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CHAPTER XXX 
Byrd had been asleep several hours 

when Pat burst in. 
She did some dance steps, imitat- 

ing those she had evidently seen on 
the stage, pirouetting around the 
bedroom. 

“Good picture?” asked Byrd, sleep- 
ily. her head against her bare arm, 
which glimmered under the coronet 
of gold like dull satin. 

“You bet! And the dancing was a 

knockout!” Pat sat on the floor like 
a little girl, taking off her shoes and 
stockings. “India and 1 arc going 
to take Russian ballet lessons with 
an interesting Russian teacher she 
knows about," she bubbled, throwing 
her clothes all over the bedroom 
floor. “We’re going to see him to- 
morrow. I'm going to meet her for 
lunch.” 

“Did you forget. Foolish. Ural you 
start to school tomorrow?" asked 
Byrd, evenly. 

“No, Unconscious, I didn’t forget 
to remember! I just decided I wasn't 
going to that old business college!" 
Pat looked up for a fleeting moment 
to see the effect of this ultimatum j 
on Byrd, and then hurried on: “Lar- 
ry’s not so keen about my going. 
Not right away. You heard what he 
said about seeing something of the 
big town first before 1 go into har- 
ness.” 

Byrd was plainly flabbergasted. A 
flash of anger spread like a dull red 
curtain over her features. A furious 
anger against India for weaving this 
spidery web about Pat — anger 
against Larry, for aiding and abet- 
ting Pat's easy shirking. 

Byrd didn’t trust herself to discuss 
the matter right then and there. 

Pat got home right after lunch 
the next day, announcing that she 
and India had signed for a course of 
dancing lessons and had taken their 
first lesson. 

“Pay for it?” asked Byrd, noncom- 

mittally. 
“Why, of course.” asserted Tat, 

“and I paid for India's too. She 
didn’t have that much with her. I 
gave him a check.” 

“How much?” asked Byrd. 
“Fifty dollars apiece for twenty- 

four lessons,” answered Pat. “ \ lit- 
tle steep, isn't it? At Jacksonville 
you can get any kind of a dancing 
lesson for fifty cents.*’ 

She laughed gayly. 
At two o’clock Pat and Byrd drove 

out to Margy's. Byrd had hoped to 
go alone, but she couldn't avoid ask- 
ing Pat to go with her. 

In spite of Byrd's feeling of an- 

noyance over the vanity case, she 
felt a little sigh of relief and con- 
tentment in just being out of doors 
and driving along the maple-lined 
road leading to the suburb where 
the Duncans lived. 

They left the hot, wilting, smoky- 
air of the city far behind them. 
Here the little breezes had u chance 
to hop, skip and jump. 

Margy answered the door. 
One glance told Byrd that she 

looked her worst. 
Margy seemed never to have re- 

covered her color after Peter’s ill- 
ness. She looked grey and dispirited. 
Even her hair had taken on a moldy 
pallor. The little wisps of it that 
straggled down her neck looked like 
the edge of a shroud. An untrimmed 
hob, Byrd decided could look more 

frumpish than a tight little knob on 
the nape of the neck. 

Since Peter's illness, Margy’ had 
continued the habit of holding him. 
mnd Joan, soiled and dripping from 
an all-day* sucker, was hanging on to 
Margy's skirts. 

“I used to think of Margy as such 
a good housekeeper,” Byrd said to 
herself, dismayed at the sight of all 
this topsy-turviness. 

The house vas upside-down, crumbs 
all over the living room floor, last 
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night’s newspapers still on the table, 
the children's toys over everything, 
and a diaper thrown carelessly over 

the back of a chair. 
Patst epped gingerly through the 

door as Byrd introduced her. 
Margy's apologies ran into tire-1 

some detail. Why hadn't Byrd tele- 
phoned that they were coming? So 
few people ran out that far that she 
harlly expected any one any more. 

The laundress and she had been try- 
ing to wash out the children’s 
things. She had let her maid go 
after Peter got better. 

“1 want to talk to Margy," said 
Byrd to Pat, after a little while. 
"Would you mind taking Peter and 
Joan out doors for a little while?" 

Pat didn't bat an eye. Byrd knew 
very well that she loathed babies, 
especially when they were still in 
the cocoon stage, when they were all I 

crumby and smelled auspiciously ! 
moist. Even Joan's face was com- 

pletely ruined by a little, smudgy, j 
sticky nose. 

“All kids howl the minute I look 
at them." Pat said, hoping that she 
would get her idea across to Byrd 
without offending Margy. 

But Pat saw that Margy resented 
having her children called "kid?.” 

“Please," insisted Byrd, and Pat 
smothered a “Darn," grabbed Peter. | 
who immediately started to wail, and 
departed out of the rear living room 
door with Joan trotting beside her. j 

Byrd plunged at once into the ob- 
ject of her visit. 

It was hard to explain to Margy 
that Jack had run after her that 
night at the Meadowbrook club, and 
insisted on getting into the car with 
her and going home with her. But 
she did. It was hard to explain her 
revulsion to Jack, and the reasons 

for it. But she did that, too. ^he 
couldn’t doubt Margy’s complete un- 

derstanding of the wholo situation. 
Margy was used to Jack's dis- 

loyalties. 
“I’m sorry that you're Jack's wife, 

and that you have to suffer through 
acts of his," said Byrd, with a cloud 
of worry hanging over her brooding 
eyes, “{sometimes 1 think life would 
be much easier for wives if there 
wasn't any of this bootleg stuff. All 
this drinking has go much to do with 
unhappy homes." 

Then Byrd was aware almost at 

once that she hail said altogether the 
wrong thing. .Margy was furious. 
She looked hard and intolerant. No 
doubt, Margy's mind, thought Byrd, 
fed so constantly upon suspicions, 
that it had lost completely the ability 
to discriminate. Something had de- 
stroyed her scn*c of equilibrium. 

“You, of all people!" Margy began, 
in her thin, dry voice, sharp and 
lashing as the string from the end of 
» whip. “You have the nerve to 
come here into toy own home and tell 
mo Jack's making love to you. Jack 
Duncan wouldn't be interested in any 
woman if she didn’t make love to 

him. He’d never have shown you 
the least attention if you hadn't 
hurled yourself at his head!" 

“Why. Margv Duncan, what are 

you saying?" asked Byrd, staggering 
out of her chair as if she'd been shot. 
Her voice sounded hurt and be- 
wildered. 

“Oh. I've been watching you!" said 
Margy. in a bitter tone. “It's nil 
right to put on u mask when you're 
with women, and pretend you're 
sweet and shy. but I’ve noticed you're 
another person when the men are 
around." 

Byrd only continued to stare at 

Margy, incredulously. 
“Margy, do you honestly think I've 

been trying to vamp Jack? Or has 
some one been telling you this, some- 

one, perhaps, who has a grudge 
against me?" 

The only possible explanation In 
Ryrd’s mind was that India had been 
spreading her dangerous kind of 
go-sip. 

“How- would you explain how he's 
behaved toward you right from the 
beginning? That very first party, 
when you and he came in two hours 
late? How could you explain my 
finding your vanity case in his 
pocket?” continued Margy, in a loud, 
challenging, unnatural tone of voice. 

Slowly Byrd walked over to her 
and stood looking at her. 

“Margy. I liked you better than T 
did any one in Larry's crowd,” she 
said, trying desperately to keep her 
voice from showing the hysterical 
point which she wf.s fast reaching. 
There was nothing but blind, black 
chaos in her heart, seething under- 
neath. “I admired you because you 
kept your head up and your mouth 
shut, and devoted yourself to your 

home and your children. You stuck 
to the ship, even though Jack was 

doing his best to wreck it—” 
"Don't you dare talk about Jack,” 

shrieked Margv. "I should think you 
had your hands full enough with 
that gallivanting husband of yours, 
to know enough not to go around 
making comparisons”! 

"Could I ha\c my vanity case, 

please?" asked Byrd, wearily. "1 
came to tell you honestly how Jack 
came by it. but—" 

"No, you can’t have it,” blazed 
Margy. *Tm going to keep it—” 

Byrd suddenly haw a shadow in the 
door at the farther end of the room, 

and saw Pat standing there, stock 
still, with Peter sleeping in her arms. 

Byrd wondered wildly how much 
she had heard. 

(CONTINUED MONDAY) 

SON BORN TO MR. AND 

MRS. E. C. VILLAREAL 

A nine-pound son was born to Mr. { 
an Mr*. E. V. Villareal at their j 
home on Monroe street between ; 
Fourteenth and Fifteenth Saturday j 
morning. 

The tot has been named Ernest. J 
Jr. Doth mother ai d son are re- 

ported as doing well. 

8ENTEM Fl> TO < HI R( II 
CLINTON. N .C., Dec. 8.—14»>— 

Four young men here were sentenced j 
to attend church services for fouri 
consecutive Sunday when found I 
guilty of gambling. 

— 

Episcopalians 
To Open Mission 

Here on Sunday 
Rev. \V. E. Johnson, rector of All 

faints' Episcopal church in San An- 
tor.oi, will hold a preaching mission 
at the Church of the Advent, local 
Episcopal church. beginning with 
the 11 a. m. service on December 1*. 
The mission will continue through 
the week, with services each evening 
at 7:S0, and closing with the cvcnng 
server on Dec. 16. 

The services will be alonjj teacn- 
ing lines, and a question box is to 

be placed at the front door of the 
rtjurch, in which question* on re- 
ligion. church history and church 
worship and ritual may be deposited, 
to be answered by Ur. Johnson. 

“Dr. Johnson is well-known in 
Brownsville, and is considered a 

preacher of rarest ability, and with 
a deep spiritual message,” declared 
Hcv. R. O. Mackintosh, Brownsville, 
rector, in making the announcement 
of the mission. “Every one will be 
welcome, and is cordially urged to 
attend the service*.” 

REFORESTATION FOSTERED 

RALEIGH. N. C.. Dec. ft.-t.P>-To 
aid farmers in reforestation of areas 
not providing natural forest growth, 
the sttae has USO.POO pine seedlings, 
grow n at a state nursery, for dis-j trihution next spring. 

EXPERT IS TO 
TALK TODAY 

Lecture on Citrus At 
Progreso By Cali- 

fornia Educator 

SAN BENITO, Dec. 1*.—Announce- 
ment of a talk on citrus fruit by Dr. 
II. J. Webber, professor of sub- 

tropical horticulture and head of the 
University of California school of 

tropical agriculture and citrus ex- 

periment station, has been received 
here at the chamber of commerce. 

The talk is to be delivered at the 
Progreso club house, Saturdny after- 
noon at 2 o'clock, and all Valley 
persons interested arc invited to at- 
tend. according to tho announcement, 
which came from C. O. Miles, gen- 
eral manager of th® Progreso De- 
velopment company. 

Mr. Miles said in his letter that 
"Dr. Webber is ono of the foremost 
citrus authorities in the world, and 
lias studied citrus culture in prac- 
tically every country where citrus is 
grown, and never before have Yalley 
growers had an opportunity to con- 
sult a citrus expert of such prom- 
inence.’’ 

The noted citrus authority will 
gm» a general discussion of the 
subject first, and then hold an in- 

formal, round-table discussion with 
all those who wish to ask questions 
or talk on any particular po'nts of 
citrus culture. 

Girl Falls From ! 
Stilts Into Pot 
Of Boiling Water 

tFpecial to The Herald' j 
RAYMONDVILLE. Dec. H* 

Gregory. 13-year-old daughter of Mr. j 
and Mrs. Faire* Gregory, who lire 

i seven miles northeast of Raymond-) 
ville. had a peculiar and pain- I 
ful accident Friday. While she was | 
walking around in the yard on 

! stilts, she approached a large kct-j 
tie w-hich contained boiling water 
on an open fire, and slipping from J 

! the stilts fell into the pot. Her; 
! mother immediately ran to her as-, 

sistance and dragged the child from 
i the boiling water. i 

The child's leg* were severely| 
scalded, and it is thought that if it j 
had not been for her mother'* pre.*-j 

i ence of mind and quickness, the ac-i 

j cident might liavo had fatal results. 

TMSTOK RECOVERING 
HARLINGEN, Dec. 9.—Rev. T. H 

McNeil, pa>tor of the ( hurrh of 
i hrist here, is recovering in the 

; Valley Baptist hospital from in-j 
juries suffered in an automobile ar- 

cident on the highway near Alice 
; Monday. 

■ 

S< HOOLS CLOSE DEC. 21 
MISSION. Dec. The Mission 

j public schools will close for the 
holiday s on Dec. 21, and reconvene 
again Jan. 2. Examinations for the J 
first semester will be held January j 
19 for the junior and senior high 
school students. 

GIRL THROWS ACID ON M \N 
SHEFFIELD. Eng.—Because James 

i Wyant refused to marry her, Mia* 
J Ethel Thompson threw acid in his 

face, destroying one eye. I 
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Engraved 
Greeting Cards :; 

THE Holidays are just round ! 
the comer. Have you or- J * 

dered your engraved Greeting ,, 

Cards as yet? Don’t wait until J| 
the last minute. Our assortment • • 

of beautiful and artistic Christ- !! 
mas and New Year’s cards is J J 
nowcomplete.and there is ample * 

time for us to give you our most !! 
careful attention and service. | | 

Bishop's Print 
Shop \: 

421 Eleventh St. JJ 
Brownsville, Texas ;; 

A. TAMM 
Blue Printing and 

Supplies 
Harlingen, Texas 

\ 

i Wood & Dodd 
$ 'll 
Z ]' I 

5 Insurance jj 
« j> I 

Bonds and Loans 

PHONE 100 i; 
i; Spivey-Kowalski Bidg. !; 
!| Brownsville, Texas 11 
j>V 

##»###»#»»#»»#»## 

Dependable Prompt \ 
BROWNSVILLE TITLE COMPANY 

j; Brownsville ; 
Complete abstracts of title to lands in Cameron 

]! County. Texas $ 

| Reuter’s Margiobe jj 
Tomato seed for sale at 

I Brownsville Fruit Co. 
7th and Fronton 

Valley Abstract Co. 
PROMPT TITLE SERVICE 

BROWNSVILLE EDINBURG 
Opposite Courthouse E. Harriman Blvd. 

Phone 1184 Phone 93 

j A CORDIAL INVITATION 1 
<! * 
i, is extended to the public to visit our plant and inspect the careful $ 
!; and thorough testing methods in use which assure only pipe of the J 
![ highest quality being delivered to the purchaser. 2 

For complete Information address Owen M. Comb*. 5 
District Sales Manager } 

k ]: GULF CONCRETE PIPE CO. 
P. O. Box 1051 — Brownsville. Tca.*s J 

Plant located at Blatack Switch on Highway. } 
The Pioneer Concrete Pipe Manufacturers of Texas. 

Concrete Pip* for Irrigation. Drainage and Sewer Systems. 
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CHRISTMAS PRESENT 
FROM THE QOOFEV 

MOVIES STUDIO 
\ME ACE OFFERinj<3 

an annual membership in the 

FOR THE SEASON OF 1929. 
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