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burned softly, steadily; from the
half-open door that led into Spen-
cer's room came sounds: Low
voices, the creaking of a bed and
the clinking of ice, and once a
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When King George Received "

Add a Bluebird
To Your Linens

with a shudder.

*If you'd still been
in Germany! Quentin, will there
have to be an investigation now,
will there be any talk of poison?"

each other pretty well, and usually
form rather accurate judgments of
each other's ability, entirely aside
from any previous records, and it
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Washington.—Frank R. McNinch,
the new chairman of the power com-
mission, is apparently trying to l
frighten the electric industry into re-
ducing rates. Which is rather cu-
rious, for if the electric industry
should reduce its rates sharply, as
a result of McNinch's warning, the
almost inevitable result would be
that there would be weakening of
public support for the Norris seven
TVA's bill which is supposed to be
passed at the next session of con-
gress. And such a culmination
would be most unsatisfactory not
only to Senator George W. Norris,
who has come to approve of Mec-
Ninch, but to President Roosevelt,
who appointed him.

After pointing to the record- |
breaking figures for sales of elec-
tricity in the first seven months of
1937, McNinch remarked:

‘“This revelation of unparalleled
growth and prosperity is the an-
swer to those devotees of that an-
cient superstition of hydromancy
who gazed at the water of a few
hydro plants the government was
building and predicted the destruc-
tion of the private power industry."”

“It is both interesting and signifl-
cant,” Mr, McNinch said later, *"to
note that, as electric ,rates have
gone down, production and con-
sumption have gone up. It has been
and is a short-sighted policy to keep
electric rates ‘as high as the tariff
will bear.’ Such false economy holds
down the ‘traffic’ and hurts the pow-
er industry as well as the public.
It has now been demonstirated be-
yond all cavil that the public wants
and needs more and more power in
industry, in commerce, in the home
and on the farm. Only those who
see through a glass darkly now fail
to understand that the interests and
prosperity of the power companies
and of the consumers alike look in
the direction of electrifying Amer-
ica.”

With all of which, incidentally, the
utility executives agree, though, un-
fortunately for their own good, too
few of them probably will heed the
warning about high rates soon
enough.

Worth Watching J

Incidentally, McNinch is an in- |
teresting figure in politics—well
worth watching. He was an up and
coming cog in the Furnihold Sim-
mons machine in North Carolina,
years ago. Then he angered the
boss, and Simmons retired him to
outer darkness. For years he found
every road leading to anything po-
litically barred by the relentless
Simmons.

But then came 1828, and the nom-
ination of Al Smith by the Demo-
crats. Simmons sulked., Hat in
hand, McNinch called on his old
chief. He agreed that Smith should
be beaten. Simmons encouraged
him, first secretly and later openly.
McNinch led the North Carolina
Hoovercrats, and carried the state,
with aid from Simmons and the nor-
mally impotent Republicans, by an
overwhelming majority.

But mark this. Of all the hun-
dreds of key Democrats, including
many far more important than Mec-
Ninch, who revolted, McNinch 1is
the only one who has ever succeed-
ed in getting to first base since!
Simmons himself was defeated on
that very issue in the next primary.
All over the South the same thing
happened.

! Normally, in a rebellion, the lead-
ers get short shrift. But in a revo-
lution they come into power. In the
South the fellows who won, back in
1028, and who carried Virginia,
North Carolina, Florida, Texas,
Kentucky, Tennessee and Oklahoma
for Hoover, had their reward in po-
litical banishment and popular dis-
like. All but McNinch.

Herbert C. Hoover seemed to feel
no gratitude to any one in the South
who had risked his political future
for him. With the exception of
McNinch! Maybe Hoover figured
that most of these Hoovercrals were
just fighting Smith because he was
a wet, or a Tainmany politician,
and therefore didn't deserve any re-
ward from him. And, of course, in
a way Hoover—on this one thing—
was right.

But how about MeNinch? How did
he persuade Hoover that he, alone
of all the southern bolters, deserved
reward? And how did he convince
Franklin D. Roosevelt that his pow-
ers should be increased? That man
has something.

Boland Has Something

Patrick J. Boland, Democratic
whip of the house, is not as well
known to the general public as he
deserves. The title carries the idea
to most folks of a sort of sergeant-
at-arms. or call boy, who rounds up
the congressmen for a vote. Sounds
like a leg job rather than one in-
volving leadership,

Actually, of course, it is rather

becomes obvious that Mr. Boland
has something.

Which makes his recent state-
ment about next session more im-
portant. What Mr. Boland sald was
that the Norris seven TVA's bill
(eight if you add in the modifica-
tions of the present TVA) would be
stripped of all its phases concern-
ing power before passage next ses-
sion,

Now President Roosevelt very
definitely wants power included in
the seven TVA's legislation. So does
Senator George W. Norris, daddy of
the original TVA. So do all the New
Dealers. All of which spells out
that there will be a real fight on an
unexpected front in the next ses-
sion. to be added to those already
on the sure list—taxes, wages and
hours regulation, and, unless Mr,
Roosevelt is kidding the legislators,
Supreme court enlargement again.
It was right after adjournment of
the last session—the only one so far
since March 4, 1933, when any im-
partial referee would not give all
the rounds to Mr. Roosevelt—that
Attorney General Homer S. Cum-
mings took the public into his confi-
dence on this—holding that the Su-
preme court issue must be settled
and settled right.

Listening In

Now, of course, all the senators
and representatives, whether at
home or taking a holiday, are en-
gaged in their normal between-ses-
gsions function of holding their ears
to the ground. They are busy find-
ing out what is the safest thing for
them to do in the next session.

At this stage, Mr. Boland, Demo-
cratic whip of the house, takes a
public stand against the President
and the New Deal on an issue which
most observers and members of
congress thought was going to slide
through next session without a real
struggle.

Mr. Boland proved himself an ac-
curate judge of what is the shrewd
thing to do in politics in 1930, and
has demonstrated it several times
since. ,

In 1930 there was a vacancy in
the Scranton, Pennsylvania, congres-
sional district. Largely a hard coal
mining district, it should, on cold
logic, be wet., Henry H. Curran,
president of the Association Against
the Prohibition Amendment, was in-
terested. He sent this writer down
there to investigate,

It developed that no one of the
candidates for the Republican nom-
ination was really wet politically.
The Republican leaders thought it
was not safe—thought the dry senti-
ment still too strong. Over in the
Democratic primary, generally re-
garded as futile because the district
was so strongly Republican, Pat Bo-
land was running as a wringing wet
against a dry., This writer urged
support of Boland as the only
chance.

But a little later Boland decided
to enter the Republican primary as
well as the Democratic. The Penn-
sylvania law permitted that at the
time, though it has since been
changed. He won both primaries!
And has been re-elected three times
since! He has something.

Looks Like Surrender

Foreshadowing events in the next
gsession of congress, particularly as
to the cleavage between President
Roosevelt and the New Dealers, on
the one hand, and the conservatives
on the other, the surrender of the
President in signing the sugar bill
cannot be exaggerated.

Bitterly as President Roosevelt
objected to this bill, as expressed
not only in private conversations
but in writing, there is just one ex-
planation for the signature. Had he
vetoed it, it would have been nec-
essary to call an extra session of
congress to pass some substitute,
as the present quota law expires on
December 31. The President had no
particular objection to the extra ses-
sion. In fact, he was undecided for
some time whether he would call
one, entirely irrespective of the su-
gar situation.

But he was finally convinced that
not all the strength the administra-
tion could bring to bear would re-
sult in passing the kind of sugar
bill he wanted even if he vetoed
the present bill and called an exira
gsession.

Most convincing on this was Vice-
President John Nance Garner.

All Know Story

The importance of all this now Is
that every member of both house
and senate knows the whole story.
They know, in effect, that the Presi-
dent was badly beaten on two issues
very close to his heart—sugar and
Supreme court enlargement, So
they will be less fearful of opposing
any of the President's “‘must”
measures from now on. Which
bodes evil for the Roosevelt pro-
gram in the next session,

The conflict of personalities is al-
go significant. It was Pat Harrison
who really led the fight for the pres-
ent sugar bill, a fight which came
to a boil duriny the struggle of the

Democratic leader in place of Joe
Robinson. Everybody knows that

ence that beat Pat, and elected Al-
len Barkley, of Kentucky. 5o Pat

an important place, which gives its
holder the privilege of sitting in on
the party councils, and at least
the opportunity of demonstrating
his ability, if any. Add to that the
point that congressmen get to know

President lost a fight in which he
was more determined than on
any measure this session except the

court bill

Mississippi senator to be elected |
it was President Roosevelt's influ- |

lost the honor he craved, but the |
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JIMMY SKUNK MEETS THE
STRANGER

HEN at last Unc' Billy Pos-
sum got safely back to his hol-
low tree he knew, of course, that
Sammy Jay and Blacky the Crow
and Peter Rabbit were not crazy.
as he had so often said they were.
Anyway, if they were, why he must
be himself, for hadn't he seen the
very stranger Sammy and Blacky
had told about? If Unc' Billy
couldn't believe what they said he
felt sure he could believe his own
eyes. He just knew his own eyes
couldn’t fool him like that.
It made Unec' Billy shiver every
time he thought of that stranger he

Une' Billy Looked Down to Find His
Old Friend Jimmy Skunk Looking
Up at Him.

had seen deep in the Green Forest
by the pond of Paddy the Beaver,
He was so big! And he had such
great cruel-looking claws!

‘“Ah—Ah hope he can't climb
trees!' said Unc' Billy.

Now Unc' Billy had spoken aloud,
for he didn't know that anyone was
near. So he jumped almost out of
his skin when a voice said:

““Who is it you hope can’t climb
trees, Unc' Billy?"

Unc' Billy looked down to find his
old friend Jimmy Skunk looking up
at him. He hesitated a few min-
utes. He knew that Jimmy thought
that Sammy Jay and Blacky the
Crow were crazy or else were tell-
ing untrue stories, and he didn't
like to tell Jimmy what he had seen
himself. You see, he didn't want
to be laughed at or thought crazy.
But he felt that he just had to tell
someone, and so finally he told Jim-
my Skunk all about it. Jimmy
looked at Une' Billy very sharply,
but Unc¢' Billy was so very much in
earnest that Jimmy had to believe
that Unc' Billy really thought he
had seen this terrible stranger. Jim-
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“A husband’'s starvation wage,"”
says poverish Pearl, ‘'seldom gives
a wife anything new to her back but

welght.”
©—WNU Service.

my never had heard of such a
stranger in the Green Forest. He
couldn’t quite believe there was one
even after Unc' Billy had said so.
But he didn't like to say so. You
see, Unc' Billy was an old friend
and he didn't want to hurt his feel-

I ings.

“1 think I'll go up to the pond
of Paddy the Beaver and see if ]

can see anything of this stranger,” |

said Jimmy.

“Ah wouldn't if Ah was yo', Br'er
Skunk! 'Deed Ah wouldn't. Yo' don’
know what he may do to yo' with
those great claws. Mah goodness,
Ah cert'nly does hope he can't
climb trees!” Unc' Billy looked so
anxious that Jimmy had to turn his
head so as to hide a smile.

“T'll go ask him if he climbs trees
and then I'll come and let you know,
Unc' Billy,”" said he.

Now, Unc' Billy knew that Jimmy
Skunk is afraid of nothing and no-
body unless it is Farmer Brown's
boy when he has his terrible gun,
but he also knew that Jimmy had
never seen and had no idea of this
great stranger who had given him
such a fright, and he couldn't be-
lieve that Jimmy would dare ask
him any questions. He watched
Jimmy march off into the Green
Forest and he grinned just a little

“Br'er Skunk never hurries, but
Ah reckons Ah'll see him hurry
right smart if he meets up with
that stranger,’”’ muttered Unc' Billy

Jimmy Skunk went on until he
came to the pond of Paddy the Bea-
ver. which vou know is deep in the
Green Forest. Jimmy was tired and

H

b
Y
t

more speedily.

Combating Crime With Speed in Tokyo

[:‘4"-" L '3:{ - 5 Oy 8
Iq' [} e ’ J ; 1 [ o ' "
{ ; BT ] e W
o e EPOE e LAR : F. g
F J * :_ o L Rl
) 3 : '-. 1 '1'-'-. rl..".:-..' : g
; i £ o - 4( "~
¥ % et -
\ T
N e

In the effort,to suppress crime in Tokyo the police administration
has purchased a’ thousand bicycles which have been distributed among
the officers stationed at street corner police boxes. These men are usu-
ally the first to arrive at the scene of a crime and now can get there

he sat down to rest, It was very
still there. Paddy the Beaver was
nowhere to be seen. Neither was
the stranger. Jimmy grew sleepy.
He made up his mind that he would
take a nap before he looked any
further, and he started to find a nice
soft spot to curl up on when he
heard a heavy step behind bhim.
Jimmy whirled about and there just
coming out of the bushes was the
stranger of whom Sammy Jay and
Blacky the Crow and Unc' Billy
Possum had told, and he was just
as big and just as black and had
just such great cruel claws as they
had said.

“] don't know who you are, but
I'm very glad to meet you,” said
Jimmy Skunk politely.

© T. W. Burgess.—WNU Service,

FIRST-AID TO

AILING HOUSE

By ROGER B. WHITMAN

DODGING TROUBLE

l HAVE had more questions on
how to overcome wetness in cel
lars than on any other one subject
Questions have come f[rom every
part of the country. There is no
commoner house trouble.

In a lood, when water runs into
a cellar through the windows, it is
a catastrophe that cannot be avoid:
ed. But ordinary wetness, due only
to water in the ground outside the
walls or under the floor, can be
kept out by adapting the construc:
tion to the conditions, and with high
quality materials and good work:
manship. Almost always, cellar wet.
ness can be blamed on careless:
ness: on poor construction; on a
fajlure to study ground conditions
and to plan the cellar according to
the needs.

Common faults are poor materi.
als in the walls and poor workman:
ship: porous mortar joints; too lit:
tle mortar in the joints; low gquality
concrete in poured concrete walls
and carelessness in the pouring;
thin concrete floors, and no provi
gsions for drainage. All of these
causes are avoidable. 1 feel very
strongly that a home builder should
foresee them and insist on materials
and workmanship that will make
his cellar waterprool.

One of the commonest mistakes
{s in the filling of the part of the
excavation that is outside the walls
This cavity is usually filled with the
debris of building; chunks of con-
crete and plaster, old bricks, stones,
and even cut-off ends of timbers,
the whole thing being covered and
hidden by a layer of top soil. In a
rain, water running down the side of
the house soaks through the top lay:
er and collects in the open spaces
beneath. It stands in a pool against

| the outside of the foundation walls.
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angd, finds its way under the floor.
The pressure that is created drives
water through weak and porous
places in walls and floor. Pressure
may be sufficient to crack the fioor.

To remedy this, fill the cavity out-
side the walls with solidly packed
earth. There will then be no spaces
in which water can collect; pressure
will not be created, and this cause
for cellar wetness will be complete-
ly avoided. In addition, the outside
of the walls should be coated with
tar or asphalt.

The filling of the excavation is not
the only cause for cellar wetness,
but it is the commonest. Avoiding
it will add little or nothing to the
cost of construction. But whatever
the extra expense might be, it would
not compare with the cost of mak
ing the cellar dry after the house

is finished.

© By Roger B, Whitman
WI"FU Service.

HE
RIGHT WORD

By W. Curtis Nicholson
© The Assoclated Newspapers

IS IT ALWAYS TRUE?

HE following letter has been re-
ceived from Charles Riegels:

‘1 would like to ask ‘The Right
Word' a question. At different
times, 1 have noticed that the col
umn has told its readers that the
possessive case should always pre-
cede a verbal noun. 1 agree with
this, but is it always true that a
construction that appears like a
verbal noun construction is really a
verbal noun construction. 1 am re-
ferring to something like this:

* ‘T have read about his refusing
the appointment.’

“In the light of my study of “The
Right Word,' | should say that the
word ‘refusing’ is a verbal noun,
and that it is the object of the prepo
gition ‘about.’ It is for this reason
that we use the possessive 'his’' be-
fore it. But please examine the fol-
lowing sentence:

“ ] was watching him struggling
up the incline. He looked so feeble
I wanted to go to his assistance.’

“In this sentence, is not ‘him' the
object of ‘watching,’ and is notl
‘struggling’ only an adjective modi
fying ‘him’?

Mr. Riegels has analyzed this
problem very well. There is no
doubt that *‘refusing' is the object
of “have read' in the first sentence;
and, from the underlying thought
of the second illustration, it 1s ap-
parent that ‘1 was watching him"
and noting his appearance (while
he was struggling up the incline).

Mr. Riegels should have begun
his letter with *'1 should like to

ask."'
WNU Service

Summer Sun Below Florida
The sun never gets as far north
as Florida during the summer
months, Its rays sirike the north
side of buildings far up in the tem-
perale zone.

THE INDIAN BOY

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

UPON the plain the Indian boy

Is playing with the white man’'s
toy

And talking In the white
tongue,

An Indian boy whose fathers sprung

From a long line of braves of yore

Who now are legends, nothing more.

man's

But now and then he lays aside

The white man's toy and looks with
wide,

Wide eyes across the ancient plain,

Now ripening with the white man’'s
grain,

Forgets awhile the white man’s
EChﬂﬂ]t

The white man's bounty, and his
rule.

A frightened bird stirs in her nest,

And something stirs within his
breast

Beneath the white man's clothes he
wears.

From plain to ridge to hill he stares,

Yes, seeking in the sky above

For something he is cheated of.

Only a legend, not a land,
A boy finds hard to understand,
Only a legend he recalls
That echoes like far waterfalls,
The people of his form and face

Only a legend, not a race.
© Douglas Malloch.—WNU Service.
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In White Ermine
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Snowy white ermine makes an
ideal evening coat of finger-tip
length for a young girl. The nar-
row self collar which loops into a
tricky bow and the softly draped
sleeves with the skins worked on the
diagonal promote the youth idea.

ANEKEMAL

CRACKIERS
By WARREN GOODRICH

© Bell Byndicate
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scarfs or kitchen curtains.

Out across the tulips fly our
feathered friends the Bluebirds,
so realistic when embroidered in

dainty 10 to the inch cross stitch.

May be adapted either to border
or corner various houschold ac-
cessories—breakfast sets, towels,
Tulips

are in single stitch. Use gay floss.
Pattern 1475 contains a transfer
pattern of two motifs 6% by 8%
inches; two motifs 5 by 9% inches
and four motifs 6 by 6% inches;
and four motifs 3% by 5% inches;
color suggestions; illustrations of
stitches used; material needed.
Send 15 cents in stamps or coins
(coins preferred) for this pattern
to The Sewing Circle Needlecraft
Dept., 82 Eighth Ave., New York.

Painting the Baboon

An odd punishment is meted out
to thieving baboons in Kenya, Af-
rica. A baboon is caught in a cage
trap, shaved, painted pale blue,
then liberated. After that no
member of his tribe will approach
the scene of this indignity so long
as he lives.

Lazy, bored, grouchy

You may feel this way
as a result of constipation

Constipation Is an enemy of pleas-
ure. It dulls your enjoyment of the
best entertainment and the best
friends.

To neglect constipation Is to in-
vite serious trouble, For your health's
snke, take Black-Draught at the first
sign of constipation. You'll soon feel
better., Here's a laxative that is
purely vegetable, prompt, rellable.

BLACK-DRAUGHT

A GOOD LAXATIVE

HOW OFTEN
CAN YOU KISS AND
MAKE UP?

FTEW husbands can understand
why a wife should turn from a
pleasant companion into a shrew
for one whole week in every month.

You can say "I'm sorry' and
kiss and make up easler before
marriage than after, If you're wise
and if you want to hold your hus-
band, you won't be & three-quarter
wife,

For three generationsone woman,
has told another how to go “smil-
ing through' with Lydia E, Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. 16
helps Nature tone up the system,’
thus lessening the discomforts from }
the functional disorders which
women must endure in the three
ordeals of life: 1, Turning from
girlhood to womanhood. 2. Pre-

for motherhood. 3. ADe
proaching “middle age.”

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

Go “Smiling Through,"

il

COLDS
LIQUID, TABLETS first day

SALVE, NOSE DROPS Headache, 80 minules.
Try “Rub-My-Tism”~World's Best Liniment

checks

MALARIA

in three days

CLASSIFIED
DEPARTMENT

SALESMEN

Wanted—Rellable Men—Sell select Trees,
Fruits, Shrubs. Cash pald weekly. Vir-
ginia Nurseries, Dept, L, Richmond, Va.
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HELP-KIDNEYS

To Get Rid of Acid
and Poisonous Waste

Your kidneys help to keep you.well
by constantly filtering waste matter
from the blood. Il yvour kidneys get
functionally disordered and [all to
remove excess impurities, there may be

isoning of the whale system and

y-wide distress.

Burning, seanty or too frequent url-
nation may be a warning of some kidney
or bladder disturbance. :

You may suffer nagging backache,
persistent headache, pttacks of dizziness,
getting up nights, swelling, puffiness
under the eyes—/{eel weak, nervous,

out,

I’r such cases it is better to rely on &
medicine that has won country-wide
acclaim than on something less lavor-
lhldy known. Use Doan's Piils, A multi=
tude ol teful people d
Doan's. Ask your neigh

Pl 2
DOANS PILLS

CHAPTER XI1V—Continued
ol [ 3.

“That couldn’'t be done, Serena,"

Quentin said quietly. ‘I have neve

had this case,

Doctor,"
abruptly.

responsibility.”

“I have nothing to do with it.,"”
Serena turned

Quentin said briefly.
on him.

“Spencer had acute indigestion,
and he’s got a bad heart,” she said. | {t.
‘‘But believe me, if there's any in-
vestigation, if there's one word of
talk, you're in this, too, Quentin

Hardisty! I'll not stand it. I'll no

face a coroner and be questioned, |
while you are quietly enjoying your-
self over_there on the lawn with
vour wife, laughing and carrying

the children into the housel"

‘1 don't think that'll happen,’
Quentin said. But Vicky saw tha
his face was pale.
called me earlier!"

‘“‘How do you know what'll hap-
“I know. I
We had a coroner’s
investigation when Gita's father
died. I know what it means! You'll

pen!'' Serena said.
<an tell youl

have to sign that death warrant

Quentin, or I'll have to drag your
You and I've talked
of what we'd do if he died; you can’t !
deny that, if they put you on oath!
Everyone knows what we've been to
each other: you had a motive for
giving me something that would
put him to sleep. He told Dr. Cud-
worth here that I wanted to get

name into it.

rid of him."

*Vie, do you want to stay?”
Quentin asked in an undertone, as

the breathless voice died to silence
““This isn't your sort of thing."

“‘No, Vie won't go,” Serena said
““You don't think Vic
doesn’'t know that you love me, that
vyou've been following me, making

at white heal.

me presents, writing me letters."”

Quentin looked at Vicky, looked

away; he spoke quietly.

“Vicky knows just how badly I've
said.
“‘She's always known, from the be-
I'm not trying to wriggle
If you were really fool
to give Spencer sleeping
powders or anything else, I'm in it
There's no question that
vyou can drag my name and my
children's names in the mud, if you
You can take those let-

treated her, Serena,'”” he
ginning.
out of that.
enough

with you.

want to.
ters into court—"’
‘“‘Letters saying,
for Spencer .,
rupted him.
‘Letters saying

a level glance at her.

on slowly.
one woman in all my life; never,

no matter what I said or wrote or
did. I've always loved my wife, al-
ways, always held her in a place

by herself!l"’

Vicky went over to him and
dropped her hand into his, but he
did not glance at her or seem to

know that she was there.

““How nice!'’ Serena said.
pay the bill alone, How very nice!"

““No, you and I'l both 'pay!"
Quentin said. ‘‘And she'll pay, too.
It means disgrace for us all."

There was a sound at the door of
the invalid’s room; the amah came
out with an agitated face, shaking
her head, Serena gave a short ejac-

ulation and, turning, went across

the hall to her own room and went

into it and closed the door. The
two doctors and Vicky faced the

Chinese woman as she came to-

ward them. Her jargon was unin-
telligible to Quentin. The promised
nurse, hatted, coated, cold, rosy,
came upstairs,

“Amah says Spencer heard your
volce and wants to speak to you,"
Vicky interpreted.

My God, when I saw her face 1
thought the poor fellow was gonel"'
Dr. Cudworth ejaculated.

wgsg did 11" Vicky sald.

“Do you mean—'" Quentin had
clutched her arm; his fingers bit
into it like a vise, he was almost
gshouting. *““What d'you mean? Isn't
he gone?"'

“Oh, no; but Quenlin, there's no
hope,'’ Vicky said.

“Master say other doctor come
now.'' the amah said in a singsong.

“Yes, come in with me, for God's
sake, Hardisty, and see what you
think!'" Cudworth said, as they all
went together to Spencer's door.
Vicky heard Quentin mutter as if
he spoke to himself: “We all stand
there talking while the poor fellow
cles!"

Then they were in the sickroom;
Vicky watching her husband's, rath-
er than the patient's, face, her own
tace reflecting the fluctuations of
feeling she saw there,

But I'm positive—I
don't believe ~ I know — Dr. Cud-
worth isn't serlously suggesting—"'

“You may do as you think best,
the other doctor said
“l would have entire
faith in anything you saw fit to do.
But I personally must decline the

“1 wish you'd

‘If it weren't
J'".Serena inter-

everything,"'
Quentin said in a low voice, with
‘“"Letters
saying everything!' he repeated.
“But one thing isn't true,”’ he went
“I've never loved but

“Sol

Kathleen Norris

“‘Quentin,’”” the sick man said,
clutching at his hand, all personal
feeling forgotten in the grips of life
r | and death, ‘‘you can do something
for me, can’'t you? For God's sake
get me out of this, operate, do any-
thing! That ass there,"”” he whis-
pered, with a flickering glance at
that agitated Cudworth, “tells me
I'm washed up. There's something
you can do?"

Quentin spoke urgently, definite-
ly:

‘“Vie, get to a telephone and tell
Anna to come over right away with
that big package that's on my desk;
it's from Lengfeld's—she can't miss
Rush it! And just as soon as
you've done that, get the amah to
get plenty of hot water, boiling wa-
ter. I suppose there's a table here,
t| & long table, flat—""

“You think so, Doctor?' faltered
the other doctor.

“I know so!’" Quentin shouted,
suddenly mad with impatience.
*“Just lie quiet there, Spencer,”” he
added to the patient, ‘‘and we'll get
you out of this if we can.”

‘“I've got an even break?' Spen-
cer asked.

““Not quite so good. We won't
know quite what chance you've got
until we've gone a little further., Ah,
here's our nurse. We want a surgi-
cal bath here, nurse, as fast as you
can manage t; we've no time to
waste.”

Vicky ran downstairs, ran upstairs
for sheets; Serena was not in evi-
dence, and nobody asked for her.
The nurse suggested a rubber sheet,
and Anna panting in with the big
bundle, was sent flying back to the
Hardistys’ for one. Presently there
was nothing for Vicky to do except
sit on a chair in the hall and wait—
and think—and wait.

Quentin came out with a nurse's
white apron tied on him back to
front and asked for soda, Just
plain kitchen soda.

“And you might as well go home,
Vic: this’'ll take it out of you."

““No, I'll wait. Quent, has he a
chance?"

“I'm afraid not, but we'll try.
They're putting him under now,;
we'll know in an hour."

‘‘She couldn't''—Vicky glanced at
the closed door of Serena's room-—
“She wouldn't have done it!'"" she
whispered.

“*Idon't know. But it's not for him
I'm fighting, Vie,””. Quentin said.
“It's for all of us, It's touch and
go now; if he lives, we live, and if
he dies, I may have gotten you into
something you'll never get out of,
my dear.”

“You'll be in it, tool™
' “I'll be in it, too. Oh, she couldn't
get me in as an accomplice,”” Quen-
tin said. ''‘But she could do enough
to ruin us all. We'd have to go
away, Vic."

‘““‘We'd go away."”

“‘And the story would follow us,
and follow the children. That's all
I've done to you!" Quentin said.
‘“The woman-—the amah—has pro-
duced a bottle, half full, that would
kill ten men. Our one hope is that
it was about a ten-times dose, and
in lemonade. Lemon is the only
anti-acid that touches it! If any-
thing saves him, that'll save him—
that is, if we get to the kidney in
time."”

“You willl"" Vicky said, with her
faithful eves on his and her world
rocking about her and her lips
white.

““You believe in God, don't you?"
Quent asked, almost absentminded-
ly.

H-I dﬂ.il

‘“Then—while I'm in there, you
pray, Vic."” He kissed her without
smiling, without seeming even to
see her; released her from his
arms. ‘‘My God, you are a tower of
strength to me,"” he said. '"You are
a rock of help! Pray for every-
thing we've got, while I'm in there—
the kids and the home—everything!
I always thought — I always
thought,” Quentin muttered, turn-
ing away, ‘‘that I'd like my boys
to be proud of their father, My
kids."

He went into the sickroom, and
Vicky waited. There was a big
Spanish chair in the upper hall of
the Morrison place, and she sat in
it and clasped her hands to keep
them still and prayed. A Navajo
blanket, richly striped with yellow
and black and scarlet, had been
hanging over the black iron railing
of the stairway; she wrapped it
about her; the night was bitterly
cold

t
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4 CHAPTER XV

Silence and night and vigil. Un-
seen somewhere a clock struck the
hours and the half-hours; outside in
the dark a rising wind whined un-
easily, and now and then a broken
branch skittered on the tiling of
the roof. In the upper hallways of

in terror,

murder,

she was experiencing,

wondered.

boo!" Victorian told herself.

be mixed into any murder triall

thing else!"’

m
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‘“‘I've Got an Even Break?"”
Spencer Asked.

their spell again, and Victoria felt
with a sort of desperation that if
Quentin didn't come out of that
room pretty soon . . .

The amah appeared presently,
looking like a little old mahogany
carving in a black-and-white cotton
coat.

“Fix room for nurse,'"” she whis-
pered, and Vicky was glad to go
with her to the spare room, help
her in the warming human business
of making beds and arranging tow-
els, He wasn't dead yet, anyway!
Before they had finished, Quentin
and Dr. Cudworth joined them.

Quentin looked exhausted; his
hair was tumbled, and his operating
gown, one of Miss Plerce's aprons
put on backward, was spattered
with red. He took off the apron.
‘““Excuse my appearance, Vie,”
he said, sitting down panting. ‘‘My
Lord, but that was quick work!"
‘“‘How 1is he?" Vicky asked. But
even before she asked it, the blood
had come back to her heart and
she had had time to feel an al-
most frightening flrst ecstasy of
hope.

‘“‘He's doing remarkable,’” Dr.
Cudworth said. ‘''‘And hercan thank
your good husband here. You are,
in my opinion, a genius, Dr. Har-
disty."

“‘Oh, Quent, there isn't really a
chance?"

‘‘Magnificent constitution, and his
own feeling will help,”" Quentin still
ghastly pale and breathing hard,
said to the other doctor. And then
to Vicky, "Everything is as good as
it can be: better, I would say. He
open2d his eyes and looked at me;
it didn't take him filve minutes to
get his bearings."

Vicky sat down in a winged chalr
and put her hands over her eyes
and began to cry, and Quentin,
leaning over to pat her on the back,
laughed with tears in his own eyes.
“I'm ash-sh-shamed of myself!"
she stammered, looking up to smile
through wet lashes, ‘'But—but it
saves us all! It saves us all, Quen-
tin. I've been sitting out there
alone, thinking and thinking."

“Did she come out at all?'" the
local doctor asked in the pause.
““Mrs. Morrison?"’

‘“‘She's probably packing,” Quen-
tin said. *I imagine she'll get out
right away, It would be the best
thing all round if she did."

“‘Oh, but Quentin, the relief!"
Vicky's eyes shone like stars; it
was too good to be true, too good
tc be true! "If you hadn't come

the Morrison house one lamp

back from the hospitall' she said

sort of bubbling groan that made
Vicky's heart stop for a moment

She prayed, trying not to think,
drowsed, awakened with a start to
find that it was not all a strange
dream. She really was here in the
Morrison house in the middle of the
night, Quentin was behind that bed-
room door, .bringing all his skill,
every ounce of strength and knowl-
edge and inspiration that he could
muster to the saving of Spencer
Morrison's life, and Serena was in
her bedroom only a few feet away
somehow living through the hours
that would decide whether or not
she would be tried on a charge of

What was she doing? Vicky won-
dered. She had swept away from
the group hours earlier, had closed
her bedroom door upon whatever
suffering.
Furious with fear, the accusing eyes
of both doctors upon her, their flat
refusals to perjure themselves in
protecting her still ringing in her
astounded ears, and Spencer strug-
gling in death throes of her causing,
she had angrily withdrawn. Had she
flung herself down on her bed and |
fallen into dreamless sleep? Vic

“But I'm just magnifying the
whole thing into an absolute buga-
HIt

won't happen that way!l Spencer | the western side of the house, and
will die of an operation, Quentin | the first dim grayness of dawn that
can sign a certificate about that, | had struck into the kitchen, and
anyway, and Cudworth won't talk, | that was now timidly attacking the
he's got his own professional repu- | eastern world, had made no en-
tation to protect, he doesn't want to | trance here. There was black night

“I don't think so0,"” Quentin said
somewhat uncertainly, looking al
his colleague. The other doctor re
peated the phrase more decidedly.

“I'm extremely glad to wash my
hands of the whole thing,”” Dr. Cud:
worth said. *“He's warned now,
and I think we might give the nurse
a hint; it seems to me we might—""

“I am going to talk to both
nurses; I've had this girl telephone
for another,'” Quentin said, and once
again Vicky thought that he was
two men; the Quentin who was the
children’'s adored ‘‘Dad,’”” easy and
quiet and quite willing to take
their word for anything, to listen
to them, to learn from them, and
this other Quentin, who held life
and death in his big square hands.
“It would be better to get him into
a hospital, of course, but we can't
move him now. You say Serena
hasn’'t shown up at all?"" he asked
Victoria,when they were all out
in the_hall again.

‘“‘Not a sound."”

*Will you wake her up? I'm going
to take a look at Spencer. Amah
here will let the nurse go down
for some coffee. I've got to talk to
Serena,'’

Victoria crossed the upper hall,
turned the knob of Serena's door,
and spoke from the threshold:

‘*Serena!"’

There was complete darkness
within. Serena's apartment was on

beyond Serena's window, and in

She'll go away, and this time next | the room vague, darker shadows.
year we'll be worrying about some- | Vicky groped inside the door cas-

ing, found a switch, and inundated

She could reassure herself for a | the place with soft, rosy light.
moment; then the solitude and si-

lence of the night began to work | vicky had seen these pink taffeta

Everything was orderly enough.

fittings before, the pink-brocaded
walls, the long-legged doll and Man-
darin lamps, the black worsted dog
with the beady eyes. But there was
in the silence here now something

indefinably frightening. Her heart
beat fast with terror.

serena, still wearing the pale lav-
ender dressing gown in which Vicky
had first seer her last night, was
lying flat across the unopened bed.
The delicate pink taffeta covers still
were spread in their daytime posi-
tion, and flowed over the dais in
thick rich flouncing and folds. At
the top of the low wide bed, a half-
circle of finely pleated silk rose
like a moon. DBeside the pillows
were the night tahle and the pink
lamps, the pink-and-white tele-
phone, the book in a tooled vellum
f:ver that Serena had been read-

2 .

‘‘Serenal! Spencer’'s better. They
think he will live. Quentin wants
to speak to you!"

Silence. The room's mistress lay
as she might have lain in a moment
of sleep. She was lying on her
back, her beautiful hair loosened
and falling in a cascade over her
shoulder, one arm hanging relaxed
over the edge of the bed. Vicky's
heart suddenly rose into her throat,
and she felt her knees weaken.

She dared not turn her back on
this room. Instead she backed
slowly away, heard the men emerg-
ing from Spencer's room; turned to
show them an ashen face and to
clutch at Quentin's arm.

“*Oh, Quentin, she's only asleep,
I guess, but don't go in there!
Don't. She's lying on her bed—she
didn't go to bed—I spoke to her
and she didn't stir."

‘“What's the matter, Vicky?"
Quentin asked, surprised, weary.
‘““What did she say? Has she faint-
ed?"

He went toward Serena's door.
Vicky, with a little gasp of fright,
followed along beside him. Again
she looked at the rosy beauty of
Serena's room: the pink lights on
delicate pink silk, the litter of
beautiful luxurious nothings with
which Serena had surrounded her-
g-'f. a rabbit-skin rug, silver frames
and vases, tortoise - shell fitting
mounted in gold for the desk at
which Serena wrote only love notes.

‘“Wait a mmute!" Quentin said
sharply. He went to the bed,
touched the figure lying there;
gripped the unresponsive shoulder
with a big hand and shook it. ‘‘Se-
renal!' he said. And then, turning
to Vicky and the other doctor:
‘Look here!"

““What is it?" Cudworth asked,
advancing into the room.

“Dead!’ Quentin said.

**Oh, no, Quent!' Vicky was cling-
ing to his arm. “Oh, no! Who
would do it, who would do it?"

“‘She’'s done it herself, eh?" Cud-
worth asked. He stooped and picked
from the floor something that glit-
tered brightly in the soft light. ‘“'Ye
didn't care for that investigation,
did yve, my lady?" the old man
queried, staring down at the dead
woman with a shrewd light in his
eyes,

“Suicide!’ Vicky whispered.
““Yes; she did it herself,' Quen-
tin muttered. *'Look there!'

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Statue to Hnr:nn Horse
The Morgan horse wns developed

| iIn New England. In 1921 a statue of

Justin Morgan, the progenitor of
this race, was erected on the U. S.
Morgan Horse Farm at Middlebury,
Vt., on the 100th anniversary of the
death of this famous horse. This
farm of 400 acres was given to the
Department of Agriculture in 1807,
to be used for developing the best
Morgan blood.

the Big News from Americall

Samuel Morse, inventor of the
electric telegraph, had only one
ambition as a young man and that
was to become an artist. He stud-
iled under Washington Allston,
then the greatest painter in the
United States, and with Allston
went to London in 1811, There he
met Benjamin West who, although
an American, was president of the
Royal academy, and a great fa-
vorite with the king, who later
made him Sir Benjamin West.

West was actually at work on a
portrait of the king when the lat-
ter was handed the Declaration of
Independence. Morse heard the
piquant story frorn West himself,
says Ernest Greenwood in “From
Amber to Amperes.”” Here it is
—as related by Morse:

Turning to the picture of the
king, Sir Benjamin West said:

‘Do you see that picture, Mr.
Morse? Well, sir, the king
was sitting for me when the box
containing the American Declara-

tion of Independence was handed
to him."

‘““Indeed!’”” I answered, ‘‘and

A Worthy Object

WILL power is the mental
experience exercised in
bringing about a desired end.
Therefore, 1 say that a man
must necessarily have a
worthy object in view to bring
out the best in him—that a man
must see more than a salary to

be more than a salaried man.

A man must see the position of
ownership, partnership, man-
agement, or increased award,
in order to awaken his will
power.

The man who does good to

another does even more good
to himself.

r. 1l

b

what appeared to be the emotion
of the king? What did he say?”

“Well, sir,” said West, ‘he
made a reply characteristic of the
goodness of his heart,”” or words
to that effect. ** ‘Well,” he said,
‘if they can be happier under the
government they have chosen,
then under mine, I shall be hap-
p}""’ 1]

Morse stayed four years in Eng-
land where he achieved consider-
able success as a portrait painter.
Then returning to his native coun-
try, he afterwards became presi-
dent of the national academy and
an eminently successful painter,
his sitters becoming so numerous
that he was unable to meet and
fill all of his orders. It was dur-
ing his return voyage to America
in 1832, following a second visit to
Furope, that Morse got his con-
ception of the telegraph. Twelve
years later—May 24, 1844—he
gave a public demonstration of
his invention, sending a message
from Washington to Baltimore.

The rest is well known history.
—Kansas City Star.

Funster Ought to Have
Recognized His Fellow

Jones de Vere Jones decided it
would be fun to spend a day in
the country. Back to Nature, and
all that,

Meeting a farmer in a field he
thought to have some fun with
him.,

“Good-morning,” he started. *'1
must say I admire your part of
the country.”

Then he noticed a scarecrow in
the middle of the field.

‘““And is that one of the oldest
inhabitants?’’ he went on, point-
Ing to the scarecrow.

‘““Naw, zur,"” came the slow re-
ply. ‘“That be no oldest 'habi-
tant. Just a visitor like yourself.”

HAT goes up must come
Y down. Or if you wish to put
it In more scientific language: Ac-
tion is equal to reaction and in the
contrary direction.

This 1s the law of compensation.
It is the one fixed, immutable law
of life and it applies to every-
thing, everywhere. It cannot be
evaded or avoided. The working
of it may be immediate or it
may be a matter of centuries,
but if we keep ourselves aware

of it we may be saved disappoint-
ment and disillusion.

The extent to which we try to
restrict that law is absurd. We
speak of balanced budgets, bal-
anced rations, and the balance of
trade; but we quite ignore bal-
anced lives and balanced sociolo-
gy;:; so, In the end, Nature takes
the job off our hands, with the

consequent upheavals and disturb-
ances.

We work or play to excess, we
indulge our appetites and our
senses to repletion, perhaps to
gluttony, and when we suffer dur-
ing Nature's work of restoring
balance, we rail at fate,

In monarchy and republic. we
allow our thirst for power and
fpr money to overbalance our
lives, both individually and so-
cially, then blame God and man
for the chaos which attends the
restoration of balance.

In all the affairs of life we may
evolve philosophies and devise
systems; but just so long as they
are out of balance, individualiy,
socially, industrially or govern-
mentally, just so long will the
scale teeter up and down to our

discomfort.

If as individuals our lives are
out of balance, the structure as a
whole must also be out of bal-
ance; and in time that balance
must be restored—by us or by
THOSE WHO FOLLOW.—Ray S.
Ayers In Detroit News.
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GROUND GRIP TIRES

FARMERS everywhere are saying that the amazing Firestone Ground Grip
Tire is FIRST in performance and FIRST in economy. So many thousands

of farmers are changing over to this wonderful tire that production has been
greatly increased to meet the demand.

FIRST IN DRAWBAR PULL. The greater drawbar pull of this amazing

tire accounts for its ability to do more work in a given time.

FIRST IN TRACTION. The patented Ground Grip Tread takes a deeper
bite into the soil. Added strength to resist the strain of heavy pulling is provided
by Gum-Dipping the cord body. Every fiber of every cotton cord is saturated
with liquid rubber by this patented Firestone process. Two extra layers of
Gum-Dipped cords under the tread
bind the tread and cord body so solidly

together that we guarantee they will

not separates

FIRST IN ECONOMY. Saves up to
50% in fuel over steel-lugged wheels.
Covers more acres per day. Low-cost
Firestone cut-down wheel program

permits using one set of tires on several
different implements.

FIRST IN SALES. Firestone Ground
Grip Tires have such outstanding
leadership in performance that sales
are soaring. Don’t wait another day—
see the Firestone Ground Grip Tire
today at your nearest Firestone
Implement Dealer; Tire Dealer or
Auto Supply and Service Store;

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

GROUND GRIP TIRES THAN ALL OTHER MAKES OF TIRES COMBINED!

Copyright 1997, Firestone Tire & Rubber Oo.
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