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FAMOUS WASHINGTON CORRESPONDENT

Washington. — Just one more
change on the Supreme court bench
and folks will begin wondering why
President Roosevelt thought Ilast
January that any packing was nec-
essary! Yet two or three more
changes are almost certain within a
year.

The court now stands as follows:

Left: Brandeis, Cardozo, Stone,
Black.

Middle:

Right:
Reynolds.

So that to obtain a favorable five
to four decision, any question need
only have a sufficient approach to
being within the realm of federal
powers to win the votes of one of
the two middle of the roaders to be
assured of victory.

Which is the more significant
when it is realized that Black takes
the place of Justice VanDevanter,
who belonged in the extreme
“‘right'’ division.

So that the difference is that the
three remaining conservatives,
Sutherland, Butler and McReynolds,
must now win the support of both
of the middle of the roaders, Hughes
and Roberts, in order to win.

Both middle of the roaders will
probably serve on the court for a
long time, but all three of the con-
servatives are headed for retire-
ment in the near future. As a mat-
ter of fact, if there were not the
present bitter conflict all three
would have retired at the end of the
term in June. This is regarded
as an undeniable fact by personal
{friends of the three justices. It has
also been well known for some
time that Justice Brandeis would
like to retire.

Retirement of Brandeis, of
course, would not be much of a
change. True, Brandeis, with Car-
dozo and every other member of
the court, voted the NRA out the
window. Whereas Senator Black,
not only publicly, but in his pri-
vate conversations, denounced the
court for that decision.

But even if President Roosevelt
had been granted his six justice in-
crease last January it would not
have affected the NRA case, assum-
ing that precisely the same question
could have been presented to the
enlarged court. For apparently
nine justices would have voted as
they did before, and the new six,
presumably, would have voted as
the man who appointed them want-
ed,

+ That would have left it nine to six
against the new version of NRA.

In the picking of Black, of course,
the President came pretty close—
as close as it was humanly possible
to come in calculating ahead—to
avoiding a fight in the senate on con-
firmation. Obviously any lawyer
who had expressed the views on
economic questions that Black has
would have encountered a tremens-
dous fight.

So if Roosevelt wants to fill the
vacancies sure to come in a few
months by men holding Black's
views, he will probably name other
senators!

Cotton Plan Wrong

President Roosevelt is not ex-
plaining the real reasons why he
consented to cotton loans after so
positively telling the newspaper
men that there would be no loans
without crop control legislation. But
the tremendously important thing
about the whole business is that
from the point of view of the econ-
omist invoking the law of supply
and demand, both the President and
the senators and representatives
who forced government cotton
loans over his protest, are wrong.

Either the President's plan or the
plan of the congressmen will lead
inevitably to disaster for the South,
in the opinion of every disinterest-
ed expert who has studied the situa-
tion. Either plan would lead to
holding the price of cotton up to 12
cents a pound or better. In fact,
either plan aims at putting the
price higher than that.

Under the so-called ‘'parity
price’ theory, the price of cotton
should be about 17 cents a pound.
This ‘‘parity price' figure is de-
termined by measuring the buying
power of a pound of cotton over the
years from 1909 to 1914—the period
immediately preceding the outbreak
of the World war.

The point is, how many cenis a
pound would cotton have to be now,
or at any given time, in order to buy
the same amount of other commodi-
ties that the average sales price of
cotton would have bought in this
1909-1914 period?

If prices go up, of course, the
“‘parity price'' moves up with them.
Presumably the whole effort of the
administration should be to main-
{ain this “parity price.”

Well, that is a very pleasant thing
for a cotton farmer to contemplate,
if he doesn't think of anything
else. But lhere are a few other
things which, if he does any reading
or thinking in his off moments,
might cause some dilution of his joy
in thinking about the maintenance
of this ‘‘parity price.”

It is an uncontroverted fact that
Brazil can produce cotton at 6 cents

Hughes, Roberts.

Sutherland, Butler, Mc-

a pound—barely over one-third of |

this ‘‘parity price.'”” It is also an
uncontroverted fact that Brazil has
a tremendous acreage not yet di-
verted to cotton—an acreage big
enough to supply the entire world
with cotton, for that matter.

Brazil has already expanded her
cotton production something like ten
times as much as such optimists
on the domestic cotton situation as
Secretary of Commerce Daniel C.
Roper thought she could three years
ago. Like many others, Roper sim-
ply would not believe the reporis
that United States consuls in Brazil
were sending him.

A national magazine sent a col-
ton expert from New Orleans down
to Brazil to study the situation. He
confirmed the consular reports, but
still optimism about the domestic
cotton situation radiated in Wash-
ington.

It further happens that Germany
has been busy at work developing
a substitute for cotton. So long as
the world price is high, the Ger-
mans will work constantly at that
problem. They can produce cotton
substitute now, but the price 1s too
high. But they are confident they
can eventually get the cost of pro-
duction down.

The terrible part of the whole
business is that once Brazil has in-
creased her production sufficient-
ly, or been joined by enough other
cheap producers, there is very little
the United States government can
do. The world will be supplied with
cotton from sources other than the
United States, and at a price below
the cost of production in every state |
east of the Mississippi river. In
fact, there are only two states, Texas |
and Oklahoma, which can then con- |
tinue cotton growing at a profit.

Soft Pedal Sugar Fight |

One reason the big cnntrnversyi
over sugar is so confusing to tha;-|
average reader that he just skips
over it is that nobody is really say- |
ing what he means. Every one in-
volved has motives, but they are |
not talking about them. They talk |
about something else,

President Roosevelt and Secre-
tary of the Interior Harold L. Ickes
are working in the interest of the
island producers—Hawali, Puerto
Rico and the Virgin islands, Senn-l
tor Pat Harrison, of Mississippi,
chairman of the senate finance l
committee, and those following him |
are working in the interests of the |
sugar refiners in continental United |

States, |

Roosevelt and Ickes want to puté
no limit on the amount of sugar that |
may be refined in the islands. They |
claim that to do so would be to dis-
criminate against American citi-
zens, as these islands are all part
of the United States.

But the simple fact is that labor
is cheaper on the islands. So that
if their production were not restrict-
ed—and as there is of course no tar-
iff on the sugar they send to the
United States—the ultimate result
would be that every refinery now
working in continental United States
would be closed down.

In fact, this is perfectly known to
Ickes, who professes a desire to see
work provided in new refineries,
particularly in the Virgin islands,
his special charge. Roosevelt has |
developed a keen interest in the wel-
fare of the poor people of Puerto
Rico, ete,.

Underlying this, however, 1s some-
thing else. Roosevelt and Ickes just
happen to dislike
“‘economic rovalists'' who own the
sugar refineries in this country, par-
ticularly in Massachusetts, New
York., New Jersey, Pennsylvania |
and Louisiana. This feeling pruh-'
ably started off against a few nfl
them, but as the fight grew hot it
spread to them all. Roosevelt has
used plenty of adjectives in describ-

| was very impolite,

intensely thel I

ing the *lobby' which was trying

to get congress not to strangle the |
In fact, |

domestic refining industry.
he permitted newspaper men to
quote him to the broad general ef-
fect that it was one of the most per-
nicious and wicked outfits working
against the cause of the people.

Pat Harrison, however, has cer-
tainly proved a thorn in the admin-
istration's side on this issue.
in his heart Pat has not forgiven
the President for defeating him for
Democratic leader of the senate.
There is no doubt, whatever, of
course, that it was Roosevelt's in-
fluence which elected Alben W.
Barkley, of Kentucky, over Pat by
one vote,

In this case, however, Pat had a
local reason to fight, Many of his
Mississippl constituents work in the
refineries at New Orleans., Pat did
not want them to lose their Jobs
through the government literally
closing these refineries down.

So he offered a ‘‘compromise'
which would get around the idea of
discriminating against American
citizens. This compromise would
simply provide that all existing re-
fineries could refine sugar up to
their previous maximums, This
would keep the domestic refineries
going and permit the offshore re-
fineries to do just what they had
been doing, but would close the door

to new offshore refineries.
© Bell Syndicate,~WNU Bervice,
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BEDTIME STORY

By THORNTON W.

SAMMY AND BLACKY BOTH
TALK AT ONCE

Two tongues at once are one too many,
And better 'twere there were not any.

HICH means that when two

people try to talk at the same
time it is very unpleasant for them-
selves and even more unpleasant
for others who may have to listen
to them. When Blacky the Crow
came flying out from deep in the
Green Forest so excited that he
was cawing at the top of his voice
Sammy Jay had at once flown to
meet him. Now, Sammy was just
as excited, and he was screaming
at the top of his lungs. You see,

I'..'
My

Of Course, All the Little People
Within Hearing Hurried Over to
Find Out What It All Meant.

ne knew that Blacky had found the
stranger who had so excited him,
Now perhaps the little people of the
Green Forest and the Green Mead-
ows would believe him and no long-
er think him crazy.

But they didn't! No, sir, they
didn't! Instead they thought that
Blacky the Crow had gone crazy,
too. Never was there heard a worse
racket than Sammy and Blacky
made as they each tried to talk
louder and faster than the other.
Neither was listening to what the
other was saying, which in itself
even if they
were cousins. Worse still, each kept
interrupting the other, and, you
know, there is nothing more impo-
lite than to interrupt when another
is speaking. But neither seemed
to mind in the least. Each kept
right on talking and growing more
and more excited.

Of course, all the little people
within hearing hurried over to find
out what it all meant. But they
couldn't understand at all what
Sammy and Blacky were talking
about, You see, Sammy and Blacky
interrupted each other so often that
all that those who were listening
could make out was that there was
a great big stranger in the Green

WHAT ARE YOU SORE ABOUT
~IT'S MY HAT YOURE
WEAPIHG
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Forest, a stranger who wore a black
fur and was as big as Farmer
Brown's boy. Now, none of the lit-
tle people knew of any one as big
as Farmer Brown's boy unless it
was another boy or a man. But
Sammy and Blacky said that the
stranger was not a man. So all their
neighbors shook their heads sadly
and said: ‘‘They're crazy,” and
then again shook their heads sadly.

*““Too bad," said Jimmy Skunk.
“l1 always thought Blacky was
smart, very smart, but there cer-
tainly is something the matter with
him now."

‘““Yes, sah, there cert-nly is”
said Unc' Billy Possum. ‘'‘Some-
thing's wrong with both Br'er Jay
and Br'er Crow,.- They're foolish in
their haids."”

“Do you suppose it's catching?"
asked Bobby Coon. "You know,
Sammy Jay had it first and now
Blacky has it."

‘““What's all this fuss about?' de-
manded a new voice. It was Peter
Rabbit's. He was all out of breath,
he had hurried so. You see, he
had been way up in the Old Or-
chard, when he heard the scream-
ing of Sammy and Blacky and he
had started right away, for, you
know, Peter would feel dreadful to
miss anything that was going on.

‘“*‘Nothing, only Blacky the Crow
is just as crazy as his cousin, Sam-
my Jay,"” replied Jimmy Skunk.
‘““‘Blacky says he has seen the same
stranger in the Green Forest that
upset Sammy so. Just listen to
those two birds! Did you ever
hear anything like it? I'm going
home.,” With that Jimmy Skunk
turned his back in disgust and start-
ed up the crooked Little Path that
comes down the hill

Bobby Coon and Unc' Billy Pos-
sum started for their homes, and
Danny Meadow Mouse began to run
along one of his little paths to get

Unafraid and Unstung—Y et
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O TEST his philosophy of handling bees, ‘‘Be kind to them and you
won't get stung,” crippled Julian Joubert, of Enumclaw, Wash,, who
for 40 vears has been closely associated with them, dumped a tray over
his head and let them swarm in and out of his ears, over his face and
body, with nary a mishap. His tiny daughter, Sally, is quite as fearless as

is her father.
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as far as possible from such a
noise. But Peter Rabbit suddenly
sat up with his eyes popping right
out of his head. He had just re-
membered the strange tracks he
had seen in the snow deep in the
Green Forest just at the end of
winter. Could it be that they were
made by the stranger who had so
excited Sammy Jay and Blacky the

Crow?
©'T. W. Burgess,—WNU Service,
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TO THE

AILING HOUSE

By Roger B. Whitman

HOME PAINTING

HE last few years have seen
great changes in paints, and
particularly in enamel and varnish.
Formerly, enamel and varnish re-
quired many hours, and even sev-
eral days, for drying. Now they
dry hard in four hours or so. More
than this, they are' harder and far
more resistant to heat, moisture,
and chipping than the older types.
These quick drying finishes are
so easily applied that they are com-
ing into very common use. For ex-
ample, take the refinishing of a set
of kitchen furniture. The first step
is washing with soapsud containing
a little ammonia or washing soda
to take off all traces of grease, fol-
lowed by rinsing with clear water.
When the furniture has dried, any
glossiness of the old finish should be
dulled by rubbing with sandpaper.
This will also smooth the edges of
chipped places and of cracks. One
coat of enamel is usually all that is
needed for complete refinishing, to
be followed, if needed, by touches
of a contrasting color when the first
coat is thoroughly dry.

In painting chairs, they should be
turned upside down, and the legs
finished first, the under parts of a
table are also finished more easily
when the table is turned wupside
down.

For a good job, the mixture in the
can should be thoroughly blended
before using. With a small stick or
a putty knife, the solid mass that

NOW THERE'S

SOMETHING
TO LOOK

FORWARD
TQ =

Good News! l
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has settled to the bottom of the can
gshould be stirred into the liquid, so
that the whole comes to an even
consistency. 1 think that more
troubles with painting come from
improper mixing than from almost
anything else. The floor should be
covered with newspapers to catch
spatters. The enamel or other finish
should be brushed out with a few
quick strokes to spread it evenly,
and to prevent the forming of
“runs'’' and of drops.

When work is interrupted for a
few hours or overnight, the can
ghould be tightly closed to prevent
the contents from drying and the
formation of a skin on top. The
brush should be wiped off, rinsed in
turpentine, wiped again and
wrapped in waxed paper. Other-

wise it will harden.

@ By Roger B. Whitman
WNU Service,

THE LANGUAGE
OF YOUR HAND

By Leicester K. Davis

@ Publle Ledger, Inc
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HERE are a surprising number

of people in this world who have
far better than averave mental
equipment and yet have difficulty in
getting anywhere simply because
they haven't the concentration es-
sential to completed accomplish-
ment.

Such individuals, unfortunately,
are always conceiving really bril-
liant ideas which are practical in
every way. But, somehow or other,
they are able to carry them just so
far and no farther, Indications of
this deficiency are always found in
the fourth finger and its telltale
characteristics.

The Finger of Unstahle Mentality.

Several distinct characteristics
mark the fourth finger of this type:
(1) Shortness, (2) straightness, (3)

fullness, (4) pronounced taper. Such |'

a finger is usually well but not over
fleshed. The points are smooth,
combining with the taper to give
the finger a somewhat peglike ap-
pearance. The nail tip is gracefully
rounded, with full oval npail, sym-
metrically set.

With fingers pressed together the
tip is found usually falling midway
of the length of the third finger.

With hand extended wide the finger |
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TWO-FOOTED
MEN

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

WO-FISTED men have gone
their way,

Unwanted in this softer day.
But what I'd like to see again
At least is some two-footed men.
For many men I come across
Have one foot that's a total loss.
For many men each day I've seen
Who stand upon one foot and lean.

Some seek to lean upon a ‘‘class"

To bring “‘equality' to pass,

Some lean upon the promises

Of Townsend talking through his
fez,

Some lean upon the President,

Some lean upon the ‘‘gover'ment,”

Although they own the whole mﬂ-:
chine :

And tax one foot so one can lean.

Yet all the men who have pulled
through

Stood not on one foot but on two.

Not one success 1 ever saw

Leaned on some bureau or some |
law.

That's why I claim we need again

A nation of two-footed men.

(That's not the worst that I have
seen:

For some, alas, sit down and lean.) |
© Douglas Malloch.—WNU Service,
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Bit of String and
But One Sciuare

Luxurious lace of undreamed of |

beauty is this for tea or dinner
table! A crochet hook, some strin
and the clearly stated directione
of this easy-to-memorize pattern
are all you need to get started
Though the finished picce gives
the effect of two squares, it takee

Pattern 5845.

but one 53 inch *‘‘key’ square.

repeated, to give this rich effect.

Here's loveliness with durability
for years to come whether your
choice is a cloth, spread, scarf,
buffet set or other accessory, In
pattern 5845 you will find complete
instructions for making the square

shown; an illustration of it and of

all stitches used; material re-

guirements,

Send 15 cents In stamps or coins
(coins preferred) for this pattern
to The Sewing Circle Household
Arts Dept., 250 W, Fourteenth St.,
New York, N. Y.

Please write your name, ad-

dress and pattern number plainly.
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Tucks, tucks, tucks! There are 85
of them, to be exact, in this simple,
fine-cutting dress of Stroock's wool.
en. It is just the thing for the col-
lege girl to wear, from her first
class right through to the afternoon
date at the campus tea room,

stands far away from the third
finger. Under backward pressure

| the entire finger is found to be over-

flexible. :
WNU Service,
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“BLACK LEAF 40”

Keeps Dogs Away from
Evergreens,Shrubsete.

A 1990 100 114 Teaspoonful
: per Gallon of Spray.

Great in Acts
Be great in acts, as you have
been in thought.—Shakespeare.

bbb

firat day
LIQUID, TABLETS
8ALVE, NOSE DroP8 Headachs, 30 minutes.

Try “Rub-My-Tism”~World's Best Linimcnl

Adversity the Test ‘
Prosperity makes friends and
adversity tries them.,—Plautus.

checks

MALARIA

in three days

COLDS

In this modern time something
wonderfully worth while can be done
for practically every woman who
suffers from functional pains
menstruation, Certain cases can be
relleved by taking Cardui. Others
may need a physiclan’s treatment.

Cardul has two widely demon-
strated uses: (1) To ease the im-
mediate pain and nervousness of
the monthly period: and (2) to aid
in bullding up the whole system by
helping women to get more strength
from thelr food.
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GET RID OF

PIMPLES

New Remedy Uses Magnesia to CIgar
Skin.Firms and Smooths Complexion
—Makes Skin Look Years Younger.

Get rid of ugly, pimply skin with this
extraordinary new remedy. Dentons
Facial Magnesia works miracles in
clearing up a spotty, roughened com-
plexion. Even tgz Krul‘ few treatments
make a noticeable ditference. The ugly
spots gradually wipe away, bii pores
grow smaller, the texture of the ekin
itself becomes firmer. Before you know

. it friends are complimenting you on

your complexion,

SPECIAL OFFER

- for a few weeks only

Here is your chance to try out Denton’s
Facial ]Vi,nqnaaln ataliberal navin?. We
will send you a full 6 oz. bottle of Den-
ton's, plus a regular size box of famous
Milnesia Walers (the original Milk o
Magnesia tablets). .. both for only 60c!
Cnﬁ: in on this remarkable offer, Send
60c in cash or stamps today.

DENTON’S

Facial Magnesia

SELECT PRODUCTS, Inc. |
4402~23rd Street, Long Island City, N. Y.
Enclosed find 80¢ (cash or stamps) lor g
which send me your special introductory §
combination §
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CHAPTER X—Continued
—13—

“I had to come up and say ‘Mer-
ry Christmas,’' Serena said. She
was rosy from a cold walk, belted
into a long tweed coat with sables
loose about her shoulders and a
brimmed tweed hat drawn down
over her sea-blue eyes. ‘'Gita was
with me, but she went up to the
children. You're not sick?"’

“Lazy,"” Vicky said. ‘‘I've been
doing everything at once today, and
about an hour ago I simply gave
out."” |

I can imagine,”” said Serena.
*“With so many stockings to filL
Gita was quite envious about it
but I don't think it would be much
fun for one child to hang a stocking.
I never did it."

Flawlessly lovely. Blonde and
fresh, her hair a crisp pale gold
aganinst the rough texture of the
hat, her skin of the smooth deep
silkiness of the magnolia petal, her
eves blue—blue—blue; Vicky, study-
ing her, once again thought of the
phrase, ‘‘exquisite womanhood."
Victoria, watching her, felt an inner
trembling that was almost a verti-
How dared she! How dared
she! Or was this all a troubled
dream, one of those dreams that
came when she was too tired or
lying in some uncomfortable atti-
tude that twisted body as well as
mind?

CHAPTER XI

But it was not a dream to hear
the front door bang, and Quentin's
gtep on the stairs. and his voice at
the door.

‘‘Hello, Vicky! Having tea? Hel-
lo, Magda—Oh,'" saild Quentin, his
voice dropping, ‘'Serena? I didn't

. gee you."

They shifted about a little, to
make room for him; Anna brought
fresh toast and more tea. Vicky
put her hand to her disordered hair;
Serena sat, a picture of radiant
beauty, in her loosened furs and
brimmed hat, with the firelight and

Jamplight glowing in her eyes.

“Quentin, I'm disgraceful!’ his
wife said. “But I've been on the
go all day."” Her voice trembled,
her hand trembled, but no one no-
ticed it unless Magda did, and she
gave no sign,

“I'll bet you have. You got the
wreaths up? Did the Emporium
stuff come?"

‘“Everything's come, I think, The
gpare room looks like a toy shop."
Vicky had gotten to her feet, poured
his tea; she stood now, looking down
at him. And as he glanced up, hand-
gome, tired, relaxed after the hard
day, she wished in her heart that
he and she were dead and lying
in the warm kind earth somewhere
together.

“lI only came in to say ‘Merry
Christmas,’ "' Serena repeated once
more.

“‘Nice that you did! Well, it's
certainly going to be a cold one,”
Quentin said.

“‘Are you going out tonight, Quen-
tin? They telephoned from the San
Mateo hospital about an hour ago."

‘*“I stopped there on the way down.
No. Bledsoe's coming, at about
eight, maybe earlier—is that too
late for dinner? And then aren't we
finishing off the tree?"

‘““There isn't very much to do.”
It was cruel, this semblance to the
0ld happy holidays, this reminder
of the wonderful hours when he and
she, together in their own house in
the depth of the winter's night, had
finished off all the surprises for
the children, had filled the dangling

little stockings on so many Christ-

mas eves!

And vet Instinet taught her, and
native courage helped her, to chat
along idly with Serena, and pres-
ently to excuse herself and go off
to the nursery. She left her mother
with Quentin and Serena.

After a wild half-hour with the

children, when she was going to

" her room for a bath and a sleep,
- she met Magda going upstairs to
~ her own apartments.

‘““Are you going to give him any
hint, Vicky?'' Magda asked.

“Of what?'" Vicky said, heavily,
with averted eyes.

“That you're not going to stand
for it?"

‘‘No,” Vicky said slowly. ‘Per-
haps,” she added, scowling a little,

* gtill looking away—"'perhaps I am."
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“1 think you were smart to let
her come up,'"” Magda commented.
1 mean, if vou're going to make
a break, make a break. And if
you're not, play the game right
up to the handle"

‘1 don't think anything I can do
now is smart,' Vicky said.

“] wish to goodness there was
something I could do to help you,
Vie."

““You do help me, Mother. You
did.'” Vicky said, going on her way.
But she did not say how. She did
not say that the last phrase of her
mother's, muttered just as Anna
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had come in to the room to an-
nounce Serena, had somehow
reached her heart — reached her
soul; had changed blank despair
to despairing resolution.

“I've always thought . . . that of
all the girls I ever knew,”” Magda
had said, ‘‘you were the one to try
the long way—I mean stick to your
guns, and not let what anyone does
make you anything but what you
are.”

The only talk they were to have
on the subject for almost a long
yvear came about ten days later,
when the Christmas tree had been
sawed into short lengths that were
still draped here and there with odd
scraps of cotton and tinsel, and
when Vicky and Quentin had the
sitting-room fire to themselves,
after Magda had gone to bed.

“l was wondering—"" Quentin be-
gan, and stopped abruptly. *‘‘Won-
dering if you'd like to get away."

""Get away?'"" She was honestly
taken by surprise.

“Yep. Take Gwen and Susan, or
Kenty, if you liked, and go on a
trip somewhere?"

Victoria sat down again, looking
at him. Her heart had turned to
ice.

‘‘How could I possibly get away,
Quentin? What of the twins, and
Maddy?"

“Well, I think it's too much for
you,'" Quentin persisted gruffly and
stupidly. He sat with his big hands
locked and hanging between his
knees; his eyes were on the fire, and
his brow was slightly knitted.

‘I see,”” Victoria presently salid
slowly. ‘“‘But how,'"" she asked, after
a pause—"how could we afford that,
now?"

To this, Quentin made no answer.
After a time he said, irrelevantly:

“You see, I may have to be in
town a good deal this winter."”

‘““You mean overnight?"

“Sometimes.'”” He did not look at
her.

‘“At the club?”

‘“Well, no. Swanson has taken a
little place on Pine street, and he'd
like me to go into it with him."

“But I thought Dr. Swanson was
going to Los Angeles?"

““He'll be back and forth, he
says."

“I see,” Vicky said again, pon-
dering. Her heart was beating fast,
and she felt her spine cold—her
hands cold and wet. ‘It's Serena,
isn't it, Quentin?' she added, al-
most involuntarily, She had not
meant to ask it: it was said.

Quentin glanced quickly across at
her, looked back at the fire, His
eyves narrowed, and she saw his
jaw stiffen.

““Uh-huh,"” he said simply, with
a little philosophic shrug.

‘“You like her terribly, don't
you?'" Vicky pursued, turning the
knife in her heart.

““Oh, it isn't that!" Quentin said
impatiently. “If it was just my
liking her it wouldn't matter! Ev-
eryone likes her. I don't suppose
she's met a man in ten years who
hasn't fallen for her. A man-—her
mother's doctor—she tells me he's
one of the big men at Roosevelt hos-
pital in New York now—asked her
to marry him when she was only
fourteen."

“Really?'" Vicky said. And the
word—if he had been in any mood
to hear it, was like a sword blade
naked in the air.

““No, it isn't what I feel for her,"
Quentin, hearing nothing, went on
after a moment. ‘It's that—that I
can't see any sense in hurting her.

‘“What about Spencer?' Victoria
asked simply after a silence. ''She
has him."

‘““What did you say?"

‘“‘Didn’'t she love Spencer?"”

“‘No, that was a funny thing, too.
She tells me . . ."

Quentin told the whole story ea-
gerly, believingly. It was the story
Magda had told her daughter years
before; the story of the beautiful
woman wheedled into marriage on
the promise of love sure to follow.
Spencer, and Ferdy so long ago, and
all the other men to whom these
beautiful women later were to prove
false, had promised to *'love enough
for two."

““She's as sorry as I am," Quen-
{in presently finished.

Victoria was silent for a while,
looking fixedly into the fire. Then
she sald temperately:

““You feel that something must be
done?""

Quentin sent her a startled glance.

“Well, Lord, Vicky, she can't go
on this way, you know. Her life
over there is simply hell, that's
what it is. Morrison never has ap-
preciated her, he's completely
wrapped up in his own troubles, and
what has she to live for?"

““What do you want to do, Quen-
tin?"" Vicky asked at last, In a
temperate, expressionless voice.

His dark rumpled head was sunk L

in his big hands; he spoke hope-
lessly:

‘I don't know. 1 told her today
that I thought you'd jump at taking
a couple of the kids off for a holi-
dny — France, maybe — we could
close up this house , . ."”

Her world was tottering about
her; she heard the hurricane shriek-
ing in her ears, breathed the rush of
smothering dust, felt the good earth
shake.

*You mean leave some of them
here in the house with Nurse and a
cook and take the others off to Eu-
rope?"’

“"Well—"" His tone was dublous,
faintly irritated. He was still tum-
bling his hair with restless fingers.
“We could make some arrange-
ment,’”’ he said. *‘"What I mean is,
it doesn't seem fair to have you
here slaving yourself to death for
the kids, when—when things have
changed so. There’'s no use of three
people being unhappy, when with a
little common sense everyone'd be
satisfied.

‘*This is as much a surprise to me
as you, Vie. It came to me like a
thunderbolt, the other day, when
she told me what it meant to her.
She said she wished to God she
had never met me—she actually
said that, She felt that way about
it.

‘“*‘Now I owe her—I owe her some
consideration about it., She's got
some rights in this matter., It's
too bad when it happens this way,
but the only thing is to be honest,
and to work it out for the best for
all parties. And you must believe
that it doesn't in the least affect
what I feel for you and the chil-
dren, Vic? I mean—that's separate.
It's simply that you come to a time
in your life when you've got to be
fair to all hands."

‘“You mean that you want a di-
vorce?'

The instant she sald it she knew
that it was a mistake. She should
not have been the one to introduce
this word. But at least it seemed to
be no shock to Quentin. He said,
with a half-smile for the fire:

‘“‘She says she simply hates the
word. She was divorced once, and
the idea makes her sick. I sup-
pose it makes any decent woman
sick."

“Whatever you decide to do,
Quentin,'" Victoria said, after a mo-
ment, standing up as an indication
that the conversation was over,

i

““All Right, Serena,” She BSaid
Half Aloud.

““‘eount on leaving me here with
the children. 1 couldn't leave any
of them — it would only mean
expense and trouble for you. I'll
stay here—I'm glad we've talked
about it, anyway, and I think I'll go
to bed. Good-night."

“I think you're a tremendous
sport to take it this way. Let me
talk to her—she'll work it all out,"”
Quentin said. The library door
closed; there was no other answer.

“He's a genius, of course," Vicky
said to herself, against the surge of
pain in her heart, as she went
slowly upstairs in the big house
that of late had seemed so wintry
and desolate. '‘He's a genius, and
geniuses have times of not knowing
what they're doing or saying! Ev-
eryone says that Quentin is in a
class by himself—he's temporarily
out of his mind, that's alll"

She looked across at the Morri-
gon house; its tiled Spanish roofs
and balconies, its oaks and peppers
were brightly lighted by the cold
January moon.

“All right, Serena,’”” she said half
aloud, apostrophizing the dim light
that shone in the window she knew
to be Serena's window. "All right
—wait for him to telephone. He will.
He said five minutes ago that he'd
empty the ashtrays and lock the
doors, and that always means he's
going to telephone you. Let him
tell you he's had a ‘talk with Vicky,
and she was surprisingly sensible,’
and say, 'Ah, lover, then maybe
we can begin to play tomorrow!’

“But from now on it's my will
against your admirable little-girl in-
nocence, Serena. He'll never get
free of me, for I'll never consent to
it. He'll never marry you while I
live, and I'm not going to die! I'm
going to be right here, and after a
while you'll give in because there's
nothing else for you to do. You be-
long to him now—and 1 know Iit,
while he was telling me how strong
you were, how controlled you were!
You're his now, you've had all
you're going to have from him-—the
rest is all mine! I'm the wife, and
my children are the children, and I

can wait. I'll know it all, and I'l

keep still—I'll be pitied, and women
will hint things to me, and I'll keep
gtill!

“You take your day, Serena—go
ahead! Take a year, take two years.
Flatter him, and meet him for
lunch, and take his presents, and
hate me. Hate me because I won't
give you your way. But in the end
I'll win!**

Victoria and Violet Keats sat on
the Hardisty lawn on a hot spring
afternoon and discussed, with limi-
tations, their husbands and chil-
dren, their homes, servants, and
friends, their lives generally. The
long Saturday had been spent by
Violet and her own quarteite, of
youngsters with the Hardisty troop;
now it was late afternoon, and the
problem of getting Kate, Duna,
Bunty, and Babs Keats amicably
separated from Gwen, Kenty, Sue,
Dicky, Bobs, and Madeleine Har-
disty was like an uneasy under-
current to the women's talk,

“I suppose you couldn't
them all with us, Vi?"

‘““What, all four of them!"'" Violet
ejaculated. *‘I couldn’t le.ve one.
Mother's birthday tomorrow."

“I'd forgotten that—although I
sent her flowers.'

“Did you really think to send her
flowers, Vie?"

I did, and a book."

‘““You're charming, and she really
loves you, and always has,’" Violet
sald, touched into a rare display of
feeling. *“I don't know why you
worry so about this baby of yours,"”
she added, going back to earlier
talk. ‘“"He may be just slow. Duna
was terribly slow; he didn't walk
until he was nineteen months old.'’

Vie looked down at the yearling
baby in her lap.

‘‘Marty’s not slow,’”’ she said gen-
tly. "It's more than that, Vi. My
own boy!"

The last was murmured to the
child, who looked up at her with
smiling blue eyes. Small and re-
laxed and secure, he lay in her
arms. He never fretted, he did not
seem sick, but this littlest of the
Hardistys had only been loaned to
her for a while, and his mother
knew it.

“"Quentin think so0?' Mrs. Keats
asked abruptly, ‘“You've had an-
other opinion?"*

‘“Knows so,'"" Victorla spoke mild-
ly, but her whole body was torn
with a sigh.

Violet was silent. ;

*Isn’'t it strange?—this little fel-
low means more to Quentin than
any of the others did. He's always
loved them as soon as they got in-
teresting, but only this one from
the very start!'’

““All men are like that,” Violet
put into the pause.

“*Martin he adores, It's strange,"”
Vie mused, ‘“He'll come home night
after night and sit holding him. He
used to say Marty understood him;
he doesn’t say that now, he doesn't
say anything."

“I feel so badly for Quentin,"
Vicky presently continued.

“For Quentin?'' Mrs. Keats' tone
was sharp and quick. She appar-
ently reconsidered what else she
might have added, and when she
spoke again her tone was milder.
‘I feel sorry for vou, my dear,'”
she said. ‘I think you're a re-
markable woman, Vicky."

**Oh, thank you!" Vieky answered
gratefully, with a little flush.

“"And so does everyone else," Vio-
let persisted. ‘“And sometimes
there is someone I'd like to talk
to!"” she added, significantly.

Vic's eyes laughed, but there was
a glint of warning in them, too.

‘““‘Because 1 adore Quentin—we
both do,’" Violet proceeded further.
‘““‘We both do,'"" she repeated, trying
to open a door,

““Quent's a genius,” Vic said
simply, closing it once and for all,

‘““How'd he like Germany, Vie?"
the other woman asked, abandoning
her other lead.

‘‘He had a remarkable experi-
ence. He stayed with the Von Hoff-
mans and almost worked himself to
death. But he said it was a won-
derful experience."

‘‘He got home
sald?"

‘‘Last Saturday. He looks thin,
older, somehow,’”” Victoria said.
*“‘Ah, here they all come!"

Panting, breathless, exhausted,
the children now emerged from
cover and flung themselves about
on the lawn. They ranged from
Kate Keats and Gwen, sixteen years
old apiece, to Madeleine Hardisty,
who was four. Brown, tall, hand-
some children in white shirts and
tan shorts, they glowed, sparkled,
shone with the beauty of bright
eyes and clear skin, flashing teeth
and tumbled masses of rich soft
hair, firm young legs and arms.
They had had luncheon on the lawn
today; had bad two swims of in-
determinate length. Now Susuan's
brilliant thought was that the
Keatses should stay to supper, and
that they should make it a picnic.
Victoria considered this temperate-
ly.
y“But Aunt Vi says that tomor-
row's their Gran's birthday."

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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Wearing Hats in Congress

In the early days of the federal
government it was customary for
representatives to wear their hats
during the sessions of the house.
When speaking the representative
held his hat in his hand, placed it
on a bench or let another member
hold itt. The custom of wearing
hats in the house was borrowed
from the British house of com-
nions, and it was not until after the
close of President Jackson's admin-
{stration Iin 1837 that the practice
was discontinued. 5Senalors never
copied the custom.

A Quiz With
Answers Offering
Information on
Various Subjects

P

Another

1. Who was the greatest woman
financier of all time?

2. Is the “‘only child" in a fam-
ily superior, as compared with a
child who has brothers or sisters?

3. What is the proper way to
address a letter to the President?

4, From how many acres up is
considered a farm?

5. What trees are said to build
islands?

6. How many miles car a man
walk an hour?

7. Who was Casabianca?

8. What makes a violin's tone,
the varnish or the wood?

Answers

1. Hetty Green had the reputa-
tion of being the greatest woman
financier in the world.

2. Psychologists find that the
‘““only child,”” aged five, in a fam-
ily is apt to be superior in health,
intelligence, play habits and other
points, as compared with a child
of five who has brothers or sisters.

3. The President, Washington,
D. C. Salutation, Sir, or infor-
mally, My Dear Mr. President.

4. In taking the census, any-
thing from three acres up i1s con-
sidered a farm. No tract small-
er than this is recorded as a farm
unless it produces $250 in crops
annually,

5. Trees that actually build is-
lands and create extension of

mon seaside trees, found in pro-
fusion on shallow shores in the
American tropics and subtropics.

roots.

walked 8 miles, 566 vards in one
hour.

7. Louis Casabianca was a
French revolutionist and naval of-
ficer,
was in command of the Orient,
which caught fire. He refused to
quite his ship and his young son
refused to desert him, This event
is the basis for Mrs. Hemans'’
poem,

8. It has been found that wood
fiber, not varnish, has a vital ef-
fect on violin tones.
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(" LOADING RUBBER ON SMALL BOATS FESES o
(% IN LIBERIA FOR TRANSPORTATION i 455
2% TO OCEAN FREIGHTERS <

From the Firestone plantations in FSES
- 4§ Liberia comes an_ ever-increasing '
supply of the world's finest rubber.
‘ol Money saved here and in manufactur-
#8 ing and distribution enable Firestone
28 to sell a safer, first-quality tire at
‘ ower pri

.M .,

e
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IN THE Firestone Standard Tire, you get extra value

in the form of extra safety. Firestone can build a first-
quality tire made of top grade materials and sell it for less
money, because Firestone controls rubber and cotton
supplies at their sources, manufactures with greater
efficiency and distributes at lower cost.

YOU GET EXTRA PROTECTION AGAINST BLOWOUTS — eight extra
pounds of rubber are added to every 100 pounds of cord by

the Firestone patented Gum-Dipping process.

YOU GET EXTRA PROTECTION AGAINST PUNCTURES — because

under the tread are two extra layers of Gum-Dipped cords.

YOU GET EXTRA PROTECTION AGAINST SKIDDING — because the

tread is scientifically designed.

YOU GET LONGER NON-SKID MILEAGE because of the extra

tough, long-wearing tread.

Join the Firestone SAVE A LIFE Campaign today by
letting the Firestone Dealer or Firestone Auto Supplv &
Service Store equip your car with a set of new Firestone

Standard Tires — today’s top tire value.

DON'T RISK YOUR LIFE ON SMOOTH WORN TIRES!
DO YOU KNOW

THAT last yvear highway accidents cost the lives of more
than 38,000 men, women and children—and a million
more were injured?

THAT more than 40,000 of these deaths and injuries were
caused directly by punctures, blowouts and skidding due

to smooth, worn, unsafe tires?
it

At rightissection cut
from a new Firestone
Tire. Note the thich,
profection

At left is a section
cutf rom a smoolb,
worn tire, with mon-
skid protection worn
Tires in_ this
itfon are

to punciures, blows
onss and ;L.'Uau.

mons-skid
against skidding, ’
blowouts and Y off.
punctures, Come m .
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coasts are the mangroves, com- |

They collect mud in their tangled |

6. In 1928, N. Altimani of Italy |

At Aboukir bay, in 1798, he |

fowehold &)
B Quesiions

Removing Shine From Serge
Suits.—Some of the shine can be
taken off blue serge suits and
coats by sponging lightly with vin-
egar before pressing.

Removing Alcohol Stains From
Furniture.—Alcohol stains on pol-
ished furniture may be removed
by rubbing olive oil over the spot

as soon as the alcohol is wiped
off.

L] ~ -

| When Frying Eggs.—A teaspoon
' of flour mixed with the hot grease
in which eggs are fried will keep
' them from popping.
L - -'

Spread for Hot Breads.—Some
honey mixed with a bit of cinna-
mon is a good topping for hot
breads. Spread it on before bak-
ing.

To Avoid Burns.—It is annoying
as well as painful to burn your
fingers when removing the lid
from a hot pan. To avoid this
keep a spring clothes peg on the
stove and use this as a clip for

picking up the lids.
WNU Service.

Firvestone

STANDARD
FOR PASSENGER CARS

4.50-20 $8.'70||5.50-18 12.95
450-21 ©,08]|/5.50-19 13,10

4.75-19 9.58§|| HEAVY DUTY

5.25-18 11.40||4.75-19 11.7§
5.50-17 12.50||5.25-18 14.2§
OTHER SIZES PROPORTIONATELY LOW

Firestone

SENTINEL

4.40-21 $6.68]|4.75-19 $6.70
4.50-20 ©.0§]|5.00-19 *7.20
4.50-21 ©.3§]||5.25-18 8.00

OTHER SIZES PROPORTIONATELY LOW

Fivestone

COURIER

4.40-21 $5.43|14.75-19 $6.37
4.50-21 ©.03||30x3%2C1.4.87

FIRESTONE AUTO RADIO

6 All-Metal Tubes — 8 Dynamic Speaker,
Save up to $20.00

'39=

i nclodes universal
control head

Oustom BulllDash Mosntings Avallable

BATTERIES | HOME FANS

8" —4-Blade Fau
CHANGEOVER'" $ 1 29

Listen to the Voice of Firestone, Monday evenings over Nationwide N. B. C. Red Network
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