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Vanishing Wild Life. 

VARNER PLANTATION, 
Tex.—Thanks to wise leg- 

islation, the- wild fowl are 

coming back to this gulf coun- 

try. True, the flocks may 
never again be what they 
were; yet, with continued 
conservation, there’ll again 
be gunning for one and all. 

But when I think back on the ducks 
I saw down here 10 years ago—in 
countless hosts—I'm 
reminded of what F 

Charley Russell, the 

cowboy artist said 
to the lady tourist 
who asked him 
whether, the old-tim- 
e r s exaggerated 
when they described 
the size of the van- 

ished btiflalo herds. 
“Wellum,” said 

uiiant-'y, uiuii 

get up to this Mon^ ,rvJn 8< Cobb 
tana country until 
after the buffaloes started thinning 
out. But 1 remember once I was 

night-herding when the fall drift got 
between me and camp and I sat by 
and watched ’em pass. Not having 
anything else to do. I started count- 

ing ’em. Including calves, I count- 

ed up to 3,009.065.294. and right 
then was when I got discouraged 
and quit. Because I happened to 

look over the ridge and here came 

the main drove.” 
• • • 

Becoming a Head Man. 

LET an unshorn dandruff fancier 

claim he’s divine and, if nobody 
else agrees with his diagnosis, the 

police will Jug him as a common 

nuisance and the Jail warden will 

forcibly trim his whiskers for him 

er anyhow have them searched. But 
i enough folks, who’ve tried all the 
• Id religions and are looking for a 

i ew one, decide he is the genuine 
i>rticle. then pretty soon we have a 

Multitude testifying to the omnlpo- 
t nee cf their idol. 

Let another man think he is a 

i 'incarnation of Julius Caesar or 

Alexander the Great, and if few or 

9 one feel the same way about it he’s 

I naded for the insane asylum. But 

If a majority, which is a large body 
ef persons entirely surrounded by 
delusions, agrees with him that he 

is what he says he is he becomes a 

dictator and rules over the land un- 

til common sense is restored, if at 
all. 

Let the writer of a daily column 
'r-.Ti to think his Judgments are 

} erfect and his utterances are in- 
1 nibble—but, hold on, what's the use 

of getting persona”’ 
• • • 

Grandma's Tors. 

WE LAUGH at our grandmoth- 
ers who believed that, for a 

lady to be properly dressed, she 
should have a little something on 

anyway. 
Maybe those mid-Victorian ladies 

sort of overdid the thing—bustles 
that made them look like half-sis- 
ters to the dromedary, skirts so 

tight they hobbled like refugees 
from a chain gang, corsets laced in 
until breathing was almost a lost 
nrt, boned collars so high they 
r*emed to be peeping over an alley 
t *nce. Still, wearing five or six 

i arched petticoats, the little worn- 

» was safe from Jack the Pincher 

u iless he borrowed some steamflt- 

ter’s pliers. 
And later when, for a season, 

blessed simplicity ruled the styles, 
her figure expressed the queenly 
grace that comes from long, chaste 

lines. Probably the dears never fig- 
ured it out. Just the natural cun- 

ning of their sex told them Mtwas 

the flowing robes which gave majes- 
ty and dignity to kings on the throne 
and judges on the bench and prel- 
ates at the altar—and shapely worn- 

en-folk. 
How old-fashioned those times 

seem today when every dancing 
floor is a strip-tease exhibit and ev- 

ery bathing beach a nudist show; 
and a debutante, posing for snap- 
shots. feels she’s cheating her pub- 
lic unless she proves both knees still 
are there. 

* 0 • 

Reading Dickens. 

I’VE been reading Dickens again. 
This means again and again. I 

take "Pickwick Papers” once a 

year just as some folks take hay 
lever. Only I enjoy my attack. 

Dickens may have done carica- 

tures. but he had human models to 

go by. He drew grotesques, but 

his grotesques had less highly col- 

ored duplicates in veal life. And 

readers recognized them and reas- 

ured them as symbols of authentic 

types The list is almost endless— 

Sam Weller, Sairy Gamp, Daniel 

Quilp. Uriah Heap, Mrs. Nickleby, 
Mr Micawber, Mr. Pecksniff—oh, a 

dozen more. 

What writer since Dickens has 

been able to perpetuate one-tenth sc 

many characters? There is Tark 

ington with his Penrod and his Alice 

Adams; there was Mark Twain witt 

his Huck Finn and Colonel Mulberry 
Sellers. There lately has been Sin 

clair Lewis with two picturesqut 
creations to wit: Babbitt—and Sin 

clair Lewis. 
IRVIN S. COBB 
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I homasTdijlor 
K I "VfERE was not to be any 

I Christmas tree at the little 
“*■ church at the head of Smoke 

Creek that year; and of the several 
families who lived there, not more 

than half were expecting Santa 
Cluus. The dark days had left the 
dismal little valley or hollow even 

more gloomy than it had been in 
better years, when the mines across 
the ridge in the next hbllow gave 
some employment to the heads of 
the families of Smoke Creek. 

Jim Knox, who lived at the very 
head of the stream, was perhaps 
the most unhappy of all in the 

lie Noticed Something Like a Card 
Tacked on Hathway's Door. 

little "settlement." His wife and 
only child, a son of seven, had died, 
and his nearest neighbor was Joe 
Hathway. a bitter enemy with whom 
he had had many difficulties. So 
that lonely night of Christmas eve 
as Jim sat before the open wood 
fire, with the light of blazing hick- 
ory logs his only company, he was 

not without fear for his own safety— 
he knew Joe Hathway had threat- 
ened his life. 

As he sat dreaming his eyes hap- 
pened to res* upon his rifle standing 
in the corner o. the log room. "That 
gun or Joe Hathway's will some 

day tell the tale,” he said to him- 
self. He meant that one day, like 
so many others down the lonesome 
stream, either he or Joe would go 
—and using a common mountain ex- 

pression, "with his boots on.” He 
did not care much if it should be 
himself; life had come to mean but 
little for him. 

While Jim was thus dreaming, 
Joe Hathway sat in another log 
cabin but a few yards down the 
stream. By chance Joe’s attention 
was called to a book on a shelf. 
The school teacher had given it to 
his daughter who had died from 
the epidemic on the creek. The title 
appealed to him—"The Christmas 
Carol.” He took the book and be- 

gan to read. Page after page and 

chapter after chapter, he read on. 

It was the first book Joe had ever 

read. It filled him with new visions 
and new ways of thinking. He read 
on till midnight and had been so 

impressed that he decided to read a 

chapter from the Bible before going 
to bed. By mere accident the chap- 
ter was one on the birth at Bethle- 
hem. Its teaching overpowered him 
—he had found the more abundant 
life. 

• • • 

On Christmas morning when Jim 
Knox went out to the spring for a 

pail of water he noticed something 
like a card tacked on Joe Hath- 
way's door. He saw no smoke from 
Ihe chimney. Taking in the water, 
cautiously he approached Joe’s cab- 
in door, and read the note which 
said: 

“Dear Jim: You will find me 

gone. I was reading some last night 
in ’The Christmas Carol’ and in 
the Bible. I read that verse that 
told of peace and good will to man. 

Said to myself, 'My family is all 
gone—the last was Mary. She left 
the book to get me on the right 
track. There’s nothing in this hol- 
low for me any more. Maybe I can 

find work by New Year’s over on 

Cedar Creek.' You and I never could 
get along. So to moke things better 
for us both hereafter I am leaving 
at daybreak. And Jim as I say 
'Good-bye,' I also wish to say, 
‘Peace on earth good will to men.' 

And as another result of "The 
Christmas Carol” two mountaineers 
were better men, and though they 
had no Christmas cards or presents, 
and no holiday programs, the pines 
on the hillsides seemed a bit green- 
er and the music of the streams 
seemed sweeter. 

© Western Newspaper Union. 

Boxing Day Is Time for 
Making Christmas Gifts 

'T'HE first weekday after Christ- 
mas. Boxing day, is a legal and 

bank holiday in England, Wales and 
Northern Ireland but not in Scot- 
land. This is the day on which 
"Christmas boxes” or gifts are ex- 

pected by, and given to, errand 
boys, servants, letter carriers, etc., 
observes a writer in the Detroit 
News. 

The name “Christmas box” is 
often applied there to the ordinary 
gift at this season of the year, apart 
from this usage. References to the 
"apprentice's box" and “butler's 
box” as far back as the Sixteenth 
century indicate that these gratui- 
ties were at one time placed in an 

earthenware box, which could be 
opened on Boxing day only by 
breaking it. It appears also that 
the early church had alms-boxes 
which were opened only on that 
date. 

Chambers' Book of Days states 
that the institution of “Christmas 
boxes" evidently is akin to that of 
New Year's gifts and, of the an- 

cient Romans who at the season of 
the Saturnalia, practiced universal- 
ly the custom of giving and receiv- 
ing presents. 

— 
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nOM MADSEN sat beside the 
fireplace and gazed moodily at 
the blazing logs, as the sparks 

spiraled upward. Outside flakes of 
snow beat against the window pane 
to the chime of the church bells 
ringing peace and good will to all 
the earth. 

“Peace,” Tom muttered. “Was 
there such a thing on earth? Not 
for him, anyway.” He had staked 
everything on his boy. Been both 
father and mother to him—given 
him the advantage of the best 
schools, with a law partnership 
waiting for him in his own office; 
and what did he get? “Sorry to 
disappoint you. Dad, but I don’t 
seem to be cut out for law. Sally 
and I want to find happiness in 
our own way. I mean to buy the old 
Wormley farm and Sally and I will 
be married there, in our own home, 
Dad, on Christmas eve.” 

Young Tom had choked a bit as 

he saw the look on his father’s face 
—"I’m sorry, Dad; I do appreciate 
all you’ve done for me, ‘but the 
hand writes and moves on,' and it’s 
all settled. Be a good sport, Dad, 
and come to our wedding and give 
us your blessing.” But he had 
turned on his boy. “Never!” he 
cried. “See my son married to a 

"I’m Sorry, Dad; I Do Appreciate 
All You’ve Done for Me.’’ 

cheap dancer; a common”—Young 
Tom's face was white. "Stop, Dad, 
or I might forget you are my fath- 
er”—and he had rushed out of the 
house. 

That had been three long months 
•ago. An eternity for him. He had 
been too hasty; had been governed 
by his prejudices. One couldn’t 
measure the present generation by 
the ene of his day. Tom, Jr., was 

no fool; he should have trusted him 
to do the right thing; what right 
had he to interfere; to say how any 
life should be lived? 

Suddenly he wanted to have a 

share in the joyfulness. He reached 
for his hat, but remembered it was 

too late for shopping, but there was 

his check book. What if Tom re- 

fused his tardy offering? The eager 
look died. There was a loud ringing 

I of the door bell and the sound of 
rushing feet—the door was flung 

i open. There was Tom, looking just 
like he used to when he came to 

j him for comfort. “Dad, we just 
| have to have you. Sally sent me to 

bring you. It's Christmas.” Tom, 
! Sr., held out his arms. "We won’t 
I disappoint Sally, son.’’ 

Hi Western Newspaper Unlock 

The Squire's 
Chance 

By SALLY LLOYD 

® McClure Newspaper Syndicate. 
WNU Service. 

CQUIRE ANDERSON and his wile 
^ faced each other across the 
breakfast table. Maria was think- 
ing that there was nothing under 

the sun more im- 
movable tban the 

^ nW 1% I Squire, unless it was 

£ one of the older and 
dVI^^KI lumpier pyramids. 
_ _ _ _ _ But all she said 

STORY was 

“You’ve smeared 
your chin again, dear!” 

And that was enough. It never 
failed to madden the Squire when 
his wife reminded him that he had 
daubed egg on his chin. 

“I forbid you, absolutely forbid 
you, to buy a ticket on that car, 
Maria,” barked the Squire. “You 
know very well how I feel about 
games of chance. It is most unfor- 
tunate that a man in my position 
should have a wife who is cursed 
with the gambler's itch.” 

“Is that anything like the bar- 
ber’s itch or the Scotch itch?” asked 
Maria, her face an innocent mask. 

The Squire saw his soft-boiled egg 
through a faint film of red. Maria 
could be a meek-eyed she-devil 
when she chose! He choked angrily 
and then spat forth the piece de re- 

sistance of all their gambling ar- 

guments. 
Kemember the lot you bought 

in Florida, sight unseen,” he sput- 
tered. “Remember the thousand 
you sank in a hunk of land under 
the 10 feet of water and full of 
crocodiles!” 

“There’s a little dripping of mar- 

malade on your chin, dear.” 
The Squire pushed back his chair 

noisily and slammed out of the 
room. He threw on his coat and 
slapped his hat angrily on top of 
his skull. As he crossed the street 
he prayed that a truck would run 
him down. But he lived to cross 
the street and to have his neighbor 
Smith hail him jovially. 

“By the way, old man,” began 
Smith, after good-mornings had 
been exchanged, “I do hope you 
won’t mind my mentioning it, but 
there’s quite a smear of egg on 

your chin.” 
The Squire had never liked 

Smith, and he would have cheer- 
fully drawn and quartered him at 
that moment. But Smith was presi- 
dent of the local bank and Anderson 
was forced to be polite to him. As 
a matter of fact, the Squire was 

planning to touch Smith for a little 
loan that very morning. 

“Take a chance on a car?” 
asked Smith, settling his bulk com- 

fortably beside the Squire. “My 
wife's pet charity, you know—this 
bazaar thing where they’re going to 
raffle it off. Proceeds to go to a 

working girls’ home or something. 
Very worthy. Take a chance?” 
And he drew out a bunch of tickets. 

The Squire opened his mouth and 
shut it again. 

“You know how I feel about 

games of chance,” he began. 
Smith’s face hardened impercept- 

ibly. He started to put the tickets 
back in his pocket. The Squire 
felt a sudden coolness in the tern- 

perature. 
“But of course I make an occa- 

sional exception. This I can see 

is a very worthy cause, so I’ll buy 
one." 

"You’d never win it, anyway,” 
consoled Smith, becoming genial 
again. “They're selling thousands 
of tickets.” 

The Squire put the ticket in his 

pocket gingerly. It was three or 

four days later that he went through 
his pockets only to And that the 
ticket had disappeared. 

“Lost,” muttered the Squire. 
“What are you looking for?” 

asked his wife, staring at him queer- 
ly. 

"Nothing.” returned the Squire 
coldly, “nothing at all.” 

"Mrs. Smith asked me today if 
I’d bought a ticket on the car they’re 
going to raffle off at the bazaar. I 
told her that you disapproved very 
strongly of gambling." 

The raffling of the automobile was 

the very last rite performed at the 
banker's wife’s pet charity bazaar. 

Squire Anderson watched his wife 

sternly as the tickets were shaken 

up in a large box and a weedy 
youth dipped down into it and drew 
forth a slip of paper. 

"Number 11457,” he shouted. 
“Whee-e!” she squealed. Maria 

always squealed when excited—it 
was one of the many things that her 
husband deplored in her. 

"E-e-e-e-ek!" she gasped wildly, 
beating her way through the crowd 
ana on up to the weedy youth, who 
examined her ticket. 

“Mrs. Anderson wins the car,” 
shouted the boy. Someone cheered 
and someone else yelled, “Speech!” 

The Squire’s ears burned. To his 
horror, he saw her leap to a table. 

She said something about being 
pleased, about having had only one 

ticket. 
"And I didn't buy it myself,” 

she raved on. “I found the ticket in 

my husband's pants when I went 

through the pockets before send 

Lng them to the cleaners.” 
Afterwards Maria claimed that 

she had not intended to say anything 
about that, but the excitement of the 
moment had swept her off her feet. 

"This kind of makes up for the 
crocodiles I bought in Florida," she 
said that night. 

The Squire was inarticulate. 

Catch Up on Chic 
-iV 

-1 ✓V/N I 

I 
IF YOU’RE a bit behind in the 
* thrilling game of Sew-Your- 
Own, Milady, why not take ad- 
vantage of the holiday season and 
catch up? Today’s trio is especial- 
ly right for “vacation sewing” be- 
cause it consists of simple prac- 
tical pieces that require little time 
and trouble. Make all three and 
you’ll have gone a long way 
toward putting the old punch back 
in the game. 

Streamlined Styling. 
The slip at the left is all you 

could wish for from the standpoint 
of styling. It offers superb lines 
from the moderately low cut V 
neck, through the dart-fitted waist 
right down to the very hem. The 
clever overlapping back is light 
proof and provides an action pleat 
so necessary for complete satis- 
faction. Important, too, is the 
fact that you may choose the ma- 
terial you wish in your own color. 
Better make it in duplicate for 
many meticulous months ahead. 

Pretty in Sheer Wool. 
The two-piece in the center is, 

like the slip, heavy on style. The 
defined waist is effectively young 
as is the flowing skirt and little 
round collar. It is just the frock 
to give one lots of git-up-and-git 
for the second semester, or “to 
break the ice” whenever one is 
anxious about one’s apearance. 
It can be the height of chic in sheer 
wool—very pretty in flat crepe. 

Modern Home Dress. 
When it’s home you’re thinking 

of you naturally turn to a frock 
like the third member of the trio 
at the right. This button-all-the- 

! 

Jlsk Me Another 
£ A General Quiz 

1. How many bachelor Presi- 
dents has the United States had? 

2. What does the abbreviation 
“non sec” stand for? 

3. How does a twelve-year-old 
dog correspond to age in a human 
being? 

4. What is wind? 
5. Who was the Greek cynic phi- 

losopher who lived in a tub? 
6. What is the procedure when 

a bank certifies a check? 
Answers 

1. Two—James Buchanan and 
Grover Cleveland, but Cleveland 
was married while he was in the 

i Presidential office. 
2. Non sequitur (it does not fol- 

low). 
3. A dog twelve years old is as 

old as a man at eighty-four. 
4. Air naturally and horizontally 

in motion with a certain degree 
of velocity. 

5. Diogenes. 
6. It withdraws the amount of 

the check from the drawer’s ac- 

count, and holds it for the purpose 
of paying the check which it 
guarantees. 

__n.\ i i 

way model is different enough to 
delight you and simple enough ta 
set you sewing at sight. It is cut 
for comfort but with an ever 
watchful eye on that elusive little 
thing called chic. Crisp contrast 
may be had in the collar and cuffs 
and in that trim row of buttons 
that march down the line—and 
then back again. Look fresh in y 
your version in pretty percale. 1 

The Patterns. 
Pattern 1946 is designed for 

sizes 14 to 20 (32 to 44 bust). Size 
16 requires 3Vi yards of 39 inch 
fabric. One yard of ribbon is 
required for shoulder straps. 

Pattern 1404 is designed for 
sizes 12 to 20 (30 to 38 bust). Size 
14 requires 4Va yards of 39 inch 
material. 

Pattern 1390 is designed for 
sizes 34 to 48. Size 36 requires 4% 
yards of 35 inch material. The 
collar and cuffs in contrast re- 

quire IV4 yards material. 
Send your order to The Sewing 

Circle Pattern Dept., Room 1020, 
211 W. Wacker Dr., Chicago, 111. 
Price of patterns, 15 cents (in 
coins) each. 

© Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service. 

Oh Wad the Powers 
the Giitee Gie Us— 

The pompous old gentleman in 
the railway carriage had been 
boring his fellow travelers for an 

hour or two with tales of his suc- 

cess and his superiority to every- 
one else. 

When the ticket collector came 

into the carriage, the old gentle- 
man merely looked annoyed and 
handed a ticket to the collector, 
who looked at it and remarked: 

"Where are you going, sir?” 
"Good gracious, man, can’t you 

read?” shouted the passenger. 
"You’ve got my ticket, haven’t 
you?” 

"Yes, but it’s for a watch.” 

We Misjudge 
Believe me, every man has his 

secret sorrows, which the world 
knows not; and oftentimes we call 
a man cold when he is only sad.— 
Longfellow. 

What a difference good bowel 
habits can make! To keep food 
wastes eo-'t and moving, many 
doctors recommend Nujol. 

INSIST ON GENUINE NUJOL 
Copr.1937. Stanco Inc. 

The Housewife • • • 

_“Research Professor of Economy”— 
SHE'S not a Ph.D. or an LL.D. She hasn t a diploma or a cap and gown. 
Her research is not done in the laboratory or the library As a matter 

of fact, her findings are made, usually, in the street car in the subway, 
in the suburban commuter's train. 

She reads the advertisements in this paper with care and considera- 
tion. They form her research data. By means of them she makes her 
purchases so that she well deserves the title of "Research Professor of 
Economy She discovers item after item, a<i the years roll on, combin- 
ing high quality with low. 

It is clear to you at once that you and all who make and keep 
a home have the same opportunity With the help of newspaper 
advertising you, too, can graduate from the school of indiscriminate 
buying into the faculty of fastidious purchases1 


