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Primary Election Figures Tell 

Figures never lie, facts speak in thunder tones and 
the official record tells the story. It goes without 

saying that the Texas Section bureau has another 

magnificent achievement to its credit. Its daily bul- 
letins until the official returns were given in complete 
form in its tabulation of votes in the July primaries 
recorded a new high mark for the bureau workers. 

Regardless of the predictions of political forecasters 
the total reached 833.041. exceeding by 11.274 the 
previous record of 821.767 votes cast in July 1926. 
An unreported vote of 2000 is due from five counties. 
This is the vote cast for governor: 

Miriam A. Ferguson .241.133 
Hess S. Sterling .170.371 
Clint C. Small .137.422 
Thomas B Love .87.146 
James Young 72.614 
Earle B. Mayfield . 57.463 
Barry Miller . 55 273 
C. C. Moody . 4.504 
Paul Lovpa . 2.545 
Frank Patnam . 2.538 
C. E. Walker .. 2.036 

Governor totals for the first primary July 24. 1926. 
are interesting. They serve to keep the records 
straight. They follow: 

Dan Moody .409,732 
Miriam A. Ferguson .283.482 
Lynch Davidson .122.409 
O. F. Zimmerman 2.962 
Edith E. Wilmans . 1580 

A runoff primary was held Aug. 28. 1926. although 
the friends of Moody held after the result of the 
first primary was announced that he had a majority 
over all. This was the result of the second primary: 

Dan Moody.495.723 
Miriam A. Ferguson.270.595 

Moody was a candidate for renomination in the 
July primary of 1928. In that memorable campaign 
former Gov. James E. Ferguson backed to a finish 
Col. Lewis J. Wardlaw. There were four entrants. 
Moody had a handsome majority over all. The pri- 
mary voter 

Dan Moody .442.080 
Lewis J. Wardlaw .245.508 
William E. Hawkins 32.076 
Edith E. Wilmans . 18,237 

It is well to keep the record straight. It is well 
to submit to the reader the totals in three Import- 
ant primary elections since the campaigning of 1924. 
Now there Is a showdown all along the line. Can- 
didate Sterling will carry his message to the people 
of Texas—indeed ht has already carried it and the 
Dallas conference m a reminder that the friends of 
“honesty in government" are alive to the importance 
of making the runoff total as large as the July show- 
ing when the largest democratic vote in Texas his- 
tory was rolled up for the big field of gubernatorial 
entrants. Moody has kept his word. 

His red plume will not be missing In his short cam- 

paign to come. James E. Ferguson opened the cam- 

paign of two governors for the price of one Thursday 
in East Texas. Read the figures submitted to the 
toting public. They tell their own story. 

Make the August vote 850.000. establish a new high 
record, push the cause along and vote for Texas first, 
last and all the time. 

TOM THUMB GOLF AND THE THEATER 

(Copyright, 1930, by The Associated Newspapers.) 

Tom Thumb or Demi-Tasse golf has become such a 

rage in this country that the big amusement inter- 

ests are going after a slice of the profits. The Fox 

Theaters company announces a plan to convert a 

number of its houses into de luxe tabloid golf links. 
If the idea goes over in a big way the theaters of 

America may re-echo with the groans of customers 
who have just dubbed a shot from the orchestra pit to 

the mezzanine floor, and the cheers of those who have 

made the entire trip from the box-office to the stage 

| in par. 
• • • • 

Some of the Fox theaters are to be made into 

eighteen -hole Indoor golf coures, with players teeing 
off In the lobby, pursuing the ball through all parts 

■ of the house and stopping at the boxes for supplies 
and refreshments. 

• w • • 

If the public takes to indoor Tom Thumb golf the 

way it has taken to the outdoor game, the theater 

magnates of 1931 will be competition with one another 
to see which can trap his theater in the sportiest 

I manner. 

• m • • 

The outdoor tabloid links are producing an army of 

new golfers every twenty-four hours. When the cold 
weather comes, these addicts will turn to the indoor 
courses, the showmen expect. Already golf course 

architects are going over scores of theaters and plan- 
I ning to replace orchestra seats with mental hazards. 

September will find a sand trap where the box- 
office once stood, a bunker on the site of the ladies’ 

lounge and a water cam- where the counter used to 

| stand. 
• • • • 

People have gone so golf crazy that they will prob- 
ably leap at the chance to play a ball out of a bad 

lie behind a bass drum, hunt for a lost ball under the 

! house manager’s desk and try a mashie-niblicle. shot 

! from between the head usher's feet to the proscenium 
arch. 

• * • • 

Everything will be all right unless the management 
allows those boys in the top gallery to use their driv- 

ing irons for shots down into the parquet circle. 
• • • • 

Golf began in this country as a novelty, it devel- 

oped Into a body-builder, grew into a popular pastime 
and has now become a national menace. 

* • • • 

Mother carries a niblick when she goes shopping, 
father never goes for his evening stroll without a 

I couple of irons, and the kiddies won't go to bed until 

they have tested out their skill with a putter. 
• • • • 

There oughta be a law! 

Lines After Participating In A Yacht Race 

A yacht race is a thrilling sport 
That makes the spirits glow: 
I know it for when it was o’er 

The skipper told me so. 

It puts a tingle in the veins 
And makes the blood run red: 
A sporting feast it ts. at least 
That’s what the skipper said. 

All afternoon we sailed and sailed 
And how my senses stirred! 
The race seas grand, for understand, 
I have the skipper’s word. 

I never had so great a time. 
It moved my soul to song: 

It was a treat T ne’er can beat- 
Unless the skipper’s wrong! 

"I know her trouble ” said Sarcastic Rnn«a of th® 

middle-aged woman who ins* couldn’t bcln trvlnff to 

be coy and kittenish. “She’s sufferin'* fallen 

archness 

What T P A would call Nice Nelylsm attains a 

new hieh for the year in this notice in the men’s 
locker room of a New London golf club: “Oertlemen 

will please wear underwear to and from th® shower 

baths 

A society girl in New York has onened a “wedding 
embassy’’ at which even- detail of a wedding ****11 bp 
attended to. Oood idea. A wedding is one of th® 
things a bride and groom hate to bother about per- 

! sonally. 
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“I hope you won't do that train,” Anne said. 

BEGIN HERE TODAY 
Dan Rorimer, former New York 

newspaper man, who is now writ- 

ing scenarios for Continental Pic- 
tures in Hollywood, gets a letter 
irom an old friend in New '"'ork, 
telling to look up a girl named 
Anne Winter, who has come from 
Tulsa. Okla., to "crash the pic- 
tures. 

Dan complies reluctantly, but 
Anne proves to be charming. She 
has had stage experience—in stock 
companies. Anne gathers that he 
is a little dissatisfied with things 
at Continental. For one thing, he 
thinks they have miscast the star 
whom they select to play in the 
picture that is to be made from a 
story he had written before com- 

ing to Hollywood. 
The following Monday rehears- 

als begin on his picture. That 
evening he learns that Anne is to 
work the following morning, mak- 
ing the second time she had #ound 
extra employment. After her first 
day at Grand United studios. Dan 
takes Anne for a ride to the beach. 
There she tells him she has met a 
likable girl, also an extra, and she 
is thinking of living with this girl 
and her present apartment mate, 
whom Anne has not yet met. The 
girl's name is Mona Morrison; her 
friend’s Eva Harley. 
NCG GO ON WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER VII 
Anne let his arm stay where it 

was; appeared not to notice it. even. 
3ut a moment or two later, when 
Rorimer tried to draw her toward 
him. he encountered firm resist- 
ance. and Anne said. “Hadn't we 
better start back? What time is 
it?" 

"Oh. I keep my promises; I'll 
get you back by ten." he replied. 

.... 

“It’s no more than nine now.” 
"I didn't see you look at your 

watch.” 
Dan brought up his wirst, squint- 

ed in the semi-darkness. "Well, 
then. 9:15,” he admitted, grinning. 
“What's 15 minutes?” And he 
added. "On a night like this?” 

Anne Winter smiled at him. 
"Romantic Uncle Dan!” she jeered 
softly. 

“Yeah? Forget that, young lady; 
I'm not your uncle.” 

"You were a few minutes ago.” 
“But I don’t feel so—so avuncu- 

lar now; or platonic, either, for 
that matter.” 

Anne dropped the subject; and 
Rorimer, feeling her impersonal 
dismissal of it, fell silent. He of- 
fered her a cigaret, and this time i 
she took one. 

Leaning back in hi3 seat, he re- 
garded her through half-closed eyes 
and wondered if she had eier given 
a man 

* 

her love. Certainly, he 
thought in admiring approval of 
her there must have been many 
who had tried to win it. i’erhaps i 
there was a young man bar’c in 
Tulsa; and if there was. Dan was 
thinking, he was plenty lucky 

He began presently to whistle 
softly, but thinking of something 
else, checked himself and urged- 
"Sing for me. Anne.” 

“Sing for you?” she repeated, re- 
garding him curiously. “Why?” 

"Because I like to hear you sing. 
— Sing that thing I was trying 
to whistle ” 

‘“Why Was T Born0’.But 
that’s so plaintive and so forlorn." 

“That’s just the way I feel, some- 
how. Does the ocean at night affect 
you that way?” 

It did. she agreed. “I feel a lit le 
homesick.” 

Dan said he had been away from 

Th§ Main Stem 
| Intimate Glimpses of the Valley’s Alley 

by j. R.-— 
All Along Elizabeth... All About a Wedding_Everybody is Happy. 

What is the Future of Our Bathing Beaches? 
....la A Safe Safe? Answer That! 

Along LiizagcUi 
James H. M>ers..,z.i Jarum hotel 

c.crx.. teuing aooui me senuntas 
in Monterrey aim baiullo.. .a.so 

telling a yarn about seeing a beau- 
tnul Mexican actress gored by a 
ouh during a bulilight.. .Ueoige 
Barclay.. .another El Jardm dent 
...waxing along tne Mam totem 
tninxiug deeply... about something 
or other...Jno. C. Fanning...brag- 
ging about the week s excellent pro- 
grams at the Capitol theater.. .and 
sure enough th#y are... especially 
King ol jazz with Paul White- 

man_Knight Douglas—talking 
about insurance — among other 
ihmgs...Biii Wainwnght and pretty 
wife.. talking things over_Joe 
Bollack.. .owner and manager ol 
the large Bollack department store 

...climbing out of his car and 
going to work...Pete Bouis...police 
clerk... with his wife... we almost 
got Pete into trouble the other day 
...didn’t know he was married and 
said we saw him walking down the 
Main Stem... with a pretty girl... 
his wife jumped him...and then we 
.learned that the "pretty girl” we 
saw him with was his wife... 

* • • 

All About a Wedding 
Wednesday night a wedding was 

held in the Presbyterian church. 
Everything was lovely, and the 
church was profusely decorated 
with beautiful flowers. 

Doubtless the society editor has 
told about the dresses worn by the 
girl attendants, and all that sort of 
thing. 

They were very attractively at- 
tired, and the boys who stood up 
with them wore white and black- 
white linen suits with black every- 
thing else. 
-Margaret Anderson, as the bride, 

was ravishing in a white ensemble, 
we guess, the church was crowded. 
Rev. Day was impressive, and 
everything was hunky-dory. 

Oscar C Dancy, Jr., as the groom, 
was also present. 

• • • 

They have gone, and will live In 
Orange, Texas As to where the 
couple went on a honeymoon, we 

don’t believe that even the bride 
and groom knew where they were 
heading for when they left Browns- 
ville on the train that night. Hous- 
ton, probably. 

» • • 

Our Beaches 
"The bathing beaches are the 

Valley’s greatest assets,” says Mr. 
Motes Thursday. I 

! And sure enough ttiey arc. 
He suggested that something be 

done about this immediately, and 
that the beaches along the gulf be 
improved in a big way. 

• • • 

We predict that within five years 
the beaches will be crowded with 
tens of thousands of tourists and 
Valley cili$ens. that there will be 
hotel accomodations scattered along 
the Oulf shores, and that there will 
be a regular colony of summer res- 
idents with summer homes down 
around Boca Chica. 

The way things are now. there is 
an excellent road to Boca Chica, 
and about a mile and a half of 
water for each bather. 

• • • 

Grabbing a crystal and detng a 
little Razing Into the future, here is ! 
what we saw: 

Twenty thousand persons, all in 
bathing suits, trying to swim in the 
Gulf on a beach a few miles long. 
Thousands of automeHles lined up 
facing the water, and colored um- 
brellas dotting the beach. Hotels, 
restaurants, cottages. 

“Say, you. move over. I paid two 
dollars for this space.’* 

“See you. I paid two and a half 
for mile, and If you think you’re 
gonna cheat me out of six inches of 
it, you’re ca-razy ” 

Pretty girls from Kalamazoo and 
Goose Creek on vacation, flirting 
with Coast Guard men. Some one 

running along selling soda' pop and 
peanuts. 

"I could have lymght this entire 
beach for a few hundred bucks five 
years ago And now I gotta pay 
$1,500 for a 10-foot frontage. Wotla 
life.” 

About that time the crystal 
cracked on our face and we had to 
go home. 

• • • 

Is a Safe Safe? 
To be or not to be. that is not 

the question. 
The question is—is a safe safe? 
Up in Weslaco, the Thousand- 

Mile-Loop service station opened 
for business as per schedule Thurs- j 
day only to find that robbers had 
stolen the company's safe. 

We hear that several concerns are 

discussing the question of having 
safes around. They attract robbers. 
Why pay big money for a safe, and 
then have it stolen, along with the 
cash? Why not let the burglars 
have the money that was spent on 

a hefty iron and steel safe? What's 
ths use I 

[Out Our Way.By Williams 
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his family too long to know home- ^ 
sickness again, but that he felt a 

longing, and curious aloneness that 
was hard to explain. He started 
the car, backed it onto the road, 
and headed it up the grade, and 
roilmg back toward Hollywood, with 
the ocean behind them, Anne 
leaned back in the seat and began 
to sing: 

• Why was I bom? Why am I 
living? 

What do ^ get? What am I 
giving? 

Why do I want a thing I daren’t 
hope for? 

What con I hope for? I wish I 
knew." 

Plaintive. v.forlorn... the song 
of a lonely heart. And Anne’s 
vioce, low and sweet and tremu- 
lously exciting, carrying right into 
his blood.... 

“Why do I try to draw you near 
me? 

Why do I cry?—you never hear 
me. 

I'm a poor fool, but what can I 
do? 

Why was I born to love you?*’ 
The wind rushed past them, whip- 

ping at his hair before it fled carry- 
ing the last echoes of her song with 
it. Dan felt contentment—a con- 
tentment curiously mixed with the 
stirrings of voiceless longing and 
unrest. 

Why do I want the things I 
daren’t hope for? 

That was the thing that life was 
lived for, he told himself—to want 
the things one daren't hope for. 
Only, you did hope for them some- 
how, no matter how forlornly, even 
if they were way off somewhere be- 
yond the frozen stars. 

Sing some more. Ar.ne. Sing to 
me again.’’ 

”Do you like to be sung to?” 
He said simply, staring straight 

ahead, T love to hear you sing.” 
And Anne turned on him a curi- 

ous smile at the strange emphasis 
m his voice; but he was still look- 
ing away and missed It. 

She began: 
I m a dreamer—aren’t we all? 

Just a dreamer—aren’t we all?—” 
and sang It through to the end. 
And not once did Rorimer turn his 
eyes from the roadway ahead of 
them. He was thinking that he had 
heard a voice like hers before, over 
the radio A contralto who sang 
ballads and ‘‘blues” with a smooth 
ease and lowness that made you 
shut your eves and imagine things 
Only. Anne's singing was not so 
trained; not so professional. It had. 
he thoueht. striving for the 
right word, an uncaptured que!if| 
In it that left him a little shaken. 

At the end of her song he turned 
to look at her. She sat sti'l beside 
him. her head back against the 
cushioned seat, eyes half-closed "If 
«he gets a break,” he said to him- 
self. “she’ll go a long way.” Pro- 
vided. of course, the camera and 
the microphone did not do strange 
things to her; that had been known 
to happen. 

• • • 

They were on her street now, 
and when he stopped the car in 
front of her apartment he asked if 
he might pick her up again m the 
morning and take her to the Grand 
United lot. 

"It’s no trouble, Anne, and you 
can sleep longer if you don’t have 
to wait for a bus.” 

"All right, Dan; you’re certainly 
kind” 

He walked down the hallway 
with her, and when they stopped at 
hpr door he showed her the time. 
"See. Anne? Only four minutes of 
ten. Am I a man of my word or 
not?” 

"You're just marvelous,” she said, 
laughing, and gave him her hand. 
And Dan suddenly drew her to him 
and kissed her 

Just as suddenly he knew- he had 
done the wrong thing. Anne was 

not angry; he would have felt bet- 
ter if she had shown her anger. 
But she was plainly hurt, and he 
said contritely, "I’m sorry, Anna.” 

*‘I hope you won’t do it again ” 
Anne said. The dark eyes were 

level and calm enough, but bright 
spots flamed in her cheeks. 

Dan said again. "I’m sorry Anne. 
I'll remember.” 

He added that he hoped he had- 
n’t made her chance her mind 
about riding with him in the morn- 
ing. "You can at least trust me in 
the daytime,” he said with a lame 
little laugh. 

Anne’s faint smile heartened 
him. "You said you’d remember.” 
she said* "and you're a man of your 
word...Good night.” 

“Good night, Anne. You’re a 
| 

good sport.” I 

...A darned good sport, he 
thought, climbing into his car. 

“Why was I bom? Why am I 
living? 

He drove to Henry's, and there 
he found Johnny Riddle, sitting 
alone over coffee and a sandwich 
Johnny said, ''Hello, stranger. Who 
was the lady I saw you with the 
other night? “That wasn’t no lady; 
that was my—’ Who was she, 
Dan? And what did you do with 
the little O'Neil girl—little Mil- 
dred?" 

Dan said, studying his menu: 
“Mildred's a blond." 

“Not a real one; Mi!ly bleached 
her hair because it photographs 
better." 

"Are there any real blonds?" 
Dan asked, his eyes still on the 
card. 

"What a cynical young man you 
turned out to be! Why, of course! 
See the lady over there, for in- 
stance? Over theie to your left— 
in the corner. There's a blond— 
and how! That's Sylvia Patter- 
son." 

Dan swung around in his chair 
and stared brazenly. 

“So that’s Sylvia," he said. “Is 
that hair real?" 

"Absolutely. Of cour?e. she prob- 
ably sees to it that it doesn't get 
any darker." 

"It’s almost pure white," said 
Dan. 

“She's a beauty, my boy—one of 
my very best clients. I'd take you 
over and introduce you, only she 
has company.” 

"That man with her” Dan said 
with sudden Interest; “is that 
Garry Sloan?” 

“That's Garry." 
• • 

Rorimer found occasion from 
time to time to look at Sloan. He 
was big and bronzed'and powerful 
looking, and he had a vast, mop of 
wiry yellow-brown hair—hair. Dan 
thought, that suggested an intense 
vitality. 

Johnny Riddle was one of Holly- 
wood's better gleaners of gossip. 
Paul Collier, when he had brought 
the two together, had Informed 
Dan that “Hollywood hides no 
secrets from little Johnny." Riddle 

was medium-sized and compact 
looking, and he had laughing gray 
eyes, and hair that kept falling 

| down over his forehead Into one 

eye. 
When the waitress departed with 

Rorimer's order Johnny Riddle 
leaned across the table to say that 
he had heard Sloan's wife was 
divorcing him. 

"Can’t say that I blame her," 
Dan remarked, "if some of the tales 
about Sloan are true. What’s he 
going to do—marry Sylvia Patter- 

! son?’ 
Jchnr.y Riddle shrugged. 
"Is Sloan In love with her?” 

Dan asked. 
Riddle said, "Sloan's In love with 

himself, and that's w'hy he expects 
every woman he meets to be craxy 
about him... But he's one swell 
director!'’ 

“Is Svlvla crazy about him?" Dar 
pursued: and Riddle said he didn’t 
think so. "Sylvia’s a swell girl, 
Dan: but Sylvia Is ambitious—and 
she can be diplomatic.” 

(To Be Continued.) 

KEYS MADE FOR EVERY 
LOCK 

We Change Combination* 
T. J. ROMMER 
Rear of Miller Hotel 

Phone 722 

Juicy Steak Supper 
50c 

Anthony’s Waffle 
Shop 

517 12 St. Phone 983 

ALFRED TAMM 
Photostating. Blueprinting and 

Supplies 

Harlingen, Texas 

W. O. Rozell 
AUCTIONEER 
“If it has value, 1 can sell it 

and get the money” 
lan Benito, Texas Box 512 

Phone 6011-F-3 

WOOD and DODD 
Insurance — Surety Bonds 

Spivrj-Kowalski Bldg. Phone 100 
BROWNSVILLE 

Dependable Phone 353 Prompt 
BROWNSVILLE TITLE COMPANY 

BROWNSVILLE. TEXAS 
Abstracts — Title Insurance 

We Cover All Lands tn Cameron County 

Jones Transfer & Storage Co., Inc. 
CLASS “A” MOTOR FREIGHT LINES 

VAN SERVICE MACHINERY MOVING 
Phone 787 Phone 3 Phone 3 Phone 491 
Brownsville Edinburg Harlingen McAllen 

Local Agent In Each Town—Call for Schedule Card 

Valley Abstract Co. 
Abstracts of Title Title Insurance 

Complete Title Service in Hidalgo 
and Cameron Counties 

Brownsville Edinburg 
Phone 1184 Phone 93 


