AL T N S RV L= R T, P e e,

e

Kings Mountain Herald
Established 1884
Published Every Thursday

HERALD PUBLISHING HOUSE,
Haywood E. Lynch
Editor-Manager

Satered as second class maltter a

" the Postofice at Kings Mountalt
ceevenerne. RN Cp Under tre Act of March 3
1879. :
SUBSCKIPTION HAIES
One Year PR TP ) 1 ]
Bhx MOBIDG . i iarnarinriaivas . ol
A woekly newspaper devoted (o

the promotivn of  the gunqral wel
tere and published for the enlight
. e o - - L i

tha citizeas of Kings Mouniain aou
ite vicinity, . ;

HALLOWE'EN

B¢ A

Did vou eve witch
A riding on a broom?
Or over see u pumbhin face
Agrinning at ths moon?
drin o yon ever see g pussy-eat,
 As bluck as It could be,
Go hurrying through the ailey, !

"I'wus

Then scamper up a
"Twis Hallowe'en!

Hal-
loween! .

Dir yuu-t_-\‘vi"m-(: a man
" With such a scary face,
With eyes that never wink«d or
blinked,
Hut -stared right into gpace?
With a great big month from ear
eir, _
Sote weedy Kind ot haar
And teeth that looked so very

strange. =
Because they were poy there?
“Fwas  Hallowe'snt®  Twas Hol
lowe'en!
Do you like to sce such sighits,

OQr -do they seare von somy ? |
Can you laugh and call them funny,
S Or does fear strike You daanb?
Well, if you're not just as bold and

‘u!'sl\l' 2

As youn would like 1o b
Youd bettor sty right an vour home

Al 2o to bed Jike me

On Hallowe'en! On (lallowe'en! <«

-Elizabeth Witmer Locke.

AN EXAMPLE FOR ALL CITIES
The following, clipped from an ex
change, presents a fine example that
is worthy of note. We should do
something for the youth of ihe land
86 w8 Lo discolirage vandulism and
implant in the hearts and minds or

| soldier. We gave her the address of

Here Gﬂd T"lere . .

Haywood E. Lynch)

Mr. D. M. Baker, the banxer, took
“his boys and .girls” to the picture
show Tuesday afternoon. It has been

the custom of the Kingse avdinee!
3ank President to take the school
children of the first and fourth

| grades tg*the picture show annually. |

Police Officer Carl Short is half
iong and half short. His father is a
Short and married a Long.

Mrs. Grady King stopped me on
he streets Tuesday morning and in-
vited me to take a lcok at the crepe
myrtic hushes now that they are a-

=8, They are almost as pretty as
~shen'they are in full bloom.

Every member of Aubrey Mauney's
family "has initials that stand for
other things. Here they are starting
with the papa: Aubrey Mauney, A.
M. Ante Meridian, and  now the |
mama, Katherine Mauney, K. M.
Kings Mountain, and here's the dau-
ghter, Peggie Mauney, P. M. Post
Meridian, and now for the son of
the family, Gene Mauney, G.- M. Gen
eral Motors.

The trees are gorgeous at this
season of the year: with their array
of lovely shades. And speaking of
trees two of the most beautifll 1|
have ever seen are in front of the
Parton residence on King street.

Street Scene: Harold Hunnicutd
walking around in his shirt sleeves
that chilly afternoon.

"There has been right many Wilkie

jokes going around lately and the
i best one | have heard was told by
Arthur Crcuse. Get him to iell it-to'i
you.

It's a small world after all. Mrs.
Early, mother of Jake Early,
that big league star basebail player

Qi yee

une in the office Tuesday to . sub-
gciibe to The Herald for ner son,
.ok, who is in the U. S. Army 'in
[ Honolulu. -1 told her we had another
Kings Mountain young man in the
army in Horelulu taking the Her-
ald. Her son ' has been there almost a
year and did not know of tne other

Marion Blackwell, and she is going
(o write her son about him. And the
two soldiers who are over 3,000
miles from home will get a chance
tc see each other. 'Whnile Mrs. Early
was in the office Capt. Earl Wells
came in and he gave her some first
hand information about the island.
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Granulzeed sugar is
succe2gsiully

NG
from
ghum cane in the United =tates
Jpartment of  Agriculiure fiell

ion at Starkville, Miss.

processed

New ice cream tlavors tried suan:
cessfully by Michigan State Col
lege seientists have inciuded goose-
berry, peanut, brazil nuts, pumpkin
and tatfy,

. all the spivit of conservation,

Noew York City has hogun a drive
agiinst  juvenile vandaMsm in its
public schools, Last  yeuar 253.4u00
square teet of glass alone ware (e
sstroyed  in the school bulldines, be-
sidos the  breaking of locks, rifling
of desks and stealng of school sup-
plies. Inustead of using force and!
threats the city,” under the leader-
sghip ol Justice Jackson, az head of
the Berean of Preventive Trestment
1o Juvenile Delinquency, bas  laun-
ched o campaign of constrnetive con

tests among the school  children,

The first contest calls {or The selog
tion trom among the ‘pupils ol a
“model for a statue of the tvpiecel

American boy.” For this purpose the
Burean is asking the pupils for 50
to 100-word essays on the typical A-
merican boy., each essay 1o be sub-
mitted with a picture of the sender.
Out of the twenty five best content
ers a model will eventually be chos
en and a statue carved that will be-
come a standing award “to the ele-
mentary, junior high or senior high
school showing the greatest de
crease in vandalism' during the next
year. The winner of the contest, act
ing as model, will receive a medal
bearing an imprint of the sculptured
figure, This is just a current illus.
tration of the old aphorism. about
honey and vinegar. '

CUR LITTLE WORLD

All of life's activities may be sum
med up in the one word EXPERI
ENCE. And that storchouse of
krowledge which we term “exper-
fence is really a dictator on _the
throne of judgment, for it is there.
from that we draw the power to ar-
rive at conclusions and to make de
cigions. 3

It seems that each of us live in a
lttle world all eour own which is
bounded by our physical, mnental,
and spiritual abilities. As long as
we operale within the boundaries of
our own sphere, we get along very
well, but when it i8 necessary for us
to get “away from home" it is then
that we feel our weaknesses and
our need for help from other sour
ces. This is got idealism but facts
as they pertain to the average man
“oaud woman, And that brings us to
the point that all men are depend-
ent on each other for protection and
security iIn their ' struggle -for 'light
and kdowledge. When we get be
yond our own little worid we must
seek direction from those in whonl
we have confidence. Every individu
al needs at least one dependable - al
Jy with whom they can converse
freely when such need ' arises.
Choose that ally for his knowledgy
born of experience,. for his honesty
of purpose, for his lovaity to duty.

Open Forum

An open forum for our readers,

but no letter can.be published if
it exceede 500 words. No anony-
mous communications will be ac-
_cepted. The name of the. writer
will not be published however, if
the author so requests, The opin-
iong expressed herein are not nec-
essarily those of the Herald.

WHY VOTE?

Mr. H. E. Lynch, ;
Editor The Herald: —

Well, if you smoke you ar: sure
to get a cigar. If you drink ‘there's
a glass of beer waliting for yoc. Then
too, you get some awful warm hand
ghakes., In fact thats the oniy time
a -backwoodsman ever s a’'. bou-
quet, .

Who to vote for? Well, it's a free
country, you say, I suppose we can
vote a8 we please. But say, kind
reader, as things are today all over
the world, voting for a leader should
be no gamble. Our future independ-
ence may depend largely on how we
cast our vote this time. I kinder got
the habit of voting for Mr. Franklin.
It's true I dont.admire the way the
boys are storming Reno but proba-
bly divorce is better than living in
the state of hell. 1 can't vote just
any old way. I was talking to an
»ld gentleman last week up near
Mount Mitchell. When [ got throm-
gh questioning him about that fine
Mountain Country back In the hills.
he sald:

“Belk, I voted for Roosevelt the
first. thme he ran. 1 voted for Roose
velt the last time he run and he
runs again, I'm voting for him.

But say. Mister, {f them damned
vankees dont quit nominating him
this country is going to the devil
Anyway has Ameriea geach'y . the
helght of her glory? Will we some-
lay go down like so many other na-
‘ions that once flourished, so noth-
mg will remain but a note or histo-
rles pages or will we be a beacom
light giving a han@l to the war er&sh
ed nations in the old world? T ad-
mire a man that stands for peace
at any cost like F. D. R.

Sincerely, =~ -

H. Y. Belk.

_ ,;oi'* e

RIAN AHERNE 10UIS HAYWARD

MADELEINE CARROLL

Witar Has Goxe Brerore:
Willium . Essex,

Jrom slum. poverty

cd woutlh, As a

Jm;;r %:uu'-.- up a spoiled, unpil
ClACl,
chayrming youth.

Secking
tevinl Jor a

novel, Esser

having visen
to become
a ju'mww and weaithy movelis?,
. ¥ 4 v 2

Oliver, all the Iluxuries he hin-
se!f lacked in his wunderp:iviley-
result of this ||
irsluigence, and despite the pro-
festy of Essex's wife Nellie. the

though handsome and
mit-
goex ||

.experience, I was almgst happy
| was chatting with Maeve a.uad
when

' Dermot the figure of a
‘young givl entering the room st
the cpposite end, caught my ey,

i slowly crossed the room...I could
‘not mistaken — it wnas she!
Leaving the astonishcd Maeve in
{the middle of a gentence, I strode
ltoward her.' 8he scemed aware of
n-1'my approach, and siepped out to
the comparative privacy of. the
| balcony.
1 spoke to her, my

fo woerk as a miner in York- | bling with excitement.

shire, and mects a lovely young “It isn't true! “‘There can't he
gl artist. They fall. decply ir ||this much happiness for one nan!
love, but Esser, emembering | What brought you here? No -
his obligation to his unloved |!don't. tell me. Let me think it
wife, leaves the girl abruptly |lwas '‘a miracle, sent from heaven.
without cven  learning her | |Oh, my dear — "

naine,

“You didn't forget,” sh™e whis-

Chapter Four

What ironical purpose there may
or what
meaninele s caprices of a
Fate more stupid than cunnin\% I

while

Le behind these things,
har:h,

do mnot knpw; but it was

returning from her devotions
Chapel
mobile, The

side she was dead.
With an unrensoning feeling

< guilt that no amount of rational-

izing could altogether ~down,

- wore mourning for her for neorly
net only on my coal-
mel-
ancholy thoughts that dogged me.

the

a year;
sleeve, but in the brooding,
But when, at the end of
vear, we all. moved to London,
past lite with Nellie seemed
recede almost abruptly., 1

this

and to Shella's

tenee;

one evening that winter
that Nellie was struck by an auto-
injury: was serious;
by the time I reached her " bed-

heeded
Dermot’s urgent plea to consider
new move an advance into, a
new life, a fresh page of my exis-
imperions,
yinbwolic gesture of snipping  the
miourning bands froni the sleeves

pered, her eyes shining. 60
“Forget! Do the stars fcrget o
shine? Do the flowers forget to
bloom? If you knew the things
I've "done pursuing helpless
females up dark streets, . peering
\gjder umbrellas and saying,
‘Pardon me, Madam — 1 thought
you were —' but you see, I don't
even know your name! For all
at |these months ,I've only ' been able
to think of you as my sweet -—-
my love — my darling! What is
your name?” : !
“Livia.)"”
“Livia.” The dreadful realization
of begln to overcome me. “Livia!”
efore she had a chance to
I|speak Oliver barged over. to us,
with a “There you are, darling!”
My sickening fear was confirm-
ed. With a great air of proprictor-
ship and of easy intimacy, he told
her they must leave at once for
my |a late supper at the Pogsons'.
to Livia hesitated, trembling, wish-
ing to say something, perhaps not
knowing guite wi ur, I stood miser-
ably, Ill . with shock, cut to the
marrow by Oliver's jeering tone.
Then Dermot found us, and be-

Oliver rhepsodized over _tfu charms of the young woman.

of all my coats, %
1 began to take -a renewed

terest in, my work. Many ycars
ago Dermol's daughter Maeve, then
little girl more devoted
to play-pcting than to master
her ABC's, llad tecased me to write
a play for her to perform when
she grew up. Now Mpseve was a
lovely young woman of eishteeu,

eyes
with the Inner {fire she
inherited from her parents.
She had spent the previous sum-
mer touring the provirces In a
stock company, gedting experience |to
in the fundamentals of acting. Now
she renewed her demands that I

a liery

with a' pale, clfin face an
a kindle
rad

write her a play

Eager for sommething to work
the child's
down and dram-
ntized my novel, “Every Street’.

on, and epurred by
enthusiasm, I sat

For some time the London
ducer, Werthelm, had been
ﬁlml me to do just this:

to h
that Maeve should
rovided only that
erself capable.

L N
The

his
plx.tha 1

open of “Every Street”
was one otut‘ge brilliant l“lll;l 0
Jts joys for me was the
hat Oliver had been gradu-
ated from Balliol'and had at last
come home to live with me. Still
undisciplin- | that man
had gone through the
University mainly on hia nerve
lbllltz to

ack-

the
amon
fact

London season. Not

his jaunty, charming,
ed self, he

an on his uncanny
bluff himself out of scrapes,

ed b{ Rory O'Riordan’s help
patching up the broken

Oliver was home
delight, and affably, casually
cepted all the Iuxuries, the
pcnsively furnished rooms,

clcihes, the lavish

YWhile we finlshed dressin
opening of my play,

of tne youn
ACI~mDANY

the ~r..»1 prine
Liv + Vee—n)

Her name

" A i alime »'“' Mivia, I S“ppo“-”
Olivia. Quite
she like?”

T 8- "ea B -

narmont'eins, VTheig
“Wait till you
o . Prel.7

Oliver?”
“Rather!”

s=s her!"

hard  hit,

L

whﬁ

turned the i
o T extractsd his  promiss

show

leces of
many & situation after him. Now
to my intense

the
pocket money
I was ready to provide him with.

mo liver
sj=ndized to me over the charms

woman who was to
im. He had met her,
it e==med, at the home of Pogson,
hi» elasamate whose father owned
was

““A toast, ladics and gentlemen
to the happiest man in London!
All raised their glussecs
echoed him.

“I'o the happiest man. in Lon-
don!”

in-
and

ing
L ]

The guests had lonF since gone,
but I knew the futility of going
to bed, of t:ying to sleep. Alter-
nateiy staring into the fire and
pacing the floor, I scarcely heard
tha nock on the living room
door,
ain the knock, louder. I went
e door. There she was, look-
ing pale and tense. I looked at her

silently.

“Aren't you going to ask me
in?” she demanded at last, .
“Yes., Yes, of course.”

“You're not very hospitable,” she
exclaimed to ‘the fire.

“You shouldn't have come."

“I had to. Because I know what
you're thlnldng about Oliver and
me — and you're so wrong! Oliver
has absolutely no clalm on me.
After all, spvery woman meets men
who are racted to her — who
call her ‘darling’.” !

“But Oliver is my son.”

“Don't dramatize that!"” ghe said

Tily. “True, Oliver  llked ta
take me about, flirt .a little, But I
never encouraged him., I even told
him about you — that I'd met
a man I could never forget. And
tomight I

She looked at me hopefully,
with a shaky little smile. For a
long time I eaid nothing. Then,
despairingly: 3
in y don't you go? Why can't

you leave me in peace?”

“Would you be in peace If 1
left you?”
ac-|' "No,” T acknowledged bitterly.
ex- | “But even if Oliver means nothing
t‘t; you, you mean something to

m.

away from him.'

“Take me away!" she cried an-
grily. “What am I — a chair, a
table, a desk? Why, vou've spent
your whole life giving things to
Oliver. But I won’t be glver”

She urged me to go to Oliver,
to tell him that she nsnd T Joved
gach othar. He was onlv a bhov
he would forget. Still I rvefus=ed,
@ | aabed her to go awav.

% go awav,” snid Tivia =™
m af wvour life, if vw'll 44
& - thing

f.ovoli In *my wvea
-J

heee wmmpls ww-se Y aaly
P e e vy e .}
Pt e semd ™ e "
e enns gums

for

eh,

etnas fe me,

The play was a manifost “P | sl mymall bn. ‘mak [~ie =ar
:}‘:e audience r-l‘:orlo en;h"r!rm'h aver L e :

an most firsl-night au “ger | # v r T
Maeve's performance, In éspcacial | -1’:‘ vn““‘ & e :
earncd her numerous curtain calls ¢ "once “efw e was  and.
and ringing cheers, dent' "y mv ﬁr'l'l:.p" - whe rild.

After the theatre there was a !V M- ing hee "1 "we se — ani
great party at our London houee 1 sl love v frcaeas — anc
The company was brilliant, the €Ver .- and eve
necasion one of great jov. For.
the firet ‘Ime “lnece mv Yorkuhies - (% e nbimuet

voice trem- -

fore I could speak, dragged me
indoors to acknowledge a toast. X

.t.old him that 'you were .

m not gc:ing to take you

scope of our own endeavor increas-
es,. and the area of our own little

Armed with the power of ecompet-
en: and dependable counsel, the

world becomes greater and greater
“~Loyd Rime, %

TOO, IF IT APPEARED HERE

JUST HUMA

"-
I“ o
=
tAL £ [t ; “f »

GENy (ARe ," ~ s © :
“Why Don’tcha Can That, Brother, an’ Buy This Nice
‘ . Wrist Watch?" .. : -

A carload of high grade Hereford
cattle purchased in Virginia - and |,
Western North Carolina is expected
to improve the beef cattle industry
in Northampton County, reports As-
sistant Farm Agent H. G. Snipes.

MRS YOU NEED
TRY OUR WANT ADS

ADS ARE NEWS
Printed In Big Type

Wait until you ses the 16 wondeiiul

prizes wa're offering in the Rexall Boys™

« .|..and Girls' Contest this year. They're
beauties! A peach of a Lionel Electric
Train and 7 other corking good prizes
for boys. A beautiful 27" E;lhbll Doll
in.a smart Burgundy outfit and 7 citer

.+ lovaly prizes for girls. Come and ast us
how you can enter, what you have io
do to win. It's sasy to be a winner, Come
today—right nowl

KINGS MOUNTAIN
DRUG CO.

THE ~,

Have Your Eyes Examined,

Glasses Fitted

—.Ey._.

DR. D. M. MORRISON

Optometrist - Eye Specialist

Will be in Gings Mauntain Office
on Every. Tuesday and Friday
afternoons. 1 P. M. to : DRUC

Hours STORE

6 P. M.

.

I‘a.H BEST VALUI

- -

More th 5000000 parengrs sxch yr “dact” o go by
budget.

Grevhound—it's the choice for um“
% Charlotte 58 Spartanburg .68
| Gastonia 25 Atlanta $3.10
Greenville $1.10 New York $8.10

I’'M ABLE
TO PAY MY
BILLS BY

CHECK!

How often people have used that very phrase . . .
when they’re short of cash and it would be in-
convenient to go to the bank, However, there’s

- more to a checking account than that ., . . checks

protect you from thievery and al i al
receipts when cnncelled.ry i o

First National B:

2 Percent Interest Paid On Sa'vinn'Aet-n;;nt




