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Great Grief/ 
The Story Thais Far: 
TTICKY BOND returns to Chatfield from Paris 
* to find that Mrs. Edith Viereck, prospective 

divorcee, whom she detests, has wormed her way 
into Vicky's own circle and that Dolly Tillinj?-
hast has been nice to her. Dolly and Vicky are 
intense but not inseparable lovers, for Vicky 
wants her own way. Vicky teases Dolly about 
Edith till, in a rage, he calls Vicky the most ex-
asperatinj? woman in the world and goes on a 
yachting tr ip. Next day the papers announce 
his marriage. 

Smarting under the sympathy of Edith and 
others, Vicky says she was married first—to a 
master bootlegger, Clovis d'Auvergnat, alias 
Frederick Brown. It turns out that it was an
other Tillinghast who got married, but Vicky 
must see her lies through. 

She therefore announces that Clovis is dead— 
died in some mysterious bootlegging way, so 
there can be no funeral. Dolly Tillinghast re
turns, tells Vicky that she can't get away with 
it with him, so, bound to make him believe her, 
she announces that Clovis' body is coming on. 

Then Vicky in desperation writes Gennery 
Bond, her cousin, the truth and says he must 
have a wax figure sent on in a coffin. 

Then arrives a note from her absent maid, 
Hester, saying she is returning and a telegram 
from Alice Campbell Higgins, Bloomington, Illi
nois, announcing that she is coming on to dis
cover what Frederick Brown Vicky married. In 
answer to a previous message Helen Vaughn, 
friend of Vicky's, had written that it was not 
any Frederick Brown whom Miss Higgins could 
have known. Vicky reads the telegram and 
hands it to Helen. 

T 
"T IS for you," Vicky said humbly. 

Helen read it. 
"Why, that 's the woman who wrote 
the letter to you!" she exclaimed. 

"Yes, this comes from Bloomington, 
Illinois. She's coming on." 

"Well a lot of good it will do her," 
Vicky said. 

"It may relieve her mind to see him." 
"She's certainly not going to see him." 
"Vicky! I should think, after you've 

been through so much, you'd feel sorry 
for her." 

"She should take my word," Vicky 
sniffed. "See him, indeed! I don't ex
pect to see him myself." 

"You what!" 
"I certainly don't expect to have the 

coffin opened." 
"Oh, Vicky!" Helen Vaughn said, and 

for a moment Vicky thought she was go
ing to cry, and even Lizzie, who was 
mopping up some coffee which had been 
spilled when Vicky was grasping for the 
telegram, paused and said protestingly, 
"Aw, Miss Bond!" 

"Does that seem so very surprising?" 
Vicky asked. "It seems to me the only 
civilized thing to do." 

)oZZy was at the 
foot of the stairs, 

his wonderful smile 
shining up at her 

"It doesn't have to be 
opened at the funeral per
haps," Helen Vaughn be
gan, "but I certainly think 
it would look very queer—" 

"We won't discuss the 
matter now," Vicky told her grandly, 
"and I think I'm getting my headache 
again and will be left alone. The only 
thing I feel up to today is answering 
the telephone. Connect my extension, 
and don't pay any attention if it rings 
downstairs." 

"But I should think that would be the 
very worst thing for your headache!" 

"It won't and I want to feel that I'm 
doing something. Have you happened 
to hear what's happened about Edith 
Viereck's divorce?" 

"No, I haven't," Helen confessed. 
"I've been so busy." 

"Well if Edith Viereck should call 
today I'll see her, and bring me any 
telegram the instant it arrives." 

"I'm afraid you're in a terribly nerv
ous state," Helen fussed affectionately. 
"I wonder if I oughtn't to have a doc
tor see you." 

Vicky had to shoo her and Lizzie from 
the room. 

She was so tired of bed that she rose, 
took a tub, put on another of Lucy Far-
raday's creations, and applied a splen
did pallor to her face. She then tried 
to read a book lying on her chaise 
longue, but not hearing from Gennery 
had made her too nervous. After about 
an hour and a half more Vicky put in a 
long distance call for him in New York. 

•ITTHILE she was waiting for it Helen 
' ' Vaughn tapped at the door, opened 

it, said: "There's somebody you said 
you'd like to see," and produced Edith 
Viereck from behind her. 

"Oh, 'ou poor 'ittle dirl!" Edith 
Viereck mouthed, coming into the room, 
and Helen withdrew, beaming at the re
union. Helen loved amity. 

"Don't let's talk about my troubles," 
Vicky said with a look of fugitive saint-
liness. "Helen told me last night you'd 
had news, too. Was it about your di
vorce?" 

"Yes, it was," Edith Viereck said, in 
a perfectly adult voice. "What do you 
think Walter Viereck has done now? 
The meanest trick. He's disputing my 
residence in Pennsylvania." 

"I didn't know you lived in Pennsyl
vania." 

"I don't, but I reside there. I go down 
twice a month, and you know no gentle
man disputes a thing like that anyway." 

"Was that why you wanted Dolly Til
linghast?" 

"Yes, it was. You see Adolphus has 
been so sweet about my divorce, and I 
haven't any other great big man to—" 

At that moment the telephone rang. 
"Pardon me," Vicky said, and seized 

the receiver. "Yes, this is Miss Bond 
speaking. Hang up the other receiver, 
Lizzie. I'm answering as I said I 
would." 

"Your New York call," Central told 
her. 

"If you'll wait in my dressing-room," 
Vicky suggested to Edith Viereck. 

Edith went into the dressing-room but 
failed to shut the door. 

Gennery's voice came at last, rather 
grumpy. 

"Hello, Gennery," Vicky said. 
" 'Lo, Vicky." 
"You got my letter?" 
"Yep." 
It was just like Gennery not to help out. 
"Is it all right?" 
"Yep." 
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"Is it Dolly?" she 
called down in a 

rich, sad voice 

Illustrated by 
HENRY DAVIS 

"On what t rain?" 
"Shipped at twelve noon." 
"That means the seven o'clock? 
"Yep." 
"Are you coming?" 
"Nope. Busy." 
"You u n d e r 

stood, Gennery?" — 
"Nope." 
"Thank you a 

thousand t i m e s 
anyway. You're a 
lamb." 

"G'by." 
Peeling in her 

relief, t h a t she 
could deal with 
E d i t h V i e r e c k 
without danger to 
her blood vessels, 
Vicky went into 
h e r d r e s s i n g -
room. 

" F u n e r a l a r 
rangements," she 
said. 

Edith had undergone a 
terrific relapse into in
fantilism. 

"Does 'oo know when 
sad fings are going to 
happen yet?" she asked. 

"Tomorrow. That was 
my cousin Gennery Bond 
saying he couldn't be 
here." 

"Oh, yes. We had a 
'ittle talkfest wif Helen 
Vaughn when she was 
coming f rom post ing 
your letter to him last 
night?" 

"You and Dolly Til
linghast?" Vicky helped 
to bring the conversation 
back to i t s m u t t o n s . 
"You were just telling me about Dolly 
Tillinghast and your divorce.". 

"Well, Adolphus knows Walter Vie
reck's lawyer, and so I told Adolphus 
the bad naughty fing I'd been freatened 
with, and Adolphus offered to go to 
New York and tell him it wasn't nice to 
treat poor Edie so." 

"Dolly hasn't gone to New York?" 
"Yes, he has. And he says with just 

one big man to man powwow all poor 
Edie's troubles can be blowed away, 
puff, puff. Only then she'll be a divorced 
lady." 

"When did Dolly go?" 
"On the midnight, and I'll have to tel

ephone him wight* away 'tause he said if 
sad fings were going to be tomorrow he'd 
take a train back to be here in time." 

"Why in the world should he be here?" 
Vicky asked. "I don't care whether he's 
here or not." 

"But he wants to be here. Adolphus 
is very, very fond of you, Vicky Bond. 
He wouldn't not be here for worlds and 
worlds. Now what can Edie do for 'ou? 
Edie loves to help." 

"I'm afraid the only thing, at pres
ent," Vicky said, "is to leave me alone. 
My headache seems to be coming back." 

"Oh poor 'ittle Vicky!" Edith mooed. 
" 'Oupoor 'ittle fing!" 
O H E left, shedding proffers of assist-
^ ance to the sill of the door. 

Dolly Tillinghast in New York and 
likely to look up Gennery! Vicky flew 
back to the phone but before she had a 

chance to get even the long distance 
operator Helen Vaughn was at her door. 

"Edith says it's coming at seven! 
I'm sorry to disturb you but there are 
so many arrangements to make." 

"Just make them, please, and don't 
bother me." 

"But which undertaker do you want?" 
"Do we have to have an undertaker?" 
"Oh, yes. They won't send it up from 

the station on an express wagon, you 
know." 

Vicky had a feeling that Dolly was 
getting nearer and nearer Gennery's 
house. 

"Get whatever one you want." 
"Carroll has nicer chairs," Helen 

meditated, "but Bloom is really awfully 
sweet. And about the service? Shall I 
get Mr. Marshall, or is he a Catholic?" 

"I'm sure I don't know, but Dr. Mar
shall will do. Clovis was nothing if not 
broadminded." 

"Burial in the family plot, I suppose?" 
That really was awful. "To put a per

fect stranger with four generations of 
Bonds. The Bonds had never been a gre
garious family in the least. Still, Vicky 
supposed it had to be done, and perhaps 
it would only be a load of stones any
way. Vicky hoped so at the moment. 

"Oh, yes," Vicky agreed. 
"Any choice as to where?" 
"If you could find a place near Uncle 

Edmond." 
Uncle Edmond had been a bachelor 

and quite sociable as Bonds went. 
"I guess that's all." 
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it's a smart straw hat. 

to learn of its easy comf^ . 
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hat ever made! 
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laugh at rain. It is the on 
Process—a new and secret. 
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This process adds nothin 
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keep its good looks, throu 
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Knox "Comfit" to see that 
ou only have to put it on 
3ut you must wear it an 
s the most enduring straw 

e that can smile at sun and 
raw hat with "Rainoray" 
ox process—a process that 
summer showers! 

1 weight, nothing in price. 
) wear. The "Comfit" will 
summer's searing sun and 
1 any straw hat ever made! 

small strands of soft flexi-
Liches your head, costs $6. 
with "Rainoray" Process, 

& 711 FIFTH AVENUE, N E W Y O R K 

"HROUGHOUT THE WORLD 
T J ^ / Z E N the sun heats down, and hums the straw of old-type hats, this 
^' new Knox straiv hat will go serenely on its good-looking way! The 
Knox "Rainoray" Process reduces, so far as resourceful modern science 
is able, unsightly darkening by the sun's rays. It keeps the new Knox 
hats fresh looking long after the allotted life of the ordinary straw hat! 
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"And can you use some other tele
phone?" 

"Really, Vicky, you seem to have some 
kind of an obsession about this tele
phone. I won't telephone at all. I'll go 
right downtown and call on Carroll and 
Dr. Marshall in person. It 's much more 
satisfactory. Any other instructions?" 

" No," Vicky said, and at last Helen left. 

" p L E A S E repeat that call of mine to 
•*• New York, as quickly as possible," 

Vicky said to long distance. It would 
have been simpler to repeat Gennery's 
name and number at the start, but 
finally he was on the wire. 

"Gennery! Dolly Tillinghast is in 
New York. If you see him promise me 
that you won't say a word about my 
having written anything." 

"Oh, Vicky, you're crazy," 
Gennery grunted. 

"Gennery, he's the very per
son who mustn't know. He's 
the person for whose benefit 
I'm doing all this. Promise 
me you won't tell him a word. 
I'm almost mad with worry." 

"All right." 
"No, say it." 
"I promise I will not say a 

word regarding this fool busi
ness to Dol' Tillinghast. Is 
that satisfactory?" 

"Yes, bless you." 
"And don't call me up again. 

I haven't done a stroke of work 
today because of you." 

" I 'm sor ry , " Vicky sa id . 
"Good-by." 
She remembered too late an

other thing she had intended to 
ask. It was exactly what was 
in the coffin. Whether it was 
just weights, or a dummy, or 
what Vicky referred to, even 
to herself in a kind of horrified 
euphuism, as "the real thing." 

It speaks volumes for Gen
nery's character that Vicky 
did not put in another call. 
Knowledge would have added 
to her comfort, but it was not 
essential as ^he planned things. 
She regrettfed her obedience, 
however, when Helen came 
back with a report of her ac
tivities. 

" I t h i n k I ' v e a r r a n g e d 
everything so that it will go 
off beautifully," she said. "I 
went to Carroll. After all 
chai rs a re so i m p o r t a n t . " 

"Well, if there's any difficulty about 
Mr. Carroll's," Vicky said, "I'm sure 
from what Edith Viereck said that she'd 
be only too glad to crawl about during 
the services camouflaged as an entire 
set. She des' loves to help. Did you tell 
Carroll the coffin wasn't to be opened." 

"I mentioned it to him, but he agrees 
with me that that would be a great mis
take. He says things may have gotten 
disarranged." 

"Nothing will have been disarranged 
which will matter by Judgment Day," 
Vicky replied. "And I have made up my 
mind on the subject." 

"You'd better lie down again, dar
ling," Helen advised. "I don't think 
you're up to attending to all these de
tails." 

"I will rest some more now," Vicky 
agreed, "but I will be downstairs when 
it arrives. And I will see that my wishes 
are carried out." 

"There are some things on which we 
have to take the advice of experts." 
Helen pronounced axiomatically. 

It was clear that on this one point 
Helen was not to be trusted. 

Vicky went back to her book. She 
hadn't read so much in months as in the 
last two days. She did not have the 
time until seven entirely to herself how
ever. About half past five Helen an
nounced that Nat Lee was downstairs 

demanding an interview, and wouldn't 
take no for an answer. 

"Nat Lee!" 
What in the world could Zona's hus

band want? 
"Yes, he seems perfectly frantic." 
Nat Lee was ordinarily the mildest of 

pink young men but he entered Vicky's 
dressing-room with the expression of a 
baby having a colic pain. 

"I just got back in town," he said, 
"and heard that you're having him 
shipped on." 

"Yes, they're sending him," Vicky 
said. 

"Can you have it stopped?" 
"Of course I can't. It arrives on 

the sevp" jlock. It must have left 
Albanj ^y now. What an extraordinary 
question!" 

grumpy old thing, but one could certain
ly rely on him not to do anj'thing which 
would get one into terrible trouble. 

Gennery was unquestionably grumpy 
at times. He had been particularly 
grumpy that morning at a quarter of 
eight when Dolly Tillinghast pounded 
on his bedroom door and woke him up. 

"What in the devil are you doing 
here?" he had inquired. 

"I just got oif the midnight. I've 
come up to have breakfast with you." 

"Why couldn't you have eaten it at 
the station and let me have my sleep?" 

"I felt the need of a radiant face 
across the table." 

"I suppose there's nothing to do about 
it then?" 

Nat began pacing up and down with 
an absurd look of a baby walking the 
floor with itself. 

"About what?" Vicky asked. 
"Nothing. Only I think it's an awful 

mistake. I'm in touch with the District 
Attorney's office and I know how they 
watch such things." 

"What things?" Vicky herself was al
most frantic now. 

"Maybe it will come out all right." 
"But, Nat, what did you mean? What 

do you know?" 
She could extract nothing from him. 

Seeming scarcely to hear her demands 
for an explanation, he went away. 

r p H E District Attorney's office! Could 
-^ there be more alarming words to a 
person engaged in the most oblique 
procedure possible? 

Did it mean that they'd found she'd 
never been married? 

Somehow Nat's manner didn't suggest 
that. As a matter of fact it suggested 
nothing actual but all sorts of unspeak
able unpleasantness to come. 

Vicky didn't read any more. She sat 
holding the arms of her chaise longue, 
telling herself she was a fool to be so 
frightened when she knew of nothing 
definite to fear. Gennery Bond might be a 

"They both of them have played 
big time," said Mr. Weber. 
"They're a pair of headliners" 

"You go to blazes!" 
Groaning with sleep, Gennery, who 

had operated at two A. M., stumbled into 
the bathroom for a cold shower. 

Dolly knew better than to talk to him 
till he roused himself for the day, so 
Dolly studied the telephone directory 
while Gennery's Jap laid a breakfast 
table in front of a window. 

When Gennery emerged he was 
shaved, clad and human. 

"How are you, old timer?" he in
quired, almost apologetically. 

"Never better. Read your mail and 
then we can talk." 

Gennery glanced over his letters. 
"Nothing important," he grunted. 
"That one from Vicky is a special 

delivery," Dolly observed. 
"Oh, what of it? Vicky's are always 

special delivery. I can wait till tonight 
to hear her version of her marriage. 
What's your dope on the subject?" 

"Read the letter," Dolly told him. 
"Oh, did she send you?" 
"No." 
Gennery drank his orange juice, slit 

the envelope and read. 
"Jechosaphat!" he exclaimed. 
"What's the matter?" 
"You must know if you've seen Vicky 

lately. Hasn't she been acting queerly? 
I suppose she's been suffering from some 
repression I never suspected, but I've 

got to get up there with a good psy
chiatrist and I've got to get up there 
today." 

"You're off on the wrong foot, old 
egg," Dolly told him. 

"The deuce I am! If you think poor 
little Vicky hasn't toppled over the edge 
of insanity just read that letter. Oh, 
the devil! Why didn't she come to me 
and talk things over?" 

Dolly read the letter and chuckled. 
"That's what I thought it would be," 

he remarked. 
"Well, I'm glad you think it's funny." 
"You bet I think it's funny. Now 

come right out of the laboratory. Gen. 
There's not a crazy hair in 
Vicky's head." 

"And she's written that let
ter!" Gennery roared at him. 

"Vicky knows what she's 
about all right and this is just 
a desperate means toward suc
ceeding." 

"You mean to say she's got a 
sane motive?" 

"Sane as women's motives 
go. Vicky's gentle little pur
pose is to break my spii'it." 

"Why?" 
" B e c a u s e I h a p p e n e d to 

guess that her marriage story 
was a bluff and laughed at her 
for it. She almost burst a 
blood vessel. Now she's going 

A to prove to me that it was true 
f or die in the attempt." 

^t Gennery looked both bored 
§j and disgusted. 
F7 "Oh, it's sex nonsense, is it?" 
/ he said. That took it out of 
\ his province. "Well, you needn't 
\ have come way down here to 

I warn me not to help her." 
/ "She's a desperate woman, 

/ Gen," Dolly said. "I for one 
•^ could never respect you again 

if you resisted an appeal like 
that." 

"What do you mean?" 
"Just that I, in my turn, 

would like to break Vicky's 
spirit a little." 

"Whew! You're ambitious." 
"And I've got a plan for do

ing it which involves your com
plying with Vicky's request." 

"It can't be done, Dol. For 
one thing I haven't an idea 
where I'd lay my hands on 
what she asks for." 

"I'll take care of that." 
" A n d for a n o t h e r there 

aren't only you two to be considered. 
There's the whole of Chatfield that will 
talk like a tree full of magpies." 

CHATFIELD can't talk any more 
than it's talking now," Dolly said, 

"and in fact the only way I can see to 
put a final end to a lot of the conversa
tion is a funeral, only I want it to be a 
slightly different funeral." 

"Meaning?" 
"Well, I've had several ideas, but to 

see whether I can work the best one I 
want you to come with me, as soon as 
we've finished breakfast, to an address 
I've found in this instructive little 
volume." 

Dolly patted the Red Book Directory. 
"I've got a busy day ahead of me," 

Gennery began. 
"You're not too busy for this," Dolly 

informed him. "You're not a completely 
dried up old fossil yet, though you give 
a pretty good imitation of one. This is 
going to be a circus." 

"All right, I'll give you an hour," 
Gennery growled. 

"Good. I honestly need your advice. 
I suppose you don't keep an unused cof
fin any place around here, or at your 
office, convenient as it would be for your 
practice?" 

"No," Gennery replied. "So far I've 
been able to (Covtinned on page 51) 
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LET IT "WRITE ITS 

OWN TICKET 

A pen can make writing a pleasure; or it can be a constant 

source of annoyance; or it can be just a pen—just a dull, un< 

interesting pen. And in your pocket or on your desk is a 

pen which probably falls into one of these three classifi

cations. It is "writing its own ticket"... . The Carter Pen 

does make writing a pleasure. It is a friendly pen, with 

a flexible nib, smooth osmiridium point, a steady 

even flow of ink, and a Rocker Spring Clip that 

really works.... You are sure to want a Carter Pen 

—but, make it "write its own ticket." Step into the 

Store and try it yourself. If it does not give you 
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CBme and use actually enrich the heauty of 
cars finished with ISerrylotd^ 

< 7 

I 

it costs no more, 
to refinish with 
BERJIYLOID 
It pays to specify Berry-
loid, for you receive 
extra value without 
extra cost. 

You pay no premium 
for durable beauty that 
makes frequent refinish' 
ing needless. 

Patronise a first-class 
shop equipped to use 
Berry Brothers' com
plete lacquer system. 
Protect your car with a 
finish that won't fvh o^\ 

s 

Name, if you can, another motor-car finish that improves 
with use—that grows increasingly beautiful with age. 

This distinguishing characteristic sets Berryloid apart 
from ordinary lacquers. 

Beauty and durability are inseparably combined. 
Berryloid wonh rub off. Abrasive action that dulls and 
destroys most finishes deepens the luster and mellows 
the tone of this one. 

Recently a Berryloid-finished roadster subjected to use 
and continuous exposure for 22 months was exhibited 
alongside a new car. Thousands mistook the old finish 
for new. Other thousands pronounced it more beau
tiful than new. 

Such demonstrable superiority accounts for the exclusive 
use of Berryloid by leading motor-car manufacturers 
abroad, and its specification by European royalty. 

It will pay you to specify a Berryloid finish when 
ordering a new car—or refinishing an old one. 

^ r e e — A U T O COLOR STYLE BOOK—1928 

BERRY BROTHERS, INC. 
2 n Leib St., Detroit, Mich. 

As I am considering having my automobile refinished, 
please send to me without obligation your 1928 Berry 
loid Style Book of suggested color combinations. 

The name of my automobile painter is: 
Name 

Address 

My Name_ 

Street 

City _St3te_ 

Manufacturer of Liquid Granite Floor 
Varnish, Lionoil Floor Enamel, Luxe 
berry Enamel, Luxeberry Wood Fin* 
ish. Berry's Brushing Lacquer and 

other wear-resisting finishes. 

BROTH £RC 
Varnishes Enamels and Lacq[uers wJ 

Detroit, Michigan 1858 - joth Anniversary-1928 'Walkerville, Ont. 

B 
Principal Foreign Agencies: London, 
S. E. 15, Hatcham Road at old Kent 
Road; Paris, 54 Rue de Paris, Cha-
renton; Berlin, W 9, Potsdamerstrasse 

13; Turin, 10 Via Arcivescovado. 
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Songs for the Stump 
Continued from page 16 

And we'll inform a cop. 
Joys that you take in that disguise 
Are stronger far than pop. 
The Volstead Act is still a fact— 
Remember that, Al Smi-hi-hith. 
If you forget we'll vote for Walsh 
Or even Mer-e-dith. 

W E T CANDIDATES (disguised as Bac
chantes or Pan with hair panties. Sen
ator Reed in the garb of Gambrinus, 
playing he's vinous, carries a keg. 
Governor Ritchie, pretending he's 
twitchy, robed as E. Nero, dissolute 
hero, shakes a mean leg): 
We'll rally round the jag, boys, 
We'll rally once again. 
Scorning the battle cry of Teadom. 
We'll gather round the Bourbon 
And genu-wine champagne. 
Shouting the bottle cry of Freedom. 
Up with the taproom, 
Down with the bar! 
Hurrah for High License! 
And so, there you are. 
We'll rally round the jag, boys. 
We'll rally once again. 
Shouting the bottle cry of Freedom! 

GOVERNOR RITCHIE 
Though my habits are rather abstemi

ous, 
For personal freedom I'm hot. 

SENATOR REED 
I'd think it was rather blasphem-i-ous 
If / should be labeled as not. 

BOTH 
As our bodies depend on their tissues, 
So candidates have to have issues. 

(A motorcycle whiffles in. Still is the 
siveet but clamorous din. Drums ruffle 
and a trumpet blares. A stylish figure 
doth dismount in What the Well-Dressed 
Bridegroom Wears.) 

GROVER A . WHALEN (for, you see, 'tis 

nothing less than him or he) : 
I, who am His Elegance 
Official Greeter of New York; 
I who said "Shake" to the Prince of Wales 
And introduced Queen Marie to literary 

circles. 
I who rescued Ruth Elder from the Mu

nicipal Tugboat 
And know, by Heaven, the Olympian 

Telephone Directory, 
Announce that the greatest of the Smiths 
Hath been discovered Somewhere 
Calling down eleven lawyers and five 

judges 
Concerned in the Mysterious Case of Mrs. 

Knapp. 
So now he comes! ! ! 

(Thunder and lightning.) 
To meet you, greet you— 
No fear, ladies, he won't eat you. 

(A car whoops in with bound and 
leap. Inside it Mr. Smith sits scold
ing. The State Supreme Court's sound 
asleep, after the session they've been 
holding. Amidst the shout the Gov. 
steps out, alert and keen and pert and 
clean.) 

GROVER A. WHALEN (presents the mitt 
with gesture fit) : 
Greeting, O Smith! And if it please— 

GOVERNOR SMITH 
Cut out the speech, Demosthenes. 

(Looks at his watch, turyis back the 
minute hand a notch.) 
Somehow my watch is always fast. 
Constituents, I'm more than happy 
To face this demonstration vast— 
But I must make it rather snappy. 
At one I lunch with quite a bunch 
Of good Rotarians 
To make a speech by which to reach 
The poor agrarians. 
The State Librarians 
I met at three. 
It's up to me 
To sit till six with nine committees 
From several important cities. 
Then Bank Examiners I'll review 
Till one A. M. or maybe two. 
Then chat with various commissions— 
And some, I fear, are politicians. 
Excuse my dust. 
For go I must. 
I'll have five minutes open soon— 

Wednesday at three or Friday noon— 
When we can speak of this and that 
And have another nice long chat. 

ALL 
A nice long chat. Oh, think of that! 

BIG CHIEF OLVANY 
But what's your Platform, noble sire.' 

GOVERNOR SMITH 
'Tis this—just write it on your tire: 
A truckman works from sun to sun— 
A statesman's work is never done. 

WETS (brightly, lightly) 
He's ours, you bet. 

DRYS (sourly, dourly) 
He sounds all wet. 

GOVERNOR SMITH (mounting his car, 
lights a cigar) : 
Say au revoir 

But not good-by. 
(Like cafe noir, spilled from the sky. 

Senator Heflin, hatred-wracked, comes 
cussing down in tattered goivn to do the 
Mad Ophelia act.) 

HEFLIN 
Hoo-garoo! 
Your goldarned sly religious taint 
You try to mix with politix. 
You think you're smart, but then you 

ain't. 
We'll match you, 
Catch you. 
Scratch you. 
With eyes, eyes, eyes, spies, spies, spies. 
We'll follow you round till you're on 

edge. 
GOVERNOR SMITH 

My friend, is that a campaign pledge? 
(Senator Heflin—rousiiig cheers— 

swallers him.self and disappears. The 
Governor orders, "Drive on, Jake." His 
driver eases off the brake, more hostile 
gates to crash 'em. Admiring hail him 
cry on cry, save here and there an 
ancient Dry removes his teeth to gnash 
'em.) 

(The Ghost, upon his old ivhite nag, 
all daubed with red Virginia mud, tip 
canters ivith a thud-thud-thud. None in 
the Democratic throng notice him when 
he comes along save two Important 
Public Men, who whisper, "Gosh, he's 
here again!") 

GHOST 
I'm dizzy. 
Where izzee ? 

BAINBRIDGE COLBY 
See yon cigar in yonder car? 

GHOST 
By History! I'll overtake him 
And by his honest hand I'll shake him. 
I've chased him up, I've chased him down, 
I've haunted him around the town— 
SENATOR WALSH: Who are you, Ghost? 

GHOST: Oh, just a writer. 
COLBY 

Indeed! Then I must talk politer. 
That's rather fine. 
Now what's j'our line? 
History, fiction, evolution— 

GHOST 
I'm author of the Constitution. 

(A pallid glim falls over him.) 
Another document I wrote 
Which makes me yearn 
Earthward to turn 
And give Al Smith my honest vote; 
This was my Statute, sternly framed— 
Religious Liberty 'twas named. 

SENATOR WALSH 
Either I'm blind or dumb or deaf 
Or that's the ghost of Thomas Jeff. 
(To Heflin) Did you see it, Heff? 

SENATOR HEFLIN 
What if I didn't and what if I did? 
Jefferson ain't my line. 
He may have found the Pf;rty, kid. 
But he ain't no founder of mine, 

(By now the spook has galloj^d far 
after the Gubernatorial car. Perhaps 
he's caught it, but I'll bet he's'-half a 
mile behind it yet.) CURTAIN 

How would you -play it\ 7 

This Auction Bridge hand 
is a continuation of the 
series that has been appear
ing each week in Collier's 
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East 

THE bidding in this hand 
does not call for ex
tended comment. South, 

with an ideal No Trump 
distribution and four suits 
all thoroughly stopped, of 
course bids No Trump. 
Passes by West and East 
are obvious, and pass by 
North should appear equal
ly so. I say should appear 
because an absurd idea is 
more or less prevalent in 
the country to the effect 
that it is the duty of the 
partner of a No Trumper 
to take him out under any 
circumstances. No policy 
could be more unsound; No 
Trump is bid to be played 
and, at a love score, should not be taken 
out with Minor strength unless that 
strength is unusually great, in which 
case three of the Minor should be bid. 

The Play 

WEST'S opening lead against the No 
Trump was of course from her long

est suit, Hearts; she led her fourth 
best, and the thoughtless play of East 
would have been the Ace of Hearts. 
A finesse generally is made with the 
hope of catching a card in the adverse 
hand on the right. When Dummy is 
without a high card, the object that 
generally accompanies the finesse is 
lacking and, as a rule, it should not be 
made. In this case, however, East can 
see that a finesse against nothing should 
be made. Noting the high cards in her 
own hand and Dummy, she could con
sider it probable—although not abso
lutely assured—that the King of Hearts 
(the suit led by East) was held by the 
Closed Hand. I t 
was also sure that 
the Closed Hand 
had at least three 
Hearts, so that 
the King was not 
a singleton and 
could not be cap
tured by the play 
of the Ace. East 
knew that South 
had at least three 
Hearts b e c a u s e 
West's o r i g i n a l 
lead — the Four 
(West's f o u r t h 
best) — showed 
that West held 
three cards higher 
than the Four 
and possibly one 
lower. East had 
the T r ^ , so the 
only c ^ d lower 
than the Pour 

A 
^ 
0 
* 

9-6-5-2 
A-Q-3 
K-8 
9-7-6-2 

/ 

A 
(̂  
0 
^ 

\ 

South 
A-K-J 
K-10-5 
Q-J-9-4 
K-Q-10 

which West could have 
would be the Deuce. Con
sequently West could not 
have more than five Hearts; 
and with two in the Dummy 
and three in the East hand, 
South must have at least 
three. Of course West may 
have opened from a four-
card suit and South may 
have the Deuce; but there 
is a good chance that West's 
suit is a five-carder. 

If East should take the 
first Heart trick with the Ace and then 
lead the Queen, South probably will hold 
Up her King until the third round; and 
with that happening, if East should win 
with her King of Diamonds, East would 
not have a Heart to lead to her partner. 
East cannot tell that West has no re
entry, but there is quite a reasonable 
chance that she has not. If West has 
the King of Hearts, the play of the 
Queen by East on trick 1 would capture 
that trick and East then would lead the 
Ace and follow with a small Heart; but 
if South has the King of Hearts the 
play of the Queen by West will make 
South think that the original lead has 
been from A-J and that her only chance 
to cash her King is on this trick. There
fore East has everything to gain and 
nothing to lose by playing the Queen 
instead of the Ace of Hearts on trick 1. 

South, winning this trick with the 
King, can count that, in addition to the 
one Heart trick she has won, she is 
sure of three Clubs, two Spades and one 

D i a m o n d . To 

Next week's hand is given be
low; make up your mind how 
you would bid and play it be
fore you read next week's de-
scriptton. 

North 
S. A-K-J-9-0 
H. in.6 
D. 6-4 
C. 8-7-3-2 

East 
S. Q-4 
H. 8-7-3 
D, 10-8-B-3 
C. K-Q-10-6 

Soutti 
S. 10-2 
H. A-K-J 
D. K-J-7-2 
C. A-9-6-4 

West 
S. 8-7-6-3 
H. Q-9-5-4-a 
D. A-Q-9 
C. J 

make two game 
more tricks are 
needed, and they 
can easily be ob
tained if the Dia
mond finesse suc
ceed, so it is 
clearly S o u t h ' s 
duty to try that 
finesse at trick 2. 
When it loses, 
East, to trick 3, 
leads the Ace of 
Hearts; and to 
trick 4 a small 
Hear t , so E a s t 
a n d W e s t win 
four Heart tricks 
and one Diamond 
and save the game 
by East 's finesse 
against nothing— 
generally an in
excusable play. 
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