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as
oourse it is news mlright that may be
of Interest to some, but there are mil-
lions of happlly married couples that
“the Balt of the Earth"” and
mentioned. OT
again, the half drunken motorist gets
into an accident and he has his pl
ture even on the front page, while the
other thousands of sane drivers who
play the game and keep out of trouble
are never even mentloned.
Just to round out that Interesting
series of articles suppose ’
to some capable editor that he explain

. the means by which the editorlal] staff

of a modern newspaper arrives at the
news value of a certain article. We
think # would be of Interest to &
great many renfteri
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Yellow Goat's Beard is & dangerous
weed that is increasing In

we suggest |

The Georgetown Herald, Wednesdsy Evening, July 2nd;, 1941

T

Helen Inppiﬁg' Miller

@D, Applatun-Cantury Os.
" WNU Servioe.

"The light grew cold
tregs stirred and wo
do when night beg :
mountains.* A dry twig fell, a crdas
- bill swung across a 1l
stopped- for an instant on.
of ‘a cedar, turmed head down,
began . its_angry cry. All the frost-
powdered drift of leaves stirred
briefly, .in a' raw breath of wind.
then,was as swiftly still '
" Old Tom tensed a little. For forty
years he had been a woodsman. He
knew all the signs. Something waa
abroad in this quiet winter forest.
He had waited two days ard a night
‘and now his waiting was at an end.

He himself up slightly,
dropped his hat and rested his lefl
arm upon it The gun came up and
was steady. The- cool palm-worn
stock and breech were smooth un-

| der the old man’s hand. [Its weight

gave him.the feeling of power and
dominance that belongs only to
kings. For a long interval he made
no MOove. ’
Then in a Aash-the croasbill hurled
itself to the top of the tree, scream-
ing. Bark sifted dowm. d far
down the slope Torm Pruitt saw what
he had been watthing for for forty
long hours.
A car had stopped on the woods

' road. Two men got out and walked

' up the rutty track and presently a
‘third ‘'man followed. Tom was trou-
bled at that. He had not counted on
a third man. But he lay motion-
4ess, watching.

The three began
slope, stopping at intervals to study
the trees. One was obviously the
conductor of the expedition, mak-
ing gestures, calling the attention of
the others to the lifting majesty of
the trunks, the spread of branches.
Tom Pruitt followed this man with
a narrowed eye, precise and re-
morseless, over the sight of the rest-
ing rifle.

They came closer. The leader
moved ahead, turning back at in
lervals to direct the gaze of the oth-
ers upon the lay of the land, the
absence of wunderbrush, the ease
with which this virgin stand could
be timbered. As though he heard
every word Tom Pruitt knew what
this man was saying, though their
voices reached him only as low mur-
murs through the forest stilineas.

High in the tree the &rossbill was

igitated. Men borm to the woods,
Tom thought with scorn, would have
inown enough to look around, known
_.nat something watched below the
:tossbill's tree. But thesse men did
1ot belong in places of watchful si-
lences They were outlanders. They
iad come to rob. And because
chey had no craft they were help-
e38.

Very slowly Tom's long forearm
fexed, very slowly the muscles of
his lean hand—his right hand-—tight-
ened]

The drama came home to Virgie
Morgan at ten o'clock, when her
ears had begun to ache from listen-
ing for Marian's return, and wild
angers at the stark thoughtlassness
of young people to possess her.

She heard a car stop, and sprang
to her {eet, grim-faced dnd re
proachful.

“Well—did they close up all the
other places?’ She began sharply.
But she stopped at the asight of
Marian's white face. Marian's eyes
were big and frightened.

““Mother—" she began—'‘Bry and
| went to Sally Gallup’'s this after.
noon when It stopped raining. Onb
the way back wa picked up Tom
Pruitt. He's been up there—in the
woods—for days. He's out in the
car now—hae's all muddy. Mother—
Tom killed 2 man—over on Hazel
Fork.” ' '

The sound Virgie Morgan made
at Marian's announcement was half
s groan and hall &-convulsive, ab
surd squeak. There was horror in
it, but under that a terrible tragic
resignation.

Somehow, for.days, for weaks ev-
gn, she had felt the pressure of this
coming thing. The unrest and un-
happy nerve twitchings of impend-
ing change. She had decided in the
morning, in apite of the apparent
calm at the mill, that npow her fore-
bodings had come true—that some-
thing was beginning in the ruthless,
inexplicable fashion with which life
suddenly shifts to the sinister.

But even her stout apirit was oot
braced against such a flerce accel
eration of tempo.

She stumbled up,
“Where is he!” she demanded.
“How do you know he killed a man?
Killed who?" '

Marian was steady. though her
e were big and terrified.

" doesn't know who 1t was.
Mothei He shot somebody. They
were trywng to stéal his timber over
on Hazel Créeek Now he wants usr
to take him o to jail Bry and
[ doni't know whit to do Bry think:
Tom is crary.

climbing the |-

gray-faced

ie. was standing. -stanng
;' at the woor. !

“Gel my codt,' Virgie ordered.
'l talk to Tom . We're not o a
big enough mess—hae would have to
do a thing like this!®

Marian protested. “It's 0o u.e to
talk to him, Mother He's sp ax-
cited when he tries to talk it dpesn't
make sense and his teeth chatter.

Bry doesn’t want to drive way over
to the county-seat tonight.” Couldn't
we telephone the sheriff*” :

“Wa won't telephone anybody. 1I'U
handle Bring Tom in ‘here.
He didn't body Tell Bry to
bring. him in.” T '

“I don’t belleve he'll come in. He
didn't want us .to stop at all. He
sald i we wouldn't take him to jail
that he'd get out and walk."”

“Give me that coat, Lossie. I'll
tetch the old fool in here myselfl.”
Virgie fumbled intg the sleeves, She
was 'a strong “woman but now she
Pelt numb all over and her knees
wete fiyld and cold She walked
out into'the winter dark, holding her
jaw g1 -to keep her”teeth from
clacking’ "“What's all this, Tom Pru-
i#t?" she gemanded, as she came
up to the silent car, standing there
in the dark with headlights burning
dinily. “What's all this foolishness?"’

Tom seemed to heave himself up
with an effort. His long, gaunt body
straightened, in the shadows. His
breath hisged over his teeth.

"“They was in my timber, Mis’
Morgan. 1 was watchin’ for 'em. 1
got one. I'd ought to got them all
I would ‘a got all of 'em but my
old gun jammed. It hadn’t ought to
jammed, neither—I had it cleaned
out good. Them cartridges Bryson
scld me waswn't no good.”

“Get down out of there and-come

‘ into this house. What business have

you got—scaring these children to
death? You ought to be ashamed of
yoursalf.’’. . f o of

*No, I ain’t comin’ in. I got mud
on my feet. I got to go to jail,

™ 2,
o+ .-1.. ; rji
E 7 &
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" Lics

.,m_.m__h.ﬁ_ﬂ;ﬂbn. - Mis’
Morgan. 1 was watchin' for
‘em. [ got ona."

I shot him-=but he

**Nobody's going to'take you to any
jail thia cold night. You clean your
come along in herel T've

had about all the foolishness | can

After some argument and a minor
scuffle, Torn was half dragged, half
carried into the house. Lossle was

white-faced, Marian frankly crying.

Virgie shut the door firmly.

“Much obliged, Bry. You can go
on home now. I'llI handle this alone
from here on."

“Do you want me to telaphone or
seand anybody, Mrs. Morgan?*

“No, I'll do the telephoning. Just
go on home—and don’t talk, Bry—
not tonight, not to anybody. Tom's
all wrought up—there may be some-
thing to this business and there may
not. Don't falk till we mow and
then theres won't be anything to take
back. He needs some hot food and
a sheve and a night's sleep. He'd
die of pneumnonia if they stuck him
in that cold jafl in the shape he's
in'l-i

“If—he did do it, they’ll be look-
ing for him, Mrs. Morgan,” Bry
said. "He ate lunch at Jim Bish-
op's house—he told them he was
hunting bear. Jim will be bound to
mn'll‘

“Well, he lsn’t hiding anywhere.
They can find him easy en . But
I've got to take care of —he
hasn't got sense enough to take care
of himself. Marian, stop whimper-
ing and get some of your father's
old clothes—and you make some hot

{ coffee, Lossie—make a laot of coffes.”

Giving orders, being executive and
the matriarch again, helped -Virgie
keep her ¢ . But when Bry had
gone and Marian had slipped up-
stairs, and Tom Pr-itt, fed and
warmed and dressed some of Da-
vid's old clothes lay ».eeping on the
couch by the fire, Virgie dropped into
a straight chair and sat gripping the
arms, letting her spirit tremble and
her stout heart shudder with appre-
hension. .

She looked up at David's portrait.
David would have known what to do
in & situation like this—but David's

eyves had caution and judgment in’

them. David had never done any-
thing on impulse. She could not
seek for precedents. Nothing~iike
this had ever happened to David
David had been & slight man and

ﬁm‘! 1

aan ankle- hrust out pa

from & pair nf David’s ole
trousers. David's sogka would_no
cover ,Tom’s feet—the heels made
little pouches under his instep . th:
toes were stretched tight They hac
made Tom dress, fed him. com
pelled him to rest, as they woule
have managed a man in a coma
If he heard their voices, he mad:

no sign. He hada gulped a few swal-
lows of food, then ignuring cup and
!pﬂﬂrl had sunk wnto slumber, re-
laxed* and pitiful p wus Vire'e
saw,. an old man A very old man.
Toa nid o be tormenied

David, likely. would have been
able to prevent this affair Virgw
knew that she had heckled Tom too
much, that she was vaguely. =
blame Her motives had been good,
but so where the motives of all fatu-
ous blunderers. If Tom spoke the
truth, this was real trouble It was
murder And -murder, in any coun-
try. under any circumstances. was
an ugly business. - ; s

It looaed the law, a whirling ma-
_¢hine that men had contrived to
grind the grist of their paasions”anc
bring out of them safety and jus-
tice—but, a ruthless mechanism ol
ancient codes and remorseless pro-
cedure that could not be stoppet
after it was set in motion until the
pitiful grist was ground fine. -

If Tom had killed a man there was
no earthly way to save him. Virgie
felt herself sickening. She knew
how useleas any of the timeworn de-
vices would be in Tom's case. He
had, so he said, shot from ambush
and: deliberately. He had said so.
and no one would be able to alter

not mad. He would be only too
grimly sane. He would face the
law with the stony silence of the
mountain man, which had beneath
it a sort of terrible, distorted pride
and a flerce sort of anger that was
not heat, but cold. No one could
save him.

She looked at his limp hand, hang-
ing to the floor, knuckles hard, the
thumb bent and horny, stained with
bark and the blue metal of the oic
rifie, the hand that had rubbed Da-
vid Morgan's back and turned his
helpless body in the bed-—and sud-
denly she turned sick. Going tc
the front door she flung it open and
stood there, drawing ‘long -gasping
breaths. The black cold of the night,
the high.hollow sky, the dogs com-
ing questioningly to sniff, steadied
her. She was Virgie Morgan who
had taken a tough job and beaten
it: she was Virgie Morgan whom
men obeyed and listened to.

Over her head, unseen, unheard, a
dark arc between her and the stars.
wings might threaten. The wings of
menace, For days she had felt
their vague threat. Something was
working against her. She had to
‘ight. The 'timid thing that crouched
and waited felt the swoop of de-
scent, the clipping stee] of ruthless
talons.

Tom was still sleeping, collapsed
and defenseless in his exhaustion.
He would need a warm coat. His
hat lay on the floor, shapeless,
stained with pitch and sawdust. She
picked it up and straightened the
brim.- With the fash-light she ex-
plored a hall closet, found an old
corduroy woods coat of David's. It
would be too small but it would have
to serve. She let the clock mark an-
other hour before she stirred from
her chair, then, buttoning the sheep-
skin under her chin, she went out
the back door.

The dogs came rushing but she
quieted them with & word. The ga-
rage door creaked slightly but she
got. it open, and she knew how to
push her car out and roll it down

She had done it many times when
David lay ilL

Tom woke with difficulty, stupe-
fied with sleep and weariness. She
gave him coffee and whisky, she
made him put on David's coat and
his hat. Seen from the rear he
looked a taller, broader David Mor-
gan and Virgie's heart gave a sud-
den, clutching pang. T

‘““Where we going?" Tom demand:
ed.

“Hush up!' Virgie ordered in a
whisper. *‘Come along.”

The car rolled silently dowm the
steep drive, betwean black hedges of
laurel. At the road Virgie started
the engine, turned on the lights. Her
plans were vague in her mind. To
get Tom away+sdelay—perhaps the
man he had shot at was not dead.
Perhaps he had not been hit at all.
Tom was old. Delay—till something
was certain, Allbis would be no
use. Tom would defeat any attempt
at alibi. There was Bry Hutton
There was Jim Bishop. No hope
but to get Tom away Delay. This
was crime. Compounding a felony:
She would be ipvolved. No matter.

Tom had stood by her. All his life
he had had no thought but the mill,
no thought of himself. He had no
{amily—no one but her. She had to
save him somehow. |

All the dark, winding mountain
roads ahe knew well Every bud-
dled little farm, every dark, shut-
tered country store at a croas-road
with its goggle-eyed gasoline pump.
Every man !n three counties kmew
her, knew her old car, knew Tom
Pruitt. She raced the dawn west-
ward, keeping to the dirt roads, with
Tom slumped on the sest. beside
her. Now agnd then he dozed, jerk-
ing away dully. She had pat plenty

1 of whisky in his coffee. He was

warmed, relaxed, he asked no ques-
tions. i
Once he sald, “Looks like you're

iakin' a mighty long way round,
Mis' Morgan.'' - .
Virgle said, »with a despera

sternness, "*You're not going to jail, }
any- |

Tom Pruity
bﬂd?-"

You never killed

the sloping drive without a sound. |
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Mr. and Mra. Kd. Ostion Gifted on
Ocoaslon of Their 2Nih Wedding
- Anniversary

On Tuesday, June 17th, Mr. and
Mra. Bd, Oation were surprised when
relatives and neighbours gathored at|
thelr home to oelsbrate with

ding anmdversary. Oards were od
in the firat part of mamm.m-
ing which Mr. Harry Laldlaw, acting
as chalrman, called upon Mrs. George
Leslie who reéead the following address:
Dear Qlara and Edward: p "

We, your loving relatives have ga-
thered here tonight uninvited to con-

" | gratuiate you on having reached thist

shining milestome [n your :
fife: viz. your silver wedding annlver-
sary. This is a wonderful achieve-
ment in & day and generation like
this, when you.hsar of 80 many Bac-
cidents happening every day, to say
nothing of ‘separations and divorces

. -

all your deults,

besetting ains, still, the good

must have -overbalanced these, .

you would not be here tonight a0 smdl-
. and heppy. It !5 -réally Temark-
e. when you stop to conslder the

situation from all angles.

It is our wish that you may lwve to

sée many more anm and

when we call to celebrate your golden

wedding, may you be surrounded not

them |
on the oocasion of thelr sllver wed-|.

FJ TG LS et
R e,

T

* - REV. F. B.-WASE

e

only by your children, but. by your
grandchildren and great-grandchikl-
ren, too.

'Mautuaanumirﬂﬂnhmﬁm
oocasion we would ssk you to mocept
this allver relish dish with all love and
good wishes. Bigned: Mrs. D. OCamp~

his story. She knew Tom. He was | bell; -Miss Mamie Campbell and the

Leslle Family. .

The presentation was made by Mrs,
Will Lyons. ~

The chairman then called upon
Mrs. Fraser Smith, who read the fol-

lowi address:
e June 17, 1841

Dear Mr. amnl Mrs. Cation:

We, your nelghbours have gothey
ed at your home this evening to
spend a few hours with you on the
oocasion of your sllver wedding anni-

Versary.

You Mr. Cation, have always lved
right in our midst and your bride of
twenty-five years &ag0 came us
from an adjolning community. Yon
have -both ©been thoughtful, kind
nelghbours, always willlng to lend a
helping hand.

we would ask you to accept Lhese
gifts as a slight token of our esteem
and a remembrance of this happy oc-
casion.

May you both, as the years pas
by and anniversaries come and go,-£n-
joy good health, prosperity and the
fellowship of your children
nelghbours.

We pray that God's blessing may
rest upon you and that you may live
to enjoy many more Yyears of happy
wedded life together.

" it
of actively oultivating relations with

months aAg0.

AMr. Dees has spent a lifetime In the
fruita

vice was one which made a deep
press on the minds of all who wWerw
the cholr, the Bishop

through the

centre alsle of the church to the chan
cel, where _Bishop

present. Led b

.| prayers, the Incumbent,

and

Reé. . H. Wase

" Inducted as Rector
of Dunnville Church

Rev. F. H Waszse, formerly Trectof

of 8t. George’s Church of England,

was Tecently induoctad as

Ty of B Fand the ecntle Clnne,
Dunnville, In an
conducted by the Lord Bishop of Nia-
DMRLHE?.LWIB.MLH.

service

Clothed in all the beauty and dige
nitynftheﬂhﬂutianﬂhm.them-m

and Olergy

all announc-
ed his Intention of instituting the new
rector “Into the cure of souls in this
parish,” and “Inducting him into the
Incumbency thereofl.” short

Rev. F. H.
Wase, standing before the Bishop, who
was seated at the chancel steps, read
aloud the declarations and oaths pre-
viously taken by him, after which the
Rural Dean of Haldimand, Rev. P. A,
Sawyer of Caledonia read the let-
ters of Insituation and license o©on-
I;fht'lmhn.g the appointment to this par-

This done, Bishop Broughall, with
the incumbent kneeling before him In-
stituted Mr. Wase into his charge, pré-
senting him with a Blble and book of
Common Prayer as “rules of conduct,”
fallowing this with his blessing. Ven.
Archdeacon A. C. Mackintosh next
inducted the minister, and, with the
Church Wardens, T. O. McCutcheon
and G. E. Parkes, proceeded to the
Font. Litany Desk, Lectern, Pulplt and
Altar, the congregation
hymn, “We Love the Flace, O
Whereln Thine Honor Dwells."
to this, Mr. Wase recelved the keys of

the Church .frogn Mr. Parkes, the rec-

tor recelving them as “the- pledge of
of me as your Ap-

pointed minister.”

At the Altar, the ngnm

the Incumbent, exhorting to Iusi

L]
e
]

L

the
God,
Prior




