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Cathedral Gardens was bathed in
silver glow. Moonlight limned the
old house sympathetically. A sign,
tacked to a pine at the entrance
to the Gardens, announced that in-
asmuch as this was the last night of
the full moon, no tourists would be
admitted on succeeding days after
seven o’clock.

A young man and a girl left the
house and walked toward the water.
The young man was tall and straight

A young man and a girl lert
the house.

and broad of shoulder. He walked
slowly and gazed through the al-
most unearthly beauty of the Gar-
dens with pardonable pride.

Jim Owenby, landscape cr-V 1 "er.

had designed and bu t C ira!
Gardens. To a Beverly r bad
been given the distinction oi tin. :g
created this beauty spot. Working
from Mrs. Hamilton’s original idea,
fired by youthful ambition and pos-
sessing great technical skill, he had
planned and supervised.

Margaret Hamilton was young,
slender and unobtrusively beautiful.
Her hair was ash-blond, and she
wore it close against her small,
perfectly shaped head. Her eyes

were gray, like those of her brother.
At the moment they were soft and
gentle, perhaps because her hand
rested confidently on the muscular
arm of the young man at her side.

He helped her into a little bateau
which was tied informally to a
stake. He seated himself beside her,
and handed her a paddle. “We’ll
both have to navigate this craft,” he
said lightly. “Unless you want me
to sit'in the back.”

A boat came out of the darkness
and purled gently past them. A
woman’s voice, freighted with a sigh
for the things that might have been,
came to their ears. The voice said.
“Did you see that young couple? It
must be wonderful to be young—and
to be here in the moonlight.”

Margaret Hamilton touched the
hand of the young man. The place
was overpowering in its beauty. Un-
believable. Tiny islands, flaming
with blossoms, seemed vague and
unreal. There were no dimensions.

Jim Owenby propelled the little
craft into a sheltered bayou. Here
they were sheltered by a midnight
blackness, and his arms went about
the girL He said nothing. He did
not kiss her. Here was a commun-
ion which transcended the desire for
demonstration and caresses, and if
their bodies were vitally alive—if
they were acutely conscious of earjj

m nw . mww. aSffrr
thought we could talk out here ..."

"Iunderstand. Let’s go back, be- i
cause we must talk.”

They found a seat in an arbor
which was mantled with wisteria,
and Margaret said, “Now we can
talk.”

He took her hand. “It’s about
Kay Forrest;’’ he said.

Margaret nodded. “Iknew that.”
“I’msorry for her. Sorry as hell.”
“So are we all.”
Jim Owenby l.esitated. “I’ve al-

ways known Kay. Since she was a
kid. She’s pretty swell.”

“Barney thinks so.”
“Well, he’s right.” Jim changed

the subject slightly. “You know,
Barney has stuff I didn’t think he
had. I thought he’d go under when ’
Kay married this Reynolds . but
during the past week he's been tak-
ing it on the chin like a man.”

She nodded. “We’ve been watch-
ing him, too. Mother and I. It’s
tough on him, but perhaps it’s what
he needed. A sort of tempering of
the steel that we know is in him.
I'm terribly sorry for him.”

Jim shook his head. “Why did
Kay marry Kirk Reynolds?”

Margaret said, “You tell me.”
“Right and I’ll only be tell-

ing you what everybody in Beverly
is saying. She was forced to marry
him so that she couldn't testify j
against nim if he happened to be !

tried for Harvey Jackson’s mur-
der.”

“Os course.”
"She was with Reynolds that

night. She saw what happened."
“Do you blame her for being

afraid of him?”
“No. She's just a kid. And to

see a murder She’s in a rotten
spot, but that doesn't alter the fact
that—unless we’re wrong about ev-
erything—Kirk Reynolds murdered
Harvey, and Harvey was my best
friend.”

“I see And so?”
“And so,” he said bitterly, “I

can’t let matters stand where they
are. I want to talk to Kay—want
to see if she’ll tell me the truth.”

Margaret pressed his hand. She
said quickly, “You mustn’t.”

“Why?”
“It isn’t fair. Kay came here to

get away from the nasty gossip in
Beverly. She’s our guest

“But suppose she knew that she
was going to be protected?”

“She couldn’t know that. She’d
only know that you’d be willing to
do your best.”

He said gravely, "In this State a
woman may testify against her hus-
band. The law merely says that she
cannot be compelled to.”

“You mustn’t, Jim.”
“But I must."
“Why?”
“Because Harvey was m: l .st

friend, that’s reason number one.
Secondly, I’m fond of Kay.”

Margaret was staring off into the
night. She hoped that her voice was
steady. “Suppose you knew that 1
Kirk killed Harvey. What would
you do?”

“I’m not sure.” He paused brief-
ly. Then, “Listen, dear—and try
to understand. A man can’t just sit
back and do nothing. I can’t .

. .

and neither can Barney.”
“Barney?”
“Os course. He’s all shot by this

marriage of Kay's.”

“You and Barney have been dis-
cussing it, haven’t you?”

“Os course. As a matter of fact,
we haven’t talked about much else.”

“And so?”
“We feel like a couple of prime

saps. Or perhaps that sounds more
flippant than I intend. What I’m
driving at is that—for everybody's
sake —we don't intend to let Rey-
nolds get away with this."

“You know he’s dangerous.”
“What of it?”
“This. Jim . . . and I’m trying

not to be selfish. The past few years
haven't been easy for us. You didn’t
know Dad —so you can’t understand
what his death really meant. Then
the financial collapse and the sym-
pathy of our friends—which was the
wrong kind of sympathy. And Moth-
er’s worry over Barney which led to
our coming down here so he could
get away from wealthy friends who
were too kind.”

She paused and he touched her
hand reassuringly.

“Iknow. Plenty tough sledding.”
“Itis. Beverly has done s lot for

all of us. I’ve been happy—maybe
because I found you. But whatever
the cause, I’m jealous of my happi-
ness. I don’t want it destroyed.” |

Carney said, “I’m proud of you,
Kay My mother is proud of you.

; Margaret is proud of you. The cook
! is proud of you.”
I Kay laughed in spite of herself.

“The third waffle?” she inquired.
“Plus grits and shrimp and what

have you.” -

The girl rose from the breakfast-
table and joined Mrs. Hamilton on
the veranda. The morning was bril-
liant; pleasantly cool and crystal
clear. Dozens of tiny bateaus were
waiting patiently for passengers,
and already several could be seen
nosing quietly through the placid la-
goons.

Barney came from the house and
joined his mother and Kay.

Kay looked up into the clean-cut,
boyish face. “Going into, town?”
she asked.

“Needs must. Heavy business.”
There was a shadow of appre-

hension in her eyes. “Shopping?”
“Yes. For Mother.” Strong fin-

gers closed about her arm. “And
that’s all, Chica. My word of honor.”

Kay followed him into the house,
leaving Mrs. Hamilton alone on the
veranda.

A bateau approached the shore,
navigating an eccentric course. In
the double, high-backed seat amid-
ships, Mrs. Hamilton saw an elderly
couple, and even at this distance it

; was apparent that the woman was
j more than a trifle nervous. The boat-
man was white, a long, angular in-
dividual who paddled the little craft
viciously, to the further discomfort
of his passengers. Mrs. Hamilton
recognized the man. Jeff Butler,
she remembered —and she had nev-
er liked him. He had seemed a sul-
len and resentful person. She knew
instinctively that something was
wrong, and this suspicion became
certainty when Jeff drove the nose
of the boat far up on the sloping
bank with a last powerful stroke of
his paddle.

Mrs. Hamilton rose to greet them.
“Anything wrong?” she inquired.

“Yes.” The man spoke in a high,
excited voice. “Who’s in charge
around here?”

“I am. Why?”
“That fellow who had us in his

boat .” He gestured toward the
lagoon. “He was drunk.”

Ruth Hamilton’s eyes narrowed.
“I’mterribly sorry ...”

“I was so frightened,” interjected
the little woman. "I didn’t know
what v.as going to happen. I thought
every minute he might drown us.”

“That wouldn’t be likely. The wa
ter is very shallow in most places.
But that doesn’t rectify matters. Sit
down . . ” She designated chairs.
“Tell me just what happened.”

“He acted queer right from the
beginning. And when we got into
the boat, he was ugly—”

“—And insulting, wasn’t he, Ar-
thur?”

“Quite. He kept paddling us, fast,
when we wanted to stop and look at
things. He wouldn’t do what we
wanted—”

“And he had liquor on his breath.”
“Then he got very angry when we

told him to bring us in. Now, we're
not complaining ”

“But you have every right to com
plain. I know the man and I don’t
like him. I’m glad of this definite
excuse to let him go.”

The woman softened. “We don’t
want anybody to lose his job ”

“I can’t have that sort of man
around here.” Ruth Hamilton looked
up at Barney who had come from
the house and had caught the end of
the conversation. “My son,” she ex-
plained, not without pride.

Barney said, “It’s about time,
Mother. I’ll go down and pay him
off.”

The idle white boatmen were re-
clining against the wall of their cab-
in, awaiting calls. They were a
lackadaisical lot. notable for their
inertia.

Two or three of them nodded to
Barney, but without waste of effort
.

.
. though their eyes narrowed

slightly when he inquired for Jeff
Butler. They indicated direction
with lazy jerks of their heads.

Mr. Butler looked up sullenly from
the foot of a live oak. His watery
eyes were clouded with liquor, his
attitude sullen and resentful. Bar-
ney’s voice was pitched low. He
said. "You’ve been drinking again,
Jeff.”

“Well, what if I have?”
“You know that doesn’t go around

here.”
The man’s voice was whiney.

"You-all ain’t got no right tellin’ a
feller what he can an' cain’t do.”

I

tuueu iiirnsea. His bony figure tow-
ered over Barney's adequate height,
and his voice took on an unpleasant
edge. “You ain’t firin’ me?”

“I’m doing precisely that. You
scared your passengers half to
death. You’ve done it before. But
you’re not going to do it again.”

“Ain’t no man goin' to tell me
what I can do.”

“I believe you made that remark
before. Here’s the money I owe you.
Now—get out.”

Mr. Butler’s dignity had been ruf- !

j fled. He suspected that his compan- *

ions on the other side of the log-cabin
could hear the conversation. He
said, “I’llgit out when I’m good
an’ ready.”

“So?” Barney’s laugh was hard.
“You’llget out damned quick.”

“And if I don’t?”
The young man’s gray eyes were

cold, “I’m advising you to get out,
Jeff, That’s all.”

So far as being deprived of the
privilege of daily labor, Jeff did not
really mind. He had for some time
resented the necessity of reporting
for work every day, of being sub- j j
jected to the task of paddling awe-
stricken tourists through glades }
which were to them incredibly beau- I
tiful, but which—to him —were a lot
of dawg-gone foolishment. For one
thing, his role placed him (or so
he thought) on a definitely lower so-
cial plane, and Jeff was fond of de-
claring (though not actually believ-
ing) that he was as good as anybody
that walked.

(Continued Next Week)

Near Record
Virginia, with 95,000,000 pounds,

will produce its largest crop of
flue-cured tobacco since 1927 this
year, according to the U. S. Crop
Reporting Service.
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Dentist
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see

D. D. CHAMBLEE

APEX, N. C.
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Monday

Hours for eye examination:

Saturday—9 a.m. to 8 p.m.
Monday—9 a.m. to Noon.
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A total of 350 cotton improve-

ment groups had been approved by
August 10 for free classification of
their 1939 crop as compared with
only three for the 1938-39 ginning
season.

use SUPER SUDS
UN THE RED SOX)

made specially lor WASHING DISHES
to keep hands SOFT AND LOVELY

OUR PRICE I

3 for 25c

TOCTAGONI 5 FOR

L So-cm A 23 C
¦

Regular size, 3 for
__ 27c

Giant size, 2 for .... 45c
Special Octagon Soap, 2 for .
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Large Octagon Powder, 3 for 14c
Special Octagon Powder. 2 for 5c
Octagon Toilet Soap, 3 for ... 14c
Octagon Granulated Soap, 2 . 19c
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Fair Sex Toilet Soap, 4 for .
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Palmolive Beads 5c
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The new case. Full meals, all
kinds of sandwiches and cold

drinks will be sold. Give us
a trial and go away

satisfied.
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