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when e was n holy terror, The Glinby
Barden puarty was one of those thmes,
I'ie tale of it here duly set forth is

lisely to bevome a clussic of Alamance

couniy.
Mrs, Gllmby was lmpressive, even a
bit overpowering, thll, mussive, deep of |

voice and purse, polentinlly bearded, |
but t viglbly se, thanks to lwauty [
LIRS ists. Her yoke-mate, once lttle |
Bllly Glimby, wus sow Paul l:lj;uh'\'_|

]

—this sinte the gusher came in.
iy he had been hard of hu.xrlug{
ever since the uprush of wealth quIl\'I
roaring.  Much aerld speculation pre- |
viiled as to what would have happened
If he had been standing ten yanls
nearer when she Llew, *“Sowmethln’
would have got hlin, coming down,”
said Inquisitive. And then—
where'd Anne-Eligabeth have been? Ol
land was his for life—entailed on helrs
or pext of kin, Being cohildless, pass-
ing in his checks, thus on the verge of
plutoeracy, might a-been rough on
Anne-Elizabeth—but a fine thing for
some other and better people.

Anne-Elizabeth had not been popn-
lur—she was not exuctly so, even with
her defects so thickly gold-plated, But
everyone admitted she had ber good
poiuts.  After she bhad cleared her
brother-in-law, Tom Dady, of debt, so
putting him. in the way of making a
good llving, she semt her namesuke,
Elizubeth Dady, to school, and later on
# Cook’s tour, not batting an eye over
the costs,  Then she gave a stecple
and new Dbell to the church, not to
pame paint—and new benches, and es-
tublished two endowed beds in the
(Overstreet Memorial hospital to the
honor of her greatgrundparents,

"Humph! Nobody ever reckoned be
fore she had any great-grandparents!”
Sister Talley sniffed over this climax
of benefactions. Sister Talley ran a
cloge second to the major in the matter
of who was who—naturally one dld not
love the other—and if exact truth must
be told the major was quite peeved
that the sister had beaten him to It in
the matter of “easting asparagus” on
the Glimby pedigree,

Of a certalnty he was not going to
back up that pestiferous old gossip—
e went, indeed, so far as to say orucy-
larly—what was the exuct truth—that
Overstreet was one of the best ploneer
names, A valuable speech—not that
the major could be bought, or even
bribed—but after it came to Mrs. Glim-
by's enrs she wag notably cordial to the
maker of it. She had reason to be—he
wis the best sort of smoke-screen
against inquisitors—especially to those
who wanted to help her to the top—of
course for a cash consideration, by giv-
Ing her pages In the county history,
These she sent all and sundry to the
major. Records had been burned [n the
old homestead when she was a tiny
child, and her people had in conse
quence gone to another state. Any apt
student of soclal fictlon can Imagine
the rest, The gallant major would not
galnsay her outright. What he did was
to resurrect Overstreet glories In the
dim long ago, without, however, com-
mitting himself to Glimby descent from

th

thein, ™

But nelther Interviews nor scribes
minded that—what he did not tell,
they eusily Imagined, In result there
was such access of friendliness on the
part of the crude-oll goddess, he re.
acted to It by planning ambitlously r-*r|
match his grandson Harry with Ellzp- |
beth, They had been school sweet-
hearts before she wus sent away to be
finlghed—If his boy lucked college
gloss, he had the better culture of
contact. Had somellow got toehold
with 8 big Investing firm before he wn
twenty—was golng up so steadlly it
was only a4 question of tirue when L
would reach the top, -

Any girl ought to Jump
chanee of him, thouzht—even sald—
the major. There lie reckoned with-
oot Thomas Cook & Sons, Thelr per- |
sonal conducting had broken down u |
bit In Italy, when the Fasclstl were
getting themselves together,

Enter a knight, In shape of an Ital- |
fin count—with an authentie title, nund |
hardly a second shirt (o his back, Val-
orously he had shepherded the strand. |
ed Americans to safely—and In the
sheplierding made himself Ellznbetl's
demigod. Thanks tna Li= Hiie, he ha
got ciibled thanks frow Mes, Glinby—
very prompt oned, followed a
luter by a cordinl invitation to vizlt
Amerlea,

Paul Glimby, Esq, could nnd would
make It worth his while. He ecnme,
saw, wns conquered—thls Count Pom-
pey. That was not his right name, of
courge, but as near It as the Glimbys
could speals it.  Moreover, he turned
out to be rither a good sort, bhence a
perfectly proper Incitement to the gar.
den party.

Mre. Glinhy was almost tearful over
the fact that the fumlly tree and coat
jof arms slie had ordered from the
highest-priced  source had not  yet
! come to hand. DBut—It really couldn't
matter so juuch, with that good old
major In leash. Though the count's
gpoken English was highly Itallanate,
he understood surprisingly even collo-

ut the

year |

Thus Mrs. Gllmby was able to get

n some of ber flnest work, Unpreten
tious though she wus, she knew Llm as

| pedigreeproud as & bull pup or & fight
ing cock. Therefore, as people came |
| she sketched Hghtly for him the muata- |
tions of Mwmilles and furtunes o this |

fHuent new Innd, the destruction of au-

thentle reécords specinlly  stressing |
the Uverstreets and thelr U-:.;[uw:'-\l

Then she led lier ace of trumps, the
maor, saying as she presented him: |

“Here s the fountaiu-besd of history,
He

n the stute—that

can tell you all about everybody

is, anybudy of ae

count—particuinely the old fumilies, |
sow so0 sadly seattered,”
More, pechaps, mudam, than some
his petieration care o know,” the

t standing

amrod  stif,
I

woaied,

ng her outsitretc il it
onty she had known (t—Dbe lad oo war
paint.  Five minutes carlier he had |

seon and bheard Ellzabeth stare at hls |
Hlurry, asking, pretending to be pusz-
“Do [ really, truly koow you? |
Away so long, and seeing so many, 1
reslly seem not to Know anybody.”
“Lucky for both of us, *‘Sorrel Top,'"
Harry had fung back, wheellng awny.
This allen, alert, dapper, breuthing
alrs of the great world twid the major
why all this had happened, and
showed the proper revenge. Bowing
his statellest, he sald to Count IMom- ‘
pey: “Young alr, I atn no gossip, but
Interest In human history s the prov-
Ince and the privilege of a gentleman, |
$0 1 am not ashamed to admit rather
more than usual knowledge of fam-
{lles hereabout. 1Is there one among
them In which you have special Inter-
est I
“The Overstreets—tell him about
them, major—before somebody crowds
In  and Iaterrupts,” Mrs, Gllmby
prompted eagerly.
v “Ah, yes!" sald the major. "Oddly,
I came only three days back upon an |
authentic document dealing with them.
They were friends and comtemporaries

eled:

of my great-grandfather. Brothers
and slsters, you Know-—pever mar-
ried—settled Shellgrove and eolned

money there, Judging by my ancestor's
copy of the will just newly discovered, |
Everything—land, money, slaves and |
stock—all left to a brother back In
Virginla, except $300 cash, and a filly
colt to Ellzabeth Mowsley, minor
daughter of Jane Mowsley, spinster,
It was this Elizabeth your grandfather
Toblas Higgins married just before he
went to lilinols."

“Your memory are—wondalrful—
Signor." Count Pompey here Inter-
rupted, warned by the change In his
hostess’ fuce. A8 he led her away,
he sald detachedly: *“For n meellion
dollars I wll buy, and burn dat d—n
will™

*And marry Ellzabeth?" hls listener

asked breathlessly. He nodded. Thus
was cemented another internationsl
romance. |

YEW TREE IS 1,CO0 YEARS OLD |

English Writer Says One at Alds
worth |s Still Flourishing—
Has Girth of 27 Feet.

The Major oak In Sherwood forest,
which seems to be showing signs of de-
cay, is o magnificent tree, but why
call It the oldest tree in Engiand?

writes a correspondent,

It may be the oldest oak, though
that distinction has been claimed for |
other trees, such as the King's onk, at
Tilford, near Farnliam; the Crouch
onk, at Addlestone; the Malestle oak,
in Fredville park, near Dover, ﬂru.lJ
Cowper's oak, ln Yardley Chase. But
none of these Is likely to be 80 old as
the huge chestnut tree at Tartworth,
In Gloucestershire, known so early as

Stephen's relgn as “the great chestnut | ana's lucky day and 5 her lucky num-

of Tortworth,"

The yew, however, 18 by far the long-
est lived tree. At Aldsworth, In Berk-
shire, Is a yew more than a thousand
yeurs old, and stlil Aourishing. Twen-
ty-seven feet round today, It measured |
just the same In 1760, when n note was
puds of It girth. The Bucklebury
Yew, also in Berkshire, 1s of just the|
game slze. A yew nt Founteins Abbey |
18 sald to have been there when the|
abbey was bullt. If It was an old tree
then—Iin or shout 1132—we may con-
clude that it is at least nine hundred |
years old. There Is no record of any
pak—when {t has been cut down and
Ita annual growth rings have l.-.u-un|
counted—proving to five hundred
years old,—Manchester Guardian,
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His Guess.

Mr. Hamfat hed amassed qulck To ;,nﬁ:::'.: up the way by night
money in oll, hag & new house and & It giveth Light
Hbrary. He had just taken down alj And WALODIE DU o it fu
volume &t random when a caller en- Its ..,w'nlil;:,“,d phTt to Bent |
tered, The volume Wins Howard And never lenves [t ik undond '
Pyle's romance “Men of Iron” | Because It cannot be the wumn,

“What have you there?” loqolred| g i cevsssansssssssssasnnss

the caller. |
“Seems to he about iron men” an-|

gwered Mr. Hamfat, “so I guess It's

another of them financlal storles”

Fireless Locomotive,

A fireless rallway locomotlve ls be.
Ing  developed In France, It fs
equipped with a holler after the man-
ner of the omdlonry locomotive, but
the water In It I5 heated to the neces

sary temperature from a statlonary
plant. Enongh power ean be stored
In It to operate It four hours for

switching purpores in o rallway yard,
It requires but 15 minutes to charge
it.

Careful,

The ecake had been passed to every
one at the table hut Bobble, three and
one-half yenrs old,

jobble—I1'll tnke a plece of enke,
please,

Mother—No, dear, hanana coke 18
ton heavy for little boys,

Bobble (after several seconds of

| quial American.
=

thought)—Well, I'll use both hands,
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| for their father's rebelllon, wus enlled
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Maes Busch, “movie" star, was born
in Australia twenty.five years ago.
After attending a convent in New
York she entered vaudeville, later en-
tering pictures. She has been seen in
a number of prominent productions,
Miss Busch has black hair and gray
eyes. She Is fond of gol!f, horseback
riding and dancing. Mer father was|
director of the Australian Symphony
orchestra and her mother was a grand
opera singer.
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“What'sinaName?”

By MILDRED MARSHALL 3

Facts about your name; its histery )
moaning: whence it was derived; sig.
pificance; your lucky day, lucky jowel

""’mﬁ?ﬁ
JULIANA

NE of the most Interesting of

etymologlcal historles sttaches to
Jullana. The name was one of the
earllest to be used In the Roman em-
pire In the days of martyrdum when
the Jullan gens was ut the helght of
Its power. it first found fame through
St. Juliana, who was beheaded ut
Nicomedin under Gulerius, In the
relgn of Gregory the Great, her relies
were supposed to be at Rome, but
afterwards were divided between Brus-
sels and Sablon,

Through the Flemish duchiess Mathill-
da, she was especlally honored In Nor-
mandy, and her name was much used
In royal clrcles. The [Negitimate
daughter of Henry I, whose clilldren
he so cruelly maltreated In revenge

Julienne, Engiand recelved the nume
a8 Julyan. It was homne there by the
famous hunting prioress, Dame July-
an DBerners,

Brittuny substituted sn “8" for a
“J* end produoced the popular form
Sullana, whose most fumous exponent
was the nun-sister of i Guesolin, who
nssisted his brave wife to disconcert
the night attack of thelr late prisoner.

Jade 1s Julinna's wlismanle stone,
The Chinese belleve !t to represent
the essence of the soul, and it is sald
to bring Its wearer happiness and Iin-
perishable love. Wednesday Is Jull-

ber,
(2 by Whesler an-i:nl-. Ine.}
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A Line o’ Cheer

By John Kendrick Bangs.
FAAAATLTLA A LA RALTRA AR R R R R R

THE TAPER AND THE SUN

OW disappointed

mEmmE. ..

friends of

mine,
However small that places of
thine,
Heed this fine fact, and dwell
upon
Its meaning full when day s
done:

The Taper ia
No sun of splendid brillisnelea,
Yet in Ity small appointed plaea
With much of goodly cheer and

rrasasssss st s s ta st n R s n s ansnnn.

HE HAD BEEN,

"“Wera

you ever boarded bLy
pirates, Captaln,”
“Yes, I've stayed at several of

your gummer hotels.”
O
His Toil Ended.

“80 Jack Hunter has eaptured the
heiress and Is now off on his honey-
moon,"

“I really don't know whether one
should eall It Jack's honeymoon or
his harvest moon."

turn In the rowd

ey
|

Something to

Think About

By F. A, WALKER

TURNS IN THE ROAD
muy be your affu

\"‘ H I\'H',\ ER

viee or Inlluence, yonr statlon on
this sphere, yout power of conguest or
goad fortune, there

ol
iy

Is In the natural

progression things o probability

that you some duy t i

vaine
At oviry swing of the
working wonidrous chuanges,
Oyernight the topography of a coun

pendunlum
time Is

wny be so scarred by an enrth-
quake or seoured by o food that It is
unresognizahle

An vmiplre  way  crumble;
muy be swept wway ; pride subdued
and humility exalted, At the dawn-
Ing of the mornlng we are amazed at
the sudden transforuntion,

We are in a fush brought face to
fave with & turn o the rond over
which we have for years been travel-
Ing complucently In fine compuny and
fancled security,

We have given no thought to the
future, having becn too deeply en-
grossed in our worship of gold, In the
hasty pursuit of weanlth we have
grown bllud to the beautiful things
around us and unmindful of others.

We have forgotten thut we are but
truvelers on our way to an enduring
country beyond the llmits of earth,
and where there are no turns in the
road.

We have seen others lose thelr way
and glven thew no attention,

We huve seen them shudder, sink
and give up hope.

We have turned our backs, stopped
our ears and walked on confident of
our strength and sure of our step

But when we ourselves come to the
turn In the roud all Is different. We
fall then into that state in which by
some subtle transformation we be-
come other things

We see with new eyes, speak In a
trembling volde, controlled by strange
und terrible emotions.

For the first time in onr lives we

wenlth

malize that we are but sojourners, |
tossed about like chips upon the sen,
nt the mercy of the tides and winds.

By some miscalenlation we bave lost
our way. We are swept with tremens
dous force In a new directlon, over
whelmed and awed, just as liwve Leen
milllons of others who have gone be
fore us, and If we lack the falth, we
turn sick ns we face the vast nothing-
nesgs and drop out of the running.

(9 by McCiure Newspaper Syndicate.) |
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e Young Lady
Across the Way

The young lady ncrogs the way says
some people seem to take a special
delight In mixing new drinks, now
they're not supposed to have any al
all, and she wonders whut thls IO
that she hears §0 much about I8 like.

——=——, 1

Has Anyone Laughed
At You —=———
Because_. By ETHEL R.

PEYSER

You like storles with happy !
endinge?

Why not? People may rave
and say the unhappy ending Is
more artlstic, yet most people
are g0 geared that the happy
ending Is the favorite, You only
show that you get to like the
characters and you want them to
he happy. Yult wont every anpg
to be happy, You know how hard
the easlest life |s, and when you
read wvoun want the “folk™ to
“end” In glorlous joy. Read and
bhe happy; let those folk laugh
and read all the trogedy they
cire to devour.

1 50

Your get-away here |s:

That you never burned a set of
Ibsen or Macheth, or Hamlet,
but you like happy endings nev-
ertheless!

(@ by McClure Newspapor Syndicats.)
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Strong on Appetite,
Mrs. A—Why did you discharge that
splendid cook youn had?
Mrs. B—It was the only way to get
our guests to go home,
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How to read your char-
scteristics and leaden-
cies - the capabilities or
weaknesses that make
for succens or failure

as shown in your palm.
T s ——— ———
“ARRIAGE AND MOTIONS OF

THE HANDS

\ JHEN a person currles the hands
at the slde, with the fingers
1early open, and the hands dapgling
n oa listless manner, It Is saafe to set
m down as lacking In decislon of
tharacter and In Nxedness of purs
sose. e careful in entrusting such n
rerson with a secret, and with
sntrusting him with the executlon of
iny purpose upod which much  des
wnds, or on which you have set your
Aenrn

Ofton the person who earcles his
sands as described In the foregolng
Illf‘JI].'I'II“ll] Is easily led, for gowl or
pvil purpose, and elther cannot or
will not tnke the trouble to wrestle
with the problems of life. In muney
mutters he will, of coursse, be "gener
s o a fault,” parting easlly with
as substanee, Just as the man  or
soman who holds the hand eloged
delitly, or nearly =0, will hold to
ahat he or she has, often to the point
of niggardliness. In this respect and
in mental matters also, the more open
the hand Is, the more Hheral will be
the possessor, But there Is surh a
thing as too much Hberality, ns shown
by the hand that Is held too wide open.

0 by Wheeler Synicats, Ine )
[
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THE PEAKS OF
LIFE

|
|
|
1
I
1
: By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

HO lLins not seen

V flow'r

Whose lieart was red as embers?

Who hus not known some mighty hour
(e evermore remembers?

Among the trees upon the crest

One tree stands higher than the rest,
One note In all night's madrigals
The heart especially recnlls,

some erimson

We llve In momenty such ns these,
Our hours of Joy or sorrow;
For lis vesterduys of case
Wil recollect (omorrow?
Bome love we won, some love we lost,
SBome mountain, not some plain we
crogsed,
We shall remeniber, joy and strife—
We live upon the peaks of 11le,

In hours of pain we learn to cling
To something worth helleving,
And joy perhapy we learn to sing
The better after grleving.
A henrt that never knew n pain
Is like n lunid witheut o rain,
Is llke a Innd that never knows
A springtime food, or summer rose,

So let us thank our God for this,
Our Maytime, our December,
The first embrace, the parting kiss,
The things that we remember,
The day with neither rin nor sun
srought never flow'ss to anyone—
Thank God for Joy, and grief, and
strife;
We live upon the peaks of life,
(@, 1934, by Mollure MNewnpaper Byndicate.)
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A FOINTER.

You may he a
wise Iad,
And & long way
from had;
But rememe-
ber my son,
As your jour-

ney Yyou
run,

You ean learn a
whole lot
from your
dad,

[ P

Help! Help!
Jack—Lately 1 have fallen into the
habil of talking to myself.
Myrtle—I wondered why you looked
80 bored.

0B Book

different

souls are pitched In
keyn,

Bome like & lark rise strong of wing
Above the cloudn of sulfering

And cheavily mount snd sing

Men'n

nuffering

T grows glad and

Eloom
men
Smile, latening, and take heart again,

GOOD THINGS TO EAT

Fllll a company dish try the follow-
Ing:
Filet of Beef.

Trim the fllet neatly und lny Into a
deep dish with an onlon eut Into slices,
two bay lenves, a sprig of parsley,
whole pepper and sult and olive oll to
baste 1t well, Let the nlet He in this
marinude for slx hours, turning ocens
slonally, then ronst In a hot oven; let

It be rather underdone.  Serve pur-
rounded by muacaronl cooked ns fol
lows: Put into a ssucepan one-half

eupful of tomnto puree, three tuble-
spoonfuls of butter und two or three
tublespoonfuls of meat gravy; sensoh
with pepper and sult to taste, Tring
to the bolling point and simmer for a
few minutes, then add a lttle ot o
time some previously conked mucaronl,
Toss nll lghtly and add three table-
spoonfuls of grated cheese Just ot the
lnst.
Creme de Marrons,

Take one-half pound of large chest-
nuts, eut o erogd on ench and boll
them In plenty of water until the outer
skin ecan be eaglly removed.  Then
pound them In & mortar unid pass
through o Ooe sleve Into o dish; add
u few drops of milk to soften the mix.
ture. HBeat the yolks of hree eggs
with one-half cupful of cream and the
snme of milk, add one-fourth cupful
of sugar, & fow drops of vanilla, and
strain the mixture Into n Jdouble boller,
Stie the mixture over the fire until It
thickens, then ndd a little less than
half an ounce of gelatin, which has
been sonked In cold water und dis-
solved aver heal. Tour this custard
gradunlly over the chestnut pures, mix
well, then pour Into a hollow maold.
When ready to serve, unmold and 01l
the center with whipped cream, sweot-
ened and tinted with plnk sugar,

Breakfast Mackerel,

Sonk a salt fish skin side up, change
the water untll most of the salt s
removed, Plaee in o deipping pan skin
slde down und pour over u cupful of
thin eream. Euake In a toderate oven
until the fish Is tender. Season and
gerve hot with baked potatoes,

(D, 1924, Wastern Nawspnper Unlon, )
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Men You May Marry

By E. R. PEYSER
Has a Man Like This Proposed
to You?

Symptoms: e has fust Intely
come to your burg, to tuke a Job
—he has come from o Inrger
pluce, Wants to know all about
your town, Yet never stops tulk-
ing of how they did things In
Xville, what great fellers they
have there, what good lookers
the girls are, what rushing busi-
ness they do and what swell par-
tles they glve. He dresses ysn-
ally In brown from hend to heels
and his shoulders have well bullt-
In seaffolding to traln ‘em up.
He Is jovinl. Likes you hecansge
you look lke the good lookers In
Xville. Likes change and vari-
oLy,

IN FACT

Change hns kept him from
changing much,

Prescription to Bride:
Never appear unless you are
all dressed up,

Change your halr dress often—
keep all fashion hooks about,

Be his household “movie”,

Absorb This:
TO HAVE I8 NOT ALWAYS TO
SCOLD.
(@ by MaClure Nawapnper Syndicate.)

r“““‘“.““““““““‘“““.“““““.“““\““““
e L L N e AL L L L L e R

FEAEEREAREEEARERRARARRRAN




