
Bnminsrolk HeralO 
Established July 4, 1892 

Entered as secona-ctasa matter in the Po6toffice, 
Brownsville. Texas. 

THE BROWNSVILLE HERALD PUBLISHING 
COMPANY 

MEMBER or THE ASSOCIATED PRESS 
The Associated Press la exclusively entitled to the oie 

for publication of all news dispatches credited to it or 

not otherwise credited In this paper, and also the 
local news published herein. 

Bobecrlptlon Rates—Dally and Sunday (7 issues) 
One Year. 19.00 
Six Months . 14.50 
Three Months. *2.25 
One Month .75 

TEXAS DAILY PRESS LEAGUE 
National Advertising Representative* 

Dallas, Texas, 512 Mercantile Bank Building. 
Kansas City, Mo, 306 Coca-Cola Building. 
Chicago, XU, Association Building. 
New York. 350 Madison Avenue. 
St. Louis, 502 Star Building. 
Los Angeles, Cal, Room 1015 New Orpheum Bldg, 

846 8. Broadway. 
San Francisco, Ca!, 318 Kohl Budding. Eb 

Illinois Methodists Scorch Ruth 
ft t 

Ruth Hanna McCormick is very much in the po- 

litical picture. She advises the world that she has 

Sen. Nye on the run, that the Nye detectives plun- 
dered her desks, that her private papers were man- 

handled or abstracted, and that Nye and bis fellow 

senators "have no business to Illinois." Ruth scorched 

Nye and his associates and tho Illinois Methodist 

conference in session at Danville scorched Ruth. Its 

committee on public safety offered a resolution which 
was adopted by a large majority vote. 

**In the primary last April, Mrs. Ruth Hanna Mc- 

Cormick received the endorsement of the dry forces 

of the state and by announcing herself as a dry se- 

cured the primary nomination to the United States 

senate but she has seen fit by what to us seems to be 

political chicanery to put herself in a position where 

she has forfeited the confidence of the moral forces 

of our state." 
Ruth Is a very intelligent woman, a thoroughly 

trained practical politician, the owner of a large 
bank account and the possessor of a huge fortune. 

She ran as a dry for the primary nomination. She 

won the prlte. A referendum on the pro issue was 

ordered by the leaders of the party. This happened 
•t the state convention which followed the primary 
election. Ruth appeared before the convention and 

declared that she would bow to the will of the people. 
That is if the referendum verdict was wet she would 

vote moist; if dry she would vote dry. 
As a getter of publicity, nationally and Interna- 

tionally, Ruth Is a topnotcher of the women poli- 
ticians of America. 

Virginia Blacks Are Not Barred 
Virginia democrats must have been sleeping at the 

switch. Failure of their representatives to take an 

appeal to the United States supreme court within the 

statutory time leaves negro democrats free to partici- 

pate In democratic primaries. This according to 

a Richmond dispatch. 
Time lor appealing from the decision expired Sat- 

urday last. It will be recalled that the United States 

circuit court of appeals held that three negro demo- 

crats were entitled to vote In the primary in spite 

of the party plan which barred all except white vot- 

ers from participating. 
Carter Glass is the democratic nominee for sen- 

ator. He was given a clear field. There is very 

little political excitement in old Virginia this year 

since Bishop James J. Cannon Jr, was led to the 

matrimonial altar a fascinating woman and then 

began his summer campaign in the vineyard of the 

Lord in a Scuth American republic. Carter Glass 

without opposition reminds one of a bulldog with a 

short chain attachment to his kennel. There tsnt 

a political leader In America who so thoroughly 

enjoys a scrap as the little game cock of the ancient 

commonwealth. 

Talk About Punishment 
"America is happy that you got over without any- 

thing happening to you," said the chairman of the 

reception committee. 
"Whaddaya mean, 'without anything happening to 

you ?" demanded the transatlantic fliers as they 
pointed to their bruises, abrasions and fractures, 
Inflicted on them in the welcoming demonstrations. 

OUR OWN PUNCHLESS PUNCHES 
• Copyright, 1930, By The Associated Newspapers.) 

("The wives of administration leaders at Washing- 
ton have contributed cocktail recipes to a book of 
kickless concoctions authored by Mrs. James Doran, 
wife erf the prohibition enforcement chief. Mrs. 
Mabel Wlllebrandt also has sent in a recipe, calling 
her drink 'Portia's Punch’.'—News item.) 

Diana’s Delight 
Take six oranges. Peel and slice carefully. Crush 

in & glass bowl and pour the juice into a narrow- 

necked Jug. Add a spoonful of honey. Add carbon- 

ated water, twenty drops of vanilla extract, a tumbler 
of sugar and the white of an egg. Pour into kitchen 
sink. 

Women’s Chib Special 
Mash a bowl of white grapes. Add the Juice of a 

down grapefruit and one quart of sweet cider. Place 

in a basin with a pint of strawberry syrup and whip 
well. Add lemon peel, nutmeg, borax and a dash of 

shaving soap. Strain through a portrait of Andrew 
J. Volstead and throw out the back window. 

The Wee Girls Cobbler 
Take the Juice of five adult watermelons, one Bart- 

lett pear and one cup of elderberries. Add a quart 
of whipped cream, a lump of cottage cheese, a Jigger 
of vinegar, equal parts of city water, ginger ale and 
the shells of six eggs. Beat thoroughly and serve with 

stuffed olive at any function which you do not desire 

to repeat. 
Harriet’s Backspin 

Crash five pounds of cherries. Add equal parts 
cream seda, olive oil, ammonia and water from a con- 

demned well. Pour in a quart of skimmed milk, one 

can of tomato soup and the Juice of six firecrackers. 

Lay in a cool dry place, shake well before using and 

serve In individual paper cups with porous bottoms. 
Julia’s Julep 

Pour a quart bottle of New Orleans molasses into a 

gallon can. Add two pounds of crushed plums, the 

juice of three apricots and equal parts of prune Juice, 
banana oil, melted butter, distilled water and lini- 

ment. To the sum total add an equal amount of 

rain water. Stir rapidly for half a day and use to 

exterminate the Japanese corn-borer. 
Hot Joan and Mary 

Take one barrel of spring water. Add one gallon of 

grape juice, one Jigger of white-shoe cleaner, the Juice 
of two down alligator pears, one quart of chill sauce, 

and Into this drop four sliced pineapples. Mix in a 

bathtub autographed by the local dry agent and al- 

low to simmer over a slow fire. Strain through an 

ordinary porch screen and proceed to forget it. 

To The Young Lady In Front Of Me On A Tom 

Thumb Golf Course 

All your coy little squeals and your shrieks of 

delight 
Are not quite, I must say, the best thing for my 

nerves. 

Nor is It so pleasant to witness your plight 
When your ball from its course towards the hole 

barely swerves. 
I might add that the way you handle your club 

Is a sight ffom which I would prefer to be spared^ 
And your ladylike curses if shots you should dub, 
Your "Ohs" and your “Dams!"—as if. any one 

cared! 
Though I’ll ne'er see such tantrums as long as I 

live. • 

Though you take seven strokes and then say you 

had four— 

Ev'ry one of these faults would I gladly forgive 
If you stood off the green when you marked down 

your score* 
Arnold M. Auerbach. 

Five and ten cent store shares are rising on the 

stock exchange. Possibly on rumors somebody has 

been seen with & dime. 

Walter Chrysler, Jr., son of the automobile mag- 
nate. has become a book publisher Well, whatever 

he publishes should have snappy lUies. 

Organized labor is to fight for real beer This may 
be taken as a hopeful indication that the masses are 

at last revolting against synthetic gin 

"Hurricane On Move "—Headline. When you find 

one that is not on the move, suggests Old Bosum, 
that’s news. 

‘‘Program Comes to Halt While Colonel Lindbergh 
| and Wife Proceed to Box."—h .a'’line. And the world 
had assumed they were getting along so A ell! 

Our Boarding House . ... By Ahern 
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CELIA ROGERS 

(Continued from page 1> I 

stood inside, laughing with a young 
man clad in white. 

Celia knew the young man. Her 
small chin lifted end her shoulder; 
straightened. She walked awaj 
rapidly. The girls brown eyes, 
which were nearly as large, nearly ! 
as deeply expressive as Margaret 
Rogers' own. betrayed the effort; 
at determination. 

Margaret Rogers was Celia's mo- 
ther. To Margaret her daughter’s 
fresh loveliness was beauty of the 
rarest order. This was an exaggera- 
tion. of course. The mother's eyes, 
tired by hours and hours of sew- 
ing. saw the piquant nose and well- 
molded chin, the softly curved fig- 
ure and the girl's slim grace and 1 
saw them all through the eyes of 
love. She thought her * daughter 
beautiful. 

There were others, though, who 
would have agreed readily thati 
Celia RogPhs, away from the broil-1 
ing sidewalks, was attractive enough 
to be singled out In almost any I 
gathering. 

It was Celia's pretty face which 
had led Helen Spencer to treat her! 
as a confidante, though the two 
net-er met except in class rooms. 
For two years “Spencer" had fol- 
lowed directly after “Rogers" on 
high school class rolls, and an odd 
sort of intimacy had developed be- 
tween the two girls. 

Helen’s father was a member of 
the city’s most important financial 
erouo. Celia was the daughter of 
a fitter in a Charles street dress f 
shop Celia's mother had earned 
those few coins remaining in the 
girl's purse. For a long time now 
Mrs Rogprs had earned every cent 
which had paid for food and lodg- 
ing for herself and her daughter. 

So. though Celia and Helen Spen- 
cer sat side by side in French class 
and during erdeals of mathematics 
and chemistry, and though Celia 
could describe a’l of Helen's party 
dresses and most of the parties at 
which they had been worn, she had 
not been invited to the Spencer 
home She had not even expected 
such an invitation. 

Both girls were graduated now— 

Helen setting off for Europe, and 
Celia hunting work. 

If there was a trace of bitterness 
‘n the firl's face as she hurried 

along the hot street, it should be 

forgiven. Bitterness comes so easily 
to those for whom the chance to 
work is an unobtainable luxury. 

Celia Rogers’ lunch had been a 

glass of mnk and sandwich eaten 
at a soda fountain countec The 
three little coins *n her purse would 
hava totaled less than the price of 
the rich mixture of fruits and cream 
which Helen Spencer was consum- 
ing at that moment. 

Celia turned again into a side 
street Half way down the block she 
hesitated before a brick office build- 
ing. glancing up at the number over 
the doorway. 

Yes, this was the place. She en- 
tered. 

“Watkins Letter Company’’ was 
the name Celia hunted for on the 
office directory board in the lobby. 
She found it. The Watkins Letter 
Company was located, according to 
the directory, on the fourth floor of 
the building. 

The girl signaled for the elevator 
and a few seconds later stepped 
into the fourth floor corridor. 

Third door to your left, ma’am." 
the languid, darkskinned elevator 
operator volunteered, pointing to- 
ward an open door. 

Celia nodded. Suddenly there was 

something tight in her throat and 
she felt her temples pouring. The 
feeling was familiar. It was always 
this way just before screwing up 
courage to step out boldly before the 
unknown person who would be 
waiting cn the other side of the 
threstold and make the familiar 
little speech. 

It was all wrong. Celia knew 
perfectly well. She had been told 
dozens of times about the value of 
confidence, the importance of the 
•’approach" in asking for employ- 
ment. At school the commercial In- 
structor regularly coached her class- 
es on these subjects. 

Celia had learned the lessons, but 
they wouldn’t work. 

She popped back the lJd of her 
silver vanity case, dabbed at her 
gleaming nose with the tiny powder 
puff and tried ineffectually to re- 

arrange the straggling wisps of hair 
No use! She looked a wreck and 
knew it. 

Suddenly her lips set in a firm 
line and she hurried down the hall. 

Celia paused in the open doer- 
way. She saw a large room before 
her. light though the rhades were 
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pulled at one side. Beyond a wooden 

railing several girls worked at type- 
writers. Inside the railing at a desk 
lacing the entrance sat a girl with 
red hair. 

She was reading a book. Four feet 
away an electric fan buzzed loudly, 
footsteo*. 

No one took any notice of the 
girl in the doorway. Celia cleared 
her throat and stepped forward. 

• Excuse me. Is this the office of 
the Watkins Letter Company? ” 

The red-headed girl raised her 
eyes. 

“This is it. Who’d you want to 
see?-' 

Celia's coaching in business ap- 
proach was coming back to her. 

“Why—I—is the manager in?” 
A cold, gray stare countered this. 

The girl at the desk smoothed back 
a stray tendril of carefully mar- 
celled hair before she answered. She 
eyed Celia impersonally. A dress of 
vivid green georgette seemed to 
make her all the more formidable. 

“Mr. Norton's busy.” he said 
“What you want to see him about?” 

There was no help for It. It would 
have to come out. 

“I wanted to ask about a posi- 
tion. I’m a stenographer,” Ceelia 
blurtd out. Her cheeks burned. She 
didn't like the woman in green. 

“Oh. you want a job!" The young 
woman shifted tto the tone of 
snappy efficiency. "Mr. Norton isn’t 
the one to see about that. Sit down 
in that chair and I’ll give you a 
blank to fill in. 

It didn't sound promising. Celia 
Rogers had filled in employment 
blanks before. 

“But—there is a vacancy here, 
isn't there?” she persisted 

The red-headed one nodded She 
handed Celia a sheet of paper bear- 
ing a printed form and continued 
to study the girl openly. 

“Yean—there is & vacancy. The 
Jobs fakin' letters and some office 
work There's been several in ahead 
cf you. though. Pill In the blank 
and put down your telephone num- 
ber. They'll call you If they want 
you.” 

Celia looked at the blank, moved 
uncomfortably. 

"But couldn't I see the man who 
hires people?” 

“Sorry.’’ the other shook her head 
firmly. “Just fill In the blank. 
They'll let you know if they want 
you.” 

It didn't seem fair. She wasn’t 
even being given a chance! 

With careful penmanship Celia 
filled In the card before her. since 
there seemed nothing else to do. 
She was not helped by the know- 
ledge that th© young woman at the 
nearby desk continued to eye her 
curiously. 

“Name", “Parent or Guardian ", 
“Education”, “Place Where Last Em- 
ployed”. These were 6ome of the 
words printed on the card Th§y 
were all answered quickly except 
the last one. 

In more than one office lack of 
experience had cost Celia a Job 
She had thought these last desper- 
ate days of inventing names of 
past employers She gave up the 
idea because, after all. Celia Rogers 
was well equipped with common 
sense. 

Now she stared at that blank line 
and wrote in her neat hand, “No 
previous experience.” 

Celia had received high grades 
In the commercial classes at West- 
ern. She had won honors at speed 
tests and practiced hour after hour 
at home. Miss Willis, the instruc- 
tor. had said there was no question 
that she was qualified for a com- 
mercial position. 

“When do you think I may hear?” 
she asked the girl at the desk as 

she returned the sheet of paper. 
“Oh. tomorrow—maybe next day.” 
The older woman was reading 

what Celia had written. Suddenly 
she pounced on the line headed 
“Experience." 

“No experience, huh! Well, why 
didn't you say so? This office is 
only for very experienced, high 
speed workers. They won't have any 
other kind. No need of your leav- 
ing this here!" 

“You mean—I haven’t got a 
chance?" 

“Didn't you hear me say they 
won t have anyone without experi- 
ence?" 

Suddenly Celia Rogers saw red. 
“The ad in the paper didn't say 

that” she answered hotly. “The 
ad said this office wanted a steno- 
grapher. I can work as fast as lots 
of girls who’ve been out o' school 
two years. If I could only see the 

• 

man and show him how fast T can 

type—” 
It was without effect. The red- 

haired young woman smiled per- 
functorily and with an air of aloof- 
ness returned to her book. 

Celia started to leave, then turn- 
ed back. 

"Will you see that that blank I 
filled in goes to the manager—or 
whoever does the hiring?" 

"Why. of course, dearie " 
The green goddess's second smile 

was even more devastlng. Seven- 
teen-year-old Celia departed in 
haste. When she was a aln in the 
lobby, which was shadowy, the girl 
brushed her hand against smarting 
eyelids. She had to do this a sec- 
ond time before she felt ready to 
step into the street. 

A clock on the big tower a block 
away gave the hour as 10 minutes 
of four. It would be no use to hunt 

further that afternoon. Celta turn- 

ed her steps hor’ewara. 
• • • i 

It was nearly two hours later 
(Continued on Page Eight) 
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