T Launching this formal hospitality
with only the vaguest {dea of Ms sig-
nificance, she was contented when

Weatherstone merely continued
to sit. .

Lettie made conversation.  “How's

iyour health, Mrs. Wenth'stone?"

i The lady’s lips danced, but she an-
“gwered ns a lody should, “I'm very
- ywell, thank you. How are you?”

! "0nL, me!” returned Lettle jnuntily.

(*I'm as strong as a cow, ['ve made
s many's twenty trips todey, I
guess.”

Mrs, Weatherstone seemed not to be
famillar with the phruseology of
dumps. Her dark eyes strayed to a
packing box,

“Are you moving?" she Inquired, In
some perplexity. .

“Land, no,” cried Lettie In astonlsh-
ment. “Them — wiry them are beds.
Lo'ok here!" She sprang up and gave
[one of the boxes a vigorous twist,
'“This Is where Crink sleeps; Thad
isleepg In the other one”

“Never mind, Lettle," reproved

Mrs. Penfleld quietly, as she came [nto
| kept you waiting, Mrs. Weatherstone,"

the room. “I'm very sorry to have
’ Subdued, Lettle pushed back the
box and withdrew to a corner, watch-
{Ing her beloved Penzle with specula-
|tive wonder, There was a subtle
|change In Mrs, Penfleld's manner, even |
|in her way of spenking. Lettie felt It,
«but could not know the cause. With-!
lout realizing It herself, Mrs. Penfleld
|had reverted to the days when she
'had had a real home and had re-
celved callers on a basls of genial
equality, vastly different from her en-!
|forced experience In The Custard
| Cup, an environment which was far
!frum encournging to nicetles In
|speech and hearing. Her manner was
(a8 self-gossessed ns usual, but touched

|with a graclous reserve that wonld
|have been fatnl in her Intercourse
| /.‘_;/7"“‘--_.

_" v '-. .. '\-\

| Mrs. Weatherstone

Sprang to Her

-

\ Feet.
| witsi tenants who assumed u:r»:!‘(t.u'!.t;r+
{lest someone treat them as Inferior. |
{Mrs, Weatherstone, belng a cultured|
woman, was undisturbed by thoughrs'
!ot comparison. Therefore Mrs. Pen- |
fleld could meet her on her own
ground, ' : ’

Mrs, Weatherstone proceeded at
once to her errand, “I have fust dis-
eovered that one of the malds gave
your gon the wrong bundle. I sup-
pose you knew It was a mistake™

“A mistake!” Mrs., Penfleld re-
peated the phrase in surprise, “No, I
didn't know there was a mistake.”

*You dldnt? Why, dldn't you pet
the sflk hangings end that erabrold’
@red bodaprend ™

o

ed, shocked and imcvedulous. “Dd | AL

you mean that you put them [nto wa-
ter s ' : :

Mrs. Penfleld blinked. “Sure 1 dic.
Why not?

“Into water! My cholcest hangings!
How could you do it?- You should
have known there wos o miStake.
Those things were to be dry cleaned,
I'd gathered up everything becnuse
we're doing the house over and re-
furnishing, But water! Why—"

“What's the matter with water?”
demanded Mrs, Penfield, thoughtfnlly
puzzled. “Dry cleaning ain’t half 8o
cleansing, and things don't smell so
good, elther.” 3

“T know that, but it's a slight mat-
ter compared with ruining—"

“Ruining! Do you s'pose for a min-
ute, Mrs. Weatherstone, that 1 ruined
your hangings and— Why. I shouldn't
have touched ‘em If T hadn’t been sure
what t conld do. They're looking
fine.”

Mrs. Weatherstone’s shoulders re-
lnxed: the tension In her bearing
blended Into her ususl grace. "What
do you mean? she asked weakly.

“I' show you. but youll have to
come Into the kitchen” She led the
wny nnd pointed to a spread, thfown
across a llne. It was of cashmere
satln, woven In India and embrold-
eredl with delicate silks In a ralsed
pattern. Hundreds and hundreds of
stitches had gune into every square
Inch.

“Hand-made dyes” sald Mrs, Pen-
field casudllv. *“They don't use any
others for that kind of work."

Mr=s. Wentherstone’s evelids [Ifted
with Involuntiry surprise. Mrs l‘_en-
field smiled, but mnde no explunation.
Experlence In a wealthy family had
¢lven her this knowledze, but she al-

kuow w
ut your m
lmate ages'll do very well :
of you, There's a heap of things
Important.” ' AL

Mrs, Weatherstone paunsed with her
fingers oo the clusp of the &c--d\e
had been nbhout (o fusten. dark
eyes were full of inguiry, but'her lips
wWere polite.

Mrs. Penfield answered her expres-
slon, “They weren't mine at all origin-
ally, I—I lost my own,"

‘Ol. But they are related?”

Mrs. Penfield waved her hand careless-
Iy, In a rather correct indication of the
vague hieinnings whieh all three had
had.

“You—adopted—three children?” ex-
clalmed Mrs, Weatherstone.

"Why, yes. [t wasn't nothing. 1
wanted to, and I could as well's not."

Mrs, Weatherstone, looking at the
other woman across a vast gulf of eeo-
nomie disparity, smiled gently. “Yes"”
she sald, in a low volce, “you could™

Crink was uneasy. There wia some
thing {n the Interview that he did pot
understand. He felt the undercurrent
of unspoken thoughts and could oaly
Infer that his beloved Penzle was be-
ing criticlzed. He caught Mra, Weath-
erstone’s glance, keen, swift, darting
from the vivid plctures on the wall to
the packing boxes, tq the few stralght
chairs, to the bare spaces around the
rvom where furmiture most convenl
ently might have been, :

“Yes," repented Mrs. Weatherstone
.softly, “you counld.”

Crink plunged Into defense. “You
don't understund, Mrs. Weatherstone,"
he sald enroestly.  *“Tt ain't o bit ns
you're thinking, We get along fine—

“Bless you, no, I just ndopted 'em.” |

lcllu!m...mm---
Crink came in. i
“Where's Thall, Penzie? Aln't he
here 7"
“Thad !™ repeated Mrs, Penfleld, still
in n dnze, -
“Yes, He'n Timmy were playing In

the Catterbox back yard. -amd Thad

Inwed the information to stand alone,

as Mrs. Weatherstone would have
fone,

“I'd only fust bezun to {ron the
hansinzs” continned Mre. Penfleld
nressntiv. She held up i length of
pore &1 embrolderad In o senttored
i e of felf ealar, «<Alis. Wenrhoer

o steipred off her glove and felt
mteria). 8he shook her head
auliln'e hin b I it eould

he done.  J'w jrvel Do you
! Mrs, I'onfie]ld, that yon r=lied
4] pnuid the read I the W 8
;. -I'i-! white embrolderies?

T na, ' have riined "em that
W sure. 1 shil "em with a
h -

th a— Did yon =ay n bhag?

s, llke thls one” Mrs. Penfield
produced from the cuphoard A small
b of wusling half filled with a =oft

substanes,

Mre, Wentherstone, felt of that, too,
but was still puzzled.

“Ts it something that you huy

Mrs, Penfleld laughed. *Ol. no, I
make ‘em myself. It's a mixture of
gralng and—"

“Stop!"  erled  Mrs, Weatherstone,
throwing up her hand In n gesture of
qulek anthority. “Don't you tell me
what's In it.”

“Why not?
know as not."

“Don't you tell me—or anyhody else,
Don't you tell a soul what's in {t."

Mrs. Penfield gozed at her In silent
bewilderment.

“You remember what I say.
to yvourself.”

I'd just a8 §oon you'd

Eeep It

|
“I don't see why," spid Mrs, Pen-

field slowly, *“It'= just something 1
worked out, and It's been wonderful
for the children’s dresses. I ean keep
‘gingham asg bright as ever—If it aln't
faded to begin with, T stombled on It
first by #acecldent, and then I exper!-
mented till T got the right Ingradlents
and proportions and—"

“That's just 1t.” nodded Mrs, Weath-
erstone, “and you've worked out m
method that Is ahead of the commer
clal methods, You keep your own conn-
sol till T talk with a man I know whe
owns A chain of lnundries. TI'll have
him eome to talk with you.”

A flash of gratitude lighted Mrs,
Penfield’s brown eves, “Oh, if It could
he worth something!™ she stnmmered.
“T never had thought of that. And 1
thank you. I always knew you were
kind."

Mrs, \Weatherstone's glance traveled
briefly around the bare kitchen; rest.
ed on Lettie, 'who hed followed silent
Iy ; skipped to Thad, who had padded
from the yard. ... She bit her lips,
as If an unwelcome concluslon about
her own thoughitfulness had foreed ita
way Into her mind. >

“T'm I was impatient, Mrs,

sorry _ :
Penfleld,” she apologized, as they went Mrs, Enslow's. The baby had met |
back Into the Hvipg-room, “hut I never with an accident,

Mﬁmwmw*_mfr

s Tusning er et he soKe,

honest. we do. I’ earn some mobney |
| now, and a lot of old veg'tables tu\d!
{ things. And we always have lots to |
eat—that 18 nll except [ast wepk, and
| then—then wi alongz, PBub that's
the only t!me. We nlways have grand
-tivo kinds to ev'ry meal, and

got

1

nridads-

sometimes—" _Ilc eaught o Wakning |
slance from Mrs Penfleld gnd stoppey
In eonfust .

G ol hat're vom folks talking
ghout ¥ burst ot Lettio with violepoe.
“Who ever thonzht we dldp’t havethe
gwellest ents? Dest chow on the Coast !
Nover Wi imybady ke  Peénzie,
Lordy, she's got me solid. Td dle |

. More Tl ogot Wisted outa here, Yo'
Juat ntehter—"
“Chiidren — ehlidron—"  reproved

Mrs, Penfield, who hy quleter, more |
unobitrusive means had been hmable to
check this torrent of gratultous expiln-
nation. “I'm ‘shamed of you."
Mrs. Wenthersone mnade no commént
*on the !m‘m:tto revelutiong., She gath-
ered up her muff and moved foward
the door,
“Will the hangings he ready tomors
. row, Mrs. Penfleld? Then I'll send for
them; you won't have to fold them so
much In that case. And I shall speak
to Mr., Crushaw. I'm sure he'll. come
to see you. Good-by—and Hoppy New
Yenr.” With a charming smile she
stepped down to the warped board that
took the place of front porch.

“We'll all go out with you," shouted
Lettie. “And come agaln whenever
you can, woea't you? It's been awful
fnt'rusting, seelng youwr e

The three children tropped after Ler,
prodigal with entertalning comment.
delighted with the graclousness of her
response. After she had stepped Into
the car, they stood watching, hand in
hand. ;

"Rememher us to your dnoghters,
won't you?" beamed Lettie, in a cli-
mactic ecstasy of politeness,

“Yea, thank vyou™ returned Mre
Weatherstone, not fo be outdone.

In the moment hefore the car start.
ed, she looked rgaln at the three chil
dren, In thelr madeover versions of
flothing that had dome out of her
household. ‘She was unwittingly re
sponsible for the appearance which
these whree enger mites of humanity
presented to thelr tttle world

“May the Lord forgive me"™ she

thought, “for what 1 bave done fo thede

! Innocent I"

In The Custard Cup the afternoon |
continuéd to be unusual. To her In- |
invited to |

tense delight, Lettle was
" have supper with Mra

| -the room, dazed, unable to see the next

| white. Her brown eyes looked black;

The Envoicpe of Bills Was Cone.

eaine home for his sponls,

for him til

Timmy

wilted Mra, Catterhox

ealled hine 1o, He spoke to me outa
the window.” I

ix gogdness! We must find him
right off, Time b8 went to bed, any-
how. - It's "mnost dark.”

They went theough the bhonse,-look-

Ing in bunks

which no one could he coneealed. They
searched In the baek
driveway. No Thad! |

Mrs, Penfleld avos alarmed, \
“Crink, we must find him.' Maost ™ ;
“Crachy, yes," cried Crink. “"We
couldn’t live 'thout Thad." |

They separated, each taking n slde
of the driveway and ringing doorbells |
In rotation. Some one was at home In
every fat—exeept the Bogley's, where
the windows were dark and the eve-
ning paper was still on the steps. But
no one had seen Thad since he had
left Timmy Catterhox.

They went up and down the side-
walk outside The Custard Cup,
through all the vards once more,
through Number 47,

Lettle hounded (n. She had known
that Crink had rung Mrs, Sanders’
bell, looking for Thad, but it hnd taken
a few minutes for this Information to
turn nto anxiety in her mind.

“Have they found him?" ghe de-
manded.

The sllence answered her, They had
all toved Thad, but no one had real-
“Ised how large a place he held,

Mrg, Penfield stood in the middle of

SRS NEEIE NN NS S NN

mové to make. Her face wans chalky

they burned with a flerce fire. She
had totally forgotten the loss of the
_money. She had not even mentloned
Mt to the children. What was money
ecompared with Thad, the baby
she had~toved as If It had been hers

on the ehanee that Thad |
might be hiding, moving boxes hehind | 7

made by Jerome Ave, an
‘St., and runs with said A:m# ]
145 feet to o stake at an alley; th

with western edge of sdid
4 4' W, 50 feet to a stake.
lot No. 14, Block §; thence

]

" a!northern boundary of lot No.

e i jence | aforesaid, N. 88 W. 145 fest.
with- his T poles | stake in the castern edge of
etion Koged e O g coataining S0S1iD et Mqmaratl
stone by a n. 0. H. M. | ning, containi 15 fee
Houston's ecorner; | with three a!#being Lo(?%lo. 13 in Block 5 as
of his lines S, 48 70,60 poles | shown on-the registered plat of Vann
to a p. o, 8. S:l-:l i dH pell:: ts: Heights si#tion to the city of __
an oak stum stones, roe pro . X ’
67 34 E, to the begin- Thgrrilﬁlm :
g:nz,w i Mmmm or EIOHNC.BIIE&TNIM i

S8, convey- : s .
SRS VA AWNINGS-TENTS
BibEAFELE U (OVERS
mn L iy s

Eecoild Tract: Al those two cer-

|tain tracts of land in Vance town-
ip, Union county, North Carolina

tsl'lxp.‘|

on the waters

S T T
entz, and

described

deed executed by D. M. Stallings and

1919, and

Register of Deeds of Union county
in book 57, page 48, excestfng, how-
ever, 80 1-2 acres of sai

day conveyed to H. H. Creft by said
W, H. Alsobrooks and wife, Ristie Al-
sobrooks, '
of Register of Deeds for Union coun-
ty in book

reference

particular description. -
Sold to satisfy provisions of said
{deed of trust, '
This April 24th, 1028,
“'i, S. BLAKENEY. Trustee. |

Touring Tents, Waterproof
Wagon and Auto Truck Covers.
The best in material and work-
manship at the right price. ;

Write or 'phone for sam
and prices.

W. A. Ingram

Monroe, N. C.
"Phone 179
AGENT Anchor Supply Co.

CUT FLOWERS

Floral designs, wedding boquets,
and flowers of all nds
I'rices. reasonalile
We make shipments to Waxhaw,
Marshville, Wingste and other

rooked Creek, ad-
Sarah Wentz and
more particularly
by, metes and bounds in &

Alsobrooks on Dec. 26,
recored in the office of the

land this

by deed recorded in office

Pageii.i.y T0 ahich
is her'eby made for a more

NOTICE TO CREDITORS |

Havine

the estate of Arthur 8. Helms, de-| )
censed, late of Union county, N | At Union Urug €o. - Phone 2204
Carolina, this 18 to notifry all nersons |
avipg claime azainst y oatate’ of | o ©
. | lagangnd] + awvilyie $has I 'S S - . .
A geceasad W exiiio LRGN T4 | A {1 EE A 1¢1 el d M
undersigned at Monrse, N. C.. on ot W. . g v i,
befora the '10th day of April, 1024, Degley in
b o e e i &
iotice il be pleaded ' bar) pPLUMBERS’  SUPPLIES
ICOVETY. All peraons 1n- g -
d tosaid estate will plecse make i ;.‘\‘I‘JD REPAIBS.

nERNE
n

" by blood?

Pengle look Ilke_that, bad never-

A mighty *impulse
in the child to make her Penzie
E_:‘m;'mumuum.n&

vited with that spontaneous
ity that is dear to the heart
youngster, The rest of the famlly

of |

Pl

Lettle had pever seen her idolized |8

MRS. CEORGIA HELMS,
vard, in the | Administratrix of
deceased.

| fohn C. Sikes, Atthrney.

Phirty-Second Series of the Péople’s and
o r T Eaesd Siee of the Peoplss Bullfiag and

heachy towns.,
COLUE MORGAN

quzlified ns adminiztratrix|

nent.

[ April, 1928.

Very Reasonable Prices
Charged.

All Work Guaranteed.

Phone 372-R. Monrae, N.

uu‘---innunn-n-_-uu_nqnq-i_ ‘

Arthar S. Helms

seszas

i at home, lingering “around the ,"

when an emergency eall came fi
palntully o

. with the hot

1, -

-
¥

Fae |
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