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By Carter Field

FAMOUS WASHINGTON CORRESPONDENT

Washington.—Most significant in
connection with Gov. Herbert H.
Lehman's attack on President
Roosevelt's Supreme court enlarge-
ment bill' was the fact that the Pres-
ident has turned, one by one,
against so many of his former close
‘advisers and lieutenants.

The recent fight for leadership of
the senate Democrats, to fill the
place made vacant by the death of
Senator Joseph T. Robinson, dem-
onstrated this in a striking way.
For all the four years of his first
administration, Roosevelt's closest
confildant among senators was very
generally regarded as Senator
James F'. Byrnes of South Carolina.

In fact, if Senator Robinson had
died a yvear ago there would have
been little doubt on Capitol Hill that
gelection of Senator Byrnes as lead-
er would be the thing the White
House wanted.

Actually Senator Byrnes discov-
ered, shortly after the recent bat-
tle began, that all the White House
wires were being pulled for Senator
Alben W. Barkley of Kentucky. Sen-
ator Byrnes found he had no chance
at all. He was caught between two
millstones. So he retired from the
race, and Barkley was chosen.

The most effective supporter the
President has had on Capitol Hill
has been the very non-talkative Vice
President, John Nance Garner., The
Vice President was really ousted as
one of the President's advisers
months ago, when he became very
vociferous, in the privacy of the
President’s office, in insisting that
the government should take a strong
stand on the sit-down strikes. Sena-
tor Byrnes lost his popularity at
1600 Pennsylvania avenue for the
same reason.

Favored Barkley

Neither Garner nor Byrnes had
ever liked the court bill, but they
were following the President on it,
just as Joe Robinson and Pat Harri-
son were,

But the President knew their
hearts were not with him on this
issue—to him the most important of |
all. That is why he was for Bark.
ley for leader, instead of Harrison.
He has always known he could de-
pend on Barkley. Back in 1932 he
was so anxious to get Barkley for
temporary chairman of the national |
Democratic convention that he
agreed to let Jouett Shouse be per-
manent chairman if Shouse and his
friends would not oppose Barkley
for temporary chairman.

This agreement was made with
Robert Jackson, then secretary of
the Democratic national committee
(the New Hampshire Jackson, not
the Robert H. Jackson of New York
who {8 now assistant attorney gen-
eral). Listening in on an extension
telephone was Harry F. Byrd, now a
senator from Virginia.

The importance of a vigorous tem-
porary chairman at a political na-
tional convention is extraordinary in
any close contest. On him depends
the job of overseeing the selection
of the permanent list of delegates!

Senators Sherman Minton of Indi-
ana and Lewis B. Schwellenbach of
Washington were called in with
Senator Barkley and Senator Key
Pittman of Nevada after the death
of Robinson. This gave a clue to
the present situation. They are
among the most radical men in the

upper house.

Wages and Hours Bill

The average senator and repre-
sentative, in trying to figure out just
what he should do to play safe on
the bill regulating wages and hours,
i like a golfer about to drive. He
must remember to get his stance
right for direction, his grip as the
pro told him to keep it, also to keep
his left arm straight, just which part
of his anatomy to move first in
pivoting, and above all to keep his
eye on the ball

The only trouble with this illus-
tration is that in worrying about the
wages and hours bill there are con-
siderably more things to remems-
ber, forgetting any one of which
may prove far more disastrous than
when a golfer tops, hooks, slices or
whifls.

Who could have foreseen, for in-
stance, that freight rates would be
important?

It started when some Southern
congressmen, insisting that the
South must have a differential to
permit its employers to work their
labor longer hours and pay them
less than their competitors in the
same line in the North, gave as one
reason for the necessity of this ‘‘ad-
vantage'' that the South pays higher
freight rates.

It so happens that the interstate
commerce commission is now dig-
ging into that question, under active
prodding of certain commercial in-
terests in the South.

Insiders predict—though predict-
ing what the 1. C. C. will do is al-
most as dangerous as forecasting
court decisions—that there will be
orders from the high court of com-
merce adjusting freight rates in the
South. This would have the effect of
depriving the Southern congressmen
of one of their arguments in favor of
the differential, if the decision of the
1. C. C. is as predicted. But it will

not end the discussion. It may even
provide an unexpected bit of trouble
in annoying the security holders of
some of the Southern roads. It is
almost certain to bring agonized
cries from the truckers who will be
forced by competition to reduce
their rates.

Muddied the Water

Meanwhile, of course, everybody
knows that the freight rate argu-
ment was just thrown in to muddy
the water—that nobody was really
weighing these freight rates serious-
ly as an argument for the differen-
tial in favor of the South on wages
and hours regulation.

For of course no change in freight
rates is going to change the situa-
tion with respect to the colored
workers on whom the South depends
for such a large proportion of its
labor. The fact that a farmer may
be able to send his ecrops to market
at a little lower charge for freight is
not going to make him willing to
pay his workers more—not if he can
get out of it. And he is going to be
just as sore on his representative
and senators if they vote to do that
to him as if there had been no
charge in the freight rates what-
ever,

So no decision by the I. C, C. is
going to modify the course of those
fighting for a differential favoring
the South. It is merely going to
deprive those advocating the differ-
ential of a sideline argument, and
deprive them of it just about the
time they are tired of talking any-
how.

All of which makes it just a little
clearer why so many senators and
representatives would like to put
this bill, and a good many others,
over until next session. It may be
just as ticklish then, but they would
like to stop worrying now!

Very Few Left

Once there were plenty of Re-
publicans in high public office, not-
ably in the senate and house of rep-
resentatives, who had the same gen-
eral ideas about their party that

Joseph T. Robinson had about his.

There are mighty few, if any, left,
and those who even come within
striking distance of Robinson's bat-

ting average are without exception

s0 branded as ‘''reactionaries'’ and
““Tories'' that in presidential cam-
paigns they are regarded by candi-

dates and national chairmen as lia-

bilities rather than assets.

Robinson believed that the most
important thing to determine about
any official act of his was whether
it would help or hurt the Demo-
cratic party. Absolutely consistent
on this, he never allowed any per-

sonal view or prejudice to influence

him in the slightest if it seemed to
him to run counter to the chances

for electing a Democratic President

at the next election.

The best illustration is prohibition.
There may live a man who can say
flatly that if Joe Robinson had not
been in politics he would have been
a dry, or a wet. But most of his
friends around Washington and Lit-
tle Rock doubt it. Robinson was
never one of those politicians who
make public speeches one way and
talk privately the other. When Rob-
inson embraced an issue, whatever
may have been the original reason
for his taking that side, he went all
the way. He made speeches for it.
Then with extraordinary speed he
changed to the new position, and be-
came just as fanatical about that.

Loyal to Party

Prohibition was mentioned be-
cause it is one of the most easily
Ademonstrated cases, Robinson was
born bone dry under the party lead-
ership of Willlam Jennings Bryan.
He became wet when the party
turned in that direction at the 1928
Democratic national convention,
Like many others, Robinson was
convinced by the 1928 landslide that
the country was overwhelmingly dry
and hence that any national party to
win an election must be dry.

So at a national committee meet-
ing the following year, held at a
Washington hotel, when John J.
Raskob proposed a new plan open-
ing the door to repeal, Robinson
made one of the most stinging
speeches ever delivered at such a
gathering.

““¥ou shall not nail the skull and
crossbones of an outlawed trade to
the masthead of Democracy!" he
shouted,

But three years later, when the
Democratic national convention
went all the way wet in its plat-
form and then nominated Franklin
. Roosevelt, who accepted the plat-
form, Robinson became an ardent
wet again!

What few Northerners and West-
erners understand is the cause for
this extreme party of loyalty. It is
sound politics in the South because
of the generation-old-feeling—ever
since reconstruction—that success
of the Democratic party is the most
vital issue in the world—that every-
thing else sinks into insignificance
when compared to it

It has been just about 45 years
since there has been any compara-
ble feeling about the Republic party.

@ Bell Syndicate.—~WNU Service,
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SAMMY JAY T00 EXCITED TO
TALK STRAIGHT

AMMY JAY was excited. Every-
\“J one who heard him knew that,
and everybody who was anywhere
near heard him. They would have
had to be stone deaf not to have.
Sammy Iis just like some people—
when he gets just a little excited he
begins to talk in a loud voice. The
more excited he gets the louder he
talks. By and by, when he gels
very much excited, he screams.
That Is what he was doing this beau-
tiful spring morning, screaming as
no one ever had heard him scream

"‘Eti .
“What's Got Into You, Sammy
Jay?" Demanded Peter.

before. Indeed, he was so excited
that his tongue couldn't go [fast
enough and tripped over his words
and mixed things up so that no one
could make out what he was trying
to say.

He came flying out of the Green
Forest, flying as fast as he could
make his wings go, and screaming
at the top of his lungs. He saw
Jimmy Skunk coming down the
Lone Little Path and flew to meet
him.

**He’'s a stranger and he's black!"
screamed Sammy.

“Who's a stranger
black?" asked Jimmy.

“*And he's got great, big claws in
his mouth!" continued Sammy.

Jimmy Skunk stopped short and
stared very hard at Sammy Jay.

‘“‘Say that again,'” said he.

But just then Sammy caught sight
of Peter Rabbit down by his dear
Old Briar Patch. *Oh, I must tell
Peter!' 'he screamed. ‘‘Peter! Pe-
ter Rabbit! He's there! He's bigger
than Farmer Brown's boy and he
walks!'" And all the time he was
screaming this long before he was
anywhere near the Old Briar Patch.

Jimmy Skunk was still staring
after him and scratching his head n

and who's

Sweet and Low

Sweet and low in a bevy of strik-
ing silhouettes, this hat has a charm
all its own. It is of navy blue felt,
trimmed with narrow flanges of
cerise, bright blue and navy belting
ribbon. The cloche brim is youthful
and flattering.

a puzzled kind of way, when along
came Unc' Billy Possum.

Une' Billy grinned as he looked
over toward the Old Briar Patch

“*Mistah Jaybird's done gone
crazy,’”’ said he. ‘‘He's done gone
crazy in his haid. Whoever heard
of anybody with great big claws in
his mouth?"

Now, Peter could make no more
gense of what Sammy was saying
than could Jimmy Skunk and Unc'
Billy Possum.

“Who walks, Sammy Jay? Don’'t
most people walk? What's got into
vou, Sammy Jay?'" demanded Pe-
ler,

But Sammy couldn't keep stil)
long enough to answer questions,
and off he flew toward the Smiling
Pool in search of Billy Mink and
Jerry Muskrat and Grandfather
Frog, and as he flew he still
sereamed in the same exciled way,
and Peter heard something about

‘leng teeth'” and "big feel,” all of
~vhich was very perplexing, and, ol
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course, made Peter very, very curi-
ous. He straightway started to hunt
up Jimmy Skunk to see if Jimmy
knew what it meant, and half way
down the Lone Little Path he met
Jimmy. With him was Unc' Billy
Possum., .

Peter's eyes were very wide open
with wonder, and the first thing he
said was: "“"What's the matter with
sammy Jay?"

Jimmy Skunk grinned and Unce’
Billy shook his head sadly, though
if Peter had looked sharply he
would have seen a twinkle in Unc’
Billy's eyes. R

“Poor Sammy Jay,” sald Unc’
Billy in the mournfulest tones.
“Poor Sammy Jay. He's [oolish in
his haid, Peter. He's foolish in his
haid."

“Oh!" cried Peter. ""Do you really
think so, Unec' Billy? 1 thought he
was just terribly excited."”

Unc' Billy winked at Jimmy
Skunk as he said: ""Ah don't now,
about the excitement, Br'er Rab-
bi, but when people talk about
great big claws In somebody's
mouth, Ah cert'nly think there is
something the matter. If you ask
me, Ah think Br'er Jay done gone
crazy.”

“Poor Sammy Jay,” said Peter to
himself, as he hopped away to find
out what other people thought.
“Poor Sammy Jay! | guess Unc'
Billy must be right and he really is
crazy. He can't talk straight, so he
must be crazy."” And all the rest of
that day Peter told everyone he met

that Sammy Jay had gone crazy.
©T. W. Burgess.—WNU Service.

THE LANGUAGE
OF YOUR HAND

weird scene.

mendous power within it,

institute of physics.

Berlin.—No fantastic setting for a "Frankenstein'" cinema is this
The group of scientists gathered about the diabolic con-
traption are engaged in the smashing of the atom, to harness the tre-
The 50-foot machine uses 3,000,000 volts of
electricity, and is housed in a windowless tower 135 feet high. Prof.
Peter Debye is conducting the experiments in the Emperor Wilhelm

With Equal Weight

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

By Leicester K. Davis -

® Public Ledger, Inc

OT only Atlas bore the earth
Upon his shoulders. Also we
Have some small world of some
small worth
For our responsibility.
Not burdened only are the great,
For others have them, each and
all;
Yes, problems press with equal
weight
Upon the mighty and the small

| The Finger of
fi\Mediocre
Me.nl'niil's

Our own small world our own small
way
Fach on his aching
bears.
They little understand it, they
Concerned alone with large
affairs.
Some little duty takes our time,
Some little worry takes our sleep,
Some little slope we have to climb,
Some little family to keep.

WITHOUT adequate mental pow-
er, the reflective and creative
processes of the mind cannot ef-
fectively function.

Whenever analyzing the fingers
for preliminary determination of
fundamental mental qualities, al-
ways bear in mind that the fourth
finger Iinvariably Iindicates the
amount and kind of force that lies
behind them, for this factor has a
vitally important bearing upon the
correctness of your deductions,

Finger of Mediocre Mentality.
You will never have the slightest

shoulder

1 have my world, and you have
yours,
The little often larger than
Some other at his ease endures,

difficulty in recognizing this type,
for it cannot possibly be confused
with other types. You will be im-
mediately impressed by its short un-
gainly structure.

The fourth finger thus classified
is thick and wusually overfleshed,
particularly on its under side. The
knuckles are smooth and often
deeply creased by reason of their
excess flesh. With fingers pressed
closely together, the tip falls even
with or even below the nail joint
of the third finger. With hand ex-
tended wide, the fOnger leans far
away from the third finger. The
nail is short and dish-shaped, and
is usually deeply imbedded in the

And quite forgets the little man.
The little burden may be great,
The great be little, after all.
At least they bear with equal weight

Upon the mighty and the small.
@ Douglas Malloch.—WNU Service.

reverse. In

surrounding flesh. Under backward
pressure, there may be a surpris-
ingly degree of flexibility or the
the first instance, a
stubbornly mediocre mentality is
indicated: in the second, vacillation
as well as medlocrity.

The individual with this type of
fourth finger is one who has at his
command an exceedingly small re-

serve of mental energy and *“‘pep."”
WNU Service,

B NOW HOW SHALL WE

LET'S

H ASK HIM HMM === LET =~ ME*

2l APPROACH HIM ABOUT
our VACATION TRIP ==

MAYBE WE BETTER .
BUY HIM SOME
CIGARS FIRST-

“*A family never chooses its black
sheep,’’ says soliloguizing Elizabeth,

‘““for its pet.”
© Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service.
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By BEST DALL
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\ WRISTS REMAN
\ COCKED =
| GoLFER IN ALLOWS WIT
HURRY TOD MIT FROM mAIDE
LINE

BALL ALLOWY

RIGHT ARM

TO STRAY
AwAN

FROM BODY

I~

ON DOWNSTROXE ., ARM
SHOULD RETURN TO
POSITION NEAR BODYs

COMCENTRATE. ON
RIGHT ELBCW DROPPING

ETRAGHT DOWN

POSITION OF RIGHT ARM

EEP your eye on the golfer who

is overanxious to kill the ball
and you no doubt will see him flap
the right arm around so that at
the top of the stroke it is almost
straight out from the trunk of
the body. From such a position it
is very easy to make the mistake
of coming onto the ball from the
outside in, l.e., cutting across the
ball and adding a slice. Further-
more such an exireme movement
adds an unnecessary tension to this
arm which it could very well do
without. The proper method is to
keep the right arm comfortably
close to the right side. Tommy

Armour for example keeps his right |

elbow tucked in close but possesses
freedom of action nevertheless. Ar-
mour's is moure or less of an ex-
treme position, most of the players
allow the right arm a trifle more
freedom after the manner of Bobby
Jones above. On the longer shots the
Atlanta wizard's elbow is raised
moderately and on the first stages
of the downstroke, drops abruptly
nearer the side. The cock of the
wrists is In no manner disturbed
by this motion and their power
is saved to be utilized later on.
The abrupt dropping of the right
arm insures a swinging path from
the inside, close to the body and
brings the clubhead onto the ball

stralght aiong the line of flight.
© Bell Syndicate.—~WNU Service,

| ter of a theater manager.
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"WayBackWhen

l By JEANNE

JOSEF STALIN STUDIED FOR
THE PRIESTHOOD

ITH what blindness do we at-

tempt to guide our children's
footsteps in life, so often forcing
on them an ambition of our own!

It might be laughable were it not
so seriously in opposition to the
man’'s own desires, but Josef Stalin
was forced to attend the Tiflis Greek
Orthodox seminary, because his
mother wanted him to be a priest.
Young Stalin, legally named Josef
Vissarionoviteh Djygashvili, did not
want to be a priest.

Born in 1879, Josef was educated
in the village school of Gori, Rus-
sia. In his young days he was a
fighter who bore many a black eye,
and he was somewhat of a bully,
although he always displayed intel-
ligence and character. At the sem-

inary, he led the other students in
plotting against the authorities, and
local railway workers met in his
room. Eventually, he was dis-
missed in disgrace. At the age of
seventeen, he joined the under-
ground dock workers of Batum in
a riot and when the terrorist Bol-
sheviks were formed became active
in their movement. While attend-
ing a Bolshevik party conference in
Stockholm, in 1905, he met Lenin
for the first time.

Josef Stalin was arrested a half
a dozen times, and exiled from Rus-
sia the last time. He changed his
name regularly and returned again
and again. With Lenin and Trotsky,
he took over the government of Rus-
gsia in October, 1017. After Lenin
died in 1924, Stalin supporiers ex-
iled Trotsky and through ruthless
executions made Stalin dictator.

Josef Stalin's life is hardly the
kind of blography you would ex-
pect from a boy who studied for

the priesthood.
L] L .

JOAN CRAWFORD WAS A
TELEPHONE OPERATOR

OAN CRAWFORD'S life is an

example of a girl who had tal-
ent, ambition and enthusiasm, but
who might never have risen beyond
an ordinary occupation without the
necessary confidence to keep try-
ing.

Joan Crawford was born about
1907 in Sam Antonio, Texas, daugh-
Most of
her play hours were spent playing
“*show,’”” and she danced her way
through many struggling years be-
fore a real opportunity came her
way. At fourteen, Joan went to
work as a telephone operator in
Lawton, Okla., Then, she was sent
to a convent in Kansas City, where

| she had to earn her way by acting

}

| as a kitchen maid and waiting on

tables. After leaving college, Joan

Crawford found a job In a Kansas
City department store as a stock
girl at $10 per week, working dur-
ing the day and practicing dancing
at night.

Finally a theatrical agent found a
job for Joan in a show which failed
a month later, leaving her stranded
300 miles from home. Courageous-
ly, she found job after job in cab-
arets and night clubs in Chicago,
Detroit, and New York. She was
working in a Shubert show, 'In-
nocent Eyes,"” when a Metro-Gold-
wyn-Mayer executive saw her and
signed her for pictures.

Think of the troubles this girl had,
the disappointments and struggles.
Born in the atmosphere of show
business, she was inspired from the
time she could first toddle to find a
place for herself in that glamorous
life. Then, circumstances took a
hand and forced her into occupa-
tions that were far more on the side
of drudgery than glamour. She
plugged lines into a switch-board,
washed dishes, swept floors, car-
ried heavy trays, wrapped pack-
ages. But through it all, she kept
ger confldence in herself.

©—WNU Service.
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SYNOPFPSIS

Victorla Herrendeen, a vivaeclous little
girl, had been too young to feel the
shock that came when her father, Keith
Herrendeen, lost his fortune. He i3 a
gentle, unobtrusive soul. His wile,
Magda, cannot adjust herself to the
change. She is a beautiful woman, fond
of pleasure and a magnet for men's
attention. Magda and Victoria have
been down at a summer resort and Keith
joins them for the week-ends Magda
leaves for a bridge party, excusing her-
gell for being such a “runaway.’” The
Herrendeens return to thelr small San
Francisco apartment. Kelth does not
approve of Magda's mad social life and
they quarrel frequently. Magda re-
ceives flowers from a wealthy man from
Argentina whom she had met less than
a week before. Manners arrives a few
hours later. Magda takes Victoria to
Nevada to visit a woman friend who has
a daughter named Catherine, There she
tells her she is going to get a divorce,
Victoria soon is in boarding school with
her f(riend Catherine. Magds mar-
ries Manners and they spend two years
in Argentina., Victorin has studied in
Europe and at elghteen she visits her
mother when Ferdy rents a beautiful
home. Magda is unhappy over Ferdy's
drinking and attentions to other women.
Vie dislikes him. When her mother and
stepfather return to South America, Vic-
toria reduses to go with them. Magda
returns and tells Vie she and Ferdy have
separated. Meanwhile Keith has remar-
ried., Victoria is now a student nurse.
Magda has fallen in love with Luclus
Farmer, a married artist, While she
and Vie prepare for a trip to Europe,
Ferdy takes a suite In their hotel
The night before Magda and Vic are to
sail, Magda elopes with Luclus Farmer.
While nursing the children of Dr. and
Mrs. Keats, Vic meets Dr. Quentin Har-
disty, a brilliant physician, much sought
after by women, who Is a widower with
a crippled daughter. In a tete-a-tete at
the Keats home, he kisses Vic. Several
days later he invites her with other
guests to spend a week-end at his cabin,
Vie is enchanted with the cabin. Next
morning she and Quentin go hiking and
return ravenous. The party is disrupt-
ed Sunday afternoon by the arrival of
Marian Pool, a divorced woman. Vic is
jealous of Mrs. Pool and a few days
later tells Mrs. Keats she is going to
Honolulu. In his office, Quentin ques-
tions Viec about leaving. He proposes
to her. She accepts him and they are
married. Vie and Quentin are Idyllicly
happy in their home. During six years
Victoria has four children. The Har-
day supper, when Victoria's mother sud-
denly arrives from Europe, her romance
with Farmer ended, a bit disillusioned,
looking older and practically pennlless.
She goes to live with the Hardistys, who
now have five children. At the opera the
Hardistys first see Serena Morrison, an
exotle and striking looking beauty.
Quentin appears interested, but they do
not meet. Magda gives Vic some ad-
vice in how to hold a husband, warning
her of sirens who are on the outlook for
men.

CHAPTER VIiI—Continued
——

“‘Some men never would,’”” Magda
econceded. ‘‘But some men are after
women—smart women and beauti-
ful women — all the time! The
world's full of themm now—women
who have comfortable big alimonies
or settlements, and who are on the
loose hunting for someone like
Quentin—someone to love!"’

““There are lots of men handsomer
than Quentin for them to go after,'”
Victoria observed with a laugh.

*‘But it isn't looks that count, Vie.
That hard-faced, deep-voiced, dark-
headed square sort of man is—well,
I tell you,'" Mrs, Herrendeen said,
shrugging lightly, looking away, “‘l
tell you that if I were ten years
younger I'd give that lad of yours
a run for his money!"

For once Vicky was not amused;
she was secretly affronted by her
mother’'s words., Magda broke the
silence.

“Marriage isn't what it used to
be, Vic. In the old days if a man
wanted (o wander there were places
he could go that his wife never
heard about. Women suspected what
was going on, but they were having
their ten or a dozen children and
feeding chickens and making soap
and putting up preserves, and they
didn't have much to say. It's dif-
ferent now. The women they can
buy are of their own class, and
they're not all after presents and
trips and alimony. They want love
—they've got money! They're after
the love part! There's a sex war on,
Vic—women don't want one expe-
rience, they want twenty, now!

“Well, I hate the word ‘sex,’ and
I hate so much talk about it, and
I hate the idea that it's the most
ymportant thing in the world!" Vie
presently said, with feeling.

“But it is the most important
thing in the world,"”” her mother
assured her seriously.

Victoria shook her head, frown-
fng. She fell into thought, and her
yother, idling in her favorite fash.
kon on a couch beside the fire, was
gilent, too, Later that evening Vic-
coria asked Quentin if he thought sex
was so important,

‘Sex?" he echoed In surprise.

Vicky laid a hand on his.

‘I don't mean in youth, when flirt-
g is natural and right, But after-
sard—does it have to go all through
fife, men tempting women and wom-
en tempting men to throw every-

i

thing else over, decency and home
and honor and obligation?"

““Often,'”” the doctor said slowly,
‘“it is that way. They tell me about
it,’” he added.

‘““How do you mean,
way'?"

“T mean that a man who really
loves his wife and kids, who is per-
fectly satisfied with his home life—"'

‘“‘Perfectly satisfled!" The tame
phrase affronted her, and she
laughed.

““Well, perhaps what 1 mean Is
that his new affair has nothing to do
with his—his organized life. He
meets some woman who appeals to
him tremendously—irresistibly—""

““Physically!” Vie put in, scorn-
fully, as he hesitated for a word.
He accepted it simply, unsuspicious-

ly.

“‘Oh, yes, primarily that. Pri-
marily that, She has some trick of
using her eyes—some note in her
voice—something that sets him on
fire just as definitely as if a fuse
were lighted."

There was a pause. Victoria was
studying his face attentively.

‘““Yes, but suppose all that,"”” she
presently said. ‘‘Grant all that! Is
he then to tear up his whole life,
kick his wife out, deprive his chil-
dren of their father—''

“It's usually the wife who does
that, Vicky."”

“A man might expect his wife to
forgive him,'"" Vicky said, after
thought., “‘But then how would she
know that it mightn't happen
again?"

““She wouldn't,"
mildly, unsmilingly.

‘““Ha!'" Vicky exclaimed, out of
deep thought. Quentin laughed.

“It would seem that it takes you
by surprise,'’ he observed.

““Well, it does. I've always felt—
I've always hoped—that a man liked
a woman for other things—her being
sweet-tempered, and a good sport,
and making him a comfortable
home, and loving him — "' She
stopped short in her catalogue so
much in earnest that tears were
near her eyes,

‘‘He does, Viec. A man who has a
wife like that is lucky, and he knows
it. But that doesn't mean that—oh,
well, that the look some woman
gives him over her shoulder as she
goes out of his office won't—won't
stay with him for days."

‘“‘Oh, Quentin!'"® Victoria ex-
claimed in surprise and dismay.
And irresistibly she added, ''Does
that happen to you?"

‘““‘Sometimes!’’ The doctor admit-
ted, laughing.

‘‘But—but there's no sense to it!
Look what it leads to. Look at
Mother, and so many others—the
mess they make of it! In the end—
in the end—"'

“In the end it's the Vickys who
show them what fools they were,"
Quentin said, teasingly.

“Quentin, have you—since we
were married, I mean—ever had
that feeling about any other wom-
an?’’

“1'd tell you if I had, would 17"

“I think you would."

“Well, I don't know but that 1
would! I believe you'd be very un-
derstanding about it. You'd pity the
sinner and forgive the sin. But a
man with five kids, another coming,
a new stove to put in, bills unpaid,
and an operation at eight tomor-
row morning has a swell chance at
that sort of thing!'' Quentin yawned.
“I'd be afraid of your mother, any-
way,'’ he laughed.

‘it Is that

Quentin said,

CHAPTER VIII

Serena, wife of Spencer Ashley
George Morrison, was by birth part
English and part Dane; she had
been married to this, her third hus-
band, for only a few years, and was
in her early thirties when the Mor-
risons came to California in search
of sunshine and health, Not that
Serena herself was not glorious in
health and strength, and her child,
Gita, seven years old, as strong as
a little bullock, but her husband
had been seriously injured in a hunt-
ing accldent and would never be
whole and well again.

There was a good income some-
where. The little family could af-
ford to choose what place and what
climate it preferred. Menlo Park—
some eighteen to twenty miles
down the peninsula from San Fran-
cisco—finally had seemed to be the
i{deal place, and they had bought
the Tracy house, right next door to
Dr. Quentin Hardisty's big place, in
the week when Madeleine Hardisty
was a year old.

The Hardistys' old-fashioned place
was spacious, plain, comfortable.
But the Morrisons' residence was
quite new, and iovely in plastered
Spanish patios, tiled oddments of
sloping roof, oaks, peppers, roses,
flagged paths. Little Gita Stewart,
Serena's daughter, lonely and curi-
ous and bold, had lost no time in

creeping through the evergreen
hedge that separated the two gar-
dens, crossing the Hardistys' old
tennis court and, skirting the berry
patch, threading her way under the
oaks and over the lawn, and finally
discovering what she later had de-
scribed to her nurse as the most
fascinating family she had ever
met: a mother who was fixing the
puppy's hurt head with rags and
water and medicines, and boys
named Kenty and Dicky and Bobs,
and girls named Gwen and Sue, and
a baby that could walk.

The adult members of the family
did not meet so simply. It was at
a country-club lunch that Victoria
first noticed the straw-haired woman
and identified her as the beauty
Quentin had noticed more than a
year earlier. Everyone was notic-
ing Serena that day and asking
about her; it was her first social
appearance since the long-ago night
at the opera, although she had been
in her new house for almost a
month.

Quentin and some of the other
men had been playing golf since
breakfast time; Victoria had come
later to the club to ecarry her hus-
band home for lunch. With Gwen
and her two older children she was
watching the tennis when she saw
Mrs. Morrison for the first time;
presently Phyllis Tichnor came up
with' the newcomer in tow.

‘*Vie, you know Mrs. Morrison?"

“I don't,”” Vie said, smiling. "“I'm
so glad to! I remember geeing Mrs.
Morrison at the opera last year,
and I think our children know each
other?'

““Our children?’" echoed the beau-
tiful Mrs. Morrison, raising the del-
icate dark line of her eyebrows.

‘“Isn't your small girl Gita Stew-
art?'

“You ought to know each other,"
saild Phyllis. ‘“You live right near.
Is there a place between you and
the Tracy house or aren’'t you right
next door?"

““Oh, of course we are,”” Serena
sald slowly, with no change of ex-
pression beyond a hint of languid
curiosity. "It's your children Gita
talks to Amah about?"

“I am not a very formal person.
You can't be, when you have six
children," Vicky explained, when
they were comfortably seated,
watching the tennis. *“But I do
mean to come and see you one of
these days!"

“You have six children?"” The
beautiful voice could not be sald to

‘““You Have Six Children?"

have even a trace of Norse ac-
cent, and yet there was a charm-
ing little halt in Serena's words
now and then, a slight clinging and
lingering that marked her as not
all English-born.

““She always tells everyone that
instantly,”’ Phyllis said.

‘I have. And they make it hard
for me ever to get away."

‘“‘But do come and see me. Ex-
cept for Phyllis here,"” Serena said,
completely expressionless In voice
and face, ‘"I am quite strange in
California."

‘“We were in school in Paris to-
gether, Serena and I, but I didn't
know they were here until last
week!' Phyllis explained.

“If you know Phyllis you know
everybody; she's the special min-
ister between Europe and Amer-
ica,'" Victoria said. ‘“We were in
the ‘Assomption’ in Rome together,
too, but we had known each other
before that."

‘“You were at the ‘Assomption’'?
How I hated it!'"" Serena said, in
her calm, emotionless way.

“‘Gallo coming to take us driving
on Sundays,'” Phyllis put in, and
the three laughed together. Then
Phyllis went away, and Victoria
could study at her ease the extraor-
dinary beauty of the flower-like face
in the clear shadow of the parasol.
Exquisite womanhood; those were
the two words that Serena suggest-
ed.

There was a silence fllled with
faint distant sounds and the click of
balls. The club gardens blazed with
flowers; there were stretches of
green lawn beneath the trees; the
sun shone warmly.

““There, who's that?'" Serena sud-
denly asked, with the first sign of
animation in voice and manner that
Vicky had seen her,

“Which one?"

““The brown man—the square one,
in white. With that other man."

‘““That's my husband-—Dr. Hardis-
ty,'”" Vicky said, pleased at her in.
terest. ‘'‘Run get him, Gwen—yeu,

| go along, Susan, you can gol"

“Your husband?'" Serena asked,
not moving her eyes from the dis-
tant figures of the men.

‘“Yes.—Well, trot along with them,
Kenty,” Vicky said bracingly.
‘“‘Don't ery because they're ahead
of you. Quent,"”” she added welcom-
ingly, as he came up with the chil-
dren hanging on his hands, “we're
all ready to go—we'll be just in
timel"*

Quentin and Mrs. Morrison were
looking at each other, smiling.

‘“You'll have to introduce me,
Vicky."

“Oh, ¥ do beg your pardon! I
always think that everyone knows
everyone else., Mrs., Morrison, my
husband, Dr. Hardisty. Quentin, do
you remember who this is?"

“T do,” Quentin said, smiling
down at Serena, his white teeth and
white clothes in almost startling
contrast to the Indian brown of his
face and skin. Serena looked up
from the lavender shadows of the
white parasol that was slowly turn-
ing behind her golden braided head.
‘“You were on your way to China?"

‘It was before my husband’'s ac-
cildent—yes, we had a wonderful
trip!"" the woman said, smiling laz-
ily with sea-blue eyes, raising heavy
dark gold lashes.

“And they're neighbors,'" Vicky
told him. ‘‘They are the people in
the Tracy place!’

‘“Next door?" Quentin's face
broke again Into his own pleasant
smile.

‘““You remember Gita, Quentin,
who plays with the children? Mrs.
Morrison is Gita's mother."

‘‘Oh, I thought the name was
Stewart?"

“Gita's father is dead,” Serena
explained it. She continued to look
up at Quentin, and Quentin to look
down at her. *“"You've all been such
angels to the child" she said.
‘‘She's been horribly lonely all her
life, alone with her amah. I brought
her amah with her, from China."

Vicky was baffled by the other
woman'’'s sleepy manner, by the
vague words that seemed to have
some meaning beyond their obvious
meaning, for Quentin at least, for
his face was absolutely radiant as
he continued to hold Serena's hand
and to look down at her.

‘‘She's had you, hasn't she?"
Vicky said sensibly, And she
touched Quentin's arm with that
wifely signal that says, ‘“The chil-
dren are ravenous. Let's get home
and have lunch!”

Serena was paying no attention
to Vicky; she looked only at Quen-
tin.

“I can't be much with my little
girl. You see my husband's an in-
valid,"” she said, in a child's flat
tone,

‘““Ah, that's too bad!"

‘““They said he was slated for a
brilliant career. But he was thrown
from a horse, and dragged, about
four months ago. It's his back, and
he lost his eye."”

There was something extraordi-
narily incongruous between her un-
ruffled flawless beauty and the ter-
rible thing she said; the white hand,
the white skin, the gold hair and
innocent blue eyes under the para-
sol were apparently unaffected.

*Tough luck!" Quentin said. Vic-
toria pressed his arm again.

*“*Will you come and see him, Dr.
Hardisty?"

“I'd like to."

“l wish you would!"” Mrs. Mor-
rison said. *““We're always there in
the late afternoons.'”” The frills of
her parasol tumbled slowly as she
twirled it.

“Daddy, I'm hun-n-ngry!" Kenty
shouted. Quentin accompanied his
family to the waiting car, after a
cordial good-by from them all to
the new neighbor. Mildly, as he
took his place in the driver's seat,
the doctor observed to his wife that
he wished that the children would
not be rude.

‘‘He's terribly hungry, Daddy, and
we're late,"

‘I know,’’ Quentin said. “I know.
But she was telling us of her hus-
band; I don't imagine she often gets
to talking of her troubles."

Victoria glanced at his profile in
surprise, ready to laugh. But he
was quite serious.

“But did you ever know anyone
to talk of dreadful—of ghastly
things, so calmly? That poor hus-
band of hers—imagine being cut oftf
in the very beginning of your ca-
reer, blinded."

Quentin, turning into their own,
made no comment, and Kenty said
animatedly:

“Why din' Gita go to the club,
Mummy?"

“‘She stays with her amah!' Su-
san supplied.

“You speak of the man's misfor-
tune,'”” Quentin began unexpectedly,
at lunch., "I was thinking of hers."

Victoria raised interrogative eve-
brows. She had been cutting chick-
en into tiny pieces on Susan's plate,
murmuring to the waitress, mur-
muring to her mother.

“T was thinking," Quentin ex-
panded it, ‘"that it must be a pretty
dull life for her, planted down here
in a country house with an invalid
and a child!"

‘““They have our rabbits, too,
Dad,'" Susan contributed animated-
ly. ‘“They have the two rabbits we
gived Gita."

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Name Changed

There have been famous Crom-
wells in English history, but at the
restoration the name of Cromwell
became odious and many bearers
of the name made some change so
as to disguise it. Mr. Vincent Crum-
mels, in whose company Nicholas
Nickleby acted Romeo, was how one

man changed an illustrious name.

THAMES TELLS ITS

TALE

Weighing a Shipment of Eleph ant Tusks on a London Wharf.

From Every Corner of the Earth
Come Ships That Ply This River

Prepared by Natlonal Geographle Soclety,
Washlngton, D. C.—WNTU Bervice.

HAMES traffic makes

London the world’s fore-
most river port. Since Ro-
man galley days—when Brit-
ons traded grain, slaves, and
dogskin for European salt
and horse collars — com-
merce has flowed between
London and the continental
countries along the Schelde,
the Rhine and the Elbe. Aft-
er Drake nerved England to
smash the Spanish Armada,
London ships gained in time
the lion’s share of ocean-

borne trade.

Names immortal in discovery and
conquest are linked with this water
front. From here Frobisher went
seeking the Northwest passage, and
Hawkins to Puerto Rico and Vera
Cruz; from here Lancaster made
his voyages to the East, before the
downfall of Portugal and the rise
of the British East India company.
Raleigh sailed from here to explore
the Orinoco, to popularize tobacco
and, tradition says, to start the Irish
planting potatoes.

It was London's daring money
which sent Sebastian Cabot to found
the Russia company, opening trade
with that land. London merchants
and skippers promoted the Turkey,
African, Virginia and Hudson's Bay
companies.

London emigrants helped colonize
in the Americas, in Australia, New
Zealand, China, India, Africa and
the rich islands of the sea.

English Spread From Here.

From this water front went the
English language. In Drake's day
only a few millions spoke it. Now
it is a world tongue. Of all letters,
telegrams, books and papers print-
ed now, it is estimated that 70 per
cent are in English. London alone
uses enough newsprint every day
to cover a ranch of 9,350 acres—
or nearly 15 square miles of paper.

““The smell from that big paper
mill at Bayswater is one of the
marks I steer by on foggy nights,”
a Thames pilot will tell you

Exploration of London's crowded
docks reveals not only what amaz-
ing piles of food a great city can
normally eat, but also what odd
items, from live bats to rhino horns,
are mixed in the life stream of
world commerce.

Imponderable, in wvariety and
magnitude, are these fruits of man's
barter. Here, too, his work ranges
from rat catching and opium sam-
pling to dredging the Thames and
handling annual cargo enough to fill
a road with loaded trucks from the
Yukon to Patagonia.

To say that every,  day some 500
craft, big and little, pass through
the Thames mouth tells only half
the story. More significant is what
happens on the docks.

Commission Ends Confusion.

Even London people themselves
don't dream what incredible activity
is here. Few ever see it. Confusion
on this crowded river, in days gone,
grew so intense that waiting boats
often lay unloaded for weeks; goods
were piled in disorder on river
banks, and pilfering was enormous,
One river bandit stole almost a
whole shipload of sugar! To com-
bat this chaos the West India mer-
chants built their own fortlike docks.

With more trade came more
docks, and more toll-rate wars and
other confusion, This ended in 1808
when the Port of London authority,
a Royal commission, took full con-
trol under act of parliament.

It paid 23,000,000 pounds for pri-
vately owned London docks, spent
millions more to make the lower
Thames the world's longest deep-
water channel and to enlarge and
re-equip cargo-handling facilities.

It has dredged mud enough out of
the Thames to build a Chinese Wall,
and has constructed the world's
most extensive dock system. One
of its cranes, the ''London Mam-
moth,'" lifts 150 tons!

Finally, with characteristic Brit.
ish financial genius, it sold its deb-
entures on the stock exchange, and
now its operations usually pay all
costs and interest and leave a profit
which is used for more improve-
ments.

Giant Docks and Yard.
The PLA is not in trade. It is

merely custodian of merchandise
that may range from wild animals

for the zoo to a shipload of molasses
from which to distill fuel alcohol.
It weighs goods, reports on their
quality and condition; it opens bales
and boxes for customs inspection,
furnishes samples for buyers, and
looks after repacking and loading
for those who ship from London to
other ports.

On the north bank of the Thames,
gscattered for miles downstream
from the Tower, stand these great
PLA docks: London, St. Katharine,
Kast and West India, Millwall, Vic-
toria and Albert, King George V,
and the Tilbury.

On the south bank, near London's
heart, are ancient Surrey Commer-

cial docks, with a lumberyard that
covers 150 acres!

Besides the railways and truck
lines that tie these docks to the out-
lying kingdom, some 9,000 Thames
barges handle goods to and from
ships' sides.

Each dock has its own character.
ot. Katharine docks are built on the
site of the old Church of St. Kath-
arine by the Tower, founded by
Queen Matilda in 1148, What hetero-
geneous goods they store: wool,
skins, wines, spices, sugar, rubber,
balata, tallow, ivory, barks, gums,
drugs, coffee, iodine, hemp, quick-
silver, canned fruits and fish, coir
yarn, coconuts, and brandy!

Navy at One Dock.

West India and Millwall docks lie
in a river peninsula known as the
Isle of Dogs. Here the passer-by
may smell 12,000 puncheons of rum,
a million tons of sugar and ship-
loads of dates.

Victoria and Albert and King
George V docks form one huge
structure, the world's largest sheet
of enclosed dock water. Often 40 or
50 ships—equal to a good-sized navy
—tie up here at one time.

Tilbury is the first dock one sees
when sailing up the Thames. Its
long landing stage forms a home-
land gateway for people from Au-
stralia, New Zealand, India, China
and other eastern countries who
land or embark here. Fast trains
of the London, Midland and Scottish
railway touch the dock's edge and
whisk passengers away to all parts
of the kingdom.

In the city, PLA has still more
warehouses, At its Butler street
building are 70 rooms full of oriental
carpets—enough to cover a farm of
120 acres!

People buy most carpets in June,
for wedding presents, you are told.
There are electric ovens, too, for
conditioning raw silk, a mountain
of Havana cigars and leaf tobacco
enough to last one man, say, 500,-
000 years!

Here is a furtive horde of lean
black cats, to help out the official
human rat catchers. Musty wine
vaults use 28 miles of underground
track on which to roll barrels that
hold the 12,000,000 gallons of wine
brought to London each year.

This is the world’'s ivory and tooth
market., It takes 16,000,000 artificial
teeth from the United States every
vear—and some 2,000 elephant tusks
from Africa and Asia.

Not many tusks are from newly
slain elephants. Most of them come
from mudholes, left by animals.

Tea for Londoners.

Wool was England’'s chief export
in the Middle ages. Today it is one
of London's main imports. It takes
the fleeces from about fifty million
sheep to meet London's annual de-
mands!

Tea trade has centered here for
300 years. In Minecing Lane you can
see brokers bidding on lots which
have been expertly sampled by
PLA's own teatasters.

When they "‘bulk' tea, or mix it,
on some warehouse floors you may
see it heaped up in mounds higher
then men's heads.

Think of all the *‘liquid history'*
that has been packed into this an-
cient water front since Roman gal-
leys traded here; since Danes and
Vikings came to plunder; since the
great companies of merchant ad-
venturers launched their tiny ships
for daring trade and colonizing far
over then little-known seas.

Think of the 60,000 ships a vear
that now form smoke lanes from
London to every nook of the world
where goods can be bought or sold
and you begin to see why this 70-
mile stretch of ‘London River" is,
incomparably, the world's busiest
water front,

Crocheted Flowers

for Your Bedspread
1)

You've seen spreads before, but
never one like this with its large
and small crocheted flowers! And
don't think you must wait an
‘“age’’ before it can be yours. Cro-
chet hook, some string, and eas-
ily crocheted individual medal-
lions form this rich all-over de-
sign. With the ‘'key'’ pattern easy

Pattern 5?17

to remember, the ‘‘repeats’’ are a
glorious pastime. Why not cro-
chet some extra medallions and
have a dresser scarf to match?
In pattern 5817 you will find com-
plete instructions for making the
9 inch medallion shown: an illus-
tration of it and of all stitches
used; material requirements.

To obtain this pattern send 15
cents in stamps or coins (coins
preferred) to The Sewing Circle
Household Arts Dept.,, 259 W.
Fourteenth St., New York, N. Y.

Please write your name, ad-
dress and pattern number plainly.

True or False Yiews

Everyone is continually, by ev-
ery action and thought, building
up within him a true or false view
of his own nature and of the world,
a view which puts him into a
right or wrong attitude to himself
and to his fellow men.

"The LIGHT of
1000 USES”

Coleman

AIR-PRESSURE

Mantle
LANTERN

Use vour Coleman

in hundreds of places
where an ordinary lan-
tern is useless. Use it for
after -dark chores, hunt-
ing, fishing, or on any
night job . , . it turns
night into day. Wind,
rain or snow can't put
it out. High candle-power
air-pressure light.
erosene and gasoline
models. The finest made.
Prices as low as $4.45.
Your local dealer can

u. Send post-
::?31!‘“1!_’ nF REE Folders. >
THE COLEMAN LAMP AND STOVE b

CO
Dept. WUIT2, Wichita, Kans.; Chicago, Ill;
elphia, Pa.; Los Angeles, Calif. (6172)

Peace of Mind
Peace is the natural tone of a

well-regulated mind at one with it-
self.—Humboldt.
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a Brush” Applicator |
makes “BLACK LEAF 40°

JUST A GO MUCH FARTHER

DASH IN FEATHERS .. Jos
OR SPREAD ON ROOSTS

All Would Be Wise
If wisdom were to perish from

the earth nobody would think him-
self ignorant.

n;{i“ﬁ?m
COLDS

L!QUID, TABLETS first day

SALVE, NOSE DRoPS \ Headache, 30 minules.
Try “Rub-My-Tism"—World’s Best Liniment

NEW YORK

From a Spark
From a little spark may burst

a mighty flame.—Dante.

= HOTELUDRR

7th AVE. at 36th §T.

From
$1 50 Per Day $9950 Per Day
1' SINGLE 2 * DOUBLE
Large, Airy Rooms
*FIREPROOF * NEW DECORATED
> ® Opposite Macy's
42 Near Pennsylvania Station

FIREWORKS DEALERS!
Save 25% to 50%

® On Christmas Fireworks by
lacing your orders early. Write
E:r prices and Big Discounts,

FIREWORKS DISTRIBUTING CO.
P. 0. Box 926 - Cincinnati, Ohle

WE CAN USE GOOD SALESMEN FOR |
OME OPEN TERRITORY. Give relerences |§'
and terrilory wanted when applying. B




