T -
il B il i bt ol el (- o . N - P BT P N il e i

FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 17, 1937 THE MONTGOMERY INDEPEND ENT, ROCKVILLE, MARYLAND THE MONTGOMERY INDEPENDENT, ROCKVILLE, MARYLAND FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 17, 1937

=
il . el i u
- - ﬁl‘-lu"“ i

-
B e

China.

SEEN and HEAR

around the

NATIONAL CAPITAL

o B

Z

By Carter Field

FAMOUS WASHINGTON

Washington.—Decision to make
nine-cent loans on cotton, plus the
bonus to those agreeing in advance
to go along with next year's reduc-
tion in acreage program—to be pro-
vided in the special legislation on
which President Roosevelt now has
the congressional leaders hog-tied
on promises—marks the beginning
of the end of cotton growing in the
southeastern states.

The point is very simple. At pres-
ent 60 per cent of the cotton crop of
the United States, on the average,
is exported. Which means that it
is sold, naturally, in competition
with cotton from all other parts of
the world. During the last six years
especially, though there were begin-
nings before that, Brazil has been
inereasing its cotton production by
leaps and bounds.

Brazil can sell cotton at a profit at
six cents, American money, a

pound. During the period of expan-
sion the world price has been held,
largely through American efforts,
at above ten cents. During the first
year or two it was the Hoover farm
board which artificially maintained
the world price of the staple. Be-
fore the shrewd speculators had
bought up huge stocks of cotton at
the low early depression figures,
and reaped a harvest when govern-
ment efforts put the price up.

Just as the Soviet government ob-
tained an enormous price for its
bumper wheat crop, also in the
Hoover farm board days, by the
simple expedient of concealing the
fact that Russia had a lot of wheat
to sell, and selling it short in Ameri-
can markets—incidentally to the
farm board—and delivering the ac-
fual wheat later instead of cover-
ing, as Arthur M. Hyde, then sec-
retary of agriculture, expected.

In each yvear of AAA reduction—
following the farm board period, it
can be ascertained from official fig-
ures—the curtailment of American
exports was almost precisely
matched by increased production in
the rest of the world. This was not
a coincidence. It did not just hap-
pen. The world wanted the cotton
and bought it elsewhere. It would
have bought the cotton from the
United States if we had produced it.
QOur own failure to produce it en-
couraged the producers of other
countries.

Brazil Takes Lead

Brazil led this parade, but there
were many other foreign countries
participating, Including even the
new Japanese puppet state in North

Remembering this six-cent price
at which Brazil can afford to sell
cotton at a profit, the fact seems to
be—and this based on our own gov-
‘ernment figures — that only two
states in the Union can compete
with such low cost production.
These states are Texas and Okla-
homa, and there would be plenty of
wails from them if the price drops
that low.

All of which points to the eventual
retiring of all the southern states
east of the Mississippl from cotton
production, since it is only a matter
of time when the export of cotton
will be virtually impossible econom-
ically.

This may prove a blessing., In
Georgla there is a monument to the
cotton boll-weevil In a certain
county seat. That county was forced
by the weevil to turn from cotton to
other crops, including peanuts, and
as an unexpected result the county
flourished as it had never done bhe-
fore.

So that it is not impossible that
the entire South, from North Caro-
lina to Louisiana and Arkansas,
may be enormously benefited when
that section stops raising cotton and
turns to other crops.

But no one who is really responsi-
ble for what is about to take place
is planning any such consumma-
tion!

Seeking Motive

Maay critics of the Roosevelt ad-
ministration and the New Deal gen-
erally have been critical of both
because of the attitude of the pow-
ers that be against Andrew W. Mel-
lon. Since his death there have
been more vocal demonstrations of
this than usual—more seeking for
the “‘motive' that inspired the at-
tacks,

Most of the ascribed explanations
miss the truth by a mile. First,
there was nothing personal in it.
Second, there was no particular de-
gsire to discredit the Hoover admin-
isration. This last may sound fan-
tastic, but the simple truth is that if
James A. Farley and Charles Mich-

CORRESPONDENT

ed him to bet any newspaper man
who differed with him in an argu-
ment that Hoover would be the
Republican nominee. They further
instructed him not to bother about
odds, but to bet at even money if
he coluld find any takers!

The whole point was to put a
doubt in the minds of the men writ-
ing Washington dispatches to news-
papers all over the country about a
possible Hoover comeback. Frank-
ly, the New Dealers at that time
thought they could beat any Repub-
lican, but they knew they could beat
Hoover. So they wanted Hoover
nominated.

No, the motive in attacking Mel-
lon was different, and more impor-
tant, than any indirect ‘means of
smearing Hoover,

Mellon’s Feat

Mellon represented a legend
which had to be destroyed, from the
New Deal standpoint. Mellon stood,
in a way, for all the old, thrifty
American virtues—particularly get-
ting out of debt. Mellon's great
claim to fame will always be that
he paid off $9,000,000,000 of federal
debt in ten vears as secretary of the
treasury—paid it off much faster
than congress wished by the simple
device of fooling congress every
yvear about expected receipts.

Even more damning, Mellon stood
in the public mind for the theory
that reduction of taxes on big in-
comes and corporations results not
in less but in more money for the
Treasury. In a way, he proved it.
This is controversial. The answer
is made that he was-able to do both
things because there was a rising
tide of prosperity which never
turned from flood to ebb until the
last fiscal year with which he was
concerned.

There is a rising tide of prosperity
right now in this country. Every-
one has been fairly sure for several
yvears now that it was en route. But
there is no pursuit of the Mellon
doctrine of paying off one's debts
during good years so that when the
bad years come there will be, so to
speak, an ace in the hole in the
form of a huge, uriexhausted credit,

Harry L. Hopkins is perhaps the
frankest of New Dealers about {iscal
matters. He contends that there
must always be huge relief expendi-
tures, and that the government
must have the courage to take iIn
taxes from those who have to
finance them. But, it was figured
quite a long time back in this ad-
ministration, the Mellon doctrine
must be destroyed and discredited
to make anything like this possible,

That's the real reason for the
smear Mellon campaign.

Expect Big Show

Official Washington can hardly
wait to see the show expected when
Justice Hugo L. Black, former sen-
ator from Alabama, begins to func-
tion. The waggish comment to wait
‘‘until the eight old men' give him
a dinner of welcome illustrates one
angle of the interest.

But that is just the human, impish
angle. The serious angle is whether
the new justice will continue as a
hard-hitting, ruthless New Dealer,
or whether he will, as some lawyers
around Washington have put it
have a ‘‘rush of law to the head."
There is another angle—which
may be found by studying the life
and works of some of the great
liberal justices, notably Oliver Wen-
dell Holmes, Louls D. Brandeis and
Benjamin N, Cardozo. It is the dif-
ference between talking for the un-
der dog and acting for the under
dog.

The two things are far from be-
ing the same, as anyone who ana-
lyzes politics and economic condi-
tions coldly will discover at once.
The truth of course is that the em-
battled automobile workers in their
various fights—and in the fight to
come with Henry Ford—are not the
under dogs of this country by any
manner of calculation.

The automobile workers were, as
workers go, extremely well-paid
even before the recent adjustments,
They had higher pay and worked
shorter hours than almost any other
class of workers with equal skill,

Must Work

Considering the length of training,
and the responsibility required of
the men in the five railroad brother-
hoods, where a man has to work
through quite a period before he can
‘be a fireman, and then has to work
usually for years before he gets a
chance to be an engine driver, the
automobile workers are very highly

UNC’ BILLY WISHES HE HAD
STAYED AT HOME

WH&TE‘JER possessed Unc' Bil-
ly Possum to go wandering off
way, way into the deepest part of
the Green Forest, he did not know
himself. He just went, that was
all. Perhaps it was something in
the air that made him. It seemed
as if everybody was doing a great
deal of wandering about these beau-
tiful early spring days. It's a way
the little meadow and forest people
have in the glad springtime. So

““How DIid Yo' Pass the Winter,
Br'er Beaver?" Asked Unc' Billy.

you will meet them in the most un-
expected places, very busy doing
nothing at all but looking ardund.
So Une' Billy Possumn wandered
along poking over sticks and piles of
leaves, peering with his shrewd,
sharp little eyes into every hollow
log and stump, and watching for
signs of nest builders, for you know
Une' Billy has a weakness for fresh
eggs. He just can't pass a [resh
egg no matter who it belongs to. He
always excuses himself on the
ground that whoever laid it can lay
another, and so no harm is done,
which, of course, is no excuse at
all. But Unc' Billy seems to think
it is, and whenever he goes out to
walk in the spring he has his eyes
open for new homes of his feathered
neighbors.

This particular morning he had
come as far as the pond of Paddy
the Beaver before he stopped to
rest. There he sat down on Paddy's
dam to pass the time of day with
Paddy, who was swimming about in
his pond just as if he hadn't any-
thing else in particular to do.
*How did yo' pass the winter,
Br'er Beaver?' asked Unc' Billy.
‘Very comfortably, thank you,
Unc' Billy,"” replied Paddy politely.
I had plenty to eat, a comfortable
bed, and plenty of time to sleep.
What more could I ask?”

“Some husbands make belieye
shey tell all,” says ironic Irene,
“while others never open their
mouths only when they sleep.”

© Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service,

FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY

Unc' Billy grinned *Yo' coula

said he.
was going

“Ah done thought Ab
to freeze to death

that Ah was way down souf in OJ
Virginny. Ah don’ like such a long.
cold winter."

“Did you call that a long winter
and a hard winter?' exclaimed
Paddy. *Pooh! You ought to spend
a winter up where 1 came from.
I don't believe that Mistress Spring
has reached there yet."

‘“Then Ah don't want to be any
nearer to it than 1 am this very
minute!’ declared Unc' Billy. “By
the way, Br'er Beaver, have yo
seen any strangers up this way?
Br'er Jay and Br'er Crow done go
crazy in their haids, Ah guess, for
all they can talk about is a big
black stranger who stands on two
legs and walks on four legs and is
as big as Farmer Brown's Boy.
They say they saw him somewhere
up around here, Have yo'—"

Unc' Billy didn’t finish what he
had started to ask. He didn't finish
because the snapping of a stick be-
hind him made him turn his head.
There stood the stranger in black, as
big as Farmer Brown's Boy, stand-
ing on two legs and with the awfulest
big claws Unc' Billy ever had seen!
It was all that Sammy Jay had
said. Unc' Billy gave a frightened
little gasp and shut his eyes tight
for just a wee little minute, hoping
that when he opened them again he
would find that he was mistaken
and that there was no great black
stranger thare after all. But when
Unc' Billy opened his eyes he found

Ah done wish a good many times _

The HOME CIRCLE
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There is nothing like practice to make one perfect.
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So Gladys Valle-

bosuna, women's singles tennis champion of Atlanta, Ga., takes the court
every day with a mechanical partner as her opponent, She is shown
above in action returning the serves and volleys of the robot player.

that they had not been playing him
tricks. The stranger was there.
Worse still, he was coming straight
toward Unc’ Billy grinning in the
most friendly way.

But Une¢' Billy didn't notice that
that grin was a friendly grin. All
he noticed were the great big teeth
that showed. He took just one look
and then he started across Paddy's
dam as fast as he could, which
wasn't very fast because he was
afraid of falling in. He didn't once
look behind, and as he scrambled
along he kept saying over and over:

““Ah wish Ah done stay at homel

Ah wish Ah done stay at home!"
© T. W. Burgess.—WNU Service.
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CRACKS IN CONCRETE

ONCRETE is likely to crack

from settlement and from Vva-
rious other causes. During warm
weather, and aside from appear-
ances, this may lead to no harm.
In winter, however, waler m'ny
freeze in the cracks, and then with
the expansion that occurs, the
eracks will become larger, and the
damage is increased. This is espe-
cially the case with stucco. What
seem to be tiny cracks in stucco
may be the beginning of a serious
injury.’

Cracks in concrete and stucco can
be closed with a mixture of 1 part
cement and 3 parts clean building
sand, with only enough waler to
make a workable mixture. A patch
on the surface will do little or no
good. To be effective, the patch
must be forced into the crack; and
the deeper it goes, the better. Nar-
row cracks should be widened with
a cold chisel to make space for thr:*
patch, The edges of the cut should
be rough, so that the patch, in hard-
ening, will lock itself into place.
Whenever possible, the cut should
be made wider at the bottom than
on the surface, to give the eflect
of a dovetail joint. In applying a
patch, the old concrete should be
well soaked with water, so that
mosture will not be absorbed from
the patch. To gain full density, the
patch should be kept damp for sev-
eral days.

Small cracks in stucco can be
closed with a mixture of cement and
water to the consistency of thick
cream. This is put on with a stiff
brush. the length of the crack, so
that it is worked in. Before patch-
ing, the old concrete should be wet
with water.
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F.PSt Ald Rnger_B.Bgl’-;nllman
to the Ailing House

In the case ol a crack between
a concrete walk and a foundation
wall, patching can be with roofing
cement. This has the advantage
of being elastic, and of keeping the
crack closed should the walk shift
with movements of the earth. The
cement is most easily applied by
melting it and pouring it in. It
may be necessary to make space for
it by cutting out the crack with a
cold chisel. This method can also
be used for closing a crack between
a cellar floor and a side wall

By Roger B, Whitman
¢ ,WhﬁJ Service.

MANNERS OF
THE MOMENT

O By The Assoclated Newspapers

HY doesn’'t some one invent a
corrugated shoestring—or one
made of Turkish toweling? Some-
thing that won't come untied just
as you are rushing to catch a train,
We used to have the theory that
the best way to handle an untied
shoestring was to tie it again. But
without assistance the method 1is
a flop. Your bundles fall to the
sidewalk and get muddy, your hand-
bag pops open and scatters its con-
tents from gutter to gutter, your hat

Maybe She Should Have Worn
Pumps Without Shoestrings.

| blows off, you tear your lkfrt, and

you get mad.

The Wealth | Possess

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

I'VE figured my blessings, I've
counted my cares,

I've balanced the book of my daily
afTairs,

A column for credits, a column for
debt,

A place for unkindness I cannot for-
get,

And yet there were pleasures along
with the pain, =

And seldom a loss but had some
little gain.

I find I have more than I ever have
known,

Astonished to note all the wealth
that I own.

I've figured my blessings but little,
I fear;

Ms cares I have counted each day
and each year.

Forgotten the pleasure, the pain 1
have kept

Forever in mind, ev'ry moment 1
wept.

The loss 1 remember, the sorrow
recall,

The happiness hardly remember at
all,

But now I have taken a balance at
last, >

The joys and griefs of the present
and past.

I've filgured my blessings, I've sel
them apart

In a book I am keeping, the book of
my heart.

[ need not set down all the trouble
and care,

I ind I already had written in there.

But I had forgotten the love that is
mine—

It took a whole column, the hate but
a line,

The joy always greater, the grief
always less, .

I'm really astonished the wealth 1
pOSsess,

© Douglas Malloch,—WNU Sarvice,
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Ask Me Another
® A General Quiz

1. What state did the Indians
give outright to one man?
2. What is intercolonial time?
3. In the early days of railroad
building, how much land was do-
nated to the railroad companies?
4. What writer is said to have
aroused the American public to
the necessity for the Declaration
of Independence and the Constitu-
tion?
5. What is the total value of all
farm machinery manufactured in
the United States last year?
6. How much did the late Sir
Thomas Lipton spend on Ameri-
ca's Cup races?
7. How is the word ‘‘saith'’ pro-
nounced, in one or two syllables?
8. At what age are women most
successful?

Answers
1. Rhode Island to Roger Wil-
liams.
“~2. A standard time, an hour
faster than eastern standard, in
use in the extreme eastern prov-
inces of Canada.
3. Approximately 138,000,000
acres of land was donated to the
railroads by the federal govern-
ment and approximately 40,000,-
000 acres by the various states.
4. Thomas Paine's pamphlet,
‘“Common Sense,”” is said to have
had a great influence on the draw-
ing up of these documents,
5. $487,273,000. -
6. From 1899 to 1930 the tea
magnate raced five Shamrocks
and spent more than $4,000,000.
7. *“‘Saith,”” the archaic form of
the verb ‘‘say,’”’ in its present
tense, a singular number, third
person and indicative mood, cor-
responds to ‘‘says,’”’ and is cor-
rectly pronounced ‘‘seth,”” to
rhyrge with ‘beth.”” It is erro-
neously pronounced in two sylla-
bles, ‘‘'say-eth.”
8. In the biographies of well-
known women given in ‘‘Ameri-
can Women,'” the majority of
those listed were born in 1890,
making them forty-seven,

Early State Names

If President Thomas Jeflerson
had had his say-so, there would
have been more than the present
states comprising the Northwest
Territory and most of their names
would have been tongue twisters.
As you know, the Northwest
Territory consists of Ohio, Illinois,
Indiana, Michigan, Wisconsin and
part of Minnesota, but Jefferson’'s
suggested names were Sylvania,
Cheronesus, Michigania, Asseni-
sipia, Metropotamia, Illinoia, Sar-
atoga, Washington, Polypotamia
and Pelisipia. These names can
be found on the early maps.—
Cleveland Plain Dealer,

GOOD RELIEF

of constipation by a

GOOD LAXATIVE

Many folks get- such refreshing
relief by taking Black-Draught for
constipation that they prefer it to
other laxatives and urge theirfriends
to try it. Black-Draught 18 made of
the leaves and roots of plants., It
does not disturb digestion but stimu-
lates the lower bowel so that con-
gtipation Is relieved.

BLACK-DRAUGHT

purely vegetable laxative

WOMEN WHO HOLD
THEIR MEN
NEVER LET THEM KNOW

matter how much your

back aches and your nerves

scream, your husband, because he

is only & man, can never undere

stand why you are so hard to live
with one week in every month.

Too often the honeymoon ex-
press 1s wrecked by the Dnagging
tongue of a three-quarter wife. Tho
wise woman never lets her husband
know by outward sign that she ls
a victim of periodie paln.

For threo generations one woman
has told another how to go “‘smil-
ing through" with Lydia K. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. I
helps Nature tone up the system,
thus lessening the discomfortsfrom
the functional disorders which
women must endure in the three
ordeals of life: 1. Turning from
girlhood to womanhood. 2. Pre-
paring for motherhood. 3. Ap-

“middle age." .

Don't be a three-<quarter wife,
take LYDIA E, PINKHAM'S
VEGETABLE COMPOUND and

Go “S8miling Through."

WNU-—4 37—37

Sentinels
of Health

Don’t Neglect Them |

Nature designed the kidneys to do a
marvelous job, Their task is to keep the
flowing blood stream free ol an excess of
toxie impurities. The act of lving-life
{iself~is econstantly producing waste
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CHAPTER XIII—Continued
—15—

““You haven't any right to run
away! You belong here,' Vicky con-
tinued after a pause.

““What are we to do? Just go on?"’
Quentin presently asked, looking up.

‘“What else? As far as she goes,"

Vicky said, with a movement of:

her head in the direction of the Mor-
rison house, ‘‘she’ll gradually—well,
get over it. If you ran away she'd
follow you. As it is, she'll annoy
you for a while, and come over
here and break the news to me."

Her voice died away into musing,
and Quentin raised his head and
stared at her strangely.

“You're an extraordinary wom-
an, Vicky,!” he said. *‘‘You can
talk about it. Don't you—don't you

C 1L

Care.

For a full half-minute Victoria re.
turned his stare. Then she said in
a voice that trembled, that was
pitched very low:

“Oh, I care! Any woman cares.
I'm hurt in my pride and my faith
and my—my heart. It isn't a ques-
tion of whether or not one cares.
It's only a question as to what one
does about it. I choose to do it my
way.

She got to her feet, stood looking
at him irresolutely for a moment,
opened her lips as if she had some-
thing further to say. But she
thought better of it, murmured in-
stead a ‘‘good-night,"”’ crossed the
room and was gone., Quentin did
not look up when she moved, nor
answer her good-night, After she
was gone he sat beside the dying
fire for a long, long while with his
head in his hands and his shoulders
bowed.

In the next week for the first
time in vears Victoria and Quentin
Hardisty, to the great satisfaction of
those who loved them, were seen
lunching together on the fashionable
Vonday at the .5t. Franecis hotel.
They were together later at the re-
ception given to two distinguished
visiting physicians. Vic wore a new
smart suit of blue banded with gray
fur, infinitely becoming to her warm
brown coloring, and a dark blue
hat. On the gray fur violets were
pinned. *‘Who gave me the vio-
lets?' Vicky said to Dr. Austreich-
er, '"Quentin, of course, and he
brought me the suit and the hat
from Paris. Don't you think that's
having a husband!"

‘“Vie, you know you've grown aw-
fully pretty,”” John Keats told her.
““‘What have you done to yourself?
Had your face lifted?"

‘‘No, I discovered shade hats and
freckle cream last summer,’”’ Vic
answered, laughing. ‘It seems in-
credible to live to be thirty - six
without having had the sense to use
them before! One dollar a jar for
freckle cream, and before I'd used
half of it 1 began to see a great light
dawning!"’

““Yes, but you've done something
else, too. New clothes?"

““This is the outfit Quentin brought
me, hat and all. I adore it."’

‘‘Maybe it's that you're rested,
Vic, You've been going like a steam
roller all these years."

“I don't see how it can be that,
Johnny. I'm always at home, but
I'm not exactly resting."

““How is that little scamp?'' John-
ny Keats asked, rightly interpret-
ing the sudden softening of her
voice, the sudden shadow in her
eyes to the thought that was never
far from Martin's mother.

‘‘He's adorable. Quent's put a
nurse in for a few weeks,"” Vicky
said gallantly, ‘‘We have our be-
loved Brownie back—Miss Brown-
ing you know, who's taken care of
me with all the children. She's
keeping an eye on Mart, just tem-
porarily.”

“Good idea!' Johnny said, as
Quentin came up to claim his wife.
He beamed approval on them both.
“I've been telling Vic she's getting
awfully pretty,"” he said.

‘“Vie,"”” Quentin said, looking at
her unsmilingly. He put his hand
under her arm—'‘how about beat-
tng it? I think we've done our du-
iyt

“She's got him back and pretty
smart work, too,” Johnny Keats
“1 wonder what-

mire him again."
Vicky and Quentin in the late

ward home.
spring quality in the air of the
April afternoon; a fragrance, soft-
ness, a color; husband and wife
moved through it as through a
dream.
appeared behind the western hills;
long lances of mellow sunshine
streamed across the new grass and
occasionally caught a blossoming
plum tree, a pink or white haw-
thorn in a globe of light. A thou-
sand little homes, behind their
hedges, set in their flower-packed
gardens, looked inviting, looked
happy; late children dawdled in the
shade of oaks, deceived by the lin-
gering daylight into forgetfulness of
time. The violets on Vicky's shoul-
der were wilted; every now and
then she caught their exquisite dy-
ing breath, mingled with all the
other sweet and significant odors:
grass and turned earth, lilac and
new leaves, the pungent spiciness
of the pepper trees, the piny scent
of the blades of the tasseled euca-
lyptus.

““Tired, Vicky?'" Quentin said, as
they turned up their own lane.

“Only comfortably tired. It was
worth while, I think. Only, when 1
get this near home,"” Vicky said,
‘T always begin to want to see
the children; it's the only time I
worry! Just before we see them—
ah, God bless them, there they
arel!"

There they were, at the gate,
ready to leap upon the car and be
carried the hundred yards up to the
porch.

“'‘Oh, it's so good to get home: it's
so wonderful to shut it all away,"

| Victoria was murmuring to herself

as, somewhat hampered by the
| secrambling children, she descended

| and smiled at the nurse who came
+ down - to. meet .them.

right?'’ she asked. Miss Browning
| nodded reassuringly.

“Sound asleep.'”” But when Viec,
trailing sons and daughters like
clouds of glory, had fought her pain-
ful way upstairs, Harriet Browning
turned her good, middle-aged face
to Quentin. ‘I wish you'd have a
look at Marty, Doctor. I rather
think—anyway, I wish you'd just
take a look. He's sleeping beauti-
fully, he may sleep like that all
through the night., But he had a
sort of restless time, about three,
and he coughed quite hard."

Victoria saw the shadow on Quen-
tin's face when he came to dress a
few minutes later. He was tired,
poor old fellow; he had been serious
and quiet ever since his return, any-
way. All very well to say that a

|

man could escape from his sins
scot-free; nobody ever escaped scot-
free from anything in this world,
and especially a man as filne as
Quentin couldn't escape! Whenever
his eyes fell on the Morrison house
he'd remember and be sorry. Even
when Serena had lingeringly, cloy-
ingly gone away, as of course she
would some day, he wouldn't be
proud to remember that sickening
little interval of kisses and whisper-
ings and presents and stolen hours.

And some day, when Susan was a
beautiful eighteen, fresh and sweet
and fine, some innocent question of
hers about their old neighbors,
about Gita or Gita's father or
Gita’'s mother—''You remember the
Morrisons, Dad; wasn't she terri-
bly beautiful?’—would strike him
in his soul, and make him wince,
and then the whole thing would
seem to him like what Vicky had
called it: a fever that had caught
mind and soul instead of body.

So his silence at dinner did not
alarm her.

After dinner, when Gwen had car-
ried her school books upstairs, and
Magda had gone off with old Judge
and Mrs. Trimmer to a movie, there
was the usual interruption. The
clock had just struck ten; Vicky

to be disturbed this evening, when
the telephone rang. From Quen-
tin's manner as he answered it she
knew that the fireside hour was
doomed.

‘“I've got the whole apparatus
here; you've got one? Good,' Quen-

| that's too bad."

the Morrisons'? Who Is dying? Oh,
no, is he really? Oh, I am sorry!
He was quite well yesterday! Oh,

She hung up the telephone; stared
I at the expectant Brownie.

“It's Dr. Cudworth; he's rather
excitable,'”” she said, her own face
‘‘He says that Spen-
he's been

rather pale.
cer Morrison's dying;
there since seven, and he wants to
see me,"’

‘1 wonder if he'd like to have
Doctpr come?"

a different story! But I'll never ad-

afternoon drove the 20 miles to-
There was a sweet

| that something more than ordinary

The day had almost dis-

“"Marty..all

| IS

|lthﬂre;

had been conscious of a pleasant;
conviction that they were not going

“If he comes in, I wish you'd
send him straight over. Cudworth
. asked for him, and when 1 sald
Quent was over at the hospital, he
said, ‘My God, this may be life
and death!'"

‘‘Button your coat up around your
face, Mrs. Hardisty.”” They were
at the doorway now; the chilly
spring night rushed at them like a
living thing. Vicky went off alone
into the dark.

‘“‘What's happened?' she asked,
when she arrived at the house. For
it was obvious from the manner of
both Serena and the village doctor

illness was afoot. ‘‘Is he gone?”

‘““‘He can't live,”” Serena said in a
quick whisper that held a puzzling
hint of stubbornness, of deflance in
it.

'"Why, but he was well yesterday,
better than he's been for weeks!
At least—'" Vicky hesitated, look-
ing at the doctor as one deferring
naturally to his opinion. ‘I don't
know anything about it,"” she said,
‘“‘but he came to the fence to speak
to me and he seemed-—"'

“Exactly!' the doctor said sharp-
ly. ‘‘He was better; I saw him Sun-
day. 1 was called today, three
hours after he first began to com-
plain of violent pain, and I find the
man dying!"

He looked at Serena, and Serena
returned the look with one that,
more deflnitely than her voice had
done, expressed deflance.

CHAPTER X1V
“T'll not sign any death certifi-
cat, mark my words!" Cudworth
said, in a menacing undertone. Viec-

grasp what all this meant, glanced
bewilderedly at the sickroom door.
‘‘He'll hear us!'" she breathed.
‘‘He is—he isn't dead, is he?"
‘““You don't have to sign any-
thing,'”" Serena said sharply, in a
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“Tired, Vicky?"

voice clear but hardly as strong as
a whisper. ‘I never asked you to
sign anything! Dr. Hardisty'll sign
it. He knows all about the case!"

‘‘Spencer Morrison says he's been

poisoned!’ Cudworth said shortly
to Vicky. Vicky could only stare
at him in horror. ''Come in!' the
doctor directed her, leading the
way. She followed him inte the
sickroom.
A subdued light was burning
Vicky had never been in
Spencer's room at night before, but
once or twice, when he had been
unusually lame and had stayed in
bed, she had come over in the day-
time for a chat or for a game of
cribbage, Tonight everything was
as usual: books and photographs,
chairs and rugs and lamps, but she
sensed this rather than saw it, for
her anxious eyes were instantly
fixed upon the man who lay panting,
propped in pillows, in the wide,
comfortable bed. The worn, deep
lines of the disillusioned face were
accentuated now by his violent ill-
ness. He smiled a ghastly smile
as she came in, and stretched his
lean hand toward her.

‘“That dope seems to have quieted
things down, Doctor,'” he said in
a hoarse whisper. To the amah who
was now moving about the room
sharply: ‘“While I was out of the
room nobody came in? Nobody
touched anything on that table?”
The woman shook her head; she
looked half sick with fright and be-
wilderment.

| fidence,

toria, shocked beyond the power to |

solemnly. *“You're already sink
ing, sir. The absence of pain and
the pulse both show it. It's no
time for me to say anything else to
you. If there are affairs for you to
settle—"' ‘

"Vicky, can't you get hold of
Quentin!'' Spencer gasped.

‘‘He's coming, Spencer. He was
at the hospital, but I left word.
What did you take?'" Vicky demand-
ed, In a sort of wail

‘I didn't take anything! She gave
it to me. I want you both,'" Spen-
cer said panting, ‘‘to remember
what I say! She tried—a week ago
she tried to double my sleeping
stuff; she brought it to me. I've
not been taking it lately; I've been
sleeping better. She told me I'd
better make sure. She knew I was
going back to England; she didn't

| want to go, and I told her she'd

take care of herself if she didn't
come! That drove her crazy. 1
saw it—she's been half crazy any-
way, lately. I told Amah to watch
everything I ate, and she did, but
today I was asleep when she
brought me up my lemonade. It

| was there when I woke up; I ought

to have thought that Serena'd been
at it—''

Serena, whose face was ghastly,

looked from one to the other,
‘“That's not true!'’ she whispered
sharply in the silence. And abrupt-
ly she left the room. Spencer strug-
gled to speak.
Quite suddenly, out of the night-
mare, Vicky was awakened by a
step she knew sounding on the
stairs, a voice out in the hallway.
“Quentin’s here!’’ she said. Dr.
Cudworth turned quickly.

‘““You stay right here, Amah,"” he
gsaid. **You watch master!'" He and
Vicky went out into the hall, and
when she saw Quentin, pale and
shocked, but strong and big and
adequate and infinitely comiforting,
Vicky experienced one of the good
moments of life; fear turned to con-
peril to safety, and the
horrors of the black night seemed
less black.

“What's the matter with him?"
Quentin asked. Serena began a
frantic explanation; the other doc-
tor brushed her aside.
‘“He's taken poison,”
bluntly.

“Suicide?’" Quentin whispered,
with a glance toward Spenoer's
door.

‘‘Nothing of the kind,'” Cudworth
answered sharply. ‘‘The man no
more wanted to die than you do! He
told me that he'd planned—he told
me that he'd been much better—I
tell you, I can't sign it, Doctor,"”
he interrupted himself to say agi-
tatedly. ‘‘You may if you like! But
there have been things going on
here that are aga:nst the laws of
God and man, sir! I'll not do it,
my professional honor forbids it!"
Quentin, evidently trying to grasp
the situation, looked from face to
face.

‘“Who suggested poison?'" he
asked sharply.

‘‘No one!' Serena said, on a pas-
sionate breath.

“Doctor, the man himself told
me,'" the village doctor said, his
forehead shining with sweat. *I
gaw him Sunday in good health. He
was talking then of going back to
England. He didn't say when; he
tells me tonight that it was to be
at once, and that he was leaving
his wife. I tipped off the Chinese
woman—I told her to watch him, 1
knew something was wrong! He told
me that she, the amah, often
brought him up lemonade in the
afternoon and that this afternoon it
was there when he awakened."
‘““Ah, but that's nonsense!" Quen-
tin said in his honest, troubled
voice.

“Of course it is!'" Serena said.
She went over and clung to Quen-
tin's arm. He disengaged her hand
without seeming conscious of her
presence and turned to Victoria.
‘“Why did you come here, dear?"
he asked in a concerned, tender
voice. ‘It will only distress you
horribly. You don't belong in this!"

“Spencer asked for me, Quent."
Vic raised her eyes to his and saw
Serena, pale and tense and watch-
ing, looking at them. And she felt
an odd twist of something like pity
in her heart.

‘““Nonsense or not,'’ little Dr. Cud-
worth said inflexibly, ‘I couldn't—
professionally I could not ascribe
this to a natural illness.'

Serena faced him down.

“You could mind your own busi-
ness!' she said with a hiss on the
last word. ‘'If you don't want to do
it, knowing, as I told you when you
got here, as everyone knows, that
he's been a sick man for years, 1
say that if you don’t believe that a
man who takes no exercise, and is
not strong, could eat something, or
take an opiate, that would make him
desperately ill, you're a fooll You
oughtn't to be practicing medicine.

he said

It happens all the time! Men die
every day of acute indigestion cou-
pled with heart failure, and if you
won't take the responsibility of say-
ing so, Dr, Hardisty will!"

(TO BE CONTINUED)

They're Not All Professors—
Those Absent-Minded Ones

Absent-mindedness 1isn't con-
fined to the professors, says the
Commentator.

The late Dwight W. Morrow
once telephoned his secretary
from Philadelphia, to inquire,
‘“‘What am I in Philadelphia for?"’

Secretary Henry A. Wallace,
when he was in Czechoslovakia,
packed his passport in a trunk
that was shipped to London, while
he set off in the opposite direc-
tion,

And J. David Stern, publisher of
the New York Post and Philadel-
phia Record, was hurrying along

Helper of Humanity

He who helps a child helps hu-
manity with a distinctness, with
an immediateness, which no other
help given to human creatures in
any other stage of their human
life can possibly give again.—Phil-
lips Brooks,

the street when he met a friend.

“Come on and have lunch with
me,"" the friend said.

“If we go nearby,” Stern said.
“I'm late as it is."

They entered the nearest res-
taurant and sat down. Stern com-
plained that he didn't know what
was the matter with him, he didn’t
seem to be hungry,

‘‘Beg pardon, sir,”! the waiter
said, ‘‘but it's no wonder, sir. You
just finished your lunch about ten
minutes ago.”

Clouds Pass By

The clouds I feared and wor-
ried about, and concerning which
I wanted so much precious
strength, lost their frown and re-
vealed themselves as my friends.
Other clouds never arrived—they
were purely imaginary, or they
melted away before they reached
my threshold.—J. H. Jowett,

A Great Motto

ONE of America's great busi-

ness organizations has adopt-
ed a motto for the guidance of
its people—a little five-letter word
with a big meaning. It has been
cut In huge granite letiers over
the entrance of a recently con-
structed building used as a train-
ing school. It is made the theme of
many employee discussions., It
hangs over the desk of company
executives. The word is THINK.,

Educators, philosophers, preach-
ers tnroughout the ages have
written and talked about it. Rodin
gave the world a famous statue
called ‘*“The Thinker.” *'Think" is
a significant word. It represents
the only means by which human
progress can be accomplished. It
annoys people who have lazy
minds, because thinking means
mental effort. Practically all the
accidents in the world are caused
because people don't think. Thou-
sands fail in life simply because
they don't think. Others give great
inventions to the world because
they do think.—The Pick-Up.
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TAPPING RUBBER TREES ON FIRESTON

PLANTATIONS IN LIBERIA

From the Firestone plantations in Liberia §
comes an :Tn:rrlnl:r:ni;‘u supply of the
o

world's finest rubber,
and in manafacturin

ney saved here
and distribution

enable Firestone to sell a gafer, first-quality
tire at lower prices.

RESTONE STANDARD TIRES
GIVE YOU MORE FOR YOUR MONEY

DON’T take chances on your Week End trip. Protect
yourself and family by equipping your car with a set of new
first-quality Firestone Standard Tires. Firestone builds extra

quality and extra safety into these tires and sells
them at lower prices 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 because every fiber
of every cord in every ply is saturated with
liquid rubber by the Firestone patented
Gum-Dipping Process. This counteracts the
internal friction and heat that ordinarily

cause blowouts.

YOU GET EXTRA PROTECTION AGAINST
PUNCTURES —because there are two extra
layers of Gum-Dipped cords under the tread.

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.

You need all of these features to make your
car tire-safe on your Week End trip. Firestone
gives them to you at lower cost. Join the
Firestone SAVE A LIFE Campaign today by

equipping your car with a set of new Firestone

Standard Tires—today’s top tire value.

4.75.19.. 9.55 HEAVY DUTY

5.25.18. .11.40||4.75.19..11.78
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Firvestone

COURIER

4.40-21 . -35-43”4.75-19 ..$6.37
4.50.21.. 6.03||30x3% CL 4.87

DON’'T RISK YOUR LIFE
ON SMOOTH WORN TIRES:

DO YOU KNOW

THAT last year highway accidents cost the lives of more than 38,000
men, women and children?

THAT a million more were injured!

THAT more than 40,000 of these deaths and injuries were caused
directly by punctures, blowouts and skidding due fo smooth,
worn, unsafe flires?

At rightissection cut
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At left is a section
cuf from a smooth,
worn Lire, with non-
skicd protection worn
off. Tires in this
comdition are lable
fo punciures, blowu-
outs and shiddimg,

gaid to his wife.
ever got into the poor old idiot?"

“Got him back?' echoed Violet's
incisive British accents. ‘‘She nev-
er lost him. He just had one of
those fatuous brainstorms that big

paid indeed.

So it was rather maudlin to get
worked up about the underprivi-
directed to Republicans last year, | leged and downtrodden if you were
they would have nominated Herbert | thinking about the automobile work-
C. Hoover instead of Gov. Alfred | ers. This is no attempt to criticize

It would probably be better to go matter the kidneys must remove from

with the thing untied until you come
to a convenient hotel lobby. But
Itt you do that you must learn to

walk as though you had on snow:
shoes so that you won't trip.

tin said. "I'll be right over. You
might get him upstairs."”

There was the usual little flurry.
Brownie came down to say that
Marty was sleeping nicely and his
pulse was much better.

“That’'s all right then,” said the
doctor. ‘‘Bime-by nurse come, You
stay here, watchee all time."
“I not go,"” the amah said.
“I was pretty near done for—did
Quentin | he tell you?'" Spencer whispered,

“Best Man' in Hungary
In Hungary it is possible to hire
a professional ""best man."” He will
take care of all details of the cere-
mony—for a fee. A ‘“‘professional'’

elson could have accomplished just

| Interesting treatment of the
what they wanted by propaganda

the blood U {id hg?l.hh Illll I?d'llﬂ-
sleeves and waistline features this H:‘?.nl:ht; d.f, ‘:u uun:;i:: v
attractive street frock for fall, fash. waste that may cause dis-
ioned of rust-colored celanese crepe. tress. 0-:;- :ﬁﬂ peg g backache,

The skirt is wide and full, and of nights, Swelling, _

un tl:' ol tired, nervous,

M. Landon at Cleveland.

This of course refers to their at-
titude at the time—untinctured with
hindsight as the situation is viewed

now. As a matter of fact, several

important Democratic chleftains
took one very concrete step, shortly
after Christmas, 1035, to aid in the
nomination of Hoover by the Repub-

licans.

They supplied a certain
strongly pro-New Deal newspaper

them, or those in sympathy with
them. That is not the point, There
is plenty of room for argument as

of the business, or whether any
struggle is not worth while to force
collective bargaining.

to whether they are getting a suf-
ficiently large share of the profits

The only
point is that they are and have been
anything but the under dogs of this

| E

country's economic and socla’

man with ample funds, and instruct-

© Bell Syndicate.~WNU Berv’

Another possibility is to hail the
first person you meet, ask him to
hold your bundles for a minute and
then boldly, with both hands free,
gracefully stoop down and tie up the

unwieldy bow.

Jut we still think the best solution
of all would be a non-slip shoestring.
Come on, all you little Edisons . . .

get going.
WNU Serviee.

the new short length.

Where Tell Won Fame
It was at Altdorf, near the south
end of Lake Lucerne, Switzerland,
that Willlam Tell shot the apple off
his son's head. Tell was born In
Burglen, a mile distant from Alt-

dorf. Rossinl composed most of

his grand opera, ‘‘Guillaume Tell,"
at Brunnap. Switzerland.

or burnl
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der disturbance.
treatment

The ized and
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rid ol excess ous
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than forty ol ﬂl'blh appro
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Eu‘m':dﬂoii at all drug stores,

men get. They concentrate and
work and worry and run themselves
down, and some flowery by-path
tempts them, and they stroll into
{t! But personally 1 shall never
torgive Quentin Hardisty, never
really like him again.” *

“Come now, Vi, you know you
love him for what he did for Kate!"'
“Ah, well, loving him, Johany,

fire.
The telephone rang sharply again.
For a moment, in the general con-

who it was.
““Oh, yes, Dr. Cudworth,”

said, her face brightening. ‘‘And

feeling grateful to him, that's quite |

rushed into the night, leaving the | holding to Vicky's hand.
two women in consultation by the ! nored Serena, looking away from
her with a frown.

said, looking down at him, trusting
fusion of her thoughts, Vicky could | her face did not betray her appalled
not seem to make out clearly just | thoughts.

she | Doctor?'"" the sick man whispered,

He ig-

“You had a bad upset,”” Vicky

“I'll get through this, won't I,

‘I would be wrong to deceive you,

as best man is just about as far
from the original role as is the north
pole from the south. Back in early
Saxon days, the bride knight, or
best man, was the meost faithful
friend of the husband-to-be. He had
to be for his duty was either to kid-
nap the bride or fight off her re'a-
tives whileithe prospective husband
made off with her, Ouly friendship
of the most enduring type could buy

you're at the—at the—oh, yes, at| Mr, Morrison,’” the old doctor said

such services.

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