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Even a Hitler Must Bow to Democracy 
Sole significance of the farcical election by which 

Chancellor Hitler gained an expression of his nation s 

approval for the things he has done is that it proves that 

even a dictator must step out now and then and make a 

bow in the direction of democracy. 
An election in which only one side is permitted to do 

any campaigning or put up any candidates really can t 

mean very much. But the mere fact that this election was 

held at all indicates that not even Hitler cares to proceed 
without at least poing through the form of finding out 

how his people feel about things. 
Nobody needs to fe told that democracy has hit some 

pretty big bumps since the war. In one country after an- 

other—in Russia, in Italy, in Germany, and elsewhere— 

dictatorship has come into style. 
Both the ultra-radical and the ultra-conservative 

have grown distrustful of democracy. It has become fash- 
ionable to say that popular gofernment is an out-of-date 
idea. 

And in all this we in America have a peculiar inter- 

est. Not only do we ourselves live in one of the surviving 
democracies; democracy itself is. to all intents and pur- 

poses, our invention. We set up the first great democracy; 
we forced the w^orld to examine the idea; we were at the 
bottom of the whole movement toward equalitarianism 
and political liberty. 

So today we cannot be indifferent to the steady trend 

away from democracy which the world is exhibiting; nor 

can we fail to find something extremely interesting in 
these ridiculous referenda which dictators like Hitler feel 
it necessary to hold every so often. 

For such votes, absurd as they may be, nevertheless 

point to the solidity of democracy’s basic idea—that there 
can be no secure government which does not operate with 
the consent of those it governs. 

There can be no unalloyed any more. Even a Hitler 
must go through the motions of seeing what is on the vot- 

ers’ minds. 
And that, dark as democracy’s prospect* may seem, 

Is highly important. The idea which is democracy’s foun- 
dation stone has been accepted even by the enemies of 
democracy. 

If we in America continue to keep the light of poli- 
tical liberty burning clearly, democracy yet will regain the 
ground it has lost. 

The Jazz Idea 
Silliness of the statements that educators occasionally 

make about the movies is rivaled only by the silliness of 
the etatements they sometimes make about jazz music. 

Thus we have, currently, the director of the New 
York Schools of Music asserting that jazz music is “as 
vicious as obscene literature” and should be abolished. 

“Close your eyes when you hear the new'day jazz 
rhythm and what do you see in your mind?” this gentle- 
man asks. “You see naked savage bodies swaying to mus- 

ic of the lowest order.” 
Well maybe. You see usually, what’s in your own 

mind to begin with; and if that’s the picture jazz music 
gives you, the trouble may lie in your own skull and not 
in the saxophone. 

The World At 
a Glance 
By LESLIE EICHEL 

This column is written in a hos- 

pital. The writer Is not ill. He is 

visiting somebody else st the hos- 

pital. 
The whole world takes on a dif- 

ferent aspect from i hospital. The 
excitement of life Is abated. One 
stops at a dead center and reflects 

And this Is a disheartening (or 

revelatory) time to stop In one's 
tracks—to become contemplative, to 
search for one s whereabouts. 

• • • 

•WRONO” 
"The whole conception of hospital 

life Is wrong in America” the pa- 
tient tells me. "By luck I am able 
to pay a fairly large sum (for the 
average person! for a surgeon, for 
a nurse, for operating room ser- 
vice. lor laboratory service and for 
a room—an old-fashioned room 
without running water, yet a costly 
room. 

T have read that in Russia the 
state provides this even for the 
humblest The state takes more 
but gives, loo. much more. 

“A few years ago 1 should have 
been shouted down as a heretic for 
saying that. Today. In the period to 
be known as the age of Franklin D 
Roosevelt, people merely begin to 
wonder 

"Here is a New York dally paper. 
It tells graphically how our haphaz- 
ard management of public services 
works. 

“A starving father of six children 
walked miles to a relief headquar- 
ters for aid. He stood in line six 
hours to fill out papers. Weak as 
he was. he was directed to another 
place two miles away to get a Job 
He waited two hours there— and 
then was sent back to the first place 
for another signature I 

"He stood in line till nightfall, 
returned home — and committed 
suicide. 

"Yet New York City has funds 
of more than 1100.000.000 for emer- 

gency relief purposes. 
"We denounce the Russian sys- 

tem of things even yet—but it peo- 
ple do starve there It Is for want 
of a harvest, not because of mal- 
distribution of vealth. 

"For that matter, a census may 
disclose more persons actually 
starving In the United States than 
in Russia—while food Is destroyed 
to raise prices!” 

• • • 

ROOSEVELT ERA 
The hospital patient may be cor- 

rect in a diagnosis. A mere com- 

mentator cannot settle a debate 
with a stroke of a pencil. That m 
for critics, the witch doctors of 
literature 

One critic says today (In the 
same paper that tells of the starv- 
ing mam that there is no revolu- 
tion in the United States under the 
Roosevelt regime. There are drastic 
steps (for a capitalistic democracy* 
to revive prosperity for the old 
order, but there is no revision of 
the code that to those on top be- 
long the spoils isavs this critic). 

(The newspajier. incidentally, is 
one of the most conservative in New 
York.) 

It Is true, one must confess, that 
certain large corporations, such as 
Detroit auto concerns, break up a 
toolmakers' union by cld-ttme tac- 
tics, even under the NR A (as a 

critic In another Journal points 
out). It Is true that the American 
Federation of Labor will give no 
aid to the union, because It Is not 
orthodox 

It Is true that bankers still may 
speculate at will, that the money 
of depositor* may become a private 
gambling account, that no bangers 
have gone to prison 

It is true that, despite millions 
appropriated, men walk the street 
without relief. 

Buir-permlt this writer to answer 
the critic in the arch-conservative 
newspaper—there is a revolution. I 
And those who do not realize it 
will feel Its sharp bayonets all the 
more 

• • • 

ROOSEVELT REVOLT 
Franklin D Roosevelt Is not lead- 

ing the revolt, as many contend He 
is being swept along by the force 
of it. 

From word* once spoken to me 
by Mr. Roosevelt, I gather that his 
entire aim is to speed change in 
a constitutional manner to prevent 
turbulent method* He probably is 
beginning to sense that a middle 
course is superhuman 

On one *lde Is the old order, true 
to Its own beliefs, trying to call a 

halt, even to NR A activities. 
On the other side is the agricul- 

tural group, demanding (virtually) 
the destruction of money and a new 

Out Our Way.By Williams 
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start (aa Inflation in its broadest 
tefms implies). 

And In between Is a tendsney for 
olflcs holders to build up a bureau- 
cracy, which eventually would tyran- 
nise the country, no matter how 
beneflcient Ms motives may be now. 

Mr. Roosevelt steps in as a mod- 
erator, as an arbiter, or. man aptly, 
as a gallant figure who keeps his 
finger in the hole in the dike to 
prevent • crevaees that would lead 
to a flood. 

If. In the meantime (as he per- 
haps sees It) he could allay the at- 
tacks from both sides, he believec 
he could win. But not if excited 
persons pull his coattails 

1 have talked with both aides. 
The “old order” has much on iti 

side when It pictures money calam- 
ity through constant depreciation 
It likewise declares It has a bettei 
plan for farmers than the preesn 
schemes. It would trade widely wltl 
foreign nations It would end tradi 
wars. 

The ‘old order.** however. Is die 
credited (we hear from man] 
sources > because of greed, because 
o( Its lack of humane considera- 
tions, because of many of Its lead- 
ers. 

The best it can think of is I 
Swope plan for handing over ai 
industry ilti on* gigantic trust) t< 
a group of industrialists who haw 
had no net earnings in these yean 
Even investors, used as they an 
to being bilked, balk at that. 

On the other side, agriculture hai 
many splendid talking points smoni 
many that aren’t. Only one neet 
be discussed, for It Is also labor'! 
chief argument—wider distrlbutior 
of wealth. 

And that la coming. Wall Btreei 
says. That is coming—thus tlx 
flight of capital. 

But it is a miataken idea U 
blame President Roosevelt for th< 

revolution that is forcing a widei 
distribution of wealth. If he werenl 
in the presidential poet, many i 

man has said to me, the revolt 
would be all the swifter, all th< 
more violent. 

It is Irony of fate that Franklin 
D. Roosevelts name will be linked 
with s revolutionary” period. It U 
he who retards and eases the 
transition. 

The son-in-law of a former Re- 
publican national chairman tells 
me this illustrative story: 

Dad.” asked this chap, “why 
aren’t you Republicans attacking 
the NR A more vigorously? It has 
many weak spots 

” 

Boy.” responded the ex-leader, 
‘you show that you have no real 

i knowledge of politics. If we Re- 
publican* overthrew the NR A. there 
wouldn’t be any Democratic party 
to attack—nor any Republican par- 
ty to win a victory. We'd all be 
out. Thus I am for Mr. Rooeevelt.** 

Flashes 
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Life 
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By Awmdaled Frees 
Right at Home 

JOLIET. 111.—After looking for 
his father for 34 years. Arthur 
Flschbacka. a high school teacher, 
found him living one block away. 

The father. Philip M Fisch- 
backa a wandering enginer, cfme 
to Joliet to superintend th*» re- 
construction of a brewery. 

A Bird of a Hoarder 
DARBY. Pa —Walt Burges, lo- 

cally famous as “the poet of chick- 
en Hill.’ found a starling’s nest 
under the edges of his home- 
built in 1740. A scrap of hand- 
made newsprint, of a sort not 
made for many years formed part 
of the neet and woven In with It 
was a dollar bill—one of the large 
siae withdrawn from circulation 
several years ago! 

Yam Rare 
EMPORIA. Kas—D 8 3chaff- 

ner, veteran member of the col- 
lege of Emporia faculty, chal- 
lenged Marty Hooker, colorea 
janitor, to a sweet potato rais- 
ing contest. Hooker raised the 
most but Schaffner produced the 
biggest single yam. beating Hook- 
ers largest by eight ounce* with 
one weighing two pounds, 11 
ounce*. 

The Ku Klux officials who failed 
to launder their night ahlrta now 
are organising as black shirts 

New York 
Letter 

BY IVUA BLAN SHARD 
NEW YORK.—It take* a aoemo- 

politan gathartnc In New York to 

bring home the arrogance at us 

Americana who seldom learn wall 

any language but English, assum- 

ing that It will carry as around 

the world comfortably. 
At the tea given this week at the 

Park Lana for tba distinguished 
; French political writer. Valentine 

Thomson, apparently every langu- 
age except English filled the suite 
with chatter ... The handsome 
Comte de Porcevilie was discussing 

, soma modern prints with a dusky- 
eyed Florentine woman. In Italian 
... The Duchess de Richelieu and 
Harold Spencer, the pianist who 
receives! such accleim at hla racent 
New York recital, obviously wars 

, politely arguing about must: la 
I French ... Barones* HUla Rebay 
i von Ehrenwleaen. the artist, seamed 
i to be explaining to a friend. In their 

native Oerman Just how sha got 
i blood poisoning in her valuable 

right arm ... Two gentlemen were 
i talking Russian. Valentine Thomson 
I herself moved about changing' bar 
i language as readily as she did the 
i chair in which she sat. Even Oeorge 
i j Jean Nathan was speaking French 

• • 

•Talk- of the Town 
i Lum Fong, popular Chinas# res- 

ts uranteur who has Just returned 
> from five months In China, where 
> he went to arrange a dowery for hla 
■ daughter and to attend her intri- 

cate marriage services, was wel- 
i corned back this week by his part- 
i ner. Moe Levy, at a huge Chinese 
> dinner given for stage folk! and 

writers ... Margaret Flsback, witty 
writer of those little modern wise- 
cracking verse*, composed a smart 
little couplet In honor of the occas- 
ion Princess Kropotkin, the great 
linguist, welcomed him back with a 
few Chinese words she learned for 
the occasion while her handeome 
English husbsrM, Laurie Hammond, 
waa the Joy of all who sat about 
his table for he U such an expert 
cook that he detected that elusive 
flavoring in the roast breast of 
chicken and hot lettuce and also 
was able to tell what everything else 
on the bill of fare really was. 

Oeorge Jessel msde a Jessel-cs- 
que little speech while hla dining 
partner, Norma Talmadge, looked 
on and applauded Norma, inciden- 
tally. is quote stoutlsh now and 
settled looking, though her famous 
eyes still have that haunting oeau- 
ty in them. 

• • 

Champagne Experiment 
j Quite a celebrated group of edl- 
j after meals, with no headiness and 
I conducted by Jean Tlllier presi- 
dent of the French Line ami a bout 
! to-be champagne Importer here. 
Handsome, tall, formal-acting miter 

i wanted to prove that champagne 
could be drunk before, during and 
after meals, with no headiness and 

j no after effects, so Theodore Titae 
of the Park Lane gave him a lunch- 
eon to prove It ... Oeorge Palmer 
Putnam •"Mr. Amelia Earhart' j 
Mary Pan ton Roberts, Camille Da- 
vide, Gilbert Sekies and about a 
doaen others enjoyed the lunch- 
eon and willingly helped Tlllier 
prove hi* point ... Tlllier. French- 
man that he is, believes that Amre- 
icas cocktail and strong liquor ha- 
■ts are extremely detrimental. 

• • • 

About Maud Adams 
Martin Burton, young actor who 

; toured the country with Maud 
Adams in her "comeback" last year, 
says that Miss Adams is contem- 
plating another tour next year, in 
a different play. She has cloead her 
little house in 38th street and now 
lives at the Colony Club when she 
isn't spending a few weeks In re- 
treat in one of the two convents she 
had donated to her pet religious or- 
der ... 

Miss Adams does NOT need the 
money; it is simply her love of the 
stage that finally drove her out 
of retirement ... Contrary to re- 
ports. Burton staunchy says that 
Miss Adams is the most delightful 
person In the world to work with. 
She la exacting about the scienti- 
fic production part. With people she 
still is the quiet, gracious, sweet per- 
son whom all actors loved when she 

j was queen of the stage back in the 
I early nineteen hundred*. 

—- — I 

Today’s Radio Features 
TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 21 (Central and Eastern Standard Time) 

fieri: coast to roast (e to e) destination 
Programs subject to change. P. M. 

NBC WEAF NETWORK 
basic — East; weaf wlw wsol wtle 
wjar " tag wcsh wfl wilt wfbr wrc wgy 
when wca* wtam wrwj warn): Mid: ked 
wmao wrfl woc-who wow wdaf wkbf 
NORTHWEST A CANADIAN — wtmj 
wlb<t kstp webc wday kfyr crct efef 
SOUTH — wrva wptf wwnc wls wjaa 
wfla-wsun wlod wsm wmc wsb wept 
wjdx w»mb kvoo wky wfaa wbap kprc 
woal ktbs kths wane 
mountain—koa kdyl kglr kghl 
PACIFIC COAST — kgo kfl kgw komo 
kbrj kfari k*ar kgu 
Cant. East. 
4:00— 5:00—Songs by Arlans Jackson 
4 30— 5:30—OolitMa Adventures—to c 
4:45— 5:45—Nursery Rhymes—also e 
S:0O— 4:00—Mme Francos Alda—also c 
6:30— 5.30— Wsskly Hymn Sing—to c 
5:4S— 6:45—Chssno Musical Mosaics 
* 00— 7:05—Ths Mountslnssrs—west 
4:15— 7:15—Billy Bachelor’s Sketch 
5:30— 7:90—Lum A Abner—east only 
• :45— 7:45—Ths Goldbergs. Serial Act 
7:00— 5:00—Sandaraen-Crumit, Songs 
7:30— S:30—Wayne King's Orchestra 
S:00— 5:00—Bon Bsrnis and ths Lads 
5:30— 5:30—Ed Wynn A Band—c to c 
t oo—10:00—American Heroes—also c 
5:30—10:30—Madams Sylvia—also eat 
5:45—10:45—Robert Simmono, Tenor 

10:05—11.00—John B. Kennedy’s Talk 
10:15—11:15—Benny Mar oft Ore.—oast; 

turn and Abner—midwest repast 
10:30—11:30—Meyer Davis Orchestra 
11:00—12:00—Rudy Valles's Orchestra 
11:30—12:30—Reggie Childs’ Orchestra 

CBS-WABC NETWORK 
BASIC—Bast: wabc wade woko wcao 
wash wnac war wkbw wkre whk cklw 
wdre wcau wfp wjaa wean wfbl wepd 
wjav; Midwest: wbbm wfbm kmbe 
kmox wowo whas 
EAST AND CANADA—wpg whp wlbw 
whec wlbt wfaa wore wfee efrb ckac 
DIXIE — wgat wsfa wbre wqam wdod 
klr* wTec wlac wdau wtoc krld wrr 
ktrh ktaa warn koma wribo modx wbt 
wda* whig wtar wribj wwva wmbg wajs 
MIDWEST — weak wgl wmt wmhd 
wtas wian wlbw kfh kfab wkbn wee© 
wsbt 0 

MOUNTAIN—kvor kit kob lul 
COAST—kh) koln kgb kfre kol kfpy 
kvl kfbk kmj kwrg kern kdb kgmb 
Cant. East. 

3 45— 4:45—Happy Minstrel — east; 
Enoch Light’s Orchestra—chain 

4:00— 5 05—tkippy, Sketch—east only 
4:15— 5:15—Phil Regan, Tenor—to cat 
4:35— 5:30—Jack Armstrong—es only 
4 45— 5:45—George Hall Orch**.—to c 
6:05- «:00—Buck Roger*—east only; 

•hippy. Sketch—repeat to midwest 
5:15— 5:15—Bobby Benson—east only; 

Olga Vernon—west A X>txi* only 

Include* all available stations. 
Cant. Bast. 

8:10— 9:10 — Batty earthen — aaat; 
Jack Armstrong—midwest repeat 

1:48— • :4ft—Little Italy —eaat; Ha. 
vene A Maek—Dial*; Memoriae—w 

• :00— 7:00—Myrt A Marge—aaat only 
•:1ft— 7:1ft—Just Plain Bill — east; 

Naylor’s Oreh.—DIM*; Panlae Ore. 
—midwest, Texas Ranger*—west 

9:30— 7:90—J. Oanny Orcho*.—seat; 
The Ranger*—west: Buck Rogers— 
mldw. repeat; Gordon Oreh.—Dixie 

• :4ft— 7:4ft—Boaka Cartor, Talk—ba- 
alc: Jatwaan th# Bookanda—west 

7:00— 9:00—Elmar Everett Yaaa, Skit 
7:1ft— •:1ft—tingin’ lam— basic; 0»« 

chaa.—Dixie; Organalltias—west 
7:90— «:90—Vole* of Bxparionca—*; 

L. Paniea Orehaatra—midwest 
7:4ft— ft:4ft—Mordarn Mai* Chorua— 

• :00— «:00—California M*lodi*a— to a 
1:90— 9:30—Nmo Martini. Tenor—to c 
9:00—10:00—Legend of America—to c 
• :J0—10:90—Nawa Broadcast—c to cat 
•:4ft—10:4ft—Barlow tymphony — ba- 

ale: Myrt and Marga—repeat for w 

10:1ft—11:1ft—To Bo Announced 
10:90—11:9ft— laham Jonas Oreh.—e to a 
11:00—12:00—Vincent Lopez Or.—c to e 
11:90— t2:3ft—Joe Haymee Oreh.—<* to e 
1*:0ft— 1:00—Dance Hour—wabc only 

NBC-WJ2 NETWORK 
BASIC — Eaat; wjz wba-wbia wbal 
wham kdkm wgar wjr wlw wayr wmat; 
Mldwaat: wcky kyw wenr wla kwk 
kwer koil wren wmaq kso wkbf 
NORTHWEST A CANADIAN — wtmj 
wiba katp webc wday kfyr crct cfef 
SOUTH — wrvn wptf wwnc wla wjax 
wfla-waun wlod warn wmc web wapl 
wjdx wamb kvo > wky wfan wbap kpre 
woal ktba kths wane 

MOUNTAIN—koa kdyl kglr kghl 
PACIFIC COAST — k*o aft kgw komo 
khq kfad ktar 
Cant. East. 
4:1ft— B: 1ft— America Oomg Forward 
4:9ft— ft:9ft—The Singing Lady—east 
4:4ft— »:4S—Orphan Annie—aaat only 
9:0ft— 9:0ft—Henry King A Orehaatra 
ft:9ft— f;90—Mary Small, tonga—aaat; 

Th# Singing Lady—repeat for wgn 
• :4ft— t:4ft—Lowell Thomaa — aaat; 

Orphan Annie—repeat to mldwaat 
9:00— ; :0ft—Amo* ’n’ Andy—eaat only 
6:15— 7:1ft— Radio in Education—to c 
6:45— 7:4ft— Oon Carney's Dog Storied 
7:00— 3:0ft—Crime Clues, Dramatic 
7:1ft— «:3ft— Health Adventures, Talk 
7:4ft— 9:4ft—Hillpot A Lambert, Songs 
1:00— 9:0I^.Muai* Memoriae A Poet 
t:3ft— 9:30—Men of Daring—wla only 
9:00—10:00—Dr. Ortiz Tirado, To nor 
9:30—10:30—Songs by Irean* Wicker 

10:00—11:00—Leaders Mala Trio—east; 
Amos ’n’ Andy—repeat for weat 

10:19—It:ift—Th* Poet Prince—baete 
10:3ft—11 3ft—Paul Whiteman Or.—to e 
11:0ft—12:00—Phil Harris A Orehaatra 
11:90—12:3ft—Harry tosmek Orchestra ** 
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Quotations 
We can abolish our poverty only 

by freeing ourselves from the 
world's poverty. 
—James W. Oerard. former U 8 

ambassador to Oermany. 
• • • 

Musicians are suffering from an 
excess of machinery, just as human 

I- 

labor It suffering in all branches 
of Industry, 
—Edouard Herrlot, former french 

premier 
• • m 

Our experience has taught us 
there la no use ipHtin? blood to 
get a little pari of anv country. 
—George Schmitt, newly arrived 

representative of Oirminy't 
Stahlnelm in America. 

• • • 

1 do not know just why. and cant 

explain U. but this country ran be 
home to everyone 

—Jose Iturbt. Spanish pumMlf 
• • • M 

Pan dances are Just a fsd. the 
answer to a world gone *ex crasy. 

—Ollda Oray, former shimmy 
queen. 

m • • 

When I undertook this job it was 
just like mounting the guillotine on 
a let that the ix wouldn’t work. 

—Oen Hugh S Johnson. 

D<yioc$m ^wtdhswd, 
BEGIN HEBE TODAY 

JOAN WARING, avally Hea^hla 
girl, and BOB WESTON, aoa of a 
New V«rk mllllnnalre. mret la 
Mrapkia aad fall la lava. They 
heroine entranced (hreagh the 
aeheialag af BABB ABA fOlHT- 
NEV, a pngalar aeelrty girl, wha 
la trylaff te wla Beh fer heraelf. 

Joan geea ta New York to aeareh 
far EAT. her younger atatrr. who 
has ran away after aa anhappy 
leer affair. Jaaa la hlrrd aa a 
wanked alagrr at a Bight elah. 
Bellerlag Boh la laat ta her. ahe 
heeowea engaged ta BARNEY 
Bl.AKE, awaer af the alght elah. 

Eat reappeara aad beeowea Har- 
aey'i aeeretary. It la aat Iona be- 
fore he real I sea he lorea her la- 
atrad of Joaa. Jaaa alaga at a 
faahloanble entertainment aad 
dlaeavers ahe la la Bob‘a baate. 
Bob reeogalaea her solve aad 
trneea her to the apartweat ahe 
aad Eat ahare with Baraey'a step- 
mother. The apartweat la la the 
aaaie of “Airs. Barney Blake." aad 
Bab leapa ta the roaelaalaa that 
Jaaa la tiring there aa “Airs. 
■ lake." He lllaga Jaaa frow hlw 
aad raahea away. 

Joaa tells Baraey af her lare 
far Bab aad teams that be lores 
Eat. 

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER XXXII 
A TORE than one driver cursed 

Bob Weston freely as he 
strut)* the gray roadster in and 
out of traffic. Miraculously, 
through some Mechanical agility 
that had nothing whatever to do 
with conscious effort. Bob avoid- 
ed each impending collision. 

Now he knew that, despite 
doubts and disappointments, he 
had always set Joan apart from 
other women. Only to And that 
«he was common clay after all. 
pitifully frail and human! 

She was wearing a mask, ex- 

ploited and glorifled like some 

cheap, intriguing show girl. There 
could be but one interpretation of 
Joan’s presence in that luxurious 
Apartment. She was living there 
as Mrs. Barney Blake. 

Bob assured himself that he 
would put her out of his life now, 

utterly and completely. From now 

on be and Joan would go their 
•eparate ways. 

But he could not forget the 
way she had responded to bis 
kisses, the way she had whis- 
pered, “Do you love me. Bob?” 
What could it mean except that 
she wta willing te cheat this 
other man who had taken her to 

far along her ambitious way? 
Bob let himself into the great 

hall of hli home and mounted the 
stairs. A light was burning in his 
father’s room and the door was 

slightly sjar. “That you, Bob?” 
his father called 

“Tea, sir.” 
The older man was propped up 

in bed. pillows behind bis back 
and a book In bis hand. 

“Sorry I dashed away in such 
a hurry, Dad,” Bob said. 

“It was rather hard on Barbara. 
I auppoae yon had a reason, 

though.” 
”1 did. Or thought I did. Noth- 

ing In the world seemed quite so 

Important.” 
Tba older man waited. Then 

Bob went on, “The masked ling- 
er waa Joan Waring. Dad.” 

“Joan Waring’” 
“Don’t yea remember—the girl 

you warned me against in Mem- 
phis?” 

“Yes, I remember,” his father 
said, shocked by the despair on 
his son’s face. “Perhaps I was 

wrong. Bob. She is very beauti- 
ful and she baa a lovely voice. 
Perhaps I was too hasty In my 
Judgment.” 

• • • 

'T’OO hasty! Bob could have 
laughed. Instead he looked 

aterrMiv -» »*u father, without an- 

swering The bitterness hi bis 
eyes **as plain. 

"Well, there’s Barbara." his 
father said, his vote* unusually 
gentle. He was thinking that be 
would have given a great deal to 
spar* hla tall, handsome son the 
pstn of disillusionment. She’s a 

tine girl." 
"Yes. Barbara's all right," 

Bob said without enthusiasm. 
After a moment he added. "It 
would please you If I married her. 
wouldn’t It. Dad?" 

‘Td like to see you happy and 
aettled. Young people are like 
colts. Bob. Part breeding, part 
being put through the! pacea 
early. Barbara cornea from a 

good family and she's had the 
right training." 

"I suppose that counts," Bob 
said wearily. He added, "Wall, 
you win, Dad. Just give me a lit- 
tle time, won’t you?" 

"Of course. I've been thinking 
I'd like a little trip somewhere. 
Perhaps a cruise to Havana. I 
was looking over the yacht yester- 
day and it’s ready to sail on an 
hour’s notice. How shout coming 
with me?” 

"Glad to! When can w« leave?” 
"Tomorrow afternoon. Does 

that suit yon?" 
"Perfectly. And — thanks. 

Dad." 
Hla father was watching him 

keenly. "I didn't know thia af- 
fair with—Joan had gone so far," 
he said. "If I had, I might not 
have been so reedy with advice." 

"Don’t worry.” Bob told him. 
'Til he all right!" He went on 

to hia room, thinking Indulgently 
how obvious had been his father's 
efforts to make thinks easier for 
him Pretending he had planned 
thia cruise for some time! Well, 
there was no way to get beyond 
parental devotion. And hla father 
was one in a million. 

After he was alone again Mr. 
Weston reached for the telephone 
beside his bed and called a num- 
ber. 

• • • 

FRIDAY morning came. 
*■ It proved to be the strangest, 
most unaccountable day In all 
Joan's 20 years. And she was 

| sure, being honest with herself, 
I that ft was to be on* of the hap- 
piest days she had known, too. 

She felt free. No more com- 

pulsion. no more doing this and 
that under the pricks of con- 
science. She had never been more 

light hearted than she was as she 
packed the pretty clothes bought 
for herself Into Pst'a steamer 
trunk. 

"Joan, you're sure you don't 
mind?" Pat demanded in one of 
her impetuous rushes across the 
room. 

It was hard for Vat to realize 
what had happened, hard for her 
to believe that Joan actually 
didn't want to marry Barney, Just 
as Barney did not want to marry 
Joan. 

Then there was the matter of 
persuading Mrs. Blake, who had 
heard the explanation in com- 
plete bewilderment, that this was 
not mera caprice or the reeult of 
misunderstanding. It was even 
harder to convince Barney's step- 
mother that, of all three young 
people, none were happier over the 
outcome than Joan. 

"You see, Mrs. Blske, Joan 
lovaa another man." Pat ex- 
plained. 

But this other man had little 
substance. He was almost a myth 
la tht light of Mrs. Blaks's prac- 

tic*I reasoning. If Joaa loved 
mm so much why wasn't he there? 

Barney and Pat ware married 
Just before noon. They did not 
wire Mr*. Wiring. Jonn had prom- 
ised to write her mother as boos 
aa the steamer sailed, to write 
voluminously and explain every- 
thing. A wire would only bare 
left Mrs. Waring confuted and 
troubled. 

They had luncheon at n flower- 
decked table ta tha corner of a ho- 
tel dining room. Those around 
them had only to look at Barney 
and Pat to know that this was a 

gala affair 
• as 

rPHERE were nearly two hoars 
* before sailing time and Barnay 

suggested a drive. They passed 
the New York Yacht Club beela 
with its Jumble of sea craft. Pet'i 
gate was caught by a group of 
young people alout to board a 

private yacht. She called Barney*! 
attention to the gay group and 
with his attention diverted, they 
almost collided with a long black 

| limousine, shooting past. Thera 
were two men In the hack aeet of 

i the black car. 

I If they had stopped a moment 
they would have teen the men— 
a tall, blond young fellow and a 

gray-haired man—Join the crowd 
boarding the yacht. But Joan wai 

: talking to Mrs. Rlak# and Pat’s 
eye* were only for Barney. 

A little later Joan and Mr*. 
Blake stood on tha pier tn the 
milling crowd. Everywhere there 
were happy, excited volcee, the 
flurry of departure. Goodbye 
were being said, baggage carried 
aboard. 

i Ramey and Pat stood at fee 
rail of the big liner, looking down 
on Joan and Mrs. Blaka. 

"Goodby. Well write," Barney 
i promised 

"You know you won’t!" Mm- 
Blake chided, aaiillng. jM 

"Then we ll cable." 
"Happy voyage!” cafled Joan. 
And then Barney waa waving 

and the fluttering of Pat’* hand 
kerchief Joined hundred* of oth- 
ers Slowly he little lug boat; 
eased the liner out Into mid 
stream. Slowly tha liner turned 
heading toward the see. 

"Wall be lonely." Mr*. Bisk* 
[ said. 

"We'll mis* them." Joan r# 
plied, guiding Barney’s e a i 
through the thick tr; flic. She wai 

thinking that aha wouldn’t be 
lonely. Never again! Perhaps 
even now a telephone caH from 
Rob was waiting for her at tha 
apartment. 

The afternoon newspapers 
would be sure to have a story 
about Pat’s and Barney’s mar- 
riage. Bob would see It. Anyway, 
by now ha must have reasoned 
thing* out and realised that there 
waa no cause for bis foolish Jeal- 
ousy. 

But no call was waiting for 
Joan when she arrived. She re- 

fused to allow that to depreae 
| her. She filled the afternoon with 
attempts at reading, wrote a long 
letter to her mother, and bueied 
herself shout the apartment. 

When darkness came she went 
Into the living roor, bright with 
Rowers. 8he tamed on two of the 
shaded wall lights and they bathed 
the room In a mellow glow. She 
rearranged flowers In a tall silver 
vase. 

The mom had an expectant, 
waiting nlr. v 

(To IV- * -ftnned) ** 


