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Eriter the Cotton Picker

NSIDERABLE concern is felt over impending social
dislocations due to the invention of a successful cotton-

icking machine. Long experimented on, a practical
mcginehubemdevelupedbykutflmtheuofuemm

!

1. The machine awaits large-scale operation however
conditions; so its future is not positively fixed.
that is seen is that it will put out of employment
thousands of negroes and impoverished whites who
rve as cotton pickers. To avert the disaster of *wide-
distress through unemployment, the inventors have
e some agreement to devote the profits from their enter-
to mitigating the injuries a ing its imtroduction,
to the rate of manufacture in order to spread out
the period of economic adjustment.
rally the machine will be slow in coming into gen-
, just as the combined harvester has by no means
lanted the binder and stationary thresher, cost of
machine will keep it out of the reach of the farmer with
cotton patch. While it cuts in two from $10 to $5 the
cost of picking a bale of cotton, the machine is said to waste
' more of the fibre, so until it is perfected the
ngs may not be so great as anticipated. The optimists see
table cotton at five cents a pound.

Mrs. Mildred G. Barnwell, writing in the “Textile
World” after a field trip to investigate the picker says that
it is safe to presume the machine will not create a violent
economic upheaval. She goes on to say:

“Actual farm labor—share croppers and tenants—will not
be displaced. The sufferers will be the seasonal belp, hired by
the day, as supplementary labor. These laborers have jobs in
townidnrmg the rest of the year—they will make them year-
TOUun: ’

*“We shall produce more cotton at less cost than any other
nationf we shall maintain high living standards on the farm;
cotton will still be king.”

The introduction of labor-saving machinery has not
only relieved the farmer of much hard physical labor. It has
resulted in great expansion of production which makes possi-
ble the feeding and clothing of larger populations. And the
general standard of living has improved on farms and in

. eities since machinery came into general use. Statistics tell
4 the story. About 1860 the number of persons engaged in
¢ agriculture was one to six in ratio with the whole population;
£ now the ratio is one to twelve. An authority has estimated
* that in 1895 the production per labor hour of all major crops
averaged about five times what it had been in the early part
- of the century. In the succeeding period to 1925 agricultural
- labor productivity increased 74 per cent. That increase has
continued because more and more mechanical power is being
installed on farms. The small tractors now so popular are
speeding up farm work (reducing number of hours in the
farming process). The cotton picker is just an extension of
the same idea.

These machines lift the burden of toil from the backs of
men and women. They increase the abundance which human-
ity has to consume and enjoy. They release for other useful
occupations men no longer needed in hard manual toil. This
technological adjustment is ordinarily not disastrous; and
with the constructive attitude of the inventors of the cotton
picker the displaced pickers may be absorbed into other occu-
pations, perhaps to the improvement of their own situation.
Certainly they get little enough from the meagre living that
is provided them on the cotton pickers wage.

One grave danger which may be seen is the consolidation
of cotton acreage into large units, displacing the small pro-
prietor, and accentuating the large plantation evil that now
vexes the south. On the other hand smaller machines, perhaps
community owned, may bring the advantages to the small
farmer the same as the small combine has saved the day for
the small wheat grower.

Another development in farming is contiract farming
where the farmer hires a man with machines to perform
specific operations like plowing, seeding, harvesting. Already
done now on a small scale this plan may spread in order to
escape the high investment in machinery for small acreages.
One farmer, who had tried the contract plan for his wheat
harvest with satisfaction, and who was observant of changing
labor conditions on the farm where labor demands limitation

~of hours, etc., said it might come about that men would make
a business of contract farming and would haul their labor
back and forth from the towns for the day’s work. While
savings may be seen in this method due chiefly to reduction
in capital investment in machinery on each farm, the hazard
to the farmer is dependence on outside outfits at critical
seasons,—that and the danger of labor troubles.

In all the discussion about agriculture in recent years
most of the emphasis has been put on selling prices for pro-
duce. Little consideration has been given to changes in farm-
ing costs due to rapid introduction of machines. The farm
problem is no longer simple. It involves besides selling prices,
cost prices, the problems of land ownership, of machinery
financing, and now of labor. The last is not least. The farm
laborer has indeed been a forgotten man. If used wisely the
cotton picker which threatens to dispossess him even of a
humble job may succeed in bringing him emancipation.
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Smuts Diagnoses Trouble

ENERAL Jan Smuts of South Africa emerged from the

world war and the peace conference with the greatly

added prestige of statesmanship to his high reputation
as a commander. He was one of the few who criti-
cised the settlement of Versailles; and has been conspicuous
as a leader in the effort for improved racial and international
understanding.

In a lately published interview in the “Natal Advertiser”
General Smuts put his finger on the present trouble in Eu-
rope: the failure of France and England to stop Mussolini
in his mad Ethiopian adventure. Out of that defeat rises
the fascist revolt in Spain, thinks Smuts. To quote:

*If France and Britain had stood firm in that erisis and seen
the League through, the position in the Mediterranean would
now be safer, for the League would both have proved itseif and
have become a real bulwark agalnst revolution and aggression.

“I am sure that the Spanish business Is closely connected
with the Italian business, and the two together have created a
situation in the Mediterranean which must necessarily give the

*  pgreatest concern to all Mediterranean Powers. Not only has the
breakdown of the League resulted in the Mediterranean situation
but in a wild arfhaments race. i
" "I frankly admit that rearmament msy seem the only
alternative after the desertion of the League and the abandon-
ment of the policy of collective security.

“My point is that the armaments race shonld never have
become necessary, but mow we have starfed this scramble for
ﬁmum1Mnkanwermtontoud

ing kitchen,

‘| symbol of a great time gone to
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On the Record

By DOROTHY THOMPSON

" The Outcast

BRIDGEPORT, Coan., Sept.
_4~(P-"Removal from the
classrooms of the city's three
high schools of Victor Hugo's
‘Les Miserables” and Alexandre
Dumas’ *Three Musketeers’ and
‘Twenty Years After’ was Tre-
ported today, The two school
commissioners, . . who objected
to the books. . . based their 8-
jections on religious grounds
« + « said that the novels ‘touch
on immorality’ and . . ., are on
the index of the Catholice |

Churech.”
. ® »

There was an ingrain carpet in
the parsonage study, te mus-
lin curtains, a walnut® writing
desk with bul-
bous legs, a
shabby armchair
and a stove with
winking isin-
glass eyes. The
room smelled of
old books. The
Collected Ser-
mons of Phillips
Brooks; of Hen-
ry Ward Beech-
er. The collected
works of Sir Derethy Thompsen
Walter Scott and Charles Dick-
ens, * His Steps” and *“The
Wide, Wide World.” Poems of Al-
fred, Lord Tennyson. “The Rise
and Fall of Rome.” Emerson and
Carlyle. “The Rise of the Dutch
Republie.” ]

It was an immense book, fully
elght inches thick, in a faded
green cloth eover.

“Papa, what does ‘Less Miser-
ables’ mean?"”

_* ‘Les Miserables.” French., And
it means '‘The Wretched." ‘The
Outcasts.”

*Is it a story, papal™

“Yes, dear, a novel.”

“Would I like it?"

*“] don't know, Why don't you
try and see?”

Lying on the ingrain carpet be-
fore the stove, the big book be-
tween propped elbows. A bitten
and forgotten apple. s

. e *

There was a French village,
with strange streets, and wander-
ing through them a ragged, beard-
ed man, with haggard cheeks and
burning eyes. Jean Valjean (I
called it Jeen Valjeem,) fresh
from the alleys; nineteen years
of chains and pain for stealinga
loaf of bread. An inn, with steam-
spitted meats,
warmth, comfort, and the hungry
man, with the yellow passport,
turned away. . .

Then the Bishop’s houss, wh
washed and barren., He gave a
he had to the poor. Lamplight,’
and a knock on the door. Through 4
the windowpane the unkempt
head and the wild eyes. “Come
in.”” And they set a place for him.
Burnished the sgilver and gave
him a bed. In the night he stole
the silver. And the Bishop gave
him the_ candlesticks as well.
“Brother, I have bought your soul
of you. . . I give it to God.”

Tears splashed down on the
pages, .

‘“®Oh, ho! Cry baby! Crying over
a book!”

IIIlm not! "

l&"ou 'rel!l

“I am not!"™ R

‘Now, ndw, no tantrums, Doro-
thy. Willard, stop teasing vour
sister.,”

® B e I

The light burning in the bed-
room shone through a crack mn-
der the door. It opened. A face
and a scolding voice. ““It's mearly
10 o'clock. You should have been
asleep for hours. No reading in
bed!"

A burning candle would throw
a8 wWeaker beam. It flickered on
the page, but one could read.

Fantine, the girl of the Paris
streets, was deserted. Her baby,
the little Cosette, she left with an
innkeeper's wife. The child ate
with the cat and dog under the
table. Her foster parents pawned
her clothes for money, And far
away the mother destroyed her
beauty, sold her golden hair, sold
her lovely teeth, for more money
to send to the child. In the can-
dlelight of her wretehed room she
smiled an awful, gaping smile
from a mouth stained with blood.

A little girl sobbed into her pii-
low over the pain of the poor and
the cold-heartedness of mankind,

L] - -

There was Javert, the man of
probity, the man of rules. He pur-
sued the coavict like a dog on
the scent, The law is without soul.
A man explates his wrong: he
rises from the dregs; he builds
an industry; he buflds a town.
He lifts the poor. He rescues
Fantine and Cosette. What he
builds up and saves the law
reaches out to destroy again,

“Papa, are the laws better
now?"

“Much better, my child. But not
ggood as some day they.may

“Darling, you really mustn't
read at dinner. Put your book
away."

“Aw, come on. Leave the old
book. Come on out and play.”
“l don't want to play. Leave
me alome.”
Wellington and Bluecher and
the Battle of Waterloo, Napoleon!
The Michael Angelo of war! Flash
of sabers, gleam and bayonets, red
lght of shells, monstrous colli-
sions and a great idea at stake:
l‘r:oda- m the Dlllig:t Man.

Papa, me about Freach
Revolution.”

L ] -

There was Gavroche, the gut-
tersnipe of Paris, vagabond and
barricader, who housed himself
in the insides of the plaster mon-
ument of an elephant, Tawdry

seed. Marius, the eclegant yo
R D
sewer,
AT et
1 A world I"o.r.n :1-
by war. Meanness and wretched-
ness; poverty and squalor. A
glory tattered and revolution
and nobility, Men weal ang oy
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for Breakfast

By R. J. HENDRICKS

First bridge across 9-11-36
Willamette was at Salem
not Pbﬂ.hnaé‘ m“ . off:

Here is a clipping from the
Portland Oregonian of September

1: -
“First Willamette Bridge
“Té¢ the Editor: That was an
interesting account of the Corbett
homestead by Mr. Holbrook in

certainly mistaken in his state-
ment of the bullding of the first
bridge in 1880.

“l came to Portland ian 1884
and there wasn't any bridge
across the river at that time.
There was a pier for a bridge in
the river opposite Morrison street,
which, I was told, was built the
yvear before, but the building of
the bridge was stopped by an
injunction suit- brought by the
Stark Street Ferry company and
the building cf the bridge was
held up a couple of years, and
first bridge built in 1886 or 1887,

“g. C. KIRSELL®
“1500 Southwest 4th avenue.

“Editor's note: The first Mor-
rison-street bridge, which was
slso the [first Willamette river
bridge, was completed and opened

in 1887."
* %S

The Oregonian is incorrect.
That was the second Willam-
ette river bridge, mot the first.

The first Willametts river
bridge was bullt at Salem iIn
1884.

S % %

For a generation, the more
enterprising people of Portland
and East Portland (they were
two cities them) made a fight
for & bridge across the Willam-
ette river there:

Buat, up to 1886, there was no
wagon bridge at any point over
this river. '

In that year, the first bridge
across the Willamette was buailt
—at Balem; at the same point
where the present one is.

=T "% '

away by the flood of 1890, and
another one took its place that
year. The second one lasted 28
years, when it was considered
dangerous, not having been bullt
to accommodate automobile traf-
fic. So the second one was tora
down and replaced by the third
and present one Im 1918,
% % %

The main reason for the delay
at Portland twin citles was the
monopoly of the owners of the
old Stark street ferry, whiech for
many long years was as good as
a2 gold mine, Many attempts were
made to break the momnopoly and
get.a bridge.
When a company was ready
and actually starting to build the
first one, at Morrison street, a
suit taken to the federal courts
delayed it.
During that long fight, the
poem around the lines, ““They're
going to bulld, I feel it yeot, &
bridge across the Willamette,™
was familiar to most Oregonijans.
It was a humorous production,
calculated to shame the slothful-
ness of Portland's people.

e R IR

A news article in The States-
man of Tuoesday, November 30,
1888, nearly 60 years ago, will
tell of the first wagon bridge
across the Willamette river. It

follows:

%S % S
““The Statesman opened the
bridge war on the last days of
February and it commenced to
warm up in March.
““This paper was laughed at and
was the subjeect of much unfavor-
able comment in the start, but its
persistent hammering brought the
enterprising eitizens to the sup-
port of the scheme, and after that
it was comparatively smooth sail-
ing ... Well, the fight was fought
and won, and on July 13 the con-
tract was signed, but construe-
tion did not commence until some
time after that date.
“The bridge cost.about §50,000.
The contract called for the com-
pletion of the bridge on Novem-
ber 2%, and at about 5:30 last
evening (the 25th) the last work
was done om the contract .
The bridge and approaches,

Ten Years Ago

September 11, 1926
Health league fights impure
water; education campaign is
launched as 100 representatives
confer.

ed daughter of Alfred T. DuPont,
powder magnate, was granted &
decres of divorce from Harold
Glendenning.

‘An alr taxi company charging
a flat rate of 25 cents a mile
has been placed In operation In
Portland.

Twenty Years Ago

September 11, 19186
Union men geek td stop all car
:vle. in New York city, traf-
will, be paralysed If eirike
order provea effective.

The big problem now is to fiand
a way fo pacify the border. Mex-
icans and American envoys seek
a comprehensive scheme.

-Salem people and meighborimg
folk invited Barnum and Bailey to
return soon as they put on a good

show last

the dregs of 1ife, beasts and saints.
There must have beem some-
thing that I have forgotten. I
d:k“tnwnmn!rm
Bntum.nn;u.loum

“Father, may I read this book?™
“What, that? No, indeed. Must
be pretty tough. That's the one
the schools banned. L >

‘“Read the funnies instead. Or
a magazine. Here's a good story:
Boy meets girl on millionaire’s
yacht. Wholesome. . . Or listen to
. « Or here's

rupt, men strong and kind. A

shop and a galley slave, Out of

The Oregonian Sunday, but he is |

This first bridge was washed |

Mrs, Alica Glendenning, adept- |

now completed, and as called for
in the comtract, is about 1040
feet from end te end, and the
additional approaches at each end
make up about 2160 feet, or near-
Iy a half mile long.

“Nearly a half mile of bridge.

“And, what's more, it's free,
and we extend to all the people
on the other side a cordial invita-
tion to come and see us.”

day's work, and that the
Polk county approach would re-
quire a few more days' work.

%

- %

The building of the first bridge
across the Willamette was the
start of a period of substantial
growth for Salem.

An idea of some of the

the present day reader by quoting
from the same issue of The States-
man (Nov. 30, 1888), an edi-
torial article.

(Continued tomorrow.)

Health

By Royal S. Copeland, M.D.
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is neglected,
cian not being consulted
vere damage has been done
flicted joint. Then, comple
can be expected only as the
of a minor surgical operation.

Many persons resort to the use
of bunion plasters. Sometimes
these are beneficial and may aid a
lot in preventing further irritation.
Their value lies in the fact that
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Former Residents Are
Homored With Party;
Dinner For Newlyweds

CENTRAL HOWELL, Sept. 10.
—Mr. and Mrs. John Tweed in-
vited a few friends to spend the
evening Saturday in homer of Mr.
and Mrs, Fred W. Durlin of Port-
land who spent BSaturday night
and Sunday at the Tweeds. The
Durlins at one time owned the
Henry Roth place and lived here
for a number of years. Present at

. Robert Janszs, Mr. and
Mrs. Ben Ames and Mr. and Mrs.

Simmons and
Saturday and Sunday. In-
vited to dinner Sunday in honor
Mr. and Mrs. Dougherty were

"Glittelji

—

CHAPTER XXXI v

Jake returned from his bed-
room from whence he had tele-
phoned Drouet's. He suspected
the very worst now of these peo-
ple and had takem the precauntion
of slipping his revolver Into his
trouser pocket,

“It's no good to try and bluff
it out,” he said heavily, “This
girl of mine tLas all the evidence
against you. 8he even went back
to the hotel in Hot Springs to
get all the dope on you she could,
from these ladies who 'knew you
and the real Prince Karinofl in
Europe. You, Madame, were never
summoned back to town by tele-
gram. You were afraid to face
them, and so both of you left.
Also it’s mYy belief that thoge iden-
tification papers of yours, sir, are
faked, or that you stole them from
the real prince at some time or
other, Another point we have

-| againat you is that you never de-

clared that necklace on entering
the United States. We can set
the federal agents on you."

“Shut up, you s-s-social-climb-
er!” - His meticulous foreign ae-
cent slipped from him as the
Prince snarled at Jake.

It was all Jake could do, rug-
ged Westerner that he was, to
keep from smashing his huge fist
into that treacherous face.

But Vernoa’s reputation held
him back. Were the police to be
called in, the story that would
break in the mewspapers would do
nothing to help either her or her
mother In their social climb!

He did not realize that Vernon
was already weary of so-called
“Society.” 1'~r heart and mind
were filled v ith a real man, who
now—throngh her own folly in
encouraging this impostor — did
not want her. Aid his name was
Terry Shannon.

- L ] - - -

“Yes, this is the real necklace.
These are the missing diamonds,”
- sald the manager of Drouet’s some
twenty minutes later, in the din-
ing room,

Mr. Drouet opeéened his wallet
and now scrutinized the gems
through a powerful glass screwed
to his eye. He confirmed the de-
cision. -

*“*What have you to prove,’”” Ver-
non asked gquickly, “that this is
the gemuine Karinoff necklace,
Mr. uet?”

“The papers with the Customs
House stamp om them, delivered
to us by Prince Karinoff himself
when I entered Into negotiations
with him for the selling of his
necklace.”™

Mr. Drouet opened his wallet
and produced declaration papers
showing that duty amounting to
$5500 had been paid by Prince
Karinoff to the Customs House,
on his necklace.

A gleam of maliclous triumph
not untinged with fear darted like
some serpent across the Prince’s
features, them as quickly wvan-
fshed, His face became mask-
like.

“Thank you Mr. Drouet. Will
you take this necklace back now.
and give me a receipt for it?"
Vernon asked quietly, *““Tomor-
row morning I shall come to your
shop to take back my father's
check for $50,000, the amount of
the insuranee of the necklace.
You ecan then also return to me
the note I signed for it making
me responsible.”

“Certainly, Miss Tyson, 1Is that
all? We had been hoping—er—
that yon might be—er—disposed
to purchase these exquisite

-y

“No thank you. We are not in
the market for them.” She showed
the two men out and then quickly
returned to the dining room.

“Since the Inquisition is over, I
presume wé may now take our
leave?” inquired “Prince Karin-
off"” sarcastically,

“Not until I have given you my
ultimatum, ™ Vernon rejoined gqui-
etly. Her glance went from her
father to the Prince, and then on
to the woman known as Mertina
de Bray. “I could have you com-
mitted to prison Mr. Metchaeva
becanse you deliberately stole that
necklace from me, and it was only
fear—only absolute certainty of a
show-down—that made your wife
there—"—she looked again at
Mertina—"return it to us now.”

“As for the Customs papers
which Mr. Drouet just showed us,
where you are alleged to have
paid the sum of $5500 on this his-
torie *antigue,” there {s no record
of any such transaction at the
Customs House—therefore those
papers are a forgery. T shall ad-
vise Mr. Dronet to have them ex-
amined tomorrow morning by an
expert.” ~

The Metchaevas remained si-
lent, white with fear and anger.

“You heard what your ac-
quaintance from abroad, Mrs, Na-
omi Walters, saild when she greet-
ed you in our drawing room,”
continued Vernon. *“You are not
Prince Karinoff, but you are Serge
Metchaeva, and your passport In
my possession bears that out. The
real Prince Karinoff, as you well
kEnow, died a bacheslor, withont
relatives, In assuming his mame,
you stole his papers and his neck-
lace, Counstantinople has an Am-
erfean consul who wonld have
every detail for us.”

‘“‘Since you're so smart, what
are you going to do now, Miss
Sherlock Holmes?” Mertina sud-
denly spat out.

“I'm golng to give you a chance
to clear off before the exposure,”
Vernon answered calmly, “and if

either of you again, we do not
know you.” She opened her hand-
bag. “Here, take your passport.
You may need it,. Remember,
however, that I have in my pos-
session a photostatie copy of It.”

«Mertina grabbed the passport
wordlessly. At a nod from Ver-
non, she and her secomplice hur-
ried from the apariment.

The moment the front door
closed, Sadie Tyson burst like a
whirlwind into the dining room.
“Oh, have these terrible people
gone? Why, Maggie, it's perfectly
true — they've heen married all
along—the ladies have told me
m:.:ing. they knew about

She eame over to r hushand
and her daughter. ake had his
arm around Vernon. Vernon was
crying,

s'Maggle dear — forgive the —

my pareants and I ever run into| her

She had wanted to

her favorite speakeasy. Firstly,
because a plot was hing In
her mind, and — as evefyone

knows—potent drinhhwm loosen
the tongue and free the: ns,
and generally give GI:.W’
courage for the mom .

Secondly, Terry was 30 hand-
some 4 attractive, ‘and she
wanted all “the gang” $o see him

with her. |

both in riding kit wounld give an
added intimate tomch to the apec-
tacle, | :

But Terry apparently other

views as to & correct: luncheon
rendezvous. Tiresome him not
to approve of young 1s drink-
llf cocktalls, ”.I’“Cll]ﬂl’ in the
m w.-“ th. m- - = . :
Of course that might prove his
special interest in her? | Had she

been nothing in the to him
—s0 reasoned Nan— wouldn’t
have cared either way.. . .

Still, the Pilgrim a charm-

ing spot, and there were plenty
of women Nan knew und the
small, flower-laden ta They
cast inte i glances at the
good-looking pair. It would help
Nan's purpose for the gossip to
circulate, and the soonér the bet-
ter, and plenty of it!

Nan chuckled Inwardly as she
recollected the smart shanner in
which she had that merning re-
moved Terry!from her ebusin Ver-
non's tiresome p Vernon
was sweet him, of course, but
didn't have the wits—Iike Nan—
to grab him for he . It ‘was
a strange coincidence that Ver-
non should ve strolled that
noon along the bridle path in
Central Park, alm upsetting
Nan's apple-¢art. biy mot
coincidental at all. thdught Nan
the wily—she wouldn't put it past
v n to have telephoned Terry,
and have learned he Had gomne
horseback riding, and] gone out
deliberately the Park to inves-
tigate-—as she would have done
Bersell, | i

Well, here he was alone with
her mow—in great gadod looks
after  his ride, and In excellent
humor. She'd maks hay while the
sun shone—outde Vernon further.

Terry had ordered an appetiz-
ing lunch. He had masterful ways
that, even if they sometimes irked
her, spoiled child that she was,
vet gave him added appeal.

She said now, her eyes turned
soulfully up at him, &and Nan's
eyes were perhaps th; best fea-
ture in her piquant Httle face:
“D'you know, Terry, I simply love
yon when you're y1e

Hgp grinned boyishly, his teeth a
flash of white in his tanned [ace.
“Then you'd go mad ! about me
if yon saw me in my mnative ele-
ment! I can be a fect ogre,
I assure you.” t

“You mean, out in the back of
beyend? A kind of Bimon Le-
gree with your construdtion gang?
Is that it?™ | i

“*Oh, not as bad as that,

I'm accustomed to t my own
way. They 'say I'm & Tiend for
work, and woe betide anyone who
isn't np to the mark."

“It miust be heavenly out ther.
I'd adore it.. | There's nothing I'd
love better than to go with you,
Terry.” 1 H
. sense. You'd he bored to
death in a couple of diys. You're
not the sort for roughing it."”

“But T am. I tell:yon you
dod’t know me. Just Because you
ges me here in this kind of a set-
ting, you misjudge mei You think
I'm a hothouse lily, when I'm
really a—a—"" i

“Cactus plant?" 5

“You mean I'm prickly? That's
horrid of you!™ she péuied.

He laughed. * I say, 2
rose with thorns, sinde you like
pretty speeches? Come, Nan, you
can"t deny you were a bit barbed
with your preity cousin less than
an hour ago when we fan into her
in the Park?" g

“Oh! Vernon?'" Nan shrugged
héer shoulders nonchalgntly as she
speared a portion of geufs sur le
plat, But 'she was' thinking:
“Now is the psychologital moment
to get in the good work!™ She
said: *1 didn’t feel particularly
sweet to Vernon. [I'll admit I was
a bit tight at the Gy Pavilion
after the Pageant, when you In-
sisted on taking me home, you
sweet thing!| But Vernon, for all
her shy manner, went me one het-
ter! Oh yes, it's true, Terry, that
those gqulet girls go ito lengths
we jolller ones wouldn't — that
still waters run deep—"'

But

Before he could stop her, volee
his  disapproval of h lack of
loyalty to her cousin,:she contin-

ued, in a kind of ting way:

“Of course it's largely her moth-

er's fault—poor Aunt 's such

a snob—it's pathetic, with that

background! Texas

know—and

a tarradiddie tha

went to a comvent!

tytwo, if she's a

mother's :li_l&ly despetate to have
] to o4

calls it, Why, she o

know that after we

Pavilion, Vermon

mainder of the night in his apart-

mem“" W b tlyill ‘T dom't

un -- on"

believe 1t." | : .
“Why, course ghe did, you

big simp n! she came

up-from t Springs, leaving her
mother i1l and unfit to travel back
Karinoff

She saw Terry's f ace stiffen | was

S — . .
marry him and the story should
leak out, she's compromised her-
self terrifically with him!"

“That ‘is her and not
ours,” said Terry icily.

CHAPTER XXXII

quely. - t
that Henson trylng to attract your

t, | attention.”.

Nan knew she had said encugh
—more than enough. She gur-
gled: “Why of course that's

Bhan-| ‘poggy’.™ She waved to him. He

came over,”

“Golng to the Van Tyles' re-
ception tonight, Nan?" “Foggy"
inquired. *If so, thought I might
be privileged to escort you?®”

“Too late, old dear.” She smiled
brilliantly up at him. *“This
handsome Terry is one lap ahead
of you  He's taking me 1to-

night.™

Which was untrue,

But Terry had the
Van Tyles’ invita They were
old of his, It would be

friends
churlish to decline to escort Nan,
since she put it in that way.

Crestlallen, *Foggy"” d.
He was a very rich, albeit a very
homely looking youth, and unac-
to being turned down
by us damsels, His
small, piggy eyes blinked short-
sightedly and irritably as he re-
turned “his table. ;

“The white rabbit's disappoint-
ed. Isn't he the ugliest ever?
He's quite crazy about me,” Nan
chuckled.

“You flatter me by picking on
me as an estort,” Terry sald, Was
it her fancy, or wasg there decided
sarcasm in his volce?

No time to lose. He might be
swept from her at the Van Tyles.
With all her shallow little heart,
she told herself she wanted
Terry. ;

“There isn't anyonme In ths
world I'd sooner go with.”* She
plucked a big yellow marigold
from the vase in the center of the
table, and started to pull off its
petals, whispering very softly —
but Terry heard it—""He loves me
—he loves me not—"

“Destructive child!™ But thers
was an amused look in Terry's
eyes that Namn mistook for tender-
ness.

“l wish I were destructive,
really!” She took a deep breath
and plunged right in, *“I wish [
could destroy your peace of mind,
Terry darling. You're so sell-con-
tained—and yet under it all—un-
der your masterful ways—yon
could be most loving and devoted.
You'rs the faithful kind. There
aren't many in this town. The
girl ‘you'd care.for would be ter-
ribly lucky!™

“¥ou flatter me., A man lika
Henson would be a much better
bet. He could give a gir] every
material thing shs fancied.”

“Bah! As though money mat-
tered in the least!™ cried Namn,
who had already satisfied hersell
that theres was *‘oodles of cash”
in Terry's family, *“A tent in the
desert with the one you loved—™

He got up hastily, That last
phrase made him think of Vernon
Tyson. What an enchanting eve-
ning they had passed together in
the Desert Oasis, when she had
seemed to him a veritable sweet-
heart—Ilike the answer to a lovely
dream, They had gazed together
on those painted desert scenes.
His heart ached when he thought
of that evening.

For mud now clung to her dain-
ty skirts—mud from the Karin-
off affair—

“I have an appointment, T must
go. I'll call for you at nine to-
right, Nan,” he said brusguely.

She did not argue his depart-
ure. “I've scared him, but the
idea's planted, and will grow.”
she told herself as she smiled
sweetly at him. She'd bring mat-
ters to a head tonight, at the Van
Tyles", if she could comtrive i
Vernon would not be there, That
would make matters easler.

. - - - -

It was exactly nine o'clock as
“Foggy"” Hemson rang the door-
bell of the Tysons’ tower apart-
ment. Ian his left hand he not
only held his stick and gloves,
but a large florist’'s box His
small, rabbit-like countenance had
a bland look of satisfaction on it.
* The maid opened the door. He
took 2 guick look at himself In
the mirror in the foyer, Scanty
vellow hair, meticulously brushed,
High ¢ ead. Much tilted nose.
Prominent teeth. Receding chin.
Pasty complexion,

But *“Foggy” fluttered his
white eyelashes that veiled his
pale, short-sighted orbs as coyly
debatante at hergown
pleasing reflection. Money gilds
the pill—poor “Foggy"” was a pill
in more ways than one—butzthe
tirllu l:‘utl. n'lr_ur let him rea ]

n default of Nan R '
he was escorting her hnly-hh%
sin, Vernon Tyson, to the V
had
had

d

to him in a bound. He
phoned Katrinka Van Tyle that he
a new belle to her

i
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