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THE MONTGOMERY INDEPEND ENT

ROCKVILLE, MARYLAND

Washifigton. — Time was when
such maneuvers as have virtually
insured the election of Represent-
ative Sam Rayburm of Texas as
Democratic floor leader of the house
of representatives, thus putting him
in line for the speakership, if and
when, would have brought a storm
of protest from the Democratic
press in most sections of the coun-
try. In the North and West, espe-
cially, there would have been talk
of *‘Southern domination,’” and
there would be bitter inquiries as
to what was the motive of the Penn-
sylvania Democracy in deserting
the North and East and voting with
the South.

But now almost all the excite-
ment is right under the Capitol
dome. The country doesn't care
much, it would seem, whether the
gentleman who directs the floor ac-
tivities of the overwhelming Demo-

EN and HEAR

around the

NATIONAL CAPITAL
By Carter Field

FAMOUS WASHINGTON CORRESPONDENT

cratic majority comes from Hono-
lulu or Key West.

One way to look at it is to as-
sime that the “era of good feeling"
of which President Roosevelt him-
self talked so much, to friends, right
after election is here, But that
would scarcely explain the lack of
sectional feeling—that is, not al-
together.

The real reason is that the av-

erage man who voted for Roosevelt,
just cannot be made to believe that

‘ t for him in |
there is much interest for ! the utriost tact be used. in per-

who is Democratic floor leader, It
is always difficult to interest the
people at large in a particular move
because that move later on will
mean something.

For example, when the newspa-
pers record that a man has been
elected outer doorkeeper of a big
national organization, they have to
strain a point and explain why this
is important — that it means ten
years from now, or some such mat-
ter, that the man just made outer
doorkeeper, if he lives, will be the
supreme dragon's tail twister or
whatever the head of the particular
national order in question is.

Not Interested

But for that matter people never
fiave been very much interested in
who was nominated for Vice Presi-
dent—or indeed who is Vice Presi-
dent. It's a small minority which
manifests any real interest in these
first’ steps, “slgnificant though they
may be.

Which might just be a tip for the
Daughters of the American Revo-
lution, if the time should ever come
when that organization would like
to keep its bickerings off the front
pages of the newspapers. By se-
lecting its presidents-general ten

years in advance, and calling them |

by some very humble title, they will
find interest on the part of report-
ers and photographers subsiding
amazingly.

But in the main the folks are
right in not being much interested
in who is selected as Democratic
floor leader. Until there is some
decided change in the present situ-
ation nothing will make much dif-
ference. Until we see how the future
line-ups in political divisions in
this country are moving there is
no way to fight very intelligently
at the moment to lay any founda-
tions.

The situation still remains that it
{s almost idle to think of new line-
ups until there is some cleavage in
the tremendous majority that elect-
ed Mr. Roosevelt. Until the cleavage
comes there is not much signifi-
cance to anybody in whether a Tam-
many congressman or a Garner
lieutenant from Texas is on the
moving stairway leading to the
speakership of the house.

Stirs Diplomats

Ruth Bryan Owen is responsible
for the new order that has occa-
sioned so much turmoil in the dip-
lomatic service, forbidding Ameri-
can diplomats to marry foreign-
ers.

The soft pedal was put on at the
time, but when it was announced
that Willlam Jennings Bryan's
daughter was to marry not only
a foreigner, but a really important
personage in Denmark, the country
to which she was minister, and
when no word for a long time came
from her as to any intention of
resigning, there was plenty of ex-
citement in the State department

The excitement was due to lack
of sureness as to whether the de-
partment could have its own way
in her case. Had she been a career
diplomat, it would have been sim-
ple enough, but she was a political
appointee, and political appointees
are not subject to the same pressure
as persons who have attained their
jobs by =oxperience and ability.

The career diplomat holds his job,
theoretically at least, because he
is valuable. The political appointee
holds his job because he has been
valuable to a political party. When
a political appointee turns out to
be of real use to the State depart-
ment, as very many have, it is just
velvet. When he turns out to be not
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the strength that won him the ap-
pointment in the first place.

Mrs. Owen's Case

Now in the case of Mrs, Owen,
high officials in the State depart-
ment were in a quandary. They felt
very strongly that her usefulness
was ended. Wise old heads at dip-
lomatic intrigue were under no il
lusions. They did not believe they
could have trusted their minister to
Denmark after that with any bit of
information which they wished to
withhold from the Danish govern-
ment,

But there was nothing they could
do about it. Had they attempted
any drastic action they would have
run head-on into a very strong lobby
on Capitol hill—that of the Wom-
en's party. This belligerent group
of battlers for woman's rights has
been disconsolate for a long time
now because there is nothing of a
sufficiently spectacular nature for
it to fight for. It would have seized
upon this issue, and the State de-
partment folks knew it. Especially
as the Women's party had been so
active in fighting for the law now
on the books which preserves the
American nationality of an Ameri-
can woman who marries a foreign-
er. So an attempt to fire Mrs. Owen
on rules would have been right down
their alley. .

It was necessary therefore that

suading Mrs. Owen to resign, ap-
parently voluntarily.

The present point is that the State
department does not want to go
through any such experience again.
It does not want to take the risks.
Next time the pressure might not
work! Next time the President may
not agree with the State depart-
ment's logic!

Hence the rule, which of course
is not apparently aimed at women
at all. Nor is it, in fact, for the old
heads at the State department are
just as much eoncerned about their
gay young bachelors in foreign
posts who might marry women
close in the counsels of some for-
eign power!

A Postal Worry

One of the things bothering postal
officials is that congress imposed
a mandate that air-mail expendi-
tures must be brought down to air-
mail receipts. The trouble now is
that while air - mail revenues in-
creased by about $3,000,000 over the
previous year, the deflcit also
mounted to a slightly greater ex-
tent, so that it is now a little more
than $3,000,000,

Several policies are under con-
sideration, but there is considerable
reluctance to put any of them into
effect. To begin with, no one is sure
just how any of them would work
out in actual practice. It is com-
parable with a railroad freight or
passenger increase, the problem al-
ways being whether enough busi-
ness would be deterred by the high-
er rate to prevent the change re-
sulting in a net increase.

Then there are advocates of re-
ducing the charges, thus hoping to
increase the volume of business suf-
ficiently to more than make up the
difference and turn a deficit into a
surplus.

Much that sort of thing hap-
pened, it will be recalled, when the
eastern railroads cut their passen-
ger fares, though there is plenty of
controversy over whether such roads
as the Pennsylvania and New York
Central would not be better off to-
day, financially, if the cut had not

vawned again,
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! stamps. Against this, opponents of

| ity of air-mail letters are sent by

been made.

Most of the postal authorities be-
lieve that a reduction in charges
would be better business than an
increase. They are advocating a
five-cent charge on an air-mail let-
ter instead of the present six-cent
charge. They believe that more air-
mail letters would be sent if the
additional charge over an ordinary
mail letter were only two cents,

Airmail Postage

Many individual letter writers,
they point out, would not bother to
save the one cent, but, to save
trouble, would affix two three-cent

the change say that the vast major-

business concerns and that these
concerns would not permit such
carelessness, but would have a sup-
ply of five-cent stamps always on
hand. Also, even individuals, those
on this side contend, usually are sup-
plied with two-cent stamps for lo-
cal use as well as three-cent stamps,
so that the five-cent charge for an
air - mail letter would not catch
many extra pennies.

The real question is whether busi-

ness concerns would use the air-
mail more if the rate were reduced
one penny. On this it is obvious
that the present inclination of the

department is to make no change,
on the theory that air-mail is used

by business concerns only where
there is a real advantage in speed,

BILLY MINK'S SURPRISE

BILLY MINK opened his eyes. At
first he couldn't think where he
was. Everything about him was
strange. Then all in a flash it came
to him where he was. He was in
a dark corner of the haymow in the
big barn where the rats lived.
Billy vawned, then he stretched
first one leg, then another. He
stretched some
more, then lay quiet for a few min-
utes trying to decide whether to
take another nap or hunt those rats
agaln, p

“I may as well learn all about
this barn while I am here,"" thought
Billy. “‘One never knows when such
knowledge may come in handy. Be-
sides, 1 want to find out where all
these rats live. How they did squeal
and squeak when they discovered
me!'" Billy chuckled at the mem-
ory. ‘It is great fun to hunt them."
Billy lazily got to his feet and
arched his back, which was one
way of stretching, Then he started
out to explore the big barn. Of
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*“You have never heard those who
travel in the best circles,”
gada-bout Gladys, “complain about

not getting any place."”
WNU Service.
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velvet.

scoich plaid wool—in navy blue,
white and green,

ensemble.

Jedtime Stor S

py Thornton W Burgess Vd

SaAys

Maggy Rouff created this charm-
ing afternoon ensemble of wool and
The jacket is of corduroy
velvet in navy blue; the dress is of

The collar and
lapels of the jacket are done in the
plaid material. The snappy felt hat
is an ideal ‘‘top-off’’ to the trim
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course he didn't go far before he
smelled a rat. That is to say, he
smelled the scent left by the feet
of a rat. Right away Eilly forgot
everything but the fun of hunting,
the game of hide-and-seek in which
death was the price of being caught.
He started out along the trail of
that rat. By and by, way down un-
der some boxes he came to a nest.
It was made of old rags, torn paper,
and other bits of rubbish. Billy
didn't knock to find out if anyone
was at home. No, indeed, Billy
didn't knock. He just popped his
head right in. He expected to find
some babies at home, if no one else,
because he knew that there are
babies most of the time in the home
of a rat.

Right then Billy got his first sur-
prise. That nest was empty! Yes,
sir, it was empty. There had
been babies there, as his nose told
him, but they had been carried
away. Billy hunted about a bit un-
til he found the trail leading away
from the nest. This he followed.
It led downstairs to a hole in the
barn floor, through this to the
ground, and straight to an opening
which led out of doors.

““Huh!"* muttered Billy. ‘‘This is
queer.’”” He ran about a bit, and it
didn't take him long to discover
that there were many tracks lead-
ing to that opening out of doors. He
could tell by the smell that those

The HOME CIRCLE

INSTRUCTIVE, ENTERTAINING AND AMUSING READING

San . Francisco Bridge at Nig'ht

An extraordinary night picture of the San Francisco-Oakland Bay
bridge at night, looking toward San Francisco from Yerba Buena island,

the middle link in the great bridge.
fireworks that illumined the sky as

To the right are seen some of tl(xe
officials touched them off from the

site of the 1939 Golden Gate International exposition.

rats had gone out and not come |

back.

‘‘It looks as if my future dinners
had run away,'”” muttered Billy, and
then he began to explore that barn
in earnest. There wasn't a hole or
crevice or cranny in it that he didn't
poke his nose into. There wasn't
a rat nest there that he didn't find.
But not a glimpse of a single rat

did he get, nor the squeak of a

single voice did he hear. There
wasn't a rat in the barn! When he
had gone to sleep there had been
many. He had heard them squeak-
ing all about him. Do you wonder

why he was surprised?
@ T. W. Burgess.—WNU Bervice.
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FOODS THAT BUILD THE BODY

MAY liken the growing of

the body of a boy or girl to

the building of a house. First we

must have a good foundation, which

comes from healthy ancestry, then

comes the choosing of the materials

to build the bony structure and the

muscular system which must devel-
op at the same time,

During the early years the bones
need lime and other minerals to stif-
fen them and to make them strong
to carry on the work of the body.
In the 'teen age the diet must fur-
nish adequate amounts of building
types of foods.

A diet which supplies daily one
pint to a quart of milk taken in
various ways, two eggs, one-fourth
head of lettuce or its equivalent in
cabbage, from one-half to one pint
of orange juice daily, with the juice
of a lemon. Using the juice of the
lemon to add to the drinking water
without sugar gives the water life
and adds the required vitamins
needed. This gives a diet which
will furnish good firm bones and
teeth,

For fuel foods which are the car-
bohydrates (sugars and starches)

Eve's Epicrams
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we need not be exercised about
them, as the youth usually eats
enough sweets, which he needs to
supply energy, and starches are eat-
en in fairly good amounts. The fats
consumed, which is taken in oils,
nuts, butter and yolk of egg, should
be in proportion of one to four in
carbohydrates. In athletics candy
gives a quick energy food. For chil-
dren, if given after a meal or long
enough before it not to dull the ap-
petite for the proper food, it is now
considered quite a part of the daily
food. A growing boy needs twice
as much food as his father. Over-
weight is better than underweight,
since it gives a reserve to draw

upon in time of illness or strain,
© Western Newspaper Union,

THE LANGUAGE
OF YOUR HAND

By Leicester K. Davis

© Publlc Ledger, Inc.

HE thumb is the index of its
possessor's temperament: the
will, the power of logic and analysis,
and love., Each of these important

thumb of every one.
The Thumb of Well-Balanced

temperamental qualities is found in-
dicated in varying degree in the

‘/ ond joint of such a thumb give one

Temperament.

The thumb which indicates such
a desirable combination is of mod-
erate length, and is extremely well
proportioned to the balance of the
hand. Folded close to the fore-
finger, its tip should fall even with
or just below the second joint of the
forefinger. The nail joint and sec-

an immediate impression of being
correctly balanced by reason of
their equal or nearly equal lengths,
When bent backward and forward
the thumb has a resilient, semi-
resistant feel. With the entire hand
extended wide, it should extend
away from the palm at a moderate
angle.

This type of thumb is decidedly
well formed, the nail joint slightly
tapered, the middle joint smooth
and free from a knuckled appear-
ance, the third or palm joint well
rounded but not overfleshed.

From a thumb of this kind you
may make safe deduction that its

The Making of Opinion

I_ By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

MANKIND‘S opinions mould the
world—

Not long orations loudly hurled
From some high place (though men
may wonder,

They seldom understand the thun-
der),

Not lines like these, that would pos-
sSess

Not truth as much as cleverness—
But those opinions that go creeping
Through lands like mighty waters
seeping.

For all our reasoning and rime
Must stand one test, the test of time.
The thing we shout, men, too, will
shout it,

And then sit down and think about
it,

Will measure it with common sense,
Compare it with experience,

And, even though today they cheer
us,

Tomorrow may decline to hear us.

Speech is a spark that glows in air,
A time our eyes attracting there,

And written words are very clever
(Millions are written, few forever),
But when the flame has died away
Men look at things, and look by day,
And form opinions that are fairer

Than scribbled wit or shouted error.
@ Douglas Malloch.—WNU Bervice,

KNOW THYSELF

by DR. GEORGE D. GREER

WORK? 1IF S0, HOW?

ONCE made a several months'

study of ‘‘Black Magic'' among the
natives of West Africa, and found
that it actually works., One person
will put a curse on another person,
and the victim's life becomes cursed
just as was foretold. People even
die in this way, just because some
one has cursed them with death, or
has put ‘‘death medicine' on them,
or something of the sort, The basis
of the operation of *‘black magic"

| is in the absolute belief of the na-

tives. They never doubt it, and it

works.

tually dies.

solute faith,
@——<WNU Service.

DOES “"BLACK MAGIC" REALLY

It's Easy to Crochet
This Set of Lace Filet

Pattern 5520

A bit of humble string—this gor-
geous peacock pattern — and
presto—you're the proud owner of
dainty filet lace chair sets, scart
ends, or buffet sets! Fascinating
needlework, the K stitch sets off
the design effectively. Even be-
ginners will find this pattern an
easy way to add to their prestige
as needlewomen. In pattern 5520
you will find instructions and
charts for making the set shown;
an illustration of it and of all the
stitches needed; material require-
ments.
To obtain this pattern send 15
cents in stamps or coins (coins
preferred) to The Sewing Circle,
259 W. Fourteenth St., New York,
N. Y.

Write plainly your name,
dress and pattern number.

ad-

Outdoing Webster

on Interpretations

Blue—Sky, a streak, black writ-
ing ink,

Green — Lettuce leaves, jeal-
ousy, immigrant.

Purple — Violets,
socks.

White — A baby’s soul, lilies,
blue shirts laundered.

Short-lived — Wife's wvacation,
wear-ever ties, a blonde's love.

Fresh — Vegetables, paint—that
we touch, butter-and-egg men.

Young—Moving picture industry
(surface not even scratched),
women under Afty.

High—Clouds, mountain peaks,
cover charges,

Poisonous—Laudanum, ivy (poi-
son ivy), staying home one night.

Fierce — Lions, tigers, sour
ketchup,

Hard — Cobblestones, soft-shell
crabs, life.

Black—Coal, eyes, the future.—
Life.

rage, some

RELIEF

from PAIN

No need to suffer &=

agony of muscu-

lar aches and |

pains! Thousands

report wonderful :
soothing relief with Hamlins Wizard Oil.
lluat rub it on—rub it in. Acts quick. Re-
ieves that terrible soreness. Loosens up
stiff, achy muscles. Has a pleasant odor.
Will not stain clothes. At all druggists.

HAMLINS

WIZARD OIL

For MUSCULAR ACHES and PAINS
Due to REKEUMATISM ~NEURALGIA
LUMBAGO - CHEST COLDS
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Faith in Oneself
Doubt the probability of seme
men succeeding, but never doubt
your own possibilities. Study your-
self and work to win., In all
probability you will win.—Van
Amburgh.

DISCOVERED

Way to Reliecve Coughs

QUICKLY

IT'8 BY relieving both theirritated tissues of the
throat and bromchial tubes. One set of in
dients in FOLEY'S HONEY & TAR quickly
relieves tickling, hacking, coughing . . . coals
?m:l lmt.uh:;iirr titad“thrul:h 'nlz?f kﬁg 3:;:
rom oo ng. Another set acfually en

blood, resches the affected bronchial tubes

When a man is cursed to
die within a year, he gives up all
hope of life, plans on dying, and the
result is that he gets sick and ac-
It is an example of

primitive psychology based on ab- | WNU—4

PAPA IKNOWS—

locsens phlegm, halﬁ: break up oough an

mm‘: Ef“"j' Chec l.ﬁ: Fﬂu'hthu. to ;: l:mil:-l
ore eta worse ore others ca

Check it F|||ri!;h FOLEY'S HONEY & TAR.

It giveas quick reliel and speeded-up recovery,

Rid Yourself o
Kidney Poisons.

O you sufer buming, scanty or
D tnnvhtqulnt urination; backache,
headache, dizziness, loss of energy,
leg pains, swellings and puffiness
under the eyes? Are you tired, nerv-
cus—feel all unstrung and don't
know what is wrong?

Then ﬂ\\‘l some thought to your
kidneys. Be sure they function proper+
ly for functional kidney disorder per-
mits excess waste to stay in the blood,
and to poison and upset the whole
system,

Use Doan's Pills. Doan's are for the
kidneys only. They are recommended
the world over. You can get the gen-

this,”” Sylvia's tiny forefinger and

membered that
course Patrick had posted no po-
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MASQUERADE

BY INEZ HAYNES IRWIN -

COPYRIGHT-INEZ-HAYNES IRWIN

THURSDAY—Continued

— S
“Oh I know now,”

nounced.
on his shoe.”

‘'Sylvia,'”" Patrick went on, ‘'did
you see anybody go out of the
Stow house the night of the mas-
querade—I mean anybody besides
Molly Eames and Walter Tread-
way?"

I remembered now that Patrick
had asked Sylvia a similar ques-
tion once before. However, he had
not waited for the reply and I had
not thought it important.

Sylvia leaned her head back
against Patrick’'s chest., She looked
up into his face, smiling her most
sunny smile, ‘“Yes," she an-
swered. ‘“‘Doctor Marden."

“"'When did you see him go?"
Patrick asked in a friendly way.
““And what door did he go out of?"

Sylvia snuggled close against
him. ‘‘You see,’”” she went on in
the most confidential manner, ‘1
went out into the kitchen. Nobody
was there. All the girls had gone
downstairs into the cellar to—I for-
get what—Oh, I know, they wanted
to look at the ice cream."”

Patrick made big eyes at her.
“All of them?"” he asked in an
astounded voice,
~ “Every one of them!’ Sylvia re-
plied with finality.

‘“You mean that there wasn't a
single one of the girls there?' Pat-
rick kept it up. ‘‘Not Sarah, nor
Bessie, nor Caddie, nor Jessie, nor
Little Alice—"'

‘““There wasn't anybody but me,"”
Sylvia asserted.

‘“‘Wasn't that wonderful?'' Patrick
commented.

“Go on and tell me about Doc-
tor Marden,”” he said.

‘““Well, Doctor Marden came out
into the kitchen."

“Did he see you?"

Il}"eﬂqli

““What did he say?”

‘““He didn't say anything. He put-
ted his finger on his lips—just like

Sylvia an-

thumb moved upwards to press her
lips close but the lips pouted out-
wards as they emitted a gentle,
‘“‘Sh—sh—sh!"’

“And didn't you say anything?"’

Sylvia's eyes' grew sparkly with
mischief. ‘'No, I didn't say a word.
I just did this.”” She put her fore-
finger to her lips and emitted a
“Sh—sh—sh!"

““And then what did Doctor Mar-
den do?" ©

“Well; he went out through the
pantry and into the garage and I
heard him open that little door in
the back wall of the garage."

Idiots all of us! Suddenly I re-
little door! Ot

liceman there. It was extremely
unlikely that any guests would en-
ter that door, would even remem-
ber ‘ifs existence—if indeed they
had ever-known of it. Mattie her-
self rarely used it.

‘I should have thought Doctor
Marden would have got all dirty
going out that way,” Patrick com-
mented.

““Oh,”" Sylvia explained,
weared his long dark cape.
in the garage."

“"How do you know he put it on?"

‘‘He came back to the door of
the kitchen and he said, ‘Sh—sh—
sh!' and he putted his finger to his
lips again. And I said, ‘Sh—sh—
sh!' and I putted my finger to my
lips."

I knew the garment very well
The heavy, dark cape that the
French peasants wear. Doctor Mar-
den's tall, thin figure in that dark
blue cape and the dark blue beret
which matched it was an accepted
detail of the Second Head roads.

““And did you see Doctor Marden
come back to the party?' Patrick
asked.

‘“Yes.”

““Did he come back soon?"

“Yes."

‘““Was it a long time like this?"
Patrick put his hands about a vard
apart. ‘'Or a little time like this?"
Patrick drew his hands towards
each other until the space of a foot
lay between them.

‘It was a littler time like this,”
Sylvia answered. With the utmost
care, she placed her slim, brown
little paws first about nine inches
apart; then about six.

Patrick kissed her. "And were
you still in the kitchen when Doc-
tor Marden came back?'

IlYE!'I!

‘“Who was there?"

“Oh lots and lots and
people!"’

“I forget,'”" Patrick mused aloud,
‘‘was Doctor Marden in Mrs. Stow's
house when they unmasked, Syl-
via?

1lhe
It was

lots of

‘““Doctor Marden wore it

Hexson. But now I recalled to my-
self how easily friendships were

W.N.U. SERVICE

‘“Did Doctor Marden have on his

the kitchen?'" Patrick asked.
‘“Yes,’”” Sylvia answered.
‘‘How did you know it was Doctor
Marden then?"
‘“‘Oh, when he putted his finger to
his lips and said, ‘Sh—sh—sh' he
lifted his mask way up and he
winked at me."”
Patrick sat motionless for a tiny
interval. Suddenly, but with ut-
most gentleness he put Sylvia
down. ‘I think Sylvia will want to
go out and see Sarah Darbe,’”" he
signaled to me. He took the buckle
from Sylvia's reluctant fingers and
dropped it into his pocket. Then
he hurried swiftly across the room
to the telephone, called up the sta-
tion. "Get two men over here at
once!'" he ordered. ‘Put them on
the Marden house. Don't let Doc-
tor Marden leave the house until
he hears from me. I'm phoning
him to come to Mrs. Avery's house.
See that he comes!”
Then he took up the telephone
again and called a number. *I'd
like to talk with Doctor Marden,
please . . . Oh good morning, Doc-
tor Marden. This is Patrick O'Bri-
en speaking. I'm talking from Mrs.
Avery's house. I'd like to see you
here at once. I have some fur-
ther questions to ask you in regard
to the Blaikie case."

It seemed to me that my life
had reduced itself to waiting—walit-
ing for people to come in cars.
Waiting—and trying not to trem-
ble; for I was always poignantly
troubled about some friend or oth-
er. I remember that while I wait-
ed for Myron Marden, moods
chased each other through my
mind. One was a kind of despair-
ing impatience, How long was this
ghastly suspense to last? Could it
be possible that the mystery would
never be solved; that we would all
go down to death never knowing
who had Kkilled Ace Blaikie?
The other was more desperate. I
kept reminding myself, that after
all, I really knew—of my own knowl-
edge—nothing about Myron Marden
and his granddaughter, I had ac-
cepted them on their face wvalue.
I had accepted them on the ac-

“Oh I EKnow Now,” An-

nounced.

Sylvia

ceptance of Ace Blaikie and Bruce

made between men who were in the
World war ., . . out of nothing . . .
out of anything . . . fleeting as a
whisper . . . strong as iron cables
. + +» Yet every instinct I had, ev-
ery intuition, every ounce of that
judgment which comes from experi-

kept shouting to me that these two
were everything I thought they were,
That last feeling arose so strong-
ly in me when Myron Marden soon
entered the room that again the
tears pricked for a salty instant in
my eyes. He came immediately
over to my chair, bowed in his court-
ly continental way over my hand,
turned with a ""Good morning, Mr.
O'Brien!" to Patrick.

I had not seen him since the fu-
I noted how pale and tired
he was then. This day he looked
ravaged.

*Won't you sit down?"” I asked.
Doctor Marden did not sit down.
He stood—his whole graceful easy
length subtly emanating question—
and looked at Patrick.

Patrick, who had risen as he en-

neral.
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suggestion, alien in manner and
clothes, which expatriates so often
acquire unconsciously; his deep
dark coloring; his distinguished, ir-
regular aquilinity; Patrick with his
perfect athlete's figure, so light in
pose, so perfect in poise and bal-
ance, his sun-shot Irish coloring,
his regular Celtic features.

Patrick explained, *I want to ask
you some questions, Doctor Mar-
den. 1 ventured to suggest that
you come here as I have been us-
ing Mrs. Avery's home as a sort of
annex to the police station. It
makes the whole business a little
less unpleasant and we have no
kibitzers. You realize that more
evidence in this Blaikie case comes

Jin from time to time. Then we

have to go over what everybody

| else has said and check up. 1

wanted to ask you a few more
questions in regard to Mrs. Stow’s
masquerade.”’

“Quite!” Doctor Marden assent-

mask the first time he came into| .4 He sat down.

f

I arose. ‘I think I'll ask you to
excuse me,”” I said.

Both Doctor Marden and Patrick
raised restraining hands. ‘I would
very much prefer to have you stay,
Mrs. Avery,” Doctor Marden de-
clared courteously,

I looked toward Patrick, "“It's
what the doctor wants, as far as
I'm concerned,’” he said with a ges-
ture of the shoulders typically Irish
and amusingly like the French
shrug.

den,”” Patrick added, thrusting his
keenest glance across the space
between them, ‘‘that in case of sus-
picion being turned upon you, any-
thing you say here may be held
against you and that there is a
witness present."”

Doctor Marden made a depreca-
tory gesture outward of his long,
slender hands. ‘“‘Ask me anything
you want, Mr. O'Brien. 1 shall
avail myself of your suggestion and
answer only the questions I wish
to answer."

I became conscious of mounting
excitement. Everybody else who
had submitted to Patrick's inter-
rogatories under my roof—Sarah
Darbe, Bessie Williams, Molly
Eames, Walter Treadway, Marga-
ret Fairweather—had said in effect:
“Ask me anything you want. I

Perhaps Doctor Marden felt thai
he had made a false step; for he
immediately added, ‘I have no an-
ticipation that you will ask me any
question that I shall not prefer to
answer fully."

‘“‘Doctor Marden,’”" Patrick began,
““at what time did you go to the
masquerade?”’

“Somewhere between half-past
nine and ten,'”” Doctor Marden an-
swered.

‘‘How did you get there?
car?"

By

“I must tell you, Doctor MET"Fnuthing was said. I knew that a

shall tell the whole truth." |

Spinney."’

““'Did you see anybody on the
place or on the road?"

‘“‘Nobody."

“"Go on!"”

“l walked into the Spinney. As 1
entered I heard voices.'"" He paused
politely., “‘Does this interest you,
Mr. O'Brien?"

‘“Very much. Whose voices were
they?"

‘““There were two voices.
was a woman's. I did not recog-
nize it. The other was a man's—
Doctor Blaikie's."

“Did you hear what they said?”

I heard nothing!'’

“But as you got nearer—"'

““When I realized that there was a
tete-a-tete going on in the Spinney,
I stopped, started to turn back but
the voices stopped and I heard
footsteps retreating. I waited a
minute and kept on until I came
across Doctor Blaikie.”

‘“You did not see the lady at all?”

-I‘IND-I'F

‘““You spoke with Doctor Blaikie
of course.”

‘“Yes—for several minutes.”

““And then you went on?"”

“Yes."

‘““Was your conversation a long
one?"’

“"A very brief one.”

‘“What was the nature of your
talk?"

“It's one of those talks that you
can't reproduce because really

One

lady had just left the Spinney. I
think he knew I knew that. I don't
know whether he was embarrassed
or not. I was a little conscious of
the situation. I think I told him
that I'd come out because the house
was so warm and that I wanted to
smoke—""

‘“‘Had you lighted a cigar yet?”

““No. But I told Doctor Blaikie
that I was going back to the
house and I asked him to join me
in a smoke."

‘“What did he say to that?"

‘“‘He said no; that he was re-
turning at once to the dance."

“Did you go after that?"

“As I remember, that was my
last remark."

‘You left Doctor Blaikie in the
Spinney?'

llYEE‘II‘

‘““Had he turned—had he started
to leave the Spinney?"

‘IND|.‘-

“By what path did you go out
from the Spinney?”

“l continued along the path that
runs beside Mrs. Avery's Little
House; then up onto the road and
then back to the Stows'.”

“Did you smoke on the way
back?"

'“Yes—one cigarette."”

“Did you meet anybody else on
the way back?"”

II-ND_ ry

“No. It was such a beautiful
night and as there is only concrete
road between our house and the
Stow house, my granddaughter
suggested that we walk. Besides
she thought that there might be
some difficulty in parking."’

“What time did you get home?"
“I left earlier than my grand-
daughter. Half-past twelve 1 should
EE}'."
““Doctor Marden, between the
time you arrived and the time you
went home, did you leave the Stow
house?'"'
Doctor Marden answered instant-
lr- I-I-YEE.II

‘“Why did you leave it?"
‘“Well, for no reason or several,
just as you choose. I am not much
of a dancing man, Mr, O'Brien, and
after I'd been there about an hour,
I began to find it very hot and also
I wanted a smoke."

ence of the world kept telling me, !

He smiled and Patrick met his
charming candid amusement with
a warm Irish appreciation.

‘“What time was this?"

“I should say about half-past
ten—certainly not much before and
certainly not much later."

‘“By what door did you go out?"
“Through the kitchen and out the

“Why did you go out so secretly?"
‘“In order to be alone. My head
was buzzing a little with the warm
air and I didn't want anybody to
come with me."

“Did you put on your outer
clothes?"’

“Yes. I retrieved my long cape
and beret from the garage where
[ left them when I came in."”
“‘Did anybody see you go out?"
“No! Yes!'" Doctor Marden re-
considered; smiled reminiscently;
smiled with that tender gentleness
which I might describe as my fa-
vorite of his many charming ex-
pressions, ‘‘Mrs. Avery's little
niece, Sylvia. She had gone out
into the kitchen. For some reason,
none of the maids was there."
“Did she recognize you?"

“Yes. I lifted my mask."

“Did she speak?" .
‘‘Before she could say anything I
put my finger to my lips and she
kept perfect silence.”
“Where did you go?"
asked next.

“I took a little stroll," Doctor
Marden answered, ‘‘through the
meadow which stretches between
Mrs. Stow's and Mrs, Avery's
house."’
‘“You were
Marden.

Patrick

in costume, Doctor
Did yvour walk injure it—
I mean, dew, vines, weeds, etc.?"
‘“There's a very pleasant little
path between the two places,’”” Doc-
tor Marden informed Patrick po-
litely.

I had a feeling that I was watch-
ing the preliminaries to a duel of
two skilled fencers.

J that you did not volunteer this

|
little door in Mrs. Stow's garage."

ment,

and belief was Doctor Blaikie's
frame of mind while you talked

““How did you enter the house?”
‘“‘By the garage door—as I left

tl‘l‘

“Did you leave your cape and
cap there?”

-IYEE-"

“Did anybody see you rome in?"

“lI think nobody noticed it; for
the reason that the kitchen was full
of masks. They had come out,
I think, for water.

‘““You were there then at the un-
masking?'’

.‘YEB.'l

“And what time did you say you
went home?"’

‘““About half-past twelve.’

“You walked home?

‘“Yes.

“Did
Head?

‘“Yes—exactly the way I came.

“When you were in the Spinney,
did you hear any noise in the
bushes, let us say, or, among the
trees?

“I heard nothing."

‘“Don't you yourself think, Doc-
tor Marden, that it's a little strange

you go straight up the

information the first time I talked
with you."

Doctor Marden smiled. ‘I think
it might seem so. But what would
you have done, Mr. OBrien? There
was a woman involved. I didn't
know what sort of trouble I might
get her into.”

‘““Well, of course you realize,”
Patrick advanced, ‘‘that some peo-
pl: might say that you invented the
woman to save yourself."

Doctor Marden bowed in a polite
acquiescence. He made no com-

‘““What to your best knowledge

ing to what Mrs. Avery calls the

with him?
pressign?"’

‘“‘He gave me the impression that
he was extremely happy—trium-
phant, definitely triumphant, Imight
say, he breathed, he emanated tri-
urnph'u

Patricks thick - lashed eyelids
dropped. He seemed to reflect deep-
ly. *“Well, I guess that will be
all, he said. *""Wait a moment
though. I'm the poorest hand in
the world at remembering figures."”
He reached into his waistcoat pock-
¢!, brought out the little red leath-
er notebook. *‘I'd like to take down
the hours as you remember them-—
of < r arrival and departures
from the Stow house.”

Did you get any im-

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Ability of Queen Bees
The queen bee is able to lay ei-

ther fertilized or unfertilized eggs,
according to the size of the cells in
which they are to develop. Ferti-

lized eggs are laid either in small

Cl‘nristmas Eve in tl:le
M.H.I'Lﬂt Place

By Louise Abney in Christian Advocate

HHE market place on Christmas
Eve . ..
Things and things for sale . .
Tinsel baubles, gilded toys
Along the Christmas trail?

Jostling crowds of shoppers,
Trees of fragrant pine
And Douglas fir and silver spruce;
A never ending line
Of eager noisy vendors
Crying out their wares:
“Whoever buys on Christmas Eve
The Christmas blessing shares.”

Southern smilax, holly wreaths,
Sprigs of mistletoe . . .
Everywhere the falling flakes
Of starry Christmas snow;
Throngs of harried shoppers,
Children's eyes aglow,
Reminiscent of a Light

That shone—long ago.

Vendors in the market place
Bid you come and buy . ..
There was once a Gift that came,
Priceless, from the sky!

C]ﬂristmas
Hu sloand
v ]

(Gertrude H.Walton. |
—————ﬁd%ﬁ——_——

BORESOME holiday! If
only 1 had invited Fred to

*A
come here with me.,”

Manly jerked his hat from a rack
when Julia, his sister, rushed into
the hall:

‘“‘Manly, please come with me to-
night to the dinner party at Judge
Thompson's. Horace has just tele-
phoned he can not get here until
too late. Roads
blocked with | %
snow and cars s r
because of the
blizzard yester-
day. Our first
big spread In
this burg. We're
so new and this
is our first oppor-
tunity to meet
many prominent
citizens of Palas
City. Judge
Thompson's din-
ners are annual
affairs and he
gives special in-
vitations to new-
comers of the
Eit}r-"

“I don't care much about the
party. But so much in the papers

who will be at the Judge's. Gra-
ham is the big shot who made mil.
lions from his washing machine
patents. He's sort of a god in
these parts, He has no son—but
some daughters. Maybe, when I'm
through college old Graham might
remember a Manly boy, for an
engineer or in his office."”

Manly’s parents had gone Sout

'for the winter and Julia had urged

her brother to spend the holidays
with them because she and Horace
would be a bit lonely since recently

about the Willis Graham's family |

1

other attire. Somehow, the black
dinner coat, light wvest, brilliant
studs in the spotless shirt front,
illuminated the sparkle of his
brown eyes and enhanced the man-
liness of his form. Upon arriving
at the ancestral estate of Judge
Thompson, Manly was bewildered
when the Judge, with unusual cere-
mony, Iintroduced them as ‘‘Mr.
and Mrs. Horace Linn, new resi-
dents of Palas City!"

*Sh! They think you are my hus-
band. Don’'t make them any wis-
er. Horace and I are strangers,
you know, here,"” Julia motioned.

Not knowing whether Julia had
planned to pass her brother off as
her husband, or whether it was a
surprise to Julia, as well as to
himself, Manly
played ‘'hus-
bandly faithful'’
beside Julia. But
it seemed that §
every place
Manly stood or
sat, Patricia, one
of the Graham
daughters, was \J
near, kindly gra- 777y
cious, but aloof.

When he asked
her to dance she
quickly assented,
as though she %4
feared he might /
never ask for an- /j
other dance, /

‘““‘She thinks 1
am married.

Huh! A Manly Christmas husband,

&

|. indeed! Dum it all! Why did Julia

get me into this jam? She will
have to un-jam me," he snorted to
himself,

The next morning's mail brought
Manly an invitation to a party at
Willis Graham's for the Graham
daughters!

*Of course, you'll go. A secret!
No, not a secret any longer be-
cause the secret has been long
enough,” she teased. ‘I whispered
to Patricia, at the party, that you
were my brother and to introduce
you to others of the younger
groups, and to Mr. Graham. She,
however, promised secrecy to all
but Mr. Graham. Since she did
not introduce you to others, not
even to her father, 1 believe she
enjoyed the brother-husband affair
and planned a party to reveal the
secret to her father and guests.
No, her interest in you began be-
fore 1 told her you were not my
She was raving about
my husband's eyes, and hair, and
form, and clothes and—"'

After the party at Patricia's, the
Christmas holidays failed to be
boresome. For with Patricia's pep,
and promises, Manly looked for-
ward to the days after college, of
becoming a Manly husband, in
truth.

@ Western Newspaper Unlon.
e o QAN LP = o
Wassailing

In the west of England the an-
cient Christmas custom of ‘‘was-
sailing' 1is still observed. The
word is an Anglo-Saxon one mean-
ing ‘be healthy,” and the cere-
mony of “wassailing'’ entails upon
carol singers the carrying of a
bowl of spiced beer to be sam-

pled with cakes and apples at each
home visited.

husband.

BUYING THINGS
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Christmas

Blanche Tanner Dillin

HE snow was beautiful but

made one feel somewhat

lonely, Nancy Atwell thought
as she stood at the window watch-
ing the falling snow. For an In-
stant she regretted refusing the ur-
gent invitations of her two brothers
and two sisters to spend the holi-
days with them. Each of them
had been insistent, but were all so
far away it was out of the ques-
tion, financially, and she didn't
want them to furnish the money—
and then for years she had spent
Christmas here in the Connecticut
hills with grandmother and she
couldn’'t imagine it seeming like
Christmas any place else.

Peggy North, her old and dear
friend, had written that she could
not get away for the holidays, so
hoped that Nancy could be with
her,

Nancy had done little toward any
sort of festivities and had left put-
ting up :‘the decorations until the
last minute. In fact she hadn't
bought anything new—the old ones
would do well enough. Perhaps
she might just as well go up to the
attic now and see what there was.
It might seem more like Christmas
with some decorations around.

As she opened a drawer in an old
chest her hand touched grand-
mother's old quilt—''Grandmoth-
er's happiness quilt," as she al-
ways called it. It was just such a
day as this so long ago, when sit-
ting at grandmother's feet down
in the *setting'"” room she had
heard the history of the pieces in
the quilt. There was no place here
in the attic to look at it, so togeth-
er with wreaths and garlands of

She Had Heard the History of the
Pieces.

tinsel she carried the quilt down to
the room where she had heard its
history for the first time, and
spread it cut on the bed.

Here was a piece from the dress
grandmother had worn when
grandfather proposed. Here was
the piece of grandmother's wed-
ding dress—others from Christen-
ing robes, party dresses, wedding
dresses and dresses worn on other
happy occasions—some almost in
shreds, but still enough left to re-
call the stories to Nancy as Grand-
mother Atwell had told them. How
grandmother had loved telling
them and how she had laughed at
some memory. Nancy had com-
mented on what a happy life
grandmother had had. No one ever
had a happier one, grandmother
assured her. How cheerful, unself.
ish, grandmother had been, never
dwelling on her own troubles, but
ready to help others in theirs.

Nancy recalled the times grand-
mother had been the means of
making the path a little smoother,
the pain less keen, by the gift of
something Nancy especially want-
ed or the fulfilling of some cher-
ished plan of Nancy’'s. And when
Nancy was left alone in the old
home and grandmother sent for
her she must have guessed just
how much Nancy wanted the rest
and quiet the hills would give her.
Nancy never forgot the smile and
embrace with which grandmother
greeted her — no rehearsing of
painful experiences, but plans im-
mediately made for happy days in
the future. Nancy's loss had been
grandmother's as well, but grand-
mother had never let others know
the shadows that crossed her path.

What a satisfaction it must be to
be able to help others as grand-
mother had. Then Nancy saw how
she could do the same, in a meas-
ure at least, First she could give
Anna a vacation over the holidays,
Next she would wire Peggy she
would be with her over Christmas.
As she laid the quilt away after
carrying out her plans, deep grati-
tude filled her heart for if she
hadn't found the quilt she would
never have known the happiness

she now felt.
© Western Newspaper Union.

MEANING OF “NOEL"

iy OEL'" is the French name

of the Christmas feast and
of the old carols formerly sung in
the French country churches at
this season. Its derivation is
from the Latin *“‘natalis,” mean-
ing “born,’”” and the word was
originally shouted or sung to ex-

worker cells or in large irregular | settling in the thriving factory mu-

only of no particular value, but a owner is sure to be a man or uine, time-tested Doan's at any drug

positive cause of trouble, as also

many have, it's usually just too bad.
Little can be done about it

His lack of success

in the

| enough to determine the use of the

and that very rarely in such cases
would the additional one-cent cost
ol the six-cent charge be important

slower service.

diplomatic field has not impllredh

@ Bell Syndicate.~WNU Eervice.

woman of even temperament, with
firm but not ssubborn will, logical
in working out problems, loyally
affectionate and sensibly generous.

"l'llp. whal 15 a gunviy?’
“Raspberry palch.
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“Oh yes!' Sylvia said.
Over Sylvia's head again Patrick
looked at me questioningly. Again

tered and was still standing, steadi-
ly returned that gaze. Rarely have
I seen a greater contrast in men.

1 nodded assent

§ Marden exuded that unanalyzable |

‘I went through the cpening in
the hedge, across Mrs, Avery's
drive, across the lawn in front of

queen cells, and developed into
queens or workers. Unfertilized
eggs are laid in drone cells, and

nicipality of Palas City.
In evening clothes Manly was
nearest satisfled with himself as

her gardens and onto the path lead-

i

those that develop become drones. i

being ‘‘well groomed,'’ than in any

Tom—Has your wife done all her
Christmas shopping yet?

Dick—Oh, yves; last month., Now
she's started to buy a few things.

press joy over the birtk of Christ.
With the spelling ‘Nowel" it is
found in Chaucer and other early
writers.




