go into
Uncle's business. I1'd have been a
vice-president, now. But all of that
{s water under the dam, I'm living

serious now,

he sald
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yours as Saturn is from the earth.

mon. They can never touch, can
have no point of contact. Don’t you
see?"”

“‘Never?'" She echoed the word
wistfully, forlornly.

“It's hardly possible,’” he sald.
‘'Not for years, at least. I must go
on from the start I've made, 1
have no choice.”

““You havel” Her voice was low
and intense. ‘I have enough for
both of us. Why can't you shere it
with me? If you love me enough—"'

““There can be no love without re-
spect. I'm saying this badly, per-
haps. I wouldn't be myself if I let
you support me. You'd hate me.
I'm so fond of you., You've been
swell to me. But I won't let you
be my meal-ticket—now or ever.”

Her eyebrows lifted. Her lips
curved crookedly.

“Didn’t you ever consider it—as
a last resort?” she asked with stud-
ied penetration.

“Yes,” he said. ‘Last winter,
This spring. Early in June—the
day I came here."”

Her expression softened.

‘“Why didn't you?" she asked
yreathlessly. ‘““What happened,
Jim?'"

He gave a short laugh, sheepish,
self-mocking.

“I missed the train,”” he an-
swered. . *‘I was hungry. I ate sand-
wiches in a drug-store.'”

“Jim!"

“It is amazing, isn't it? Trifles
which seem of no importance de-
cide our destiny. ‘For the want of
a nail a kingdom was lost.” If 1
hadn’'t missed the train, something
else would probably have happened.
I couldn't have gone through with
it. He bent toward her across the
table. ‘Do you understand?" he
asked gravely, gently. ‘'It had noth-
ing to do with you or my feeling
for you. I was the only one con-
cerned. Do you see?"”

He had not convinced her of any-
thing. The anger in her eyes told
him that, the crooked curve of her
full red lips. She drew her hands
from his, sat erect in her chair.

““Words!"" she said with a brittle
laugh. *“You talk well and per-
suasively, Mr. Fielding. Your frank-
ness is disarming. But I'm not an
utter and abject fool. I know."

Her change of attitude surprised
him.

“Know what?'" he said hesitantly.

“You're in love with the Vaughn
girl, I knew that when I saw you
together this afternoon. You might
have spared yourself the outburst
of eloquence. Not a bad idea. She's
pretty—and young. The estate in-
dicates a certain degree of com-
fortable affluence.’”” She lifted her
glass with a laugh that was like a
sob. ‘‘Here's to a successful cam-
paign."’

Jim’'s evening clothes, freshly
pressed, lay on the bed in his room
in the cottage.

He was going to Cecily’'s party, a
party for the Patton girl who was
to be married in September. He
had been amazed when Cecily asked
him, as a special favor, to help her
out. One of the prospective ushers
had somehow or somewhere become
involved with a bed of poison ivy.
She would be a man short, that pe-
rennial tragedy to a hostess. Jim
could avert the tragedy. Wouidn't
he—? Couldn't he?

Jim could and would when Mr.
Vaughn had approved the invitation,

Mingled, tonight, with apprehen-
gsion and the diffidence induced by
recalling his former position in the
household was a growing sense of
elation. He was going to dance
with Cecily, Tomorrow he might
regret it, Tomorrow? There was
no tomorrow. There was only to-
night. Condemned prisonera must
feel like this, he thought, when they
enjoyed a last hearty meal of chick-
en and ice-cream before they were
led to the electric chair.

Suspenders, collar, a narrow
black tie. Jim whistled as he fash-
ioned the tie into an expert bow,
as he brushed his hair to shining
smoothness, as he slipped on the
jacket.

He went downstairs. MacPher-
son glanced up over his paper.
“Bonny Prince Jamie,”" he said ad-
miringly. “You're a sight to flut-
ter the hearts of the ladies,'" and
Mrs. MacPherson beamed with ma-
ternal pride.

The night was still and clear,
There would be a moon later, very
late, an apricot August moon. Jim
walked through the garden, along
the drive, up to the familiar side
veranda. The house looked very
gay.

He was early. The guests had not
yet begun to arrive., The orches-
tra, five dapper young negroes in
tuxedos, was grouped about the pi-
ano in the hall. In the dining-room

one of the caterer's men was mix-
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Our worlds have nothing in com- |

ing punch under Mr. Vaughn's su-
pervision.
“Anything I can do?'" Jim asked.
‘"raste this stuff,” Mr. Vaughn
filled a glass for Jim. ““Too strong?"
he asked.
“Just right."”
on the table.

Jim waited while Mr., Vaughn
gave further instructions to the ca-
terer's man and then went with
him into the hall. It was empty,
now. The members of the orches-
tra were out on the side veranda,
talking in undertones, joking, their
laughter discreetly lowered.

“Everything seems to be all
right,”” Mr. Vaughn said, standing
in the open door, looking out across
the terrace and the lawn where the
lanterns floated in still darkness.
“Looks festive, doesn’'t it? I want
Cecily to enjoy her party.' His
glance turned to Jim. ‘'Having a
grown daughter is a tough propo-
sition,”’ he said.

“I ecan neither agree nor dis-
agree,”” Jim said, smiling. ‘“I've
had no experience."

Mr. Vaughn made no immedi-
ate reply. It was apparent to Jim

Jim set the glass

A voice hailed them, ‘‘Hello, you
twol"’

The gentlemen looked toward the
stairs. Cecily was descending slow-
ly, trailing a hand along the ban-
ister, deliberately making an ap-
pearance.

Cecily was lovely tonight, She
wore a slim shining cream-colored
dress which broke into cascades of
ripples below her knees. Her bright
hair was bound with a wreath of
golden leavés and golden sandals
twinkled beneath the satin ripples of

“‘Didn't You Ever Consider It—
As a Last Resort?”

her skirt. Excitement deepened the
peach-like bloom of her cheeks and
shone in her dark golden eyes.
Above her, around her, floated a
soft radiance, lovely luminous
glow. She camétoward them, smil-
ing. Jim drew a short painful
breath.

“Am I all right?'' she asked, turn-
ing for their approval, her arms
extended, her head turned to watch
them over her shoulder. ‘Do 1
look pretty nice?”

“you'll do,” her father replied,
the pride and affection in his face
discounting the brief comment, and
“Dazzling!' Jim said, having difii-
culty with his voice.

‘“Have you given the men in-
structions about parking the cars?"
she asked her father and, *'Jim,
would you mind awfully seeing that
the lanterns along the terrace are
lighted. That Ralph is an imbecile.
He hasn't one brain cell to rattle
against another."

“I'm not on duty tonight,”" Jim
said, smiling. But he went to light
the lanterns, taking with him a lit-
tle of her radiance, hurrying to-
ward the moment when he would
see her again, dance with her, hold
her silken slenderness in his arms.

The moment which he anticipated
was slow in arriving., Cecily, for a
time, was occupied with the arriv-
ing guests, with greetings and in-
troductions. When the music start-
ed she was whirled off by the pros-
pective groom and, in turn, by the
wedding party to a man. Jim
danced with a languid blonde who
asked him if he didn't think that
dancing in hot weather was too ut-
terly foul and with a pert little
red-head who thought the music was
too divine and that dancing out-of-
doors was too marvelous and the
lanterns awfully amusing.

Later, when he met Cecily in the
center of the floor, she asked:

“Why haven't you danced with
MAr <,

“I haven't a landing net."

“Want to now?"’

“Awfully."

He was dancing with her at last,
at last he held her in his arms,
breuthed the fragrance of her hair,
felt her forehead against his chin,
She danced beautifully, effortlessly,
not as Dolly danced, with spirited
abandon, but with a fluid grace,
like a wave, like a—He gave it up,
content to dance with her silently,
endlessly, on and on—forever,

She drew a little away, looked up
at him.

“Is it a nice party, Jim?"

“Grand.”

“Vou're making a terrific impres-
sion."

Jim scarcely heard what she said.
He watched varying colors wash
over her face, violet, rose, amber,

as they moved under the lanterns.

that he had something on his mind. I

) |-

Cecily, Cecily darling. I love you
so. What am I going to do? . . .

The music stopped. There was en-
thusiastic applause.

““That was nice,”” Cecily said. “I
like to dance with you."

““That goes for me, too."”

The music recommenced, She
came into his arms again. The tune
was familiar. Presently the plain-
tive baritone sang—

‘“‘T've told every little star
Just how sweet I think you are.
Why haven't I told you?"

‘“Cecily—""

She lifted her head, glanced up
questioningly.

‘‘Listen, Cecily—! If I could sing
and knew all the words—"'

“Jim — ?'"" She pronounced his
name softly, breathlessly, looking
up at him steadily., There was a
suggestion of alarm in her eyes,
more than a hint of compassion.
He saw the pulse in her throat stir
and beat, as though something alive
were imprisoned there, something
that wanted to be released.

The orchestra repeated the re-
frain, playing softly now, with a low
muted rhythm.

“Jim—'' She stirred gently in his
arms. ‘Jim, are you—?"

He hadn't intended that she should
know. The compassion in her eyes
brought him back to reality, He
didn't want her to pity him,

“I'm making love to you,” he
said lightly, smiling down into her
eyes.

““Are you—Jim?"

‘‘Shouldn’'t I?'" he asked teasing-
ly. ‘“When it's a party and there
are lanterns and music like this
and pink punch and a prospective
bride?”

“Silly!" She laughed naturally,
with relief. ‘“You frightened me.
I thought—for a minute—you meant
it. Conceit!"

When the dance ended, she led
him to the changing group at the
end of the terrace. Presently she
slipped away. When he saw her
again, she was dancing with her fa-
ther., He thought, watching her
above his partner's head, a sleek
head, blue-black as an egg-plant,
that her shining look was intensi-
fied, as though, in the interval since
she had left him, something, some-
one had given it a new breath-tak-
ing luster. Cecily, Cecily darling!

She came to him at the end of
the dance.

“Will you excuse me, Millicent.”
she apologized to Jim's last part-
ner. *I mus: drag Jim away. It's
awfully important.”

‘'Certainly.”

“Where are we going?"
asked.

“Out to the summer-house. 1l've
something to tell you.” Happiness
sang in her voice, lent wings to her
golden sandals. She picked up her
rippling skirt and, catching Jim's
hand, ran with him down the cen-
tral path of the garden. Beside the
fountain she stopped. ‘I can't
wait!"" she said with a little laugh.
“The summer - house is too far
away.'”” She lifted her face, her
hands touched his shoulders, her
lips touched his. “Thank you,” she
said softly. *‘Thank you, Jim."

Jim collected his scattering wits.

““What for?' he asked, feeling the
light touch of her lips, hearing, as
though it came from far away, the
splash and drip of the fountain.

“Father just told me,"” she said
breathlessly. “Jerry is coming for
a visit. I couldn't wait to thank
you, I do thank you, Jim!"

“I had nothing to do with it."”

“Didn't you? Early this evening
when you and Father were talking
in the hall—Didn't you suggest it
to him ther?"

“No.” Jim said roughly. ‘“I've
never mentioned it. You've noth-
ing to thank me for."

“Why?'" she stood very close to
him, looked up at him gearchingly.

“Because—'" 'The moon, rising
above the woods at the crest of the
hill, sprayed the garden with light.
He saw her distinctly, her parted
lips, the question in her eyes. She
saw him with equal clarity. Some
of the brightness went out of her
face.

“Jim!" she cried on a soft won-
dering note of alarm and compre-
hension. ‘‘You meant it, didn't you?
When we danced—That song—"

‘‘Yes."

“I'm sorry—'' She swayed toward
him. He caught her in his arms,
held her, bent her head back to
press his lips against the soft hollow
in her throat, kissed her with pas-
sion and with gentleness, her hair,
her eyes, her lips, released her

Jim

By CHERIE NICHOLAS
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LMOST any suit is trumps in

spring fashions. The great va-
riety of wool fabric has been an in-
spiration to the designers, who have
outdone themselves in creating ir-
resistible suits ranging in type
from the most casual sports mod-

el to the most formal dressmaker
suits.

The outstanding appeal of suits
this spring is their ingenious play
of contrast—the most fascinating
contrasts in weaves and in pattern-
ings, some plaided some striped,
others such as bright tweeds with
multi-colored nubbings and other
amazing novelty woolens, these
contrasted with plain most fetch-
ingly.

The old story of mannish tailored
suits is given several brand new
twists this season, greatly due to
revived fashion interest in fabrics
that were your grandmother's fav-
orites when she was a girl.

The old-fashioned, now new-fash-
ioned twills which are showing such
strong revival are as adaptable
to dressmaker suits, which are fem-
ininity itself, with their quaint
peplums and soft stitched lapels as
they are to strictly classic tailleurs.
Gray, beige, postman blue and navy
are favorites in twills.

Sheer wools and wool crepes in
gsolid or novelty patterned iabrics
answer to the call for bolero and
eton jacket suits., Often the bolero,
or some such jacket type, is of the
novelty wool topping a suit or tai-
lored dress of monotone weave,
These feminine devices in refresh-
ingly versatile moods will be flour-
ishing the entire season through and
we've seen them with linings and
blouses in bright or pastel tafleta
with either *swing or full-pleated
skirts.

For planning a spring wardrobe,
the three-piece suit is a logical be-
ginning. By three-piece we mean
any type suit or tailored wool dress
you may choose plus a weather-
resisting topcoat or a debonair cape
(capes are so very smart) in a gor-
geous woolen that accents color
glory and weave to an exciting de-
gree.

Your suit choice may be delight-
somely frivolous and youthful,
stressing a perk jigger coat, (the
young set adores this new type) es-
pecially if it is of gay tapestry plaid
woolen in colors of saddle-tan
and brown as centered in the group
pictured. Note the small pointed
collar and diagonal slash pockets.
The skirt in saddle-tan shetland-
type tweed has three stitched gores
in front, and the matching border-
stitched tuxedo of the coat buttons
down on either side of the collar.

Perhaps you prefer to top a lus-
trous fleece wool in saddle-tan with
a finger-tip swagger coat that fas-
tens high at the neck with an un-
usual leather clasp, as illustrated
to the left. The suit itself has five
leather buttons down the front of its
jacket, because leather trimmings
are quite the rage this season.

In the model to the right the color
contrast theory is worked out stun-
ningly in that the collarless cutaway
jacket worn with this smart finger-
tip jacket-suit of men's wear flan-
nel. is of gray and red check woolen
with a red belt and ascot for ac-
cents. Topped with its jaunty swag-
ger coat in a gray herringbone wool
the idea of using three contrasting
wool weaves is demonstrated to a
nicety. And so in conclusion, what-
ever system you use, in a swank
suit, you'll lead in fashion-rightness

—and with finesse.
@® Western Newspaper Union,

TAFFETA WITH NET

By CHERIE NICHOLAS

when, through the splashing sound | F &
of the fountain, through distant mu- | f& 20
sie, through the drumming in his | e
ears, he heard her soft shaken cry. s

They stood facing each other in i

the diffused white moonlight,
saw that her lips were trembling.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Formosa Famous for Fence
Ceded to Japan by China in 1895,

Formosa is famous for one of the |

most unusual fences in the world,

Called the Aiyu-Sen, or guard line, |

it extends for more than 360 miles,

of which 230 are electrified. Its pur- '

pose is to keep back the Chin-hwan,
or ‘‘wild savages,’” who live in the
interior and raid the civilized com-
munities which cling precariously to
a narrow belt of coastline, The
savages number more than 100,000
and are divided into 146 tribes.
They practice head-hunting. For
currency, salt is used. Instead of
priests they have priestesses.
These women act as “‘rain destroy-
ors.’” It rains so much in Formosa
that “rain - making', practiced
among primitives of dry climates,
gives way to savage incantations to

He |

Net enters into many phases of
the mode this season, not the least
important of which is its use for
daytime dresses and for tailored
themes, in contrast to its sprightly
bouffancy for full-skirted party
trocks. The very good-looking tail-
ored afternoon dress here shown is
of black net of bemberg yarn band-
od with black taffeta. You'll find
this gown a friend indeed all spring
and all summer. Just now it is ideal
to waar under your coat. Top with
a gay little chapeau and you will
be ready to go anywhere social ap-

prevent rainfall.—Washington Post | pointments may call

ACCESSORY NOTES
ON SPRING STYLES

Some of the trimmed sports
frocks this spring are made of
men's shirting. Chambrays in dusty
roses, blues and olive Egreens,
brown cottons splashed with small
white figures and gray and white
striped silks make both dresses and
play suits combining skirt, blouse
and shorts (longer than last year).
Tucked bosoms and vests and pock-
et accents whose siripes run con-
trary to those in the blouse are
among the mannish accents which
have been borrowed for thes. fem-
inine frocks.

Accessories hold a bright spot in
the spring style spotlight. Several
Fifth avenue shops display entire ac-
cessory ensembles in patent leather,
Big patent leather bags, patent
leather daisy boutonnieres and
black suede shoes tipped with the
same shining leather are designed
to wear with suits.

Other accessory notes are twin
boutonnieres to be worn on each
lapel of a suit jacket. Sometimes
they are rich carnations of the
same color, again feather butler-
flies with bright spots on their wings
and again gay feather fancies like
those worn in Tyrolian hats.

Romantic Motif Marks New

Gowns for Evening Wear

Embodying the glamour of the
era when Vienna danced to the
rhythms of Johann Strauss’ immort-
al melodies, the new evening gowns
recapture the flowerlike grace of a
romant.c century.

Starched nets and chiffons, white
and pastel colored organzas and
stiffened laces are the most impor-
tant fabrics and pastel colorings
are stressed.

Bodices for the most part are
simple, many being adorned with
big clusters of chiffon flowers iIn
contrasting shades. Girdles are nar-
row and emphasize slender walsi
lines.

New Suits Stress Contrast Wools | Enchanting Gilts

of Lacy Crochet

Pattern 1345

A chance at rare beauty—genu-
ine luxury—is yours in this lovely
crocheted lace cloth! Just a 6
inch medallion erocheted in string
forms it—you'll have a quantity
of them together in no time. And
what lovely gifts you can make
of them—chair sets, scarfs, pil-
lows, buffet sets are but a few
suggestions. They cost you next to
nothing and are something that
will last and be cherished in-
definitely, Pattern 1345 contains
directions for making the medal-
lion and joining it to make various
articles: illustrations of it and of
all stitches used; material re-
quirements,

Send 15 cents in stamps or coins
(coins preferred) for this pattern
to The Sewing Circle Needlecraft
I[\:llra*;:n‘,.. 82 Eighth Ave., New York,

) 4

Write plainly pattern number,

your name and address,

Dr. Plerce's Favorite Prescriptionis a
tonle which has been helping women
of all ages for nearly 70 years, Adv.

Injuring Friendship
He takes the greatest ornament
from friendship, who takes mod-
esty from it.—Cicero.

— e e —

FOR EARLY
MORNING HEADACHES

Demand and Get Genuine

BAYER ASPIRIN

Boomerang
His own misdeeds often return
to the author of them.—Seneca.

- A_ Good Laxative

The bad feelings and dullness
often attending constipation take
the joy out of life, Try a dose of
Black-Draught at the first sign of
constipation and see how much bet-
ter 1t is to check the trouble before
it gets a hold on you. Black-
Draught is purely vegetable and Is
so prompt and reliable, Get re-
freshing rellief from constipation by
taking purely vegetable

BLACK-DRAUGHT

Persistence Wins
Stubborn labor conquers every-

thing.—Vergil.
S a young man the

o, ._'-.‘:'f}' X late Dr. R. V. Plerce

sracticed medicine in Pa

After moving to Buffalo,

N. Y., he gave to the drug

trade (nearly 70 years

ago) Dr. Pierce's Favor-

ite Prescription. Women

i who suffer from “nerves,”

s irritability and discom-

forts associated with functional disturbances

should try this tonic. It stimulates the ap-

rﬂita and this in turn increases the intake of

ood. helping to upbuild the body, Buy now |
Tabs 50c, liquid $1.00 and §1.35.

DOCGTOR

Tax That's Collected
Someone wants to tax sin. Well,
isn't it taxed?

“BLACK LEAF 40

Keeps Dogs Away from
Evergreens, Shrubs etc.

WNU—4

Watch Your
" Kidneys/

Help Them Cleanse the Blood
of Harmful Body Waste

Your kidneys are constantly fil
waste matter from the blood stream. Bu
kidneys sometimes lag in their work—do
not act as Nature intended—Iall to re-
move impurities that, il retained, may
Euh-nn the system and upeet the whole

ody machinery.
be nagging backache,

Symptoms ma
parsistent headache, attacks of dizziness,
getting up nights, swelling, puffiness
under the eyes—a feeling ol nervous
anxiety and loss of pep and strength.
Other signs ol kidney or bladder

order may be burning, scanty or too
frequent urination.

here should be no doubt that prompt
treatment is wiser than neglect. [Eo
Doan's Pills. Doan's have been winning
new [riends for more than forty years.
They have a nation-wide reputation.

Are recommended by grateful the
country over, Ask unz:. mnlmﬁ.

DOANS PILLS




