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! Buch, as I8 sometimes sald, was the
first issue, complete, of the North End
Daily Orlole, I’lorence was not Im-
mediately eritical of some distortions
of meaning In the body of her poem,
due partly to Atwater & Rooter’s nat-
ural lack of experience In a new and
exacting trade; partly to their enviable
unconsclousness of any necessily for
proofreading; and somewhat lo thele
haste In getting through the final, aid
least Interesting stage of (helr under-
taking, Ilorence's poem being, in fact,
so- far as the printers were concerned,
mere hack work and anti-cllmax.,

And as they later declared, under
fire, anybody that could make out
more than three words In five of her
ole; handwrlting was welcome to do
It. Besides, what did it matter If a
little bit was left out at the end of
one or Ltwo of the lines? They couldn't
be expected to run the lines out over
thelr margin, could they? And they
never knew anything crazler than
makin' all this fuss because: What
If some of It wasn't printed Just ex-
actly right, who in the world wag goin’
‘to notice It, and what was the dif-
ference of just a few words different
In her ole poem, anyhow?

Tor, by the time these explanations
(30 to call them) took place, Florence
wag Indeed makin' a fuss. Her emo-
tlons, at firsf, haid been happlly stimu-
lated at sight of "By Florence At-
water.” | A singular tenderness had
risen In her—a tremulous sonse as of
something almost sacred coming at
last into its own; and she had hurrled
to distrlbute, gratls, among rolatives
and frlends, several coples of the Orl-
ole, paying for them, too (though not
without injurlous argument) at the
rate of two cents a copy. But upon
returning to her own home, sha be-
came calm enough (for a moment or
80) to look over the poem with at-
tention to detalls. She returned has-
tily to the newspaper bullding, but
would have been wiger to remaln
away, since all subsecribers had ’re-
celved their coples by the timé ghe got

» thera; and under the clrcumstances
little reparation was practleable,

She ended her oratton—or professed
to end lt—by declaring that she would
never have hndther poem In thelr ole
vile newspaper as long ag she llved.

“You're right about that,”” Henry
Rooter agreed heartlly. “We wouldn't
let another one In it. Not for fifty
dollarg! Just look at all the trouble
we took molling and tolling to get
your ole poem printed ns nlce as we
could, 8o It wouldn't ruin our newspa-
per, and then you comin' over here
and goin' on thls way, and all this und
that, why, I wouldn't go through it
again for a hundred dollars, We're
makin' good money anyhow, with our
newspaper, Florence Atwatef, You
needn't think we depend on you for
our Hving!"

“That's #o,” his partner declared.
““We knew you wouldn't be satlsfled
anyway, Illorence. Didn't we, Henry?"

“I should say we dlal”

“Yes, sic!” sald Herbert, "Right
when we were havin' the worst tlme
tryin' to print It and make out some
o' the words, I sald right then, we
were Just throwlng away our time, I
sald, ‘Whnt's the use? That ole girl's
hound to ralge Caln anyhow, so what's
the use wastin' a whole Iot of our
good time and braing llke thls, just to
sult her? Whatever we do, she's cer-
tain to come over here and Insult us.’
Isn't that what I sald, IHenry?”

. “Yes, It §8; and I safd then you
were right, and you are rvight!"

“Cert'nly I am,” sald Horbert,
“Didn't I tell you she'd be Jjust the
woy some of the family say she Is?
A good many of 'em say she'd find
fault with the undertaker at her own
funeral, That's Just evactly what I
sald 1"

“Oh, you dld?' Florence burlesqued
a polite Interest, “How virry consid-
orate of you! Then, perhapyg you'll
try to be a gentléman enough for
one simple moment to allow me to tell
you my last remarks on this subjeet,
I've sald enough—" !

“Oh, have you?' Herbert Interrupt.
ed with vielent sarcasm. “Oh, nol
Say not sol KFlorence, say not sol"

AL this, Henry Rooter loudly shout-
¢d with applatsive hllovity; whores
npon Herbert, rather surprised at hig
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own effectivéness, nuturdlly repeated
hils mot.

*Sny not so, FPlorence!
so! Say not gol”

“I'll tell you one thing!" his lady
cousint <ried, thoroughly Infurinte:,
“I wish to make %\l t one last simple
remark that X would care to soll my-

Say not

self with In your vespects, Mister Her-
hort Iingsworth Atwater and Mister
Henry Rooter!”

“Oh, say not so,
both entreated.
not sol" ;

“T'IL Just stimply state the simple
truth," Ilorence nnnomaccd, “In the
first place you'te goin' to live to see
the day when you'll dome and beg me
on your bented knees to hnve me put
pocins or anything I want (0 on your
ole uewspaper, but Il just laugh at
voul ‘Indeed? I'Il say! ‘Se you
come heeein! :irmwrl l'm‘. do you? 1Iin,
ha!' 'l say-—'1 guess ‘s a little too
late for that! Why I wouldn't—'"

“Oh, say not so, IMlorence! Say not
so!"

“*Me allow you to have one of my
poems? I'll say, ‘Much less than that!
'l say, *beenuse even It I was wear-
Ing the oldest shoes I got In the world
I wouldn't take the trouble to—'"

Iter condlusion was drowned out.
"Oh, Florence, sny not so! Say not
10, Plorence!  Bay not go!"

The hateful entreaty still murmureq
In her resentful ears that night, as
she fell asleep; and she pasged into
the beginnlngs of a dream with her
lps slightly dimpling the surface of
her pillow in belated repartee. And
upon waking, though It was Sunday,
her first words, halt slumbrous In the
gllence of the morning, were, “Vile
things!”  Her faculties became more
alert, during the preparation of a
tollet which wag to serve not only for
breakfast, but with the additlon of
gloves, a hat, and a blue velvet coat,
for church and S8unday school as well;
and she planned: a hundred ven-
geances, That 18 to say, her mind
dld not occupy itself with plots pos-
sibly* to make real; rather it dabbled
among those fragmentary vislons that
love to overlap and displace one an-
other In the shifty retina of the mind's
eye.

But In all of these plctures, where-
in prevallingly she gdeemed some gort
of deathly powerful Queen of Poetry,
the postures agsumed by the figures of
Messrs, Atwater and Rooter (both
fn an extremlity of rags) were miser-
ably suppliant. So she goothed her-
self a little—but not long. Herbert In
the next pew In church, and Henry In
the next beyond that, were perfoct
compositlons In amugneas, They wero
cold, contented, aristocratic; and had
an Imperturbable understanding be-
tween themselves—qulite perceptible
to the sensitive Florence—that she
was a nulsance now capably disposed

Flovence 1"
"Say not so!

they
Say

"of by thelr beautiful discovery of "Say

not sol” Florence's feellngs were un-
becoming to the place and occasion.
But at four o'clock that affernoon
she was assuaged Into:a milder con-
ditlon by the arrlval, n¢cording to an
agreement made In Sunday school, of
the popular Miss Patty I'alrchild,
'atty wag thirteen and a half; an
exquislite pergon with gold-dusted
hair, eyes of perfect blue, and nn al-
luring alr of sweet self-consclonsness,
Henry IRRooter and Herbert Illings-
worth Atwater, Jr, out gathering
news, saw her entering Tlorence's
gate, and Immediately  forgot that
they were reporters, They becomé sl-
lent and gradually movéd toward the
house of thelr newspaper's
poetess, y
Florence and Patty occupled them-
selves Indoors for half an hour; then
went out Into the ynrd to study a
mola's tunnel that had Intercated IMlor-
ence recently, They followed It neross
the lawn at the south slde of the
house, discussing the habits of moles
and other matters of zoology: and
finglly lost the track near the fence,
which was here the “back fenco,”
higher than thelr heads. Patty looked
through a knothole to see If the tun-
nel was visible In the next yard, but
without reporting upon her obgerva-
tlonsg she turned, ag If carclessly, and
leaned back against the fence, cover-
ing the knothole. ' ‘
“F'lorence," she sald, in a_tone goft-
er and loveller than she had been
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using heretofore— “Florence, do you
know what I think?”

“No. Could you see any more tracks
over there?"

“Florence,” sald Patty—"I was just
golng to tell you something—only may-
be I better not,”

“Why not?' Florence Inquired. “Go
on and tell me,”

“No,” sald Patty, gently,
might think It was silly.”

“No, I won't."

“Yes, you might.”

“I promlze T won't,”

“Well, then—oh, IMlorence, I'in gure
you'll think it's sllly1"

“I promised I woulditt,"”

“Well—I don't think I better say
it."

"Go on,"”
you got to."

“Well, then, If I got to,” sald Patty.
“What I was golng to say, Florence:
Don't you think your cousin Herbert
and Henry Rooter have got the nleest
eyes of any boy In town?’

“Who?' Florence was staggered.

“I do,”" Patty sald in her charming
volce. “I (hink Herbert and Henry've
got the nicest eyes of any boy In
town."

“You do?' Florence erled Incred-

“Yo‘l

Florence wurged. “Patty,

ulously. ”

“Yeg, I really do, Florence. I think
Herbert Atwater and Henry Rooter
have got Just the nlcest eyes of any
boy in town.”

“Well, I never heard anything like
this before!" Florence declared,

“But don't you think they've got the
nicest eyes of any boy In town?" Pat-
ty Inslsted, appealingly.

“I think,” sald Florence, *“Thelr
eyes are just horrable!”

“What 1’

“Herbe:t’'s eoyes,” contlnued TFlor-

ence ardently, “are the very worst
lookin' ole squinty eyes I over saw,

and that nasty llttle Henry Rooter's
eyes—"

But Patty suddenly became fidgety;
she hurrled away from the fence,
“"Come over here, Wlorence,” she sald.
"Let's go over to the other sida of
the yard and talk.”

And It was tlme for her to take
some such actlon if she wished to
show any tact, Messrs, Atwater and
Rooter, scated quletly together upon
0 box on the other side of the fence
(though with thelr backs to the knot-
hole) were beginning to show signs of
Inward disturbance. Already flushed
with  unexpeeted ineffabilities, their

complexions had grown even pinker
upon Florence’s open-hearted cxpres-
slons of opinion. Slowly they turned
thelr heads to look sternly “nt  the
fence, upon the other slde of whieh
steed the maligner of thelr o®os, Not
that they cared what that ole glrl
thought—but she oughtn't to be al-
lowed to go around talking llke this
and perhaps prejudicing everybody
that had n word to say for them.

“Come on over here, Florence,”
called Patty huskily, from the other
slde of the yard, “Let's talk over
here,”

Florence was puzzled, but consent-
ed. “What you want to talk over hero
for?” she nsked.

“Oh, I don't know,” sald Patty.
“Let's go out In the front yard."

She lod the way ground the house,
and & moment later uttered a cry of
surprise as fhe firm of Atwater &
Rooter, passing along the pavement,
hesitated at tho gate. Thelr celebrat-
ed eyes showed some doubt for a mo-
ment, then n brazenness; l}erhert and
Henry declded to come in,}

“Isn’t thls the funnlest 'thing?”
cried Patty. “After whath'I just n
while ago—you know, Florguce. Don't
you dare to tell 'em.) . = °

(Continued on Page 4, t]:lls aucllcn)'

LAND SALE

State of South Carelina,
County of Laurens.

PROBATE COURT

Pursuant to a decree of the Court
in case of Sallle R. Sweeney individu-
ally, and as administratrix of the es-
tate of Anderson Robertson, deceased,
Plaintiff, against Thad Robertson et
al, defendants, T will sell at public
auction to the highest bidder, at Lau-
rens C. 11, 8. C,, on Salesday in Be-
cember, 1921, the 6th day of the month,
during the legal hours for such sales,
Lhin following doscribed property, to
wit:

All that tract or plantation of land,
sltuate, lying and belng near Gray
Court, in ILaurens county, State of
South Carolina, containing fifty-two
'52) acres, more or less, and hounded
on the north by lands formerly be-
longing to Naney Robertson; on the
east by lands of Mrs, J. N, Leake, on
the south by lands of It L. Gray, ﬂ'ﬁ\l
on the west by lands of Bud Putnam.

Terms of sale: cash, Purchaser to
say for papers. If the purchaser fails
to comply with his bid, the jand to be
resold on the same or some subsze-
quent galesday on the same terms, and
at the risk of the former purchaser.

0. G, 'TIIOMPSON,
J. PoLi e
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Just Received
A New '
Beautiful
Assortment
Ladies’ and Children’s

MILLINERY
SPECIALLY
PRICED FOR
THIS SALE

1A

MID-SEASON SALE

e AT \

* GREENBURG’S DRY GOODS STORE

BEAUTIFUL LINE
of
Plaid Blankets
SPECIALLY
PRICED FOR THIS
SALE

$3.98 and up

SHOES

1 lot Boys' Tan Shoes,
sizes 6 to 9

$1.65
Regular Price $2.50

SHOES

Infant’s Felt Shoes, all
colors, Special

29¢

Ladies’ All Wool

Fixtra Heavy
U. 8. ARMY
Blanket Cloth

66 inches wide.
Ppecial, yard

b50c

BOYS PANTS

Boys’ Corduroy Panis,
extra strong, sizes up
to 10 years

98¢

BOYS' SUITS

Fancy

SWEATERS

In all the latest colors.
Regular price $4.98.
Special

$2.98

In light blue and pink.
Very warm and dura-

BABY

BLANKETS |An Sizes.

ble. Special

69c

MEN’S CORDU-
ROY PANTS

thing for hard wear.
Pair

$2.98

$6.98, $7.98

All Wool "and Wool
Mixed. Specially
Priced

$2.50, $3.98, $4.98

SHOES
One lot of Girls’ Shoes
in black and tan.
Sizes 9 to 2.

$1.98

SHOES
One lot Ladies’ Work

Babies’ Vel-

Just the|] vet Bonnets

Value up to $2.98.
Special

SHOES

Boy Scout Shoes. Size
1 to 5. Special per
pair

$1.85

Fine

CHECKED
HOMESPUN

assortment of
pretty plaids.
Special

814¢

Boys’ Sweaters

In all sizes.
price $1.75.
Special

98¢

98¢

Beautifully Trimmed.

Shoes. Regular Price
$3.48. Special

$2.19

Ladies’
Bed Room
SLIPPERS

In ali colors. Regular

Regular|  Men’s and

Ladies’ Hose

and gray. Special

SHOES

Iloyh‘ Dress Shoes,
11Y%5 to 2. Regular
price $2.98. Special

$1.98

One lot of Ladies’ Cor-
gets in white and pink
in the latest models.

CORSETS

signs,
Special

$1.00 each

CHILDREN’S
COATS

In all the latest de-
Special at

$2.98, $3.98, $4.98
$5.98, $6.98

at, Pair

10¢

In black, white, brown

price $1.75. Special
98¢

Curtain Scerim
In White and Ecru in
Plain and Flower Bor-

der. Yard

10¢

$5.98 to $14.98

Ladies’ Dresses

In all the latest models
and the newest shades,

Ladies’ Skirts
Novelty Plaid Pleated
Skirts. The big hit of

the season.
Special at

$4.98

ey

Greenburg’s Dry Goods

Nbr_th Side of Square

Store

Laurens, S. C.I




