THE FATHERLESS: A father of
the fatherless and a judge of the wi-
dows, is God in His holy habitation.—
Psalm 68:6

GIVE US A LITTLE CREDIT,
PLEASE!

The Perquimans Weekly makes its
bow to the Elizabeth City Daily Ad-
vance in gracious. agknowledgement
of the compliment;, implied by the
neighboring daily’s .4 uction of
the simple little - atories from the
small country weekly.

The human interest story of Joe
‘White, which appeared in the Novem-
ber first igsue of The Weekly was re-
told in Advance a few days #fter-
wards. There was nothing strange
in that. The story of Joe White
would bear re-telling.

But the why and the wherefore of
the appesrance in the Advance on
Saturday of the more or less fantas-
tic yarn The Weekly ecarried last
week congerning the inglorious end
of Old Man Turtle' is shrouded in
mystery more impenetrable than the
merely disfiguring disguise of Old
Man Turtle as he masqueraded in the
Advance in the flimsy skirts of one
“Lula,”

FINE TRIBUTE TO OUR FRIEND
CHARLES W. MORGAN

“I have never heard him make an
unkind remark about any one.”

What a splendid tribute to be paid
to a man who had spent his entire
life of three score wyears and ten in
his own native town!

The remark was made of Charles
W. Morgan, who died at his home in
Hertford on Monday night.

Mr, Morgan probably at one time,
during his active business life, knew
as many of the people of the
county as any one in the entire coun-
ty. His friends were many.

Mr. Morgan may not have liked all
of the folks he knew. Who does?
But whether he liked them or not,
whether he disapproved of them or
not, he did not speak evilly of them.
Many other fine things might be said
of Mr. Morgan, but that one state-
ment, made by one who was asso-
ciated with him over a long period of
years, is a monument in itself,

IT'S OUR DUTY TO JOIN THE
RED CROSS

A generous response to the Red
Cross Roll Call is called for by the
loeal chairman, Mrs. C. P. Morris,
. who, together with her corps of help-
ers,
much as possible this year for the
M Cl‘Olﬂ.‘-:

Remember that only fifty per cent
of the money given to the Red Cross
is sent to National Headquarters,
the other fifty per cent being retain-
ed for loesl work.’ ¥t is this half
sent to the National Headquarters
which makes up the fund used by the
Red Cross in helping the stricken
ones in the major eatastrophes which
occur in various parts of our country.

After all, it is a privilége to be able
to contribute even that small amount
towards the alleviation of the suffer-
ing ones who are the victims of dis-
aster.

Let's join the Red Cross.

Just An “Accident”
,  In This Case, Maybe

“I got mad with him and I bit him,
“ and he bit. me= back. . And then I

went and got a and 6l
hit him ang he th'ﬁrzﬁ bd:

and the sti¢k strucks me side
head.” oy '.'!f,?r:" Wiy
That was!what

the witnesg, stand ‘sbout:

ghe had with Edward Wel¢h 'as a r¢-

sult of whith she swore “put a war-

~ rant against Edward, rging him

.with assaplt with a ~Wéapon,

* to-wit a. stick: Vi
There ‘ﬂﬂ. little more %o the
atory, but Katie couldn't tell much
out what = exactly led up: to tiie
Berap. %
The boy

is very anxious to collect asl

g formerly of Gramercy
ouble __gg!ork City, becom
a8 a re-) M8 er to Louis Chamalis,

been in jtil.-for sev-

Bhe sets out, therefore, for the Bella
Donna gambling parlor, ownsd by
Chamalis,

THE BELLA DONNA

Miss Rutledge stared out of the
window of her room at the Bella
Donna over the fog was begin-
ning -to swirl and Lft. er v
were scattered around
some opened, with the clothes strewn
around, as in a confused effort to un-
pack. The door opened, and she
turned around, startled. It was
Chamalis.

“I didn't hear you knock, sir,” Miss
Rutledge said coldly.

“Y] guess . that's because I didn’t
knock.”

Miss Rutledge turned away, and
put her hand to her eyes, Bhe recol-
lected
—the bolsterous, mad New Year’s
Hve at the Bella Douna.

“How do yon feel?’ Chamalis ask-
ed, not without solicitude.

fihe grimaced.

“T feel like New Year's morning,
Mr. Chamalis.”

Chamalis poured her a drink.

“Well,” he eald, “about that little

thé room, |- + -

“I'l get wsed to it," she sald calm-
Iy, “and you will, too.”

Nevertheless, Chamalis -had an
idea. Thereafter they followed the
Mayor from stall to stall, overbidding
him at every purchase, effectively
preventing bim from making a single
purchnse. Finally, only the fish
counter was left.

“Do you want the fish, too?” the
tradesman asked. I

“No,” Chamalis said, brutally.
“Throw the fish to the Mayor's &
she looks hungry.”
But all of Chamalis's generosity
’f:.‘“ Rebtheastolly, il pre ehaz

on gave £
return. Chamalls was in despair.
“Ain't there

bat s and
he pleaded. *
to m too?” :
smiled sweetly.
“You mean a great deal, Louis
You mean more diamonds and gowns

Nor could Chamalis's obviously
sincere pleadings draw anything from
her but mockery.

Bwan would shrug her shoulders.

“What would you like me to do?
Look at you swoon with love?"”

“Yen,” bellowed Ohamalis, beside
himgelf. “That's what I want.”

Bwan burst into laughter, which

the evening before | and gold

discussion we had last night.”

was cut short when Chamalis sud-

CRamalls paused to admire her

“Let me see,’ Miss Hutledge re-
plied. “It was something about —
warriage, wasa't it1"

Chamalis grioned.

“No, that wasn't me. Let's me and
you understand each other. You
ain't staying in SBan Francisco for to
go into society. You're staying for
gold, and you didn't bring a pick and
ghovel, either. Well, you'll be glad to
hear you've staked a claim, You
and me go in cahoots.’

Chamalis paused to admire her.

“Gee!” he paid. “You've got a
pretty way of holding your head. Like
a

FwWan.

“Let's hear your business proposi-
tion,” Miss Hutledge said sharply.

Chamalis snapped back into his
businesslike mood.

“All right. Look . . . you had
2 lot of boys last might laying hq
of gold at your feet. That wam't
their gold—that was mine. Only I
gon't have to dk.il and sweat to l':t Ilk.“-

ow, you work at a gambling
see? You'll be such an attraction
they'll erawl on their hands and knees
across the Sierras to see you. And
I'm oi!ﬂ:i.ns you part of all you take

“You mean—half?" -

Chamalis grinned approvingly.

“Yeah—half,” he said, with a
chuckle.

“But supposing I lose.”

“You don't'lose, unless you want
to. That's the kind of little wheel

it is”

“Was that the wheel Dan Morgan
played 7"

“The very same one.”

Miss Rutledge turned away, with
a gesture of pain. But she controlled
herpelf before Chamalis could obuerve
her emotion.

“Then it's petiled,” she

Swan Takes Charge §
In this fashion did Mise Mary R
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denly slapped her across the face,

Frightened by what he had done,
Chamalis sought to apologize, but
Bwam was relentless, BShe made a
sweep of the finery around her, the
precious things Chamalis hed bought.

“Sendl these things back!” she
cried “l don't want them!"

i | Pdﬂ fifteen thousand dollars for
them,” Chamalin pleaded.

Swan laughed hlturg.

“T've just paid for them, too, and
I've paid too much.”

Thus matters stood between them
when an incident oceurred, little Pe-
garded at the time, which was to pre-
cipitate a crisis in their affairs.

Ne Vulgarity Permitied

Bawbuck MacTavish, a prospestor,
who bad just struck rich dirt, stom-
bled . roaring drumk into the Balla

Bandy, more sober and more cau
Unheeding Sandy’s ples, Ma

threw his whole fortune upon one
turn of the wheel—and lost. The
keener Bandy, however, had kept his

eyes open. X
“Come outside,” he said to his?

partner. “I want to talk to youn"
But MacTavish was still “high.” -
“I don't want to hear no scold

I lost to the prettiest pair o' bl

eyes I ever seen. Come on, 8

let's go somewhere and celebrate
Anllll he lorched toward Swan, grab-

“!

Donua, followed by his parteée;

Friday afternoon at 2:80.

Coach Rogers says that the boys
have been improving all along and
that he is ready to put out his very
best this Friday. He says that there
will be plenty of trick plays such as
laterals, overscores, fakes, mnd punt-
ing. Come out and see the boys play
their last game of the season Friday.

Some of the bor'l on the squad will
ging their swan song to high school

uate this year are Morris, who'hal

the past two years, and he does the
kicking for the team this year.

Stokes, also will play his last
game Friday. Stokes, who has been
playing tackle, was called on the lat-
ter part of the season to crack the
line from the fullback position.

Tim Brinn, one of the Indians’ ends
will also graduate this year. Tim
has done some fine work for the
team in the line.

Another to sing his swan song Fri-
day will be Carlton Barelift. Carlton
has played some swell football in the
Indians’ backfield. All these boys
will be playing for their last time, so
come out and give them a big hand.

Football games between’ the differ-
ent classes will be rTun off soon to
determine the school championship.
The schedule has not been fully com-
pleted as yet.

Who wants to buy a ticket to the
Rose Bowl?

PINEY WOODS

Ralph Phthisic has returned to his
home in Cincinnati, Ohio, after a few
days visit with his mother, Mrs. Mary
Phthisie,

Mr. and Mrs, C. P. Ward, of Eli-
zabeth City, Cale Copeland, Mrs.
Callie Copeland and children, Shelton
Chappell, Mrs. Lizzie Copeland, and
Mrs. Milton Copeland called on Mr.
and Mrs, C. V. Ward Sunday.

Mrs, Laura Ward is improving af-
ter several day# illness.
mMrs. Mary Phthisic continues very

.Leroy Lane has returned to Swan

The following guests were invited:
Mesdames Claud
White, Walter Umphlett, Charlie
Umphlett, W. G. Hollowell, Horace
Baker, Joél Hollowell, David True-
blood, Raymond Jordan, Jesse Stan
ton, Garland Stanton, Rég
ton, Durwood Barbet, Proe-
tor, Ralph Proctor, Johnny Lane, J.
Van Roach, Luther Nixom, Bill Mor-
gan, A. R, Winslow, 8r.,, A. R. Wins-
low, Jr., W. F. Morgan and H. C.

and Th

d fine worl in the Muié. foi| Btanton:. :
one some wo litie fo — —

MRS. LINDSEY C. WINSLOW HAS
MISSIONARY SOCIETY MEETING

The Woman’s Missionary Society
of Up River Church met with Mrs:
Lindsey C. Winslow Saturday after-
noon at her home at Whiteston, ac-
cording to the schedule. Mrs. Demp-
sey Winslow, the president, called the
meeting to order, and the old Portu-
gese hymn, “How Firm a Founda-
tion,” was sung. Mary J. White con-
ducted 4he devotional, and routinc
business was disposed of.

Mary J. White gave a very inter-
esting reading, and Mrs. Arba Wins-
low gave the lesson from the Study
Book, “Women Under the Southern
Cross.” She used the map of the
month, Brazil, and pictures from the
National Geographic Magazine show-
ing animal and vegetable life of South
America, especially centering around
the great Amazzon River. The char-
acteristic differences between North
and South American civilization was
brought out. The leader had as as-
gistants Mrs. L. C. Winslow, Mary
W. Winslow, and Mary S. Winslow.

Members responded to roll eall
with verses of Scripture containing
the word “Foundation.”

Thirty-two visita to the sick and
aged were reported and mnine bou-
quets of flowers and four little gifts
were sent to sick and shut-ins,

Mary J. White offered the closing
prayer, and & social hour followed.
The hostess served a salad course
and ‘hot eocoa.
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