- carnatiogs on our table.
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- People—Here And There | l]

I

o,

ride and joy—a ﬁn-
-'m'»’-- heaped with dee

w. Yeached “Peach ’b‘rchud"
early afternoon. It was the
lnd of the line and the train im-
mediately pulled out on its return
o|trip. We stood, surrounded by

ic | our. fruh. very yellow, pig-skin
aggage on a cinder pn!h,dnrvins

ga:

o o a8

be very impecunious and

pink

'3

us. ing men
stood about nnd n.h-me essly star-
ed. Great mountains rose to the
right and left of us, leaving a rib-’
us| safely bc;‘ml a n.ll:y at t]l::.ilr feet -hnl‘
Iludn of our persuing | ™' VRG22 I

v Ll :;, | e Ll Ttk

it was called. We llk for the

was-our limit, so
hotel but found they boasted not
2y milsige ':f"’“' T even so much as a boarding house
and no_train out until nex ay !
Siee .ok with the trajtor, con-

“Peach Orchard,”
o sisted, wholly, of a coal mine and
a string of miner's shanties which
lined the rocky-bedded, aforesaid
stream.

Much, consternation! While the
“Boy” went up to the mine to see

e
s82 5
LY
3&??

of the Kentucky moun-
tains dr;vnu- as not too far from

our Michigan home to be reached whnl he could do, I walked slowly
with ou{ limited resources .but | up the river shore and ¢ould see
w. 1 nture and novelty. | fleeting figures flying before me,
ith the aid of a railroad map| hopping back and forth across
we choge “Peach Orchard” as|the stepping stones, from cabin to
sounding deliciously fit for ro-|cabin, spreading the news of my
e as our nl(lmne destingtion. | gppronch. Women and chud",‘

mane
And it wis spri peered {elrhxlly from their door-
l¥ holll clerk friend of | ways. “Boy" tried discussion,
's" routed our hotel ltopl\peh\ulllon, threats and pleas but
write, for the first time | not until he flashed his ' Masonic
to me that he did what button, could he impress them
liberately. We “toured” ‘with our need of their interest in
inine rails, stopping at|our predicament. The manager
thens, where, our hotel | inally sent down into the mine
etdr was a negro and gave, for a pair of mules and with them
dal “sweet” and put plnk |and a decrepit cart, whose wheels |
We an enormous diameter,
we were driven back five miles to |
a way station where we might |
connect with a train if we were
lucky. Two grizzled miners rode

thought burselves safe cu
picion - bpcause in the me{!
of the qrddin&,,‘ which ~ was ir
church, the “Boy” had forgotter
his street hat so that
were ready to leave, he

road was up the river bed.
his: “opera” hat, a dull

hey drove in the most casual |
F that shut up like a tele-{ manner over ulders sometimes
ne | two feet across. - Of course, these

boulders would lig only on one|

side at a time and as the buck-|

board had no “arms” to its seats,

nd had to borrow
strangelf upon the “Boy's” e
Mg’ no 'mnz‘nxr‘s'r\‘ﬁ we were kept busy clinging to |
each other to save ourselves from
| pitehing out.
zo mu- unren, we could see two |
-off guns sticking out
of the buk pockets of our driver.
‘| The other had a many thonged vi- |
cious looking whip coiled about
his shoulders. They emorlained
ug with a tale that the night be-
fore, tl been an awaken-
ing l.{ tl Hatfield-McCoy"' feud
and thre¢ men had been killed at|
the meeting house.

It was well after dark when|
we reached our junction gnd when |
we were safely an our train the!
“Boy"" proudl; dnpllyed a {un in,
 his pant's pocket, too.

Our reaction sent us to tlw big-
gest and best hotel in Louhvllle
where we stayed while our ap-
propriation lasted. Our mileage
tl;l;eu held out until a few miles
o

As lon¢ as 1 live, | will the
thought of honeymoons 'bring its
twin memory of coal mines.

price seemed to
became so
red me as a “Wllf" m
& wife. Here we boarded
river packet to Ashland,
remember as a lovely lit-|
on the side of a foothill. |
we made our last lap
train to our chosen Arc-
Wwore a princess dress,
hat whose ex-

T, by two
 pins.| These pins were
c , 80 jong that they were

havd a law passed o
‘Womep wearing them in

ve seen many a

the face. This hat

1
gonged

+v¢r The Stocking Counter 1

h T. E. WENDEL And before many mihutes had
d me many things, this|passed he was leaving the counter
id stocki: in a la with enw:h stockings to dress a

chorus. And three days later

iday to they would all be exchanged by
and their way | persons who wondered and wond-

shop girl's eye for suc-|ered why he bought stockings and

especially
y after Christmas: it be-

Now and then there was a con-
probably m mnuz on- | norsseur who knew too well the
.o!h. pcn vnmen

make and shade. There was the
shot” who wanted to buy the
Il huge mowr little girlie some socks. And there
"&\ ¢hildren | were the carousing college bof
n|who announced that the girl in
the chinawear department was
to them and they tipped her

a dollar.
assed  but the

“,Holldl' N hinva{ : pat,
e uuon s  following in their

'he exchanging mob is be-
:n: repheod by the bargain hun-

TS,
[There

|
is the occasional philan- |
f| thropist who wants the poor work- |
ing girl to come to her home ta1
dinner, but those nnf women
with a w-y of ulklnx ays nndl
aimlessly per

{or dinner Am 5 women
ch their l(b—hiu flattery,
ith their “dearies” und “girlies.”
men who unburden their family
blu s-

, dear, who'd
them, bed socks,” and she bustl-

Vingﬁeé Honeymoon |,

on the front seat and the only| I

.1 And the nigh

would be gne imperious wo-
“-:l-um jhe |other who heart-
demanded |all and gave noth-
luma‘hntb-uorol
was af slave with all of a
nlqn'th
The Two Paths

|

There are t ths for pilgrims
here to take;

No law is made that we must|
needs obe;

To make our cl

o hpi
Except the_ lpl Ulll! for our'
e

Bt o e 3
from each [way—
List to His Yoice!

One path i ad And strewed |

with flowe me

And birds ate singing nulh the
full-bloomed rees

Our hearts t

Soft hands | ar
faces smile,

Sweet music|
land and sea:

Let us begin, |

ats from distant |
4

we act, while [all in splendor is

Go[ on—deh'med with each shin-|
ng priz

We nme m gain;

But won temptations’ winds make

afraid,
\\'e t\nd decé¢it behind each lustre
lie
And l" in vain,

The flowers| wd pluck become a
smarting thorn,
Fach  thrilling | song
mockery,

The way xravu dim ;

The only musid, voices wail and

is but a

mourn,

And v\hu\ at hez the goal in grief
we

We're loat ftuxw Him!

The other path| is narrow and it|

er mnunulm muxh and steep,!

through sorraw's vale;

What do we fin

eet springs af living water for
our needs,

A wlllmz hand {o help us when we

A Fnend mast kind.

To add wmwh“‘\\e buk within the sunshine n{‘ &

grace

And showerk ar blessings cheer |
us on our wi

For He is near; =

| There._shining through the clouds
we See His face,

And following as He leads from

¥ to

There is no len?

Refreshing breezes of undying

ove,
A happiness| for
won,

Are ours lia shar

Forb every qua,
And when the goal we reach at set

Wa ﬂnd ‘Him-there!
MAYME E. BAKER

——

Hiddqn Lakes

every viet'ry |

By K. T, BROMLEY
All day we |.

ull{ e
Near nckluhqry swamps, with |

marshy, treacherous sedges. |
head were| weary vistas, sun-
en, travel-worn. |
Between the ragged tangle of

mock-orange | hedges.

At last, we turned to follow the
field paths| wagon ruts,

Few divined its sacret of the cy-
cling hordes, who

Knew of cowslips,
mandrake,| thorny haws,

Or, weary, disport themselves up- |
on the flower-strewn grass.

Reavy-scented |

We crossed |the meadow to v

ture up a steep, hill path,
Protected from the sun’s rays by |
the thick forest shade,
Exulting as discoverers as we saw
twin lakes! |
Neltllnf amgng circling hills, like |
Jewels set|in jade!
If we had bq‘an content to keep (o
the trodden

Yy
And weary tr d[ed -lon‘ but to
mwhlt thers
Ilkel were hid-
dln yet from memory,
Stolen from mémory, too, this day
without a ﬂ} !

And you, m iend, dwell with

m
Your veiled, njodest, wul m eyes|
lakes of
ot all, whq gass, Fiscover there
Jewels
ind your mocklnt
find—you!

Tme Song

lt is lho pln-
A fine tree ffr¢
lone on

m lh
ill of ﬂre lnd of

P
Wherein by

the pine tree

lﬂﬂy dmcn
 wind si
(Anonymnul)

Il

]
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beckonin‘ and |

By DANIEL TIMOTHY MURPHY a'!!ly deals in smiles, felicitations
Chy {heir | and er glints, The profits

1 to? and self-castiga- | are impdy‘ nupendo\u. Sometimes
tion, nngm“ion in the aps- |1 nsidiously gotten |
tere Upper Nile n. | gains ‘o dupel any_gloom - that
t creep into my lonely huhr
| lor quarters on the corner of Man-
{or and Kensington roa

Out here a brother and sister,
!both in the eariy twenties are

whhe, and no( a few du-ksl

‘\

\ {

in a clime that is udeal for health and recreah6n e
- where beautiful \homes are convincing of 'prosperity

13!?: in Birmingham s lw&‘bolll- rgi:lly ;ﬂtdelm(;'i friends oi’ mine. | d
per mo! auti- | are kin d
[ falfman e Bt Rubian, | %°But brother andsitert T i [ | . . . . where new\and modern schools reflect great

The difference lies in the ud handsome, romantie, serious. Si
that local children have not a: |ter is youthful, radiant, joyous,|
tentive, not as highly xenlmled bubbling over with mischief, She
|an audience. |does her hair stern Victorian, 1

We are so intent on envumnm‘ | must, nevertheless be cautious

bewilderingly gorgeous here- | when she’s about else I'll find my- |
|after that we have actually be- self kicking a brick out from un-
come unaware of the * endnnng'der someone’s plug hat!
| young charms,” around us, un-| Then there are the two brown-
conscious of the grandeur that is| eyed boys (poor afflicted fellows! ,,
| everywhere about, {who drop in Saturday afternoons|
| And should it be forgotten and in unmison weave a fanciful
| that people who are blind to the but terribly pathetic tale of how
‘llﬂcndom of this modest world nmr nothers ‘“went” shoppin an
| would make an awful mess of | about an’ (breathless
thn_;n,:- in paradise? Aan an’ shet us out fer dinne
‘ y'd crash through the peal-| Ere this the stories have be-|
{ly gates as the latest thing in|come innocently fraudulent and
mundane atrocity! delightfully stale, but, thank |

During the years I ranged the jcqven, my mail order pies, my !
| west _secking favorable climates| pryit"and’ fig-newtons are’ still|
(for my late wife, 1 was he-scout'greqh; otherwise how could I meet
[ for a producer and thoroughly en-| ¢pe®as 2R AESy AOm EoEIC o e
| joyed  keeping alert” for

i eyes e 3
| Youthtul rural beauties who could up-turmed ¢ g " of these poor little
make good in that shimmering and .

not necessarily evil, cobweb that | Bll)O"lh(Ill and  Birmingham

progress .

and where outdoor recreation includes -

hunting, }ulf and deep sea ﬁlhing,
surf bathmg, sailing, and golf.

The Lower Rio Grande Valley in Texas

way down in the ‘tip o 'I‘E\aa. offers all of these ad-
vantages and many more ...
tunity to become independent through the growing of
citrous fruits. \

. ineluding the oppor-

Prove to yourself that ' the Valley’ is an ideal
location for a winter homeﬁtake a trip to
the valley and be convinced by personal ob-

Il Hollywood. hers! I . N N
M hose 1 chose for the wonderful| 1 had been thinking fondly of servation. Excursions leave Detroit every
dyenture sometimes seemed less my many vagrant journeys down . .
T e e aiasome | hest. roads o ouie whish ‘Wind Friday . . . . for reservations

were they. But I am confident|off to coyly beckoning horizons \
their smiles were no more beguil- | when something occurred to me.
than those of a wispy and Why could not some of our bril-
fragile little lady who waits on me‘ liant folk,with a bit of time on|
when 1 buy papers in Birmingham. | their hands and an undiscouraged |
1 pay three cents for the paper | flair for literature, spin legend
and get the smile for nothing. It/and myth and lore that would
is wistful and so innocent. But savour of the sparkling Ancient
nobody does anything about it. ‘Remme. with its  gaudily clad,
ere are many such fascinat-|rollicking, devil-may-care courier
ing people. here. I can urn| du bois, singing blithely (like the
| around any night at the Birming-|incorrigible swashbucklers they
,ham theater and pick from the were) to the sunrise and search-

| audience types more alluring than | ing far-flung branches of the
the ones on the screen. Rouge_for pelts, gold, and who
But there is no one to drama-|knows? perhaps for glistening

tize them, no one to bring out the | jewels!

lnumphnm surges of their emo-| They made every' foot of this

tio ground historic—this *“company of
l-nr myself I may say that in adventurers” newly arrived some,

ARTHUR J. TUGGE

Telephoné \\

367\

. \ \
Realtors - Insuro
WABEEK BUILDING |\

& SON

' my contacts lh 1)mple I make' (Concluded on Page 7, Part 2)

Always the Best Selected Plctu\xes

THURSDAY-FRIDAY - . JAN. 17-18
Sue Carol and Arthur Lake

* “The Air Circus”

Here’s your greatest entertainment thrill.
An action-picture of youthful romance and
daring in the air. No war scenes, but new
thrills and new laughs in a new setting—the
aviation schools where daredevil youth
learns to fly.

|

SATURDAY - - - - -
EVENING ONLY \

Gertrude Olmstead -- Joe 3igﬁn

JA

Special Matinee - 1:45 to4 P. M,
THE GREATEST OF DOG PI )
“SWIFT SHADOWS’’

COLLEGIANS

|BIG BOY COMEDY

l SUNDAY - MONDAY - -
|
i

|
|
|

|

|
|

|
| -
|

|

I
|

BN

A MARVEL OF ART

Beautiful, Reverent—

awe-inspiring, uplifting is this re-
markable story of the greatest trag-
edy the world has ever known—the
martyrdom and crucifixion of Jesus.

TWO DAYS ONLY . . .
THE PICTURE OF PICTURES

WONDER o SCREEN

ADAPTED BY JEANIE MACPHERSON

JANUARY 20-21

ES

!
WITH MUSICAL SOUND

Supreme in theme—gigantic in exeqution—
magnificent in investure—every
acter of the days of the Passion 'superbly por-
trayed—acclaimed by world -famed d vines—
this is in truth, the

biblical ¢har-

PICTURE OF PlCTURES

! |  TUESDAY - ONE DAY ONLY - JAN. 22
| BILLIE DOVE
in “THE NIGHT WATCH”

WITH DONALD REED

4 One of the most thrill-packed stories of the
sea. How booming guns of an enemy
broadside awaken the dormant love of a
beautiful wife!

WEDNESDAY-THURSDAY - JAN. 23-24

A DRAMA OF DRAMAS! |Special Performance
| WEDNESDAY NITE - 8:45"
Group -

BEST

A living picture of life that
will grip a be remem-
bered as worth while.




