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SYNOPSIS

Diane Carrol—young artist and
wealthy orphan, more interested
in her work than society——visits
the little village of Pine Knob in
the Ozarks. Her sunny disposi-
tion melts the usual frigidity of
the mountaineers towards strang-
ers and they accept her as one of
the “home folks”—all except Ann
Haskel, whose word is law in Pine
Kncb. Diane, nevertheless, is fas-
cinated by Ann about whom she
has heard conflicting stories of
generosity and hardness. The
mountain woman seems to be
avoiding Diane, but her good-for-
nothing stepson, Jeff Todd, fol-
lows the artist everywhere. Ann
has a son of her own, John Her-
bert Haskel, whom she sent away
years ago, following the death of
her first husband. Diane’s best
friends among the mountaineers
are “Uncle Jimmie” and “Aunt
Josie” Cartwright who have prom-
ised to protect her from the an-
noying Jeff. One day, Ann comes
gpon Diane painting in Shady
Creek Valley and brusquely asks:
“What be you a-doin’ hyear?”
Diane apologizes for trespassing.
Ann’s demeanor changes immedi-
ately and she says: “You're wel-
come. I got sense to see you ain't
&-hurtin’ nobody.”

CHAPTER VIIL

Presently Diane said with quiet
en’ iasm: “I'm awfully glad you
happened to find me here this
morning, Mrs. Haskel.”

The mountain woman looked at
her sharply before answering. Then
again the artist saw the shadow of
a \"‘f]'ﬂ

“What is

nin’ to ketch
akes you glad?”

“l have been wanting to know
you ever since I came,” smiled Di-
ane. “Ive heard so much about

.

you.

thar 'bout me a-hap-
you hyear that

o Cartwright is a gabby
ol. She's another, So’s Pappy
Talk their dad-burned heads
give 'em ha'f a chance. We-
uns in the backwoods air mostly a
triflin’, no-'count, come-day-go-day-
3 nd-Sunday, lot. This hyear
all right—natchally. Hit’s
*h s what’s a-speilin’ hit.”
Her face softened and her voice
was not so harsh. “These hyear
+rods an’ mountains an’ valleys an’
streams an' springs they ain’t no-
ways like we-uns what’s a-livin’
among 'em. Hit would sure be a
Gawd-a-mighty’s blessin’ if folks
could only be an’ live like the trees,
now wouldn't hit?”

The many tales she had heard
about Ann Haskel raced through
Diane’s mind: Her despotic rule
over the countryside: the rescue of
Pappy Giles and his invalid wife;
the night-riders; the newcomers
she had forced to move on; the poor
people she had helped; the undesir-
ables she had driven out; her boy,
the last of the Haskels, whom she
had put so completely out of the
backwoods life, and out of her own
life as well. When she had first
discovered the artist in that place,
and had made her presence known
to Diane, she had been as the Lodge
people described her-—suspicious.
hard, dangerous even. But now, as
the woman sat there on the ground
in the very heart of her mountain
wilderness, she seemed to relax—
ywer her guard, as it were. It
as if she felt that she might
afely snatch a moment's rest. And
Diane, with the true artist’s vision,
saw all at once something wonder-
fully fine and strong in that hard,
uncompromising, weather -beaten
face. The woman must have been
beautiful in her youth, with a
strong, wild, free sort of beauty.
If the boy, John Herbert. was any-
thing like his mother, thought
Diane, the world would surely hear

f the last of the Haskels.

Aloud, she said, gently: *“But
God created human beings as truly
as He made the trees, didn’'t He?”

“Not like they be, He didn’t. He
only give 'em their start. Folks
mostly make themse'ves. What a
body makes of himse’f depends a
lot on the chance he gits. Some-
times hit depends on somethin’ else
—somethin’ nobody can’t noways
help: like, fer instance, whar hit's
jest natchally in the breed. You-
all at the Lodge down yonder, you're
a heap more triflin’ an’ worthless
even than we-uns what war borned
an’ raised right hyear in the back-

e

woods. An’ look as the chance you-

We-uns don't know nothin'
an’ got less; you-uns know every-
thing an' got everything. We-uns
air mostly a-doin’ the best we know;
you-uns ain't a-givin' a doggone.
You should take shame to your-
se'ves, bein’ like you be with all the
chance you've had.”

Diane flushed. “Evidently you
haven't a very good opinion of us.”

“You're durned right I ain't, I
sure like folks what's got some-
thin' to 'em. I'd a sight ruther have
'em right down bad than to have
'em jest plum’' nothin’, like you-
uns. Take your funny little drinks.
Now, what do they amount to? If
1 war a-wantin’ to drink, I'd h'ist
me a good hefty snort of real licker.
An’ I'd take her straight. Look at
them cigareets you're all the time
a-suckin—jest aper an' fancy
store terbaccer. Me, I smoke a real
pipe an’ real terbaccer—long green
what I raise an’ cure myse'f. Fish-
in’ with little poles no bigger'n a
willer switch, an’ make-believe flies!
If a body wants fish, let him git to
work an’ set him a trot-line, or take
him a gig an’ kill hisse'f a real
mess. An’t nothin’ to make-believe
fishin'—a-ketchin’ poor little min-
nies what ain’t big 'nough to smell-
up the skillet even. You-uns ain’t
a-livin’ real; you're jest playin’ at
livin’; hit’s all jest make-believe to
you. You don’t even dress real. Go
'round ha'f the time a-wearin’
funny man-clothes—the balance of
the time you ain’t got on 'nough to
wad a shotgun.”

“But, Mrs. Haskel,
think—"

“You hush till I've done said my
say. You-uns can't even take keer
of your menfolks. They’re poor crit-
ters, them Lodge men. ‘Monfnlks
mostly air., Four out of five hus-
bands ain't worth keepin’; t'other
one wouldn't be if hit warn't fer
some woman a-lookin' after him.
Every woman’s jest natchally got
to take keer of some man, soon or
late. Seems like that’s what Gawd-
a-mighty made 'em females fer
Hit mostly happens, too,

's takin’ keer of ain't

all got!

don’t you

man a wo taki
the one a-thinkin’ most
about.”

“Very good, Mrs. Haskel,” Diane
returned, with spirit. *“But I cer-
tainly object to your putting me in
the do-nothing-but-pretend class. I
work, and | work hard. My father
was a worker, too. No one ever
accused Bill Carrol of not living
real, as you call it. And he taught
me to live the same way. My
friends are all people who work for
everything they have and who value
above everything else the realities
of life.”

The mountair woman locoked at
her shrewdly. *“Be you a-takin’
keer of one of them Lodge men?”

“Indeed 1 am not!”

“Bet you're a-thinkin' ‘bout
some man you'd like to be a-takin’
keer of ?”

“] am not; I am too interested in
my work.”

“Meanin’ them pitchers you're
all the time a-paintin’?”

“Meaning exactly that,”
retorted sharply.

“Huh! Don't 'pear to be much
work 'bout hit 'cordin’ to my way
of thinkin".”

“I suppose not. But perhaps that
is because you know so little about
g

“I reckon you done said hit,” ad-
mitted Ann Haskel, with an odd
smile; and there was a curious
wistful look on her rugged face,
and a strange ecagerness in her
voice as she added: *“I'd sure ad-
mire to have you tell me 'bout hit
—'bout what you call your work,
I mean "

Partly in the spirit of defend-
ing herself against the charge of
uselessness, and partly with a de-
sire to help this backwoods woman
to understand a little that real liv-
ing was not wholly material and
utilitarian as she saw it, Diane
talked of art and of those who
labored and sacrificed in its service.
Ann Haskel listened intently.

“So you see,” the artist concluded,
“one must work, and work hard, to
accomplish anything worth while in
the arts. ‘Dabbling’ simply counts
for nothing at all.”

“Uncle Jimmie "lows you make a
riﬂn smart of money with your
pi

Diane

hers. Do you?”

“lI make enough.” Diane an-
swered, shortly *“But if the money
I make was my only interest in
painting, T would never again touch |
8 brush.” '

And that—<considering the size of !

THIMBLE THEATER

the fortune which Diane Carrol in
herited from her father—was so
literally true that the artist smiled
at the thought. It would be quite
useless, she reflected, to explain that
she was a very wealthy young
woman and, therefore, could not be
reasonably charged with painting
pictures for money. And besides
Bill Carrol’s daughter preferred al-
ways to stand on her own feet. With
her it was a matter of pride—pride
not understandable to many, per-
haps, but—well—as those who knew
her best sometimes remarked,
“That was Diane.”

“You're a likely-lookin' young
woman,” said Ann, “How come you
ain'’t
after?

“It is all I can do to take care of
myself,” Diane returned, with a
shade of bitterness, meaning far
more than the mountain woman
knew. With her knowledge of life
and her downright honesty the
heiress of the Carrol fortune had

Hay wmeadows were reported 72
[ per cent of normal, eight poi
low average. prolonged dry wea
| resulted in slow growth and pas-|:©
ture condition was reported at 67
per cent normal

Seventy-two per vent of the cows
were being milked, as compared
with 73.8 per cent last year and ap
proximately 58 per cent ol hen

got no man to be a-lookin’ |
" |

long since faced the truth that her |

pride in being valued for herself
alone would quite likely result in

her remaining single to the end of |

her days.

“ 'Pears like you got some sense,” |

admitted the other. “But hit'd be
right smart more decent, 'cordin’ to
my way of thinkin’, if you was to
git yourself married regular 'stead
of playin’ 'round with the men like

you young city wimmen do these |

days.

Diane was furious. “Are you de- |
liberately trying to insult me, Mrs. |

Haskel?” she demanded.
“You can take hit or leave hit,”
retorted the mountain woman,
harshly. “I know what I've seed
every summer them Lodge folks has
been a-hellin’ 'round this neighbor-
hood. I ain't a plum’ fool jest 'cause
I've lived my life in the woods.”
Something in the mountain wom-
an’s voice — something,

perhaps, |

which Diane herself had thought of |

certain of the vacationists, caused

the girl to smother her indignation. |

“I don’t care what you think you

know, Mrs., Haskel,” she said, calm- |

ly. “You certainly do not know
me.”
“Mebbe not—yet,” eame the grim

retort. “Got any folks, have you?” |

Almost against her will Diane |
told briefly of ber childhood under |
Aunt Jessica's guardianship; of her |

father, his work and their comrade- |

ship; of her student days; and that |
she was now alone in the world. |
“The last of the Carrols,” she said, |

unconsciously using a phrase which |
had been put into her mind by the |

stories of Ann Haskel and her son.

The older woman spoke heavily: |
“You sure had a chance to be some- |

thin'—with a daddy like that an’
schoolin’ an travelin’ an’ all. We-
uns what's borned an’ raised up
hyeag in these backwoods ain’t got
no sich chance. 1 used to read 'bout
sich things in books when | was a
young woman ‘bout your age—I
mean, the sort of things that you
war borned to an’ that you've been
brought up amongst. But thar

warn't never no way fer me to have |

‘em. I knowed a man once—he used
to come an’ stay with we-uns a spell
every fall to hunt. He used to tell
'bout sich things like you're a-tell-
in’. Seemed like I could mighty nigh

sense hit all when I war listenin’ to |

him. He used to send me books, too.
An’ write me letters, sometimes. He
never married.
why. Any woman would 'a’ been
mighty proud to have him father

I never knowed |

her children.” Her voice sank to a |

dreary hopeless monotone which
nearly brought tears to Diane's
eves. “This hyear ain’t no fitten
ﬁlace to raise up a child. Not if

e’s got good blood, hit ain’t. HitN |

do fer some right enough. You jest
natchally can’t spoil a rotten aigg,
nohow, But hit sure ain't noways
fitten fer to raise up voung folks
what could be somethin’ if only they
had a chance.”

And suddenly Diane Carrol’s un-
derstanding heart went out to this
mountain woman who was reveal-
ing so much more than she realized
of her life tragedy. The girl,
strangely enough, feit a kinship
with her—as if between them there
was some bond—as if beneath the
surface things of their lives which
were so0 far apart there lived some-
thing which was theirs in common.
Bill Carrol’'s daughter, and Ann
Haskel, too. were “sisters under the
skin.”

(To Be Continued)
Coprright. 1932 by Harold Bell Wright
Digtsibuted by King Features Syndicate. Ina
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SYNOPSIS

Diane Carrol—young artist and
wealthy orphan, more interested
in her work than society—visi's
the little village of Pine Knob in
the Ozarks. Her sunny disposition
melts the usual frigidity of the
mountaineers towards strangers
and they accept her as one of the
“home folks"—all except Ann
Haskel, whose word is law in Pine
Knob. Diane, nevertheless, is fas-
cinated by Ann about whom she
has heard conflicting stories of
generosity and hardness. The
mountain woman seems to be
avoiding Diane, but her good-for-
nothi stepson, Jeff Todd, fol-
lows the artist everywhere. Ann
has a son of her own, John Her-
bert Haskel, whom she sent away
years ago, following the death of
her first husband. Diane’s best
friends among the mountaineers
are “Uncle fimmie” and “Aunt
‘Iosie" Cartwright who have prom-
sed to protect her from the an-
noying Jeff. One day, Ann comes
upon Diane painting in Shady
Creek Valley and brusquely asks:
“What be you a-doin’ hyear?”
Diane apologizes for trespassing.
Ann's demeanor changes immedi-
ately and she says: “You're wel-
come. I got sense to see you ain't
a-hurtin’ nobody.” Seeming to relax
and grow more friendly, Ann con-
fides in Diane that, while the peo-
ple of the woods are better than
the society folk at the Lodge, still
the backwoods would be no place
to raise young folks who could be
something if given a chance. Diane
realizes that the mountain woman
was revealing more of her life than
she intended and the girl's heart
went out to her.

CHAPTER IX.

The younger woman wanted to
speak of the boy that Ann Haskel
had sent away no one knew where
nor why. But before she could find
words the other said, harshly:
“Hit’s a cryin’ shame fer a body
what’s had your chance to be a-doin’
sich triflin’ play-work as this hyear
pitcher-paintin’. If I had a gal like
you I'd sure make out fer her to
know how to do somethin’ that war
real.”

Diane launched again into a de-
fense of her art.

“Hit all sounds purty to hyear
you a-tellin’ hit. But can’t nobody
cat a pitcher, can they? Can’t no-
body wear 'em. A pitcher of a cow
couldn’t give no milk. You can’t
harvest no cawn from a pitcher of
a cawnfield. A pitcher fire wouldn’t
warm a body if they was freezin’.
Hit don’t make no difference how
hard you work at hit you can’t
never make a pitcher real. Hit's all
jest make-believe. You jest natch-
ally can’t paint these hyear woods
like they be. You're bound to leave
out the song of the birds an’ the
smell of the trees an’ bresh an’
ferns. You can’t paint the rustlin’
of the leaves an’ the feel of the sun
an’ wind into no pitcher. I like to
deal with things that air real. I
want my woods like Gawd-a-mighty
made 'em. [ don't want no make-be-
lieve woods with all the life left
out.”

“But, Mrs. Haskel, you believe in
education, don't you? Isn’'t the
world of books and music and art
and—and thought—isn’t it all as
real as the world you know about?”

“Education is what a body makes
of hit,” retorted the other, stub-
bornly. “Folks what's got education
air all kinds, same as them what
ain't. Look at you Lodge folks.
You'uns got education, an’ what be
you? That man I was a-tellin’ you
‘bout, he war educated too, an’
couldn’t nobody help believin® in
sich as him. He sure warn't no
triflin’ pretender. He did things
like a man ought.”

“What did your friend do ?” asked
Diane, quickly. “Tell me about
him. Perhaps I have heard of him.
Perhaps my father knew him.”

Ann Haskel rose hurriedly to her
feet. “T got to be a-goin’,” she said,
harshly. “Can’t stay hyear all day
a-triflin’ with you. T got real work
to do.”

With this she crossed to the oppo-
site side of the glade and disap-

eared behind some bushes which

id a pocket-like hollow in the side
of the mountain. A moment later
she reappeared, riding the big bay
horse.

“What a beautiful horse!” Diane
exclaimed. “I have often admired
him from a distance.”

The mountain woman halted close
beside the artist, and the horse, put-
ting down his head. nudged the

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE)
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water Riley Churisman, S E
Shamp, M. E. Hower and Giles |
Porter of this city and Laura
Shatto of Van Buren,

Mrs. James Bain will give the
welcome address at the Tuesday
morning session and the response
will be given by Cora Hood of
Bluffton. Busine matters will |
be transacted during the morning |
and at the noon hour a luncheon
will be served at the Methodist |
church.

The afternoon session will open
at 1:30 o'clock, and addresses will
he given by Clara Cilmour., grand
senior and by Ocie V. Jellison,
grand chief.
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Mrs. John Falk of Peru, formerly

of Decatur, is reported to be ser-
iodsly ill at her home. Her condi-
tion iz regarded critical and rela-

tives have been called to the Falk
home,.
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girl’s shoulder with his nose.

Diane laughed as she
fondled the animal’s head and neck.
“1 believe he likes me,"” she cried, in
almost childish delight, and laid her
cheek against the white blazed fore-
bead. Suddenly she looked up at
the rider's face, startled by what
she had heard. Ann Haskel had
actually laughed aloud—a low queer
sort of chuckle it was, but there was
no mistaking it.

“Don’t you be fooled,” she said.
“Billy he’s only pretendin’. He's
a-hopin’ mebbe you'll feed him
somethin’ he likes. You see, he's a
man hoss an’ jest natchally knows
how to git 'round a woman. If you
war a man, now, he wouldn't pay
you a mite more 'tention than if you
was a rock or a bush. He's allus
a-makin’ believe he likes me—tryin’
to make a fool out of me. Mostly
he does hit, too, 'cause he’s 'bout

the only livin’ thing 1 know what
even pretends with me that a way.”

“I should like to paint him,” said
Diane. “Won't you let me make a
picture of him for you? I don’t
mean for money,” she added, impul-
sively, “but just because—well—be-
cause I'd love to do it.”

“What would 1 want a pitcher of
Billy for when I got him? I couldn’t
ride no pitcher of a hoss. Hit
wouldn’t talk to me ner he’p me git
'round, ner rub his haid ag’'in’ me
like he's a-doin’ to you right now.”

“Oh, but you're very fond of
Billy, aren’t you?”

“Hit stands to reason I'd be
He's a good hoss. We been together
a long time, too.”

“Well, if anything should hap-
pen to make you lose him, wouldn’t
you like a picture of him to—to help
you remember him?"”

“Thar ain’t nothin’ goin’ to hap-
pen to make me lose Billy ever,” the
mountain woman returned, grimly.
“I aim to keep him right with me
always. Ain’t nobody ever goin’ to
take him away. He's only a hoss,
but he means as much to me as if he
war human.”

“But what if he were to die?

“If Billy war to die I reckon I'd
jest have to git me another hoss in
his place,” returned Ann Haskel.
slowly. That hard, uncompromising
look settled like a dark shadow over
her face as she continued. harshly
“But thar’s some things, miss, what
can’t nothin’ ever take the place of
—not to satisfy, I mean.”

Again Diane thought of Ann
Haskel's son and of Jeff Todd
whom she had raised in her owp
boy’s place.

The mountain woman went on in
a dreary monotone: “When a body
can't have what they want they
take what they can git. don’t they?
When you can't do what you want,

ou do what you can. All my life |

en a-puttin’ up with what 1 could
git an’ a-doin’ what | had to. Thank
ye kindly fer your offer, miss. but
you couldn't paint no pitcher of my
hoss fer me. You couldn't never
know him well enough. 1 raised him
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