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“No one around here likes popcofn—I just like to pop it.”
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The following poem on
Texas, written by Mrs. Grace
Ross, 1414 West  Seventh,
member of the Fort Worth
Poetry Society, was publish-
ed recently in The Dallas
News. Mrs. Ross has had
| poems  published in . Sil-

"'houette, Kaleidograph, the
Kansas City Star, and other
publlcatiou:.
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TEXAS
She 1s & woman fair to see;
Her brow is white as sands
beneath a clear brook;
Her eyes are tender as the
mauve of a calm twilight;
Her lips taste of the juices of
a thousand fruits grown
in wide gardens,

And her breath is.sweet as
jasmine and pine; . -
Her hair is twined with gar-

lands of bright flowers,
Yellow and blue.

‘:
|
|

She moves in glory as a
strong  wind across a
mighty plain;

For she was born to freedom,
she wears its birthmark |
on her heart.

Many have found her fair,
and died for love of her,

Yet lacks she not for lovers; ||

" For she is more beautiful

: than sunshine in a still /
forest, ¢ |

And fairer than a poet’s ||
dream of peace.

(AR T | :
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: ! e “Yes, sir, the club still meetsm here Fridays, but no-|
Lusten, World! B 2B i o
By Elsie Robinspn ; e BAT ) it

THE TWENTY-THIRD PSALM, { ‘ ! i
THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD. | g X ! s < 300 ) e
(LIKE some poor sheep, I wander with the Wiy § Rt e S ' |
human flock not knowing why I am nor " QX ; 4 AN
where I go. I can not see God’s face nor hear ‘ . -
| His voice, for I am blind with ignorance and | ) i g s ARY
deaf with doubt and fear. Yet, as sheep feel \p ; p s §
the shepherd’s guiding will, so do I feel a Force : H P R E S S f - : i

behind my life, and dimly sense a Purpose and
/| a Plan. And when I falter something in me
cries, “Go on! You are not lost; the Shepherd
knows the fold to which you go.”)

I shall not want.

(My body may know poverty and pain. But
God has placed within me secret springs which
shall sustain me when I'm poor and weak. I
still have Beauty, when my gold is gone; and
| Friendship, when my pantry shelf is bare; and
Courage, like red wine, to warm my soul!)

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures;

| he leadeth me beside still waters.
(Earth pastures wither when the Winters
| come. Earth waters dry when Springtime rains
are done. But Love has pastures which are
| ever green and Faith has fountains which no
drouth can seal.)

He restoreth my soul; he leadeth me in the
paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. } i

(Two selves live in me, one a greedy brute, 188 |
the other a bright stranger, whom I call my 1
i Soul. And often the fierce brute drives out the
i Soul. But something draws it back to me again, |
and turns my face once more to seek the truth. \

AR

e o el

| Yea, though I walk through the valley of the
{ | shadow of death I will fear no evil; for thou’
art with me, thy rod and thy staff, they com=
| fort me.

(There are so many deaths in very life.
Death of our loved ones; death of cherished
dreams; death of our pride, and confidence, and
peace. FEach day Death’s shadow falls across
our path. But bright against the shadow blazes
Hope, For always after night the morning
comes, and always after Winter comes the
Spring. And not one grain of sand ever is lost,
Shall man, alone, be wasted from God’s hand?)

Thou preparest a table before me in the prese-
ence of mine enemies; thou anointest my head
with oil; my cup runneth over.

) (“Mine enemies.”” They are those foes that
il live in mine own self—my hate and fear, my
| envy and conceit. How often they have won
#| the victory! But when I catch a vision of the
| truth and 1lift myself a little higher from the
mire, then, for a time, I'm freed from my base
self and know the pride and joy of some great
|| conqueror.) .
“ Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me
% all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the
| |

|

o

&

House of the Lord forever.

“My Father's house.” That’s not some strange,

far place, but just the common world in which
I spend my days. All of my hours are His
arching rooms. My life is built into His living
i| walls. All that I am or do is part of Him.
|| His mercy comprehends my blundering. His
goodness girds His weak and stupid child. I
/I can not go so far that He is left behind.)
So, though I do not know the how or why,
| and though I never yet have seen His face, I
need not fear. For where life goes, I go, and
life is God. And I am part of His eternal mys~
tery.

(Republished in response to many requests.)
(Copyright, 1934, Kln;{[;eatum Syndicate, Ine,)
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Honoring President Roosevelt on his
fifty-second birthday and at the same
time aiding a project that is known

to be close to his heart, balls will
be held tonight in ¥Fort Worth and

N

hundreds of other  cities throughoutern treatment to restore them to their |

the United States. The proceeds from
these dances will go to the Warm
Springs Foundation. At this Georgia
health resort sufferers from infantile
paralysis are afforded the most mod-

places in the world, The President, |
himself, was once a patient there. To|
those afflicted, and to all of us, Presi- |
dent Roosevelt rises as an inspiration
in the battle aghinst adversity.

The March of Time!

MARCRERS
OF 1932




Q -~

D o e
w o e
= ,.n.mm,.

- @ °32>
> 533
s B 3tey
S o =isd
8 = Grm..m»
CN & 7 .2
s,
< O_H.m

£
R s '

~ WP 2 5 © £ $

o S's &£ g 3] (¥] .

H=m o S SR B © o O
side S V0 BUEE 2EED
£023 T85F 2802 Se3y
soge . SEo3 oo afis
mrmm.,mm..wa h.mm&. mbw&
B inE 9 Cws CEob 2R
g 2a O 2w = ©0 ¢

B 5 903 EFsh 2355
2RO g 2LLy¢ 98<o B E 3.0
£ o< S 5 8 S o5 2< 0
Z5§3 mw.mum atumw...nn.mn
NWCM.m O&nmm DAm.m Do.m_.w
52 82 OS82 D&

ln |

Elenore Meher

By

hter

1 think you

ing I do.

ingle standard

inas

ight tp do anyth

ieve

“I 'bel:
have a r

Jon sa

*fla200024° 01 UOUDYU Y]
$ppa) fivpo) PUD—SADIS  PANUN
2yz [o' juomsaid DPI02I> SHMN
‘21909800 ‘Al ‘BSEL Uy piDPUDIS
8 fizand - oyvLoowa@ oyi Lurfia
~4D0—'8 ‘N HHL J40.ILNAAISAYI

‘086 wp Pagoayd
‘86T uL- Y404 MAN
ofu o
-qnd Ppaiajud Db 31209800y ‘A
‘1810400 3)13unfur oLl HurL2a09
PH—UONYAAOD . §AYOX MAN'2Y L — JOVILAS AIVHOIWEL 112005004 AH—IAVN NI HAMOJ'

24 SDM 3Y
fo  aousza06 ool

‘uom 26p100)H
DY PUD BUIDIDH P UILIDM
usYm ‘u0130919 06T 2Yy1 ur fipoq
u2V2Q : SDM - 112025003 PUD TOYH
Jo 123012 1D1ULDISILA D2IDLO0WA(T

A0 PADY - AOf
finondvo » pup A19D 2013N0529
0240 Ouimoys “UDp DPILOM 22U
| nayz Buraiss ‘STEI uy AaoN *S ‘A
211 [0 fiip3o4928 JUDISISSD PUDIZQ

us

2woy swwns - fipwnl 2y2 ‘8292010 fi210pd $1Y Ut dn passaap |
D 31 240M 31905800y " UUNUDLT 10 ‘sasod 2y sD  sfio sy ur |
UBYM UO0IID24I34 JOf 2POW YD urmy D 8,.245Y3 Mg ‘ZI 1 3120

som 31 Inq
Q00 SWI—UOOHNVH DNIIVAN

* * *
6681 wus ‘opaqodwin) *¥68T fo 21h18 2y

‘finpoz ppo o001 by 9800y ouDId(@ UNNUDLY Dosvaddp

..§ §N01498 V—Q@OOHA0E AddVH

-xia

{

Sl

—1]202800% JUdP 182 JO 41T U1 SIb




4 lion amusements .

&

By HELEN WELSHIMER

THE school-bell rang so very long this morning,
ldwoughtpofhapsitmayhavewondmdwhy
He did not run, light-hearted, at its summons,
When other chidren laughed and huried by.

. [E there is school, dear God, in some far Heaven,
Be patient, please—He never could sit still;
He will not wash his hands, he'll teer his trousers,

Hemyplcywmtonsomodishnthill

R R RN

R AR

But when night comes hell turn,
There is no one to hear his prayers or kiss him
The way | did—dear God, don’t let him eyl

H, if you had a little boy who's lonely,
A/ A little boy, afreid, when dusk-thoughts creep,
Please hold his hand and weave a gay, brave story,
And stay with him until he falls asl

&

4 Mother Prays

H, all the day he'l be a gay romancer, /.
5 y notimowiﬂg

.

|

' People Filnd Plsure
 Life in Different Ways---
Not Always in Frivolities

S GRS

g In

They May Find Pleasure in Accomplishrhent,
In Doing for Others, in Quiet And
In Contemplation

By EDITH ALDERMAN GUEDRY
Press Woman’s Page Editor :
A woman who had been on a party with a woman golf
her turn down the cocktails and

champion, and had ‘seen

cigarets when they were passed

marked :

Mrs. Guedry.

in various ways. The woman golf

I'we might better call it pleasure in

life, in improving her game little | B

and in winning of

‘ champion finds her good time, or
|
|
i

by little

(Copyright,

.rights reserved.)

The ecreative artist finds his

L awards.
pleasure in painting a beautiful

Listen, World!

By Elsie Robinson —————sm—

BE STILL AND KNOW THAT I AM GOD!

HERE are, in the Bible, certain eight words

of great wisdom—“Be still and know that I
am God!”

Those words were written by King David for
the ancient Hebrews: But we modern Amer=
icans have an even greater need of them, for
our lives are filled with a clamor and confu«
sion which that old world never knew A ‘mil-
. a million distractions,

Yet, still, like Moses and Abraham, David
and Solomon, we need to hear the still, small
voice of God,

We may not call it God.

We may call it Beauty or Wisdom,

But whatever we name it, each one of us
has a need of it . . . each heart has a cry
which the harsh shout of the world can never
answer . . .- each bewildered brain listens for
a voice which alome can bring comfort and
peace and strength.

But we will never hear that voice unless we
ghut out the noise.

Not merely the noise of the world. The
noise of the world is oppressive, but a man may
still hear God in spite of the racket of street
cars,

And the noise 'we must cut out is the noise
within ourselves,

The bleat of our self-pity...the hiss of
envy..the bray of conceit,. .the bellow of hate
...the whimper of fear...the snarl of peevish-
ness. ..the mumble of suspicion...the snore of
laziness...the snap of intolerance...the giggle
and gaggle and guggle of foolishness,

There are the noises that really drown out
God...and the Voices of Beauty and Wisdom.

Be still and know that I am God!

Whatever your need, if you would find &
solution.,..be still!

Let the noigse be hushed within you,
bit by bit—let the din die away until
your spirit is empty...ready to be filled

. .waiting to be filled.

And then softly, gently, the Voice will come,
From all sides it will come— )

From everything you behold and everything

" you experience.

That Voice which runs like one long chord

; through all things and all life. . .through laugh-

e BN

ter and tears and sunsets and ships, through

' plowed fields and budding trees and wedding

feasts and labor conferences, through books
and hammers and airplanes and loaves of new-
made bread, through roses and heaped fruits
and moonlight and sweat— ¥
From all sides the Voice will come—
Quieting your econfusion, comforting your
pain, answering your ignorance—
Whispering: “I come,..be not afraid...be

gtill and know that 1 am God!”
" (Copyright, 1934, King Features Syndicate, Inc.)

picture, or writing a poem or
musical = composition. He asks
for nothing else.

Others find their pleasure in
life in still different ways. It

may be in solitude and contempla- |¥
tion, or in doing for others, or |
in motor rides into the country ||
at dawn or at sunset. Others may ||
theirs in stimulating con- ||

find
versation with friends.

We have to decide early in life||
what most gives us pleasure. If ||
it 1s worthwhile accomplishments, ||
prepare to make the||
necessary sacrifices. We can't stay ||
up late hours. We must keep our- ||

| we must

1

\

gelves fit.
For no

small price.
many, many sacrifices,

we want to indulge in the frivoli-
ties, we also must make sacrifices
for them, sacrifices of a different
nature from those required for
success in some hobby or work.
We may have to sacrifice good
health in later years, because late
| hours and excessive drinking and
smoking are not conducive to ro-
bust health, and while chasing

| sacrifice. ~the
| things in life that bring a lasting
| sort of satisfaction, the things

| that may make the later years |
| pich and full, and not empty and ||

'1 barren.
| » N

THINK IT OVER

BY H. M. STANSIFER

DEOPLE who know

where they are going

know when they have ar-
rived.

accomplishment, . be ||
what it may, is ever bought at a ||
It comes only after ||

It we decide eaply in lite that ||

after the frivolities, we also may |/
attaining of the |

“Oh I feel so sorry for her.
drink or smoke or do any of the things to
have a really good time.
think of keeping fit for her golf.

“Tt must be dreadful to have to live
for your hobby or your work. I believe I
had rather not be famous if you have to be
a slave that way,” she said as she flicked
the ashes from a cigaret and took another
sip from a cocktail.

And many people feel that way. They
feel that accomplishments aren’t worth the
price that one is called on to pay, especially
if they require the giving up of what they
| _call a good time.
g Thesge people never stop to think that others may not
| define a good time with one word, frivolity.

People find their good times™!|

by her hostess, later re-
She can't

She must always

' VAGABOND'’S SONG

; : :
| By Daniel Whitehead Hicky
‘ ANY road lo anywhere,
’ (z:}{zr', the gypsy-hearted!
| _I'U//ma where the maples sing,
\ Where the ghosts of summer cling
Old and broken-hearted! 5
‘ Follow where the poplars spend
Spears of silver, blowing!
: 4
)I\mu/x that never have an end
Roads of sunlight Sowing
Ever, ever up a hill,
Ever, ever, down
Where the leaves of autumn spill,

Golden, red, and brown!

|
}

|
|
|

|

|
{

ANY road to anywhere,

Every road is calling!
Roads that circle by a stream

> ¥ . 7 .

'{umz/.s adrifting like a dream
With silver water falling!

.I'()//uzu where the stars burn low
Like candles in the trees
G Follow dawn, the sunset's glow
The bugles of the breezel L
’ A house is for the fettered soul—
Away, and let’s get started—
vl/n' roadways call, they lift, they roll—
Come, the gypsy-hearted! :

B —
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By Elsie Robinson -

By Elsie Robinson

THE STORY OF A MOTHER.
MARY BORDEN has ‘written a beautiful
book. It is about Mary of Nazareth, the
mother of Jesus Christ, i

It is not a religious book., It is not even
written as a book about a great saint It is
simply the story of a brave, devoted and ter-
ribly troubled mother—who was loyal in spite
of everything, And there can be in all human)
drama no greater, deeper theme than that. |

A true story about a mother—the stranges§
and most difficult of all stories to write!

For, as every mother knows, mothers arJ
not at all what they are supposed to be. And}
mother love, with its cruel confusions, its drage<" A
ging inertias, its bitter penalties, is anything °
but the ecstasy which the poets would have
us imagine,

Mary of Nazareth was to know and suffer
all these things, even though in later years
she was to be called the Mother of God,

First of all she was to discover that her
boy was a stranger to her—a stranger whom
she could never hope to understand.

Never yet was there a motier who was not
forced to make this discovery, or whose heart '
did not ehill when she made it. And always
it comes as a devastating shock, against which
she battles with all the force of her nature.

For this is incredible—contrary to all the
beautiful things one has heard about mothers
hood. Does not everyone know that a mother
and child are, in some miraculous way, indise
solubly one—bound together in spirit as well
as flesh? How could it be otherwise? How
can this little creature whom she has created
within her own body, fed with her own blood,
filled with her own spirit, ever stand apart .
from her, even in his most secret thought?

No, it is mnot imaginable. Perhaps some
children and some mothers may be strangers to
each other, but not her child—not hers.

And so every mother sets herself against
the truth. Sometimes she fights it all her days,
and spoils her own life and her child’s in the
cruel combat. But néarly always she braces
herself to accept this. hurt, as she has braced
herself to accept all the other pain and terror
of motherhood, and goes on with her service,
knowing that with each step forward her child
leaves her farther behind.

“Men are spirits clad in wyeils;
“Man by man was never seen;
. “All our striving somehow fails
‘To lift that which lies between,”

No human being realizes the torturing truth
of that mystery, or pays as much for tha
knowledge, as a mother, And there is a bit-
terness in it that, at times, conquers the
noblest heart, For the child, in his strange-
ness, may find nmew worlds for himself; but
for the mother theére can be no greater ade
ventures. She has given everything for love.
Now she must carry its inevitable cross of
loneliness as best she may,

So Mary, the dreaming girl, became Mary,
the mother. Not an all-wise saint, comforted
and fortified by divine confidence and supers
human revelations, but only a simple, bewile
dered, utterly loving woman who was detere
mined to live for her boy, thought she could*
never hope to understand him or be comforted
by his understanding.

And that was only the beginning of the longy
hard trail. !

He was to die a terrible death—this pase
sionate, mysterious alien to whom she had given
birth. But before He died, He was to live an
even more terrible life—a life that defied tha
mogt cherished traditions of the orthodox Jew
—that denied the teachings of His own father
and mother—that brought down wupon them
awful persecution and humiliation, and even
more terrifying adulation.

All of Mary’s gentlenc.  shrunk from such
a life. All her piety recoiled against it. And
yet—she followed him. She was His mother,
He was her boy., Then, for her—for any real
mother-—there could be but one rule, Sha
would stay af His side. Though He ascended
into heaven, or descended into hell, and though
e¢ither process was a nightmare mystery to her

lot.

“Entreat me not to leave thee, or to return
from following after thee: for whither thou
goest I will go and where thou lodgest I will
| lodge: thy people shall be my people, and thy
j god, my god, Where thou diest I will die, and
| there will I be buried. , .” 7

Dim ages since, another Jewess had said
those words, and they had become, forevers
more, the ¢reed of all selfless devotion, Weary,

| pewildered, heartbroken, Mary lived that creed
| —from the travail in the straw {illed manger,
in the drudgery of a poor man’s home, through
the mounting horrvor of those three incredible
| vears—to the foot of the blood-stained cross—
| Mary followed her boy, sharing His life, feeling,
| in her own heart, the agony of His death.

Then, for her, it was all over.

Just the story of a mothéer—the truth abouf

| 'motherhood. Only another mother can know
| the comfort it will bring.

| THE TRUTH ABOUT MOTHERHOOD.
NO TERM INFURIATES me more than that
revered slogan, “American Mothérhood.”

. I am a mother, I am more grateful for that
experience than for anything.else in my life. I
firmly believe that no. profession can possibly
give the average woman such pleasure, power
and peace as motherhood—or such a proud po-
gition in her world, provided she makes good.

Yet I am convinced that most of the trib-
utes paid to motherhood are pernicious bunk—
and that motherhood, itself, is being increas-
ingly used as a viclous racket, o

Why this wild, indiscriminate praise for
mothers, per se? It is no unique achievenient
to be & mother. It is a painful process, put rare-
ly deserving of the wreaths it gets.

The simple fact is that few of us decide to
be mothers. We do not walk, voluntarily, into
the jaws of death., We are not heroic adven=
turers, self-sacrificing martyrs, We are human
beings, warm with life, and motherhood is part
of the process—irequently a most unwelcome
part, "

Moreover, to a real woman, mother-
hood 1s worth any price she may have to
pay for it. Never yet did you hear a real
mother whining about “all she had suf-
fered,” and expecting medals. It's only
the quitters, parasites and racketeers who

. try to get extra dividends on:something
which should be its own reward.

Moreover, it does not follow that a mother
is, necessarily, a prize exhibit—or even a de-
sirable citizen. The birth ordeal does not auto-
matically equip a woman with gualities to which
she has hitherto been a stranger. It does not
add one whit to ller intel'ligence gr spirituality,

* * *

A mother must achieve character by her own
exertions, exactly as other human beings achieve

poor, confused spirit, yet she would share His .

it. It is not thrust upon her. And it is cock-

} eyed nonsense to assume that a woman is more

| gent and reliable, merely because she is a

| mother,

Yet that-is the general assumption—and no
one is surer of it than Mama, herself, As a
spinster she may have been stupid, silly, selfish,

| lazy, bad-tempered and generally ‘ornery. But

| once let her have a baby, and she considers
| herself endowed with superhuman wisdom and

{ all the yvirtues, ) '

g And, unfortunately, most of the world agrees

§l with her.

This is particularly true in the United
States. We American women possess
amazing energy and ambition, We are
all rarin’ to go. But opportunity for ad-
venture is still limited. 8o, while we're
waiting for other worlds to. conquer, we
practice up on the Dear Ones at ome——
and start our campaign by teaching little
Jimmy and Jesgie that Mama-Can-Do-
No-Wrong.

‘Which mightn't be so bad, if Mama were
il willing to concede a few points to Dad. But
il nothing doing! She may be honestly devoted to
Dad—a. tender wife, a wise partner, a grand
companion. But when it comes to being a par-
ent nothing can conyince her that the Hand
‘Which Rocks the Cradle doesn’t have a million
times tougher deal than the Fist Which Brings
Home the Bacon. So while the Old Man, as a
husband, may get a little credit, as a Father he
doesn’t even have a look-in,

No, it isn’t funny, To the contrary, it's
{ probably one of the major tragedies of ‘his-
I tory, Tor something has certainly happened to
| our American males—and it'’s my guess that it's
their Mamas.

Be that as it may, the power of American
| Mothers is rapidly being turned into one of our
worst rackets, Males must win' their power by
| various achievements, A female need only be-
| come a mother. Forthwith, every clubwoman
on earth is her belligerent backer,

As to what a Voting Mama can do to Poor
Papa in court-—well, no insult intended, Judge,
but you know how it is yourself!

All of which would seem to prove that we're
| sitting pretty, sisters. But don't be too sure!
. We mothers have had a lot of halos handed us
| in days gone by——and, taking us by and large,
| deserved most of them.

i But when we start turning halos into brass
I knuckles—that’s something else!
{ (Copyright, 1934, King Features Syndicats, Ine.)

tender, honest, brave, fair, generous, intelli- °

Listen, Wdrld.’

By Elsie Robinson

A BRIDGE WE STUMBLE ACROSS.

ALWAYS, day and night, two little angels
kneel before the picture of my boy.
They are only bits of wood—hardly an inch

with that blue that Mary wore. Yet something
lovely - rises from those tiny, kneeling figures—
something fresh as the first Spring lilacs, sweet
and gay as the first lark’s song— and, feeling
it, I am comforted. It makes it easier to leave
his picture, knowing they are praying there,

Once'I told a worldly friend that. She was

horrified,
“ “You, an fntelligent woman, with such a
silly: superstition!” she shrilled, “Surely you
do not think those scraps of wood have any
power to pray!”

Silly superstition? I wonder, What is
prayer, anyway? Just a reaching of the trou-
bled heart toward God.

What is God? Where is He? The wisest
of us can not tell. But wise or stupid,
strong or weak, this we all know—that we'
need something greater than we, ourselves,
can provide, to sustain us through the
darkness of this life.

What' is prayer? Only a reaching out to-
ward that “something greater’’—a reaching out
toward beauty to offset ugliness, toward kind-
ness to offset cruelty, toward honesty and cour-
age to help us.endure our own, and others’
cowardices.

A reaching out! Then why should not any
fine gesture of the spirit be a prayer? And,
if my own spirit is not always strong or serene
enough to make a fine gesture, why should
I not use someone’s else?

I do. Whenever I hear of a noble thing, or
whenever I find a beautiful thing, I try to
use it as a prayer.

|

| So I have put my two little angels to kneel
| before my dear lad’s picture. Chips of wood?
| No, they are more than that. A reaching to-
| ward beauty, a real prayer, went into them.
| And, for me, a real prayer comes out of them.
| To you they may be foolish trifles. But to
{me they are a symbol of that gentleness and
| purity for which I hunger—but which I se
seldom achieve, Yet even the symbol com-
forts* me and makes me: better.

Often I have seen it happening. In shabby
little churches in the wilderness, in old mis-
sions along . Father Serra's trail—broken-
hearted souls kneeling before some shrine, com-
ing away comforted.

Poor, ecrumbling bifts of plaster, those
images often are, with the gold scaling from
their fading robes. “Heathen images,” the
Puritans would have called them. 'And many
a mnon-Catholic' would turn contemptuously
from such ‘‘superstition.”

I am not a Catholic, either. But I am won-

! | dering—is it just superstition? Or does that
bit of plaster serve as a real bridge between

a bewildered soul and the source of its life?

Perhaps, if we were wiser, we might not
need pridges—but how many of us are wise?
If our hearts could always be brave and tender

and true—but hearts are such wayward things! .

And pften, when we most wish to use them
for altars, they are rowdy roundups«for all
that is shoddy and mean.

Yet always there is beauty. Somebody’'s
gesture toward the truth—somebody’s hunger
made manifest in a carving, painting, a strip
of embroidery or a lovely bit of glass. Even
a well plowed field, a well baked loaf—these
also may be tributes and prayers before which
the heart may kneel and come away strength-
ened.

Two little angels guard my boy for me—
reach beyond the agony of his logs toward
that greater understanding and courage which
I, myself; can not achieve. !

Silly—superstitious—to think that they may
help to bridge the gap? Perhaps. But what

“does the bridge matter if we stumble across

it to God?
(Copyright, 1934, King Featares Syndicats, Ine.)

By HELEN WELSHIMER
FTEN at night
When I can’t sleep
I lie in bed
And count white sheep.

I gee them go over
. A bright green stile,
I follow clogely
Until afterwhile

They turn into people,

As goon as they do,

I lose all the calm

And the peace  that I
knew. iy

You see, I have learned

From my rural obgerv-
ingr

Watching sheep elimb

Is ‘much less unnerving

Than trying to make
All the people I know
Follow theé paths

That I want them to go!

high—crudely carved—their small robes colored +
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DR. COPELAND |

i “FLAT FEET.»
DURING the World War many young men
were llcept from active military service be~
cause of “flat feet.”” On applying for enlistment
they were amazed to learn they coud not serve
5 because they were flat-footed,
Rather than permit them to
undergo the strain of severe
training required ip. active
service, the Gevernn Jat gave
these men desk 3/'bs and
service béhind theilines. 1
venture to/say nibst of these
young men had’ not been
aware of their disability un=
stil they were examined by the

army doctors.

Flat foot is a common af-
fliction.. Ta many cases it is
neglected because the victim
does not feel discomfort nn-
itil he is well on ir; vears, RBut
n some cases pain and dis-

DR. COPELAND. comfort appear at an carly
age. A flat foot is a weak foot. The weakness
s due to a falling or lowering of the arches
of the foot. This may be the result of con-
genital weakness. Many authorities believe
the condition is hereditary. It is encountered
in many families and is often found in two or
three consecutive generations,

The foot has two arches. One runs from.
the heel to the toes and the other runs across
the base of the toes. Normally these arches are
supported by certain muscles and bands. When
these are weakened or fail to develop properly,
the arches sag and the correct curvatures of
the foot are:no longer maintained,

This leads to weakness of the foot, discom-
fort and pain. The pain may be 50 severe as
to make walking and standing impossible. Con~
trary to the common belief, the pain is nat
confined to the foot, but may travel up the
back of the leg, '

When flat” foot is recognized at an early
age it can be corrected easily. Since the
weakpess is usually present in early childhood
it is a good plan  carefully to inspect  your
child’s feet shortly after he begins to walic. 1f
signs of flat foot are present, the necessary
exercises and the wearing of properly  fitted
shoes will correct the defect. Early treatment
will give the child strong and sturdy feet that
will be a comfort to him when he grows clder,

The shoes should be broad and alow faor
ample movement of the toes. As the child
g1o0ws older, he can be instructed in the neces-
eary exercises that are so beneficial for the
correction of flat feet,

Adults suffering from flat feet never should
wear tight and constricting shoes. Tight shoes
weaken the muscles and lead to further relaxa-
tion of the arches. The footgear: is proper if
the shoes are broad enough in front to permit
sufficient movement of the toes. The shoe
sholgld fit snugly in the instep and have a
straight inner border, Of course, the  heel
should~be broad and low, never higher than |
one and a half inches, ‘ f

(Copyright, 1938, King Features Syndicafe, Inc.)
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HEALTH TALK

SINUSITIS IN YOUTH.
RECENTLY VISITED a home where the
Youngest member of the family was con-

fined to bed because of nasal sinus infection. I
am sure you will be surprised to learn that the

Y. W. Secretary Scolds Dr, Myers
patient was only 2% years old

The word “sinusitis,” as | BY GARRY C. MYERS, PH. D. ing classes, current events lectures, |
its name implies, is an in- Recently I printed- a letter from | book reviews; monthly dances, camp-

flammation of the sinuses or ia Y. M. O, A, secretary of New York | ing trips, ete.
air passages within the nasal
bones. It is a common af-
fliction of adults, But few
realize that it is likewise an
affliction of young children.
Like sinusitis in the adult
this infection may prepare the
way for other disturbances.
In fact, neglect of sinusitis in
children often leads to serious
complications and permanent
damage to the body.
’ The germs that cause the
DR, COPELAND sinusitis may be absorbed by
the blood stream and be car-
ried to vital organs, such as the heart, liver,
gall bladder or kidneys. This danger can be
avoided by prompt medical attention,

It is sometimes difficult to make a diagno-
#is of sinusitis in a child. Even if X-ray pic-
tures are taken, the information may be incom-
plete since certain sinuses are not fully devel-
oped until a later age.

As a rule, the child has a “running” nose,
but otherwise appears to be in perfect health,
There is, however, one sign that should arouse
suspicion in a child suffering from a running
nose. I refer to fever, Though the child does
not feel feverish, the mother is amazed when
taking the temperature to find the thermometer
registering between 99 and 100 degrees. This
fever persists and it is a sign that must never
be ignored.

A child with signs of fever and running nose
should be kept in bed. If the sinuses are in-
volved, a good plan is to use a vaporizer or
old-faghioned croup kettle. Add a teaspoon of
compound tineture of benzoin to a pint of water
and let the child inhale this. Keep the tempera-
ture of the room moderately warm.

The food sghould be simple and nutritious,
Include such foods as milk, cream and eggs.
These are rich in vitamins A and D, vitamins
that combat infection. Above all, remember to
keéep the child in bed until the temperature has
returned to normal and has remained there for
at least 24 hours.

During the Winter months, it is a good plan
to give cod liver oil to the child, When sun-
light is abundant, as in the Summertime, this
medication is not necessary. Sunlight supplies

? necegsary clements found in the cod liver oil,

sefest, 1SR SRS ) - L [ Ry g
: ers to Health Queri

{ City. Here is a similar one fromi a
§ woman ~of  Wort —Sencssmwswst—
¢ Worth, Texas.
¢ Miss Grace Rich-

I secretary, Y. W.
& C. A., writes:

2| you do not know
| of the co-opera-

I ning and found
| nearly as many men as girls? Have
! you never seen a modern Y. W, C.
|' A, residence, and taken note of the

| “Byen in co-educational schools it is

© a men’s collegs and a woman’s col-
! lege on the same campus, as a rule.)

:3 very few cities of any size where the

| joint committee.

'5 ley ball teams, socfal and folk danc-

o
LA

ardson, general

“Dear Dr. My-
ers: Where have
you been that

tive work of the

.M. C. A, and
the Y. .
A?” (I've been
in  eirculation.)
“Have you never
dropped inte a
Y. W, C. A. resi-
dence in the eve-

DR. MYERS.

alcoves, styled ‘beau parlor:s,' where
young women may have private con-
versations without closed doors?
“Why do you suggest joint build-
ings? (I didn’t, except for recreation.)

thought wise to maintain separate
buildings while planning joint af-
fairs.” (8o it is, but they don’t have

“I have been a Y. W. O. A. secre-
tary for many years, and know of

5 . C. A. does not plan social
functions to which boys are invited;
more than that, those affairs are
usually planned and executed by a

“In the Y. W. C. A, in Fort Worth,
Texas, men and women have joint vol-

“Your criticism of these two insti-
tutions along this line is at least 10
years behind  the' times. I should be
glad to furnish you the names of |
men and women with whom you might
correspond for further enlightenment
on this subject.” ‘

Well, I am mot so much benighted
on this‘ subject as the lady from
Texas thinks 'I am. I knew of the
good work she was doing, and of nu-
meroug other places. I still contend
that my criticism applies to the pres- ||
ent, even if all Y’s had a program ||
a8 good as the one she describes. I
said, and still say, “I am not aware
that either Y is accustomed to put ||
on frequent social functions for en- ||
tertaining members of the Y of the ||
opposite sex.” Apparently she and I (|
differ on the word “frequent.” I
should not call a dance a month “fre-
quent.” The roadhouse and public
dance hall puts one on every night
~—extremely frequent,

Here I recall, not pleasantly, that
while at college, I used to mention
in ‘my letters home every instance
when I had been at church. I said
nothing about my many absences.

As one who has contributed to the
Y’s, and has a son a Hi-Y member,
I should like to ask my readers if
they believe the Y. M, C. A. and Y.
W. C. A, are putting on frequent
social functions for young men and
women at the same time and place?

Bditor's Note: Two pamphlets by
Dr. Myers may be obtained by send-
ing 10 cents- in: coin, for each, and
a self-addressed envelope stamped with
a_three-cent stamp, to Dr. Garry O.
Myers, in care of this paper. The
pamphlets are: “Punishments and Re-

wards” and “Fear.”




Is Hitler Regime In
~ Regard to Women To .
~ Be Viewed With Alarm

{

| Two Residents Back From Germany See
Conditions In Different Light; One Sees

Chaos, the Other New Hope

By EDITH ALDERMAN GUEDRY
{ Press Woman’s Page Editor

Two Fort Worth women, Mrs. E. R. Tucker and Mrs. C,
Loughridge Wilson, back from Germany, view conditions
there from two entirely different viewpoints. Mrs. Wilson,
who spent three months in Germany, sees
in Hitler’s regime new hope for the Father-
‘land. Mrs. Tucker, who was there a few days
in August, sees in the Hitler regime trouble
for Germany, even revolution perhaps.

But both Mrs. Tucker and Mrs. Wilson
bring back the same story on one phase of 1
German life today, and that is woman’s place
in the present economic set-up. They see the
German women being reduced to the status
of hausfrau, since Hitler has taken away
from them all educational and economic op-

portunities.
But even in

Mrs. Guedry.

ing. She tells of having in her
whose husband, unable to find

opportunities, ‘now that more German men
will be given an opportunity to make a liv-
household a German woman

the washing, cooking, house cleaning and tending of the |

that Mrs, Wilson sees richer

work, stayed at home to do

children, while his wife went out to earn the living.
® % = + - ;

And that, she feels, is an ab-
normal condition, the real cause
for the drastic steps taken by Hit-

ler today.
Mrs. Tucker tells of other types,

women who are ambitious to con-
tinue thelr education, but who are
now denied the opportunity to do
%0. A psychologist herself, she
met Jewish women psychologists,
who are now being driven out of
Germany, She met other women,
who had risen in their chosen pro-
fessions, but were now denied the
opportunity to continue in them.

Not only have German women
been ordered out of economic and

political life, she says, but they
/ are not allowed to smoke in pub-

le places and rouge, powder and
contraceptives for birth control
are being banished from the Fa;h-
erland.

* * *

ANY, like ‘Mrs, Tucker, view
such conditions with alarm.
They regret to see inaugurated a
regime which, with the mere
signing of a signature, takes away
from women their rights as in-
dividuals, and reduces them to

hausfraus.
Some German women, like mod-

true, have gone to the extreme in
demanding rights and privileges
for themselves, almost to the point
‘ of becoming mannish, But ‘'in
! nine cases out of ten, economic
necessity, not ambition alone, has
* led them away from the home out

(/ into the business world,
| Now that they have made for
themselves a new place, is it right

q
to force all of them back into|;
domesticity? When we, in the
name of patriotism, take away

from women  the right to lead
their lives as they see fit, haven’t
we done them a rank injustice?

Women are people. They de-
serve the right to happiness, The
women who are happy in their
homes will stay there, We don’t
have to pass laws to force them
to. But there are those who have
;ther ambitions. They have de-
roted their . lives. to professional
accomplishments.

It will be interesting to watch
what these women will do in Ger-
many. Will they stand for these
new laws imposed upon them by
Germany's present dictator?

& NN Aein

|
ern women the world over, it is i
1
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: Shops in Paris. <

While in Paris, Mrs. Tucker

like every other average Ameri-
can woman tourist, shopped for
gloves and perfume. In between
her brief shopping tours she vis-
ited to The Louvre and attended
a performance of grand opera.
. She did not overlook an oppor-
tunity to study the German peo-
ple, since 90 per cent of the pas-
sengers on the boats she sailed on
were German,

‘W was interesting to note the
change in their -attitude when
they were on German and Ameri-
can soil, In Germany they
seemed loyal to Hitler, but when

| they reached 'America, they were

anxioug to return to the freedom
offered here,” Mrs. Tuckr said.

Enroute from Fort Worth
New York, Mrs, Tucker
the fair in Chicago.

to

She returned home this week ||

and is teaching all the psychology
classes at T, C. U. In addition

to her school work, she is presi- |||
|

dent of the ’'93 Club.
- a2

e
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visited || |

M. Tucker

Is Back From
Trip Abroad

She Makes Tour With
Psychologists And
Educators

BY LEORA 'BENNETT.

“Under existing conditions in
Germany woman is being reduced
to a hausfrau, or housewife,”
Mrs. E. R. Tucker, psychologist,
said today on her return from a
five weeks’' study tour of condi-
tions in Europe.

Mrs., Tucker found conditions
in Germany tense. She encoun-
tered ' two factions in - Europe,
one opposing and the other ‘favor-
ing Hitler, One group believes
Hitler’s influence is & most damn-
able thing for Germany.. The
more conservative group believes
that Hitler and his: plans will

bring Germany out of chaos; if

given sufficient time,
Culture Restored.

Experimentation is being done ||

away with and the old regime of
German culture is being restored.
“The Jews,” Mrg. Tucker said,

“are being thrown out of employ- ||
ment, and are being forced to ||

leave the country to find work.
If they leave quietly, they are in
no danger.

““The psychologists are affected
under the present regime, because
they tend to ask questions rather
than to do as they are command-
ed. Some of them are finding
positions in colleges in America,
but not all of them can be placed
here. Some of them are
starvation because they can’t pay
their rent and have no incomes,”
she said. :

Mrs. Tucker planned to attend
the Psycho-Technical Congress in

Vienna, but it was cancelled due|| |

to the fact that all the leading

psychologists had been driven out ||

of the country. :

Mrs. Tucker took the tour con-
ducted by the People’'s College in
Europe. She and six other edu-
cators went to Europe to find out
what is being done psychologically
in Europe, besides to study the
soclal and economiec and political
angles, They studied the voca-
tional guidance work and social
reformation work being done es-
pecially for youth. The travelers
weres assisted by native guides and
were entertained, too, in the home
of European citizens.

Educators in Party.
Mrs, Tucker’s party was com-

posed of interesting persons, in- ,‘

cluding a woman expert in mental

tests and measurements, a practi-
cal psychologist, a child psycholo- ||

gist who teaches in Columbia Uni-
versity, a theologian, a lawyer and
Dr. Watson, director of the tour
and teacher in Columbia Univer-
sity.

In Berlin the party visited an
ifstitute in the castle, the ex-
Kaiser’'s former home., The pres-
ent laboratory was once a prince’s
bathroom. In Paris they visited
the Binet and Simon original lab-
oratory, and the psychological
clinic in the Sorbonne University.

They were entertained with aft-
ernoon tea in Adler’s home in
Vienna, 00, they met Charlotte
Buhler, Jewess .psychologist.

While in Otz in the Tyrol Moun-

tains, they saw a group of peas- |’

ants celebrating a Holy day with
a feast to their patron saint. The
feast ' opened, with .a cannon sa-
lute and ended in the evening
with a dance and beer fest.
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Listen, World!
By Elsie' Robinson

LIFE HAS NO BLUE PRINTS
E'S WAITING, For thirty years he has been

. waiting for someone or something to tell
him what to do. i

When he was a little boy, Mother and.
Father always told /him what to do." They told
him carefully, in great detail. = They punished‘
him if he'did-anything reckless or unexpected,
They did this, not out of cruelty, but out of a
real desire to protect him,

So. the little boy grew and the years went
on, Pleasant, placid, programmed years. i
Mother, Father and Teacher alwa}é at gvaﬁﬁ
wit'li‘hs, plan for him to follow, ;

en presently he was twenty-thre !
college,. rg‘ady to tackle the world. ]%ugu}ugg
what did “tackling the weorld” mean? ‘He hadn’t
the slightest notion, But that didn’t bother
ﬁi;nibs‘nprgﬁ?tni,hor something, had always turned
e way,
wotﬁd turn up xmw.y 1 Someo;xg = s?methmg
ife, of course, wasn't like a Mothe
s ] T
Father or Teacher, But Life 'had a purpo:;
and a plan, and a place for 'everybody, Life
didn't tell you, in so many words, what to do.
But it sent chances your wa¥. ' All you had
to do was to be eager and willing and ready to
Jump when the Right Chance came, §

Bu thow would you know it was ‘the Right
Chance?  That was easy,  'When the Right
Cha{xce came, all your troubles would be over.
You'd no longer have that wretched feeling of
uncerta_inty. There'd be no petty annoyances—
no horrid, heckling fears—no unpleasant conse-
quences. When you found your right place in
lifeseve;]rythmg would flow smoothly, i

0 he reasoned-—because he had been tau
to reason that way. . And he began to wai’ght

In the meantime, his friends rushed ahead—
took risks—made experiments—got ‘into a%v%ul

“How 'silly they are!” he said to himself
“If ithey’d only keep cool and be patient, they
might avoid all this. It isn’'t in the least nec-
essary to get into such jams.”

So he waited. And waited.

Jobs came along, But they were never ex-
actly the right job., Naturally he had to take
them, Qne must eat. But they never lasted
long. Something always went wrong. His
bosses-were 80 impatient!  Why didn’t they tell
him whgt to do, instead of blowing up because
he hadn’t dgne it? He was willing to co-operate,
Iti som%c;lmla_woutldu just sit down and make a
plan wi him—tell him exactl
when to “do it, il G

But nobody would. They were all too im-
patient, Everything was in such confusion,
Nobody had a plan, It was all so senseless!

O.ne,after another, the jobs fizzled out. But
he didn’t really. care. They were just stop-gaps,
anyway, Presently something would turn up.
He'd see Just What to-Do.. Life’s plan would
open up before him like & blue print.

- Does the story sound familiar? Of course ||
it does. You've seen it lived out scores of ||
times. Perhaps for dazed, discouraged months
or years you have lived that story yourself—
waiting—waiting until Life should show you
what to do. i

But life never shows us what to do,

Lifg has no blue prints for us to follow.

It is true that Life has a purpose That |}
purpose is Growth, But Life does not tell us |}
how or when or where to grow. For if Life did,
or could, what would be the result? We wouldnlt-
grow. We would only make copy-cat gestures.

There 18 only one way to learn how to live— |
one way to learn how to grow—and that is by
liv}ng, by growing. Meaning what? Meaning
going ahead and doing the next thing. Taking
chances with yourself, Making mistakes, Snap-
ping out of it and going ahead again.

And get over the notion that if you wait
long enough or seek far enough you'll find the i
Perfect Chance, You never will, for there's no
such thing.,” No growing life Is ever perfectly
placid or permanently pleasant, Healthy lives

are always disorderly, rebellious, fussy and
fussed, :
Only the dead can sit pretty. If you want

to live, you must take the consequences.
(Copyright, 1933, King Features Syndicate, Inc.)

Pungent Paragraphs ‘

IT IS comforting to note that Goethe said the‘
one unendurable condition in the world was
continual prosperity.—Toledo Blade.

Einstein is a mathematician who had even |
more' trouble with his politics than some of the
politicians are having with their mathematics,
—Washington Evening Star. I

The United States Chamber of Commerce |
having told what’s wrong with the Administra-
tion, maybe it won't oceur to the President to
turn the tables—Roanoke Times.

Is not New Bedford—widely known for traf-
fic safety—the small boy’s paradise? Funds
have run out and the schools are closed.—San
Antonio Express. | b

Northwestern University and the University
of Chicago are to merge, this, it appears, belné
necessary if they are to have a winning football
team,=-Rockford Register-Republic, |
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Listen, World!

By Elsie Robinson

" WHAT DO YOU MEAN ... THANKSGIVING

HIS IS THANKSGIVING;
‘We're supposed to be happy.

Ever since America sgtarted
We’ve been expected
To get together A
Once a year
And be thankful
For our good luck,
‘Well, maybe that was
A swell idea, once,
But personally I think
That anyone who rejoices this year
Over his private gob
Of good luck ]
Is a slob—
AND—I—MEAN—SLOB!

P ey el e P
Thanksgiving, dearie!
See the pretty flowers;
Smell the lovely turkey!
Hear a nation chewing
‘While fifty million starve!
Now ain’t that somepin?

L »* L L] » » *
This i8 Thanksgiving.
‘We should do
Something about 1it,
‘We should do
Plenty about it.
But we've the
Helluva nerve
If all we do
Is eat turkey.

* ¥ * Ll
What we oughtta do
Is get on our knees
And tell ‘God, quick,
‘What a bunch of bums we are
And then go out g
And feed our turkey
And cranberry
And salted almonds
And plum puddings
To the poor devils
‘Who haven't even hash,

" * » * * »
‘Why haven’t they hash?
‘We're why.
We and our America—
Our great, strong,
Proud, pushy,
Selfish, greedy America,
‘With its love of gold,
And its worship of success,
And its haste and wasfte—
‘We are why ¢!
The poor and the stufpid,
The weak and the slow,
Haven't even hash.

- » L] L d -

* L

*

®

Once upon a time

Everybody ate in America.

The first Thanksgiving

Wasn’t a Big Shet banquet;

It was a poor man’s meal,

And this was

A poor man’s country.

This was a country where

Everybody worked together,

And hoped together,

And fought together.

Some were smarter than others,

Some were wiser and swifter,

Some were better and braver;

But the swift

Remembered the slow,

And the strong

Remembered the weak,

And together they made a land—

And gave thanks.
" * L * Ll L ]

That first Thanksgving

‘Was a real day.

They had something

To be thankful for

Besides eats and drinks.

They had America,

And America was a swell place.

They were Americans,

And Americans were swell eggs,
" * L] » » ® »

Then we all began grabbing,
And pushing, and snatching,
Until now, today,
Fifty millions go hungry
In the richest land on earth.
And on this Thanksgiving. Day,
Anyone who gives a feast
For the old, fat things
In the old, fat way,
Ought to eat it
In a trough,

w ok w R e
This is Thanksgiving.
‘Well, believe me, God,
Whatever the rest do,
The only thanks I'm giving
Are my thanks for the chance*
To see myself as 1 am—
The Slob that T am—

And then

Get out and get busy, )
And try to prove -

That T've two legs PR
And a heart, i, iy~ TS
Instead of four L paoi | ‘\

And a grunt N e

(Copyright, 1933, Kﬁnz/features Syndieate, Inc.)

The London

In the eyes of the housewife made work. is "
the kind the husband creates by scattering |
| ashes on the rugs~—Philadelphia Evening Bul-!
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Times describeés a man as a
milk expert and a collector of glass, a true |
economy in vocation and avoeation.—New York |
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ByBRUCE BARTON

DISTINGUISHED citizen of a Western State
A spent quite a few dollars to call up on the tele-

phone, A paper had printed a sentence about
him based on misinformation. The editor is one of
my friends. . The distinguished citizen wished me
to ask him to print a correction.

I said: “It is only a sentence. Your friends know
it is not true. Most of the other people who saw it
have forgotten it. To print a denial is merely to give
it double circulation. My advice is to forget it.”

This advice, I admit, is easier to give than to take,
but certainly it is sound. Silence is an almost im-
pregnable fortress. A certain sales manager used
to say to his men: “There is only one prospect who
is absolutely impossible to sell. That is the man who
gits at his desk and never says a word. As soon“as
he opens his mouth, if it be only to say: ‘Get out of
here,’ he has weakened his defense. There is an
answer to that. But to silence there is no answer.”

Calvin Coolidge was a difficult man to campaign
against. His opponents would let out a blast and
then wait for his reply. No reply would come. “Let
him answer this,” they would cry, but all they heard
was the echo of their own voices. At length. having
shouted themselves hoarse, they would have to desist.
Whereupon the voters would go to the polls and re-
elect Coolidge.

i)

BLUEBONNETS

The blue lupin wth its pyramid of white buds
is the State flower of Texas

By Arthur B. Rudd

IN BRITAIN:

1
I’VE seen the heather blush beneath the rising sun

On drear Ben Lomond in dour Scotland’s wilds,
Or purple, 'neath the blaging sun of noon,

Then fade, like embers on a burned-out hearth,
As western sun sank slow behind the hills,

And homing rooks made chatter o’er the brae.

BUT IN TEXAS:

THE sky let fall its azure
And the sea gave up its hue,
And a sheen like drifted snowflakes
Streaked the waving mass of blue
On the rolling wind-swept prairie
Where the fair blucbonnets grew.

OH, the Scottish braes were bonny,
And the heather bonny, too;

But give me a Texas prairie,
With its foam-flecked waves of blue.

RS

Franklin Roosevelt is a master of this political
wisdom. He would have been in pretty hot water
by this time had he replied to all his critics. As it
is, the hottest water he has encountered is the bath

at Warm Springs.

In the campaign of 1864, a story was circulated
that when President' Lincoln had visited the battle-
field of Antietam the ambulance in which he and
General McClellan were riding “reached the neigh-
borhood of the old stone bridge, where the dead were
piled highest,” and that “Mr. Lincoln suddenly slap-
ped Marshall Lamon on the knee and called on Lamon
to sing a comic song.” “The New York World” pub-
lished this bit of doggerel:

" “Abe may crack his jolly jokes,

O’er bloody fields of stricken battle,
While vet the ebbing life-tide smokes

L3

AZ\M/[r‘s. B lockef to
Hold Breakfast|

i

Mrs. Eugene Blocker will entertaini.a
with a breakfast this morning at her |
home, 1931 F'ifth Avenue, in honor of !
Miss Florine McKinney of Hollywood,
formerly of Fort Worth, who is vis- |
iting her father, Mr, W. L, McKin-"
ney, this week, ‘

Mrs. Blocker's table will be cen- |
tered by a miniature snow scene. |’

Places will be laid for Mmes, Block-
er, Donald Loyd, W. L. Wilson Jr., {
Dick Parnem, Misses McKinney and |
Hilma Sandegard, #

Mrs, Loyd held open house last |
night, assisted by Mr. McKinney, at §
her home on South Henderson Street, '
for Miss McKinney. About 70 guests 4
called.  Misses Lorraine O'Donnell !
and Mary Cecelia Gaudin presided at |
the table, where an TItalian cutwork |
cloth, fuschia glassware and brass ap-|
pointments were used. Miss Sande-
gard and Mrs, Blocker assisted in
serving,

Members of the house party includ-
ed Mmes, M. €. MecNaught, Luke
Sims, A, B. Gathings, Willis Payne,
Wilson and Parnem. During the eve-
ning Mrs. Joe MeBride and Mr. Sam

|{ Jagoda played musical selections, i

Those calling last night were:l|
Drs. and Mmes, 8. G. Bittick, Cliff}
Lawrence; Messrs, .and Mmes, Little-g
ton Harwell, Ernest Parker, T. A.!
Jenkins, R. L. Paschal, Allan Car-|
ney, Bill Meili, Flugene Blocker, Ir-|
vin Tarses, Clarence Bigham, Rice |

McDonald, Grover Bigham, Jake!
Gachman, Harry Gressman; Mmes, |
Ida Goldgraber, Thomas O'Donnell, |
L. C. Sears, P, L.. Leland, Helen Em- |
ery, E. H. Stegall, France H, Gue-
dry; Misses Ruby Pruett, Catherine
Pruett, Nancy Douglass, Hazel Hun-
nieutt, Dorothy Compere, Eloise Pen-
dery, Bess Stephenson, Selma Wilson, |
Mary Elizabeth Turrentine, Helen|
Hess, Gwendolyn and Deirdre Dyche,i’
Elizabeth Coker, Joy Ellis, Catherine |
Cloud, T.ea Pearl Jones, Margaret|
Scrivener, Touise Puckett, -Lida|
Hayes, Helen TUmbenhour, Nadu}el
‘Wheeler, Phyllis Brannon, Magg}e'
Overstreet, Orena McCormick, Doris)
Bigham, Williamette Bailey, Kathryn |
Elkins, Pegey Leland, Mary Sears;|
Messrs, Willis Payne, David Payne,|
'Landon Freear, Wilson Jr., Joe In-|
graham, Buck and Bill Grady, Lee|
Umbenhour, H. W. Umbenhour, Bob
Calhoun, Alan Rubottom, Tom and
John Loffland, Tommy Bigham, Reed |
Sass, Harold Miller, Bill Jary, Mar-
shall McCormick, Johnnie Townsend, |

I Alden O’'Donnell, Jack Gordon, Tump |
| Culberson, Frank Roberts, Weldon‘;
Orme, Ray Smith, Terry Brown, l;
George Pearce and Mr, R. S. Mallard. I

From men that die like butchered cattle.”

Lincoln was deeply wounded by the lie, and wrote
in his own hand a denial, intending that Lamon
should copy it and give it to the press. His biographer
adds: “Later he decided that it was better to say
nothing about it.”

No active man gets through life without beink
subjected to a certain amount of unfounded erit
feism. But not very many men learn what an unf
answerable answer is silence.

i

|

N
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I IN “CIVVIES.”
| Where are the girls who used to smile
, And the rides I used to get, !
And where is the crowd that was very |
f proud ;

To pass me a cigarette? !
Time iw?s I danced with the maidens |

air

And captured their hearts by storm,
But I've lost my pull with the beautiful

Since quitting the uniform. i

I've ;sunk my shoes Into Turkish rugs ”._

That only the rich ean own, i
At tables fine I've been asked to dine
In the heart of the social zone. |
In the cushions deep of a limousine
I have rested my manly form, |
But I've lost my graft with the tony§
craft 2 iy
Since quitting the uniform.  §

Lve been a king on the ballroom floor,
An aeein the social whirl;
I could show my face in any old place
And never a lip would curl.
I _coulcé walk right up to a rich man’s
or § !

tting the uniform.

me n
Since qui 1
Now I walk downtown and the autos |
bagi e e :
..And nobody says “get in!” . ol
And the girls are shy when I'm stand-
ing by
And they give me the tilted chin,
And nobody knows and nobody cares |
‘Whether. I eat or how. !
I must buy my chuck, for T'm out o g
v lacks;
" I'm wearing the “civvies” now.

(Copyright 1929 by Bdgar “A. Guest) |

S




-1

3

Co-eds at T. C. U. Go'in for Sports, Too

Although the Varsiety athletes
get most of the headlines, the co-
eds at Texas Christian Unlversity
also go in for sports in ‘a big
way. The various sports have
been organized through the Wom-

o e

en’s Afhletic Association. under
the supervision of Mrs,  Helen
Walker Murphy, with a student
manager for each sport. These
managers, shown here, are: Top
row, left to right, Misses Ruth

Campbell, Del Rio, outing club;
Florence Fallis, dancing; Gay
Goldthwaite, archery; Blossom
F'rederick, horseback riding, and
Mary Frances Umbenhour, roller
skating. Boftom row, left to right,

s R S
Willie. . C. Austin,. tennis; Dore-
thy Luyster, Linneus, Mo., bas-
ket ball; Frances and Lucille
Shear (twins), gol; Juanita
Freeman, swimming, and Eda
Mae Tedford, hiking.
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LP To UNCLE JEFFS FARM WAS GOOD
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REMEMBER WHEN TWO WEEKS VACATION ﬁ}rgj %ﬂ,}’ ﬁ; ;
ENOUGH FOR ANYBODY. W

S\ Among the Folks in History By william

A

& pm

e’
D 5

g

i

IS FIRST GIRL,_

By HELEN WELSHIMER
JOHNNY JONES around the corner JOHNNY JONES is 10, you see,

Has a girl . . . I'd like to know And used to hate all women; . .}
Why he acts so stubborn They interfered with basketball
And insists it isn't so. And marbles, games, and swimmin’; ‘
He says “Oh gee, and gosh and darn, But now he’s found a pair of eyes
You think you're making up a yarn. That took his gay heart by surprise,
I ask you, can’t a guy He didn’t give a rap
Talk to girls or anything ; About his manners yesterday—
When they're.passing by ?” But now he tips his cap.

E’S turning somersaulits, he coasts
Down any kind of hill;
He twists his face most any place
To let her see his skill.
He pulls her hair and throws snowballs,
And doesn’t hear her when she calls;
She’s wise . . . she stands the test.
She knows that it’s the way he shows
He really likes her best!

.

i

-

“We Are Using Them As Yardsticks!”

—F.DR.
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“BECHES

By John-Martin

Mlu¢trated by Arthur E.Becher

PERHAPS 1 ain't relijus,
But when | say a prayer,

I sort er feel inside er me
That God is always there.

PERHAPS 1 don’t exactly
Know fancy words to sav,

But I'm real sure God understands
When | jest try to pray.

l GUESS God always listens,

'Cause His own child, you see,

Was Jesus, who was once a boy—

A little kid like me.

SO MAYBE words don’t matter
If God gets in my heart;

I'm pretty sure He likes to hear,
An' take a feller’s part.

. By HELEN
Design by Herblock g
E give our thanks to Thee, tonight, dear God,
That after weeks of drouth the rain has come.
Now as it falls so swift against the earth
There is no way we can compute the sum
Of good that shall accrue now that the land
Has felt the hope of sustenance revive. '
Now in a world grown strangely sweet and cool
1t is so good to breathe, to be alive! (i

OW men can cease the talk of exodus i
From lands on which their forbears have been born;
No need to seek a Canaan anywhere, 3
Or pitch a tent in fields of alien corn. =
We hear the creeks, the brooks, the river sing;
We sense the added stature of the grain;
The pastures shall be green tomorrow, God—

anks, for rain!
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‘nOG for the mighty world, O Lord, tonight,
Nations and kingdoms in their fearful might—
! LCet me be glad the kettle gently sings,
et me be thankful just for little things. 2

!
\

‘ G‘:HA"TI‘KFUE for simple food and supper spread,

Ghankful for shelter and a warm, clean bed,
“ For little joyful feet that gladly run
“, Go welcome me, when all my work is done.

FO‘\ litele friendly days that slip away,

With only meals and bed and work and play,
A rocking-chair and Rindly firelight—

For little things let me be glad tonight.

-

| Ghankful for What ?
By &oéna Jaques ;

[llustration by Arthur &.Becher

G‘}if\'ﬂ'l\‘?llﬂ for friends who share my woe or mirth, i
Glad for the warm, sweet fragrance of the earth, a
For golden pools of sunshine on the floor, !
For love that sheds its peace about my door. l

p . 79 o
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THE CREED OF AN AMERICAN

" ¢
By James M. Whiton, Ph. D., New York City
1 believe in One eternal God, our Father Almighty, the all-prevailing
Life and Law of his boundless Universe.
And in Jesus as our spiritual Head, our Elder Brother, God’s beloved
Son, Shepherd of our souls, Captain of our salvation, the Light of the world;
"And in Man as the child of God, capacitated to become God’s heir in
ojtomtluro,sndbomintathiswotldtobeoducatedfoxit; o e v
And in the Family, the State, and the Church as God’s graded school
for such education; ;
* And in the Bible as the inspiring record of Man’s gradual schooling
through - experience of trial and error into thoughts and ways of God;
And in the Kingdom of God as the ultimate concord of Man’s will with
his Father’s to be finally realized in a holy, heavenlike world; -
And that America’s true greatness is greatness of brotherly service
to all nations to hasten that divine event. 4
/ m
By William Tyler Page
1 believe in the United States of America as a government
people, by the people, for the people; whose just powers are deriv
the consent of the governed; a democracy in a republic; a sovereign
of many sovereign states; a perfect union, one and inseparable; ;
upon those principles of freedom, equality, justice and humanity for whic
American patriots sacrificed their lives and fortunes. -
T therefore believe it is my duty to my country to love it, to support its
constitution, to obey its laws, to respect its flag and to defend it against all
“m‘,. it h " ‘. ‘.

We undenuna that this took

o MBI iy




Della West Decker

[lustrated éy James Monfyomery Hagy

Wannem

I JUST can't ‘member what to do,
Like to say, "Please” and, "I thank you'';
With ‘portant things to think about
My manners must be crowded out.

Queerness

’

CAUSE I like toads and bugs and frogs
And want to stay outdoors with dogs,
Then go out there to eat my jam,

Most people say how queer I am.

THEY stay inside and talk and sit,
Which I don't think is fun a bit;
[ may be wrong as wrong can be,
But they seem just as queer to me!

THE awfulest thing there is to hate
Is lots of spinach-on my plate;
When I grow up, my children won't
Have to like it if they don't!

Colors

ALL the colors that I've seen,
Red is the badest one; I mean
To have it grow right on my head,
So lots of people call me “Red.”

WE KNOW a man who likes to tease,
Whose head is bald as my bare knees;
I'll tell him soon—and then ['ll run—
That red hair’s better'n having none!

Wealth

Jivrs grandma has
A limousine,

And the biggest house
I've ever seen.

BuT my grandma
Is best by far,

For she has got

A cookie jar.

gwind

ONE of the twins who lives next door
Can kick or fight or scratch the floor
And not get licked—Oh well! Just ‘cause
His folks don't know which one it was.
How hard I wish that I could be

All born again with two of me!




Reply

zuwmn 8. n:m. e
ward S. Reld, tgery Pifty-
ha' Field Artméw asg written an
er t;) ;In I?‘altldern l;“gg';i;‘ poem
h with a photogra e same
Tn atmp S\mdgt e

am o e
f u'{‘: Anu’M. Reld of 610 Surp-
Avenue.

e title of his opan ia “Sleep On Ye
o In Flanders Field.” It follows:

Altho ye sleep
Flanders -fields,
Throw light on our

Bewildering
at civmzatten’s ukht may not
dimmed again by will to alny.

AAtho' yo lie | -

Flanders fields

Have no fear that

Ye died in vain.

billion: fhlndn have xraaped the

hold it ever high again.
e ———

In Flanders A e
Between the crosses,

be smote by wars, '

ly to Poem on Flanders | Field
v Is Wntten by Fort Worth Soldler @

And whil 8 yo le
clds,
Row on row,
No mora will earth be

Tor right has stilled the

Sleep on ye brave
In Flanders ‘fields,

Nor let unrest

Disturb thy dreams.

The hallowed crosses row . on row
Shall’ warn all tuturo war-lust fiends. .

ay bk
4

victous foe,

-

!
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THE GLEANER

By Cora-Paxton Stewart
Lllustrated by G Patrick Nelson

H()\\" quietly she sits with folded hands
Beside a smoldering fire, and yet her dreams,
Like happy children, run along the sands

Of memory. Upon her face there gleams

A sudden beauty, like a morning star

Knew all the wonder-w ays of \outh and far
Into the night her thoughts old memories woo.

H()\\' beautiful this wrinkled face that wears

The years like a beatitude, and keeps

Their poignant wisdom for the youth that fares

To some strange land where he both sows and reaps;
For from Life's field of laughter and of tears

She bears a beauty garnered with the years.

That sang when Earth was young; for once she, too,




BRIDE'S HOUSE

By
Christie Lund

Iustrated by Brad¢haw Crandell

SHE is so young, dear Lord, so very youns;

She is so wide-cyed and naively sweet;

She does not dream of great rooms, draped and hung
With master paintings, rugs where some queen’s feet
Have lightly trod. She dreams of this instead:

A small, new house with freshly painted floors,
With hand-stitched curtains, and above her head
Bright dishes gleaming through wee cupboard doors.

SHE’LL learn, some day, the value of old things,
When cagerness is still, and she is wise—
Knowing the disillusionment time brings—

But now, there's so much springtime in her eyes,
And this is her first house—Whate’er You do,
Let everything about it, Lord, be . . . new!




* GOD, 1 am traveling out to death’s sea,
I, who exulted in sunshine and laughter,
Thought not of dying—death is such waste of mel
Grant me one prayer: Doom not the hercafter
Of mankind to war, as though | had died not—
1, who in battle, my comradc’s arm linking,
Shouted and sang—life in my pulses hot,
Throbbing and dancing! Let not my sinking
In dark be for naught, my death a vain thing!
God, let me know it the end of man’s fever!
Make my last breath a bugle call, carrying
Peace o'er the valleys and cold hills forever!

UNCOMMON
SENSE FU0KE

EYES THAT SEE, EARS THAT
HEAR.

The average person has no more
intelligence than he needs.

For that reason it is highly impor-
tant to employ what he has of these
faculties to the utmost.

If you go through life unobserv-
ing, you are going to lose a great
deal that is enjoyable and useful.

You are endowed with excellent
| sight and hearing, if you are an
average person.

Supplementing them' there is an
intelligence which knows how to use
“ them for your best interests.

{ When you reach the years of 14
P otr8 15, you are ready for a running
L it start,

; But whether it is used or neg-
lected is a matter for you to decide.

It is quite possible to move along
your way, with half closed eyes and
half hearing ears.

— _ —

But a dog does better than that.
S0 does a cat.

Both it is true are ahead of you
in the fact that the dog has a keen
scent and the cat has a wariness
with neither of which you can com~
pete.

Watch a dog enter a strange
house. His nose is immediately at
work, and it gives him a ygreat
deal of information about other dogs
that have begén in the vicinity, as
well as of other kinds of ammals.

The cat, as soon as it gets into a
strange place, examines eévery room
it is permitted to enter, always
warily, for it is a pessimist as far
as trust in its fellow creatures is
concerned,

Upl. Jim R. Gregory

D. 131ST FIELD ARTILLERY

But both of these animals, and prac-
tically all creatures save man, ems
ploy to the full the gifts that were
bestowed upon them at birth,

Not so the average man, Give him
a warm placé to sit, and enough to
! eat, and he does not worry much

about his surroundings.

He reads books and enjoys them,
But as a rule if you ask him what
he has been reading, he hardly will
remember beyond a few days.

He learns little from his experi=
ences, less from his observations;

If you are wise you will make
use of every opportunity that comes
your way and continually use all the
powers that you possess or can cul=
tivate,

Today, more than ever, it is im-
portant for every one to be at his
best in health as well as in ability.

Use your eyes and ears as they
were meant to be used, continu-
ously.

Keep your brain at work, not just
now and then, but all the time, even
when you are only playing games.

You are in competition with:a
great many people, all of whom
want the things you want.

Unless you put up a fight and
maintain if, you will have precious
little chance of any sort of success,

(Copyright, 1935, by the Bell

Syndicate, Ine.)




Mhen
Ghe Sun Shines
Bebind Calvary

By
Clara Hood
Rugel

Decoration by
Jules Gotlieb

LIGHG—and the day slow
creeping

There where the dawn colors lie.
Stillness guarding the hilltop,
Bare crosses etching the sky.
Silent the tomb in the garden,
Mo burden of death on its floor,
‘Radiance cast like an altar—
Remission flanking ‘its door.

‘}(OUSBGO‘PS catch light of
the morning,

Faces—a few see the light,

Curning their steps toward the
garden,

Finding fulfillment of night.

DA(U‘TIAand again down the
ages,

The millions lift eyes to see

Forgiveness written with crosses

(Dhen the sun shines behind

Calvary!

| | & perfect m record of all
“A’ grades for the first semester
| according to m,m :

‘| Richard Pon. and 6. ﬁkm
‘| Jr., sophomores, v
| Other Fort Worth m«m
making the Honor Roll, which re-
quires a “B" tv'mco, with no
l"‘} m“.

:"m’“'“'”“ﬁ ’I,

.
' el

Hin|

Marjorie ¥ An (N

all of

P

Elected to T. C. U Honor 'fty

v/

~Orgain’s Photos.
Three M Christian wvm
sity co-eds, ;'Ihn last week




energy, in the person of Mary Fran-
. ‘ ) ces Umbenhour, approaches college
il i | graduation this Spring with an en-

viable record behind and an am- |-

e 1
irk D.Homcﬁ Ehﬁag
1896 Class Member, 3

Hand to Present Awa

¢

Yorty years after he was gra
uated from Central High Schal
Kirk D. Holland of Chicago returm
to. commencement exercises for ¥
schoo!l last night to donate the &
B, Clayton Latin trophy and a
$100 scholarship.
| When the 431 graduates assemij
n the T. C. U. stadium to recel
Hiplomas it was a striking contif
o Holland’s graduating class of
embers in 1895, ‘
' Holland presented the trophy a8
check for $100 to J. Olcott Sae
ers, salutatorian. He announc
at he and his wife, who also W
troduced, had established a tru
nd to assure the perpetuation q
be award each year. Holland move|

i

t Miss Clayton, who has taught
e public schools here for 50 year

The trophy was named in honj
i
R. L. Paschal, principal, roundini

Onors.

and girl making the highest scholas
gpham.

. Sanders; valedictory, Col

as furnished by the schoo

by Miss Irma Poindexter.

Bruce Jones

" Dorothy Martin

unt Wrenella McAfes
nsom J. D, MeCutchan
lquitt Martha Newton

fmmins Robert Oliver

n Charles Pekor

Clara Loulse Phlllips
nklin June Popham
ollihar Cary Rall
ances Minette Rosenthal
o Olcutt Sanders
‘Grimland Ruth Banders
rles Gumm Gordon Teague
ter Haggerty Vietoria West
Jane Harrison Geneva Winters
ros Homeyer Elaine Zimmerman

h Margaret Hood

iree Adams Ethel Hilllard

ia Nell Alkman Opal Hiner
Alkman Gladys Hitt

h Alford Bettye Holt

I Allen Wiltord Howard

tha Amos Loulse Jackson

lyn Anderson Ruby Faye Jones
Mne Andrews Jane Katzenstein
sie Anton Guy Kelley
sd Baker Melgn King
Sheldon Labovits

fgaret Baker
ldred Balch Eylene Lally
fiflle Mae Bass Hope Lamberth
Sam "ﬁ A
Bobh Liden
Margaret Liston
Buckley Dorothy. Jeanne
Byers Lockhart
jse Camp Billy Low
garet Cartan Frieda MeClure
rew Chilton Nell McKey
pert Christner A, C, Metts
y Clarke Ivan Miller
Clarke Johnnie Marie Mills
Clarkson Eda Mooney
y Clarkson Guy Morton
bthy Delle Couch Eloise Neighbors
ounts Mary Oakley
ge Cox Frances Anne Onesl

Dnu:h Curtis }:‘arry Owens
avis : ary Belle Ptdgiu

el Dillon William Parker: 2

eth Eagtin \‘\Inm Pennell

ne Eng Bert Phillips

tha Fallis Naoml Polansky
bthy Farrington Frank Potter

'y Featherston Varrie Price

nor Sue Foster Jacqueline Ramming
vers Gardner Sammie Ramsey
elle Garrett Virginia Redmond
thy Jeanne ries Reichenstein
IHhar Charles Richardson
Wl Jane Greens Melvin thal
nice Gressman

N. 8§
Kenneth Triy E "
Marguerite *n. 2
Betty Triplehorn

v chairman of Phi Sigma Iota, national

\| Outcast Club,
W thing? She keeps‘a written list,

i a day at school, ~cramming her

¢ the graduates when he presented
diplomas. He pointed out that more
han 100 of the class graduated with

but 29 years as principal of tht ge— T
chool, personally congratulated each f‘ ‘,;:;‘(

Superintendent - Green delivered
niversity scholarships to the boy

e mverage for the past two years—
;andon Colguitt, valedictorian, and | Johnnie Turner

ress, George Thompson Jr., | Myra Adking
of the Board of Education | fhomas Adkins

raduates with “‘Cum Laude' honaww

\TCU €0-ED CARRIES 5 SUBJECTS,

BELONGS TO 8 ORGANIZATIONS
v i Linguist

Ninety-five pounds of feminine

bitious course ahead.

For the last two years she has
paid her way through Texas Chris-
tian University by assisting in the
modern language department lqd
tutoring French, Spanish or Latin
on the side.

For four years the T. C. U, honor
roll has borne her name.

Now during her senior year she is
carrying five subjects, with French
a major, and when she gets her de=
gree these activities will go down
beside her name: "

President of Alpha Chi, scholar- '

ship society; president of Amper-
sand, honor society for senior wom-
en; secretary-treasurer of the Wom-
an’s Athletic Association; program
chairman of Los Hidalgos; social

modern language society, and 2a
member of the Y. W. C. A, Meliorist
Club and Mavericks, formerly the
How does she keep up with every-
Miss Umbenhour spends 10 hours
studies in ‘with her work, and

dreams of the future.
Her No. 1 choice of a career is

A Spring graduate of Texas
Christian University, who car-
ries five subjects and member-
ship in eight organizations, be-
sides  assisting in the modern
language department and tutor-
ing on the side to pay her way
through—yet Mary Frances Um-
benhour’s name has been on the
honor roll during the four years.

civil service work with the use of

b Chicago from Fort Worth in 1917 y o0 language education. Second is
teaching. She is the daughter of

Mr. and Mrs. Charles E. Umben-
hour, 2025 Lipscomb Street,

- o
P - Si Y

Lola Mae Willlams
Imogene Walker Woodrow  Wilson
Joy Helen Waters Roy Wige

gram included address bY | Reba Westmoreland. Cifton Young
president, Robert Oliver;| Marian Wheeler

Jo Frances Zachry
uf Other graduates were:!

Artie Ellington
Josephine Elllott
Owen Elliott

1 Harry Anderson
Marguerite Embrey

0. K. Anderson

and a mixed chorus, both | willlam Anderson Bylvia Engler

Felix Ankele Corinne Cotten

Abe Anton Evans

graduated ‘‘Magna Cum Laude” | preddie Armstrong  Frank Evans
Martha Jayne Evans

Marvin Athans
Evelyn Atking Norine Bvans

[lene Baird W. C. Ewing
Arthur Baldus Mary Farrar
Bettye Banner Adrian Farrls
John Banner Ben Ferguson
Erma Barnett Cathiryn Ferguson
Theda Barron Al Flelding

Mary Bartholet Edith Fleeper
Ralph Baxter M. W, Fouche
Margaret Beach Max Francls
James Benford Camille Fulier
Livelyn Bentow Theima Gambill
Herman Blackwel) John Gandy

Jack Bobo Hoftman Gardiner
Doris Boren Jane Gernshacher
Daphne Brady Bruce Gibbons

Bab Brandon Geraldine Gibson
William Braune Vivian Girara
Elizabeth Brice Eimo Glaze
Charles Britton George Goldthwaite
Woodrow Brock Helen B. Gould
Doris Brown Tommye Gracy
Francine Brown Marian Graves
Herman Brown Raymond Gray
Juanita Bruce Bara Grierson
Bobble Buck Charlotte Griftin
Mary Sue Burns Jean Cozzens Hag-
Janie Louella Cal- gard

Iahan Vera Hanking
Mae Franees Can- Georgia Belle Harrls
terbarry Dominic Hart IIT

Amatus Chamberiain Helen Havens

Louise Clark Dorothy Hawkine
0. T, Clark Jack Henckels
Edward Cloer Leonard Hendetson
Kent Conle William Hendrick
Helen Coldren Cleo Henry
Jack Cole Rollin Hera)d
Elise Combs Floyde Herring
Robert Coon Weldon Higgin-
gele!é Corbett botham

en Corley Hazel Hila
Reld Cornish Frances m'nh:r‘u

Verna Cox Frances Holder

Thelma Culberson Jack Hudson
Mary Alice Daunin  Sidne

Jayne Davidson m“y'llumu
Dorothy Jane Davis  Frances

Doyle Da: Beverly ennings
Madoline Da Vitte Billye Jdiﬁu.

Charles Cristot Frances H
bert Crow June Holhon
Joe Croxton Ruth Virginia Hooper

James Lockhart

Mary Kathryn
Looney

Jack Love

Alma Grace Lowther

0. L. MacDonald
Bob Mackln
Evelyn Marberry
Graee Masson
Berniece Matheny
Eugene Maxwell
Mary McClain
Ethel MeCay
Charite McCrary
Elaine McDonald
Ottlene McDutf
Mildred McEiroy
?OMM :chrhu
erome MeGehea
Ralph McInnis st
John MeKinney
Roger McLeland
A. W. Miller
Bill Miller
Billy Miller
Dorris Miller
Goldie Miller
Lee Ola Miller
Vernon Miller
Alta Mills

Robert Mills
Francis Mims
Hazel Minor
Jaek Mitehell
Kay Mitchell
Alberta Morris
Tom Morrissey
John Mullen
Jack Murphy
Dorothy Naylor
Inez Neel

Peggy Newton
Lewis Nolen
Margaret Odnea)
Ellsworth Ohlweller

Elinor Ruth Pendery

Leon Pett
Millicent Plummer
George Pollard
Jack Popham
Po

William Sharratt
Morris Shepherd

George Simpson
Margaret Slents
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Discovery
By Elizabeth R.Stalnaker

Decoration by Franklin Booth

O‘}-{, I have come to know by journeying far,
How happiness is found in simple things:

G‘}(E Sabbath stillness of late afternoon;

A cottage silver-thatched beneath the moon;
A supper table blessed by evening grace;
Sweet benediction of the rain against my face;
Across the painted desert of the sky,

One lone bird’s flight;

A garden where white lilies shine at night.

I OFGEM wonder who has set my cask
Of learning where true joy is found at lasg
Perhaps it’s God.




charm all her own.

Copyright, 1934 NEA Service Ine)

Least imperious of the five little Dionnes is Emelie, de- Grave and circumspect, Cecile i one o f&
mure, self-contained, last to cry at mealtime, a plain little :
creature with tilted nose and narrow chin, but with o
When the nurses who guard her so
carefully look at her, they say, “Likely she'll be a nun.”

cor.

:
!

‘Pe‘aceqble, steady-nerved and calm—that’s
d wn size of the Dionne infant quintet. She
 her stride and the nurses vision her as o typieal farm
man, hard-working and uncomplaining as
e Ontario bush, but with a +sparlc of temper.

the quintuplets, joining only mildly in the

up as mealtime approaches in the Dionne nurs
unworried type that takes things as they come
imagine her a nurse when sﬁe reaches woma

Annette, sec-
Just takes life

they are in

Heaviest and sturdiest of the Ontario quintuplels is
Yvonne and already she seems to “know her strength.” A
self-assured child, she expresses herself forcibly and de-
mands her right when feeding time volls around. She’s the
kind of baby who should grow up to be a strong farm wife.

o

The Thrill That Comes Once in a Lifetime —By

AR e R

1

Webster

Copyright, 1034, NEA Setvice, Inc.)
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Personality palm among -the Dionne quintuplets goes
to Marie—prettiest, smallest, liveliest of the wo?ld’s :,wst
famous babies. Pert is the word for Marie. She's the
type that will grow up to be an actress, say her nurses,

who already are guessing at careers for the quintet,
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_expected of Fergusonism. If Texans should, b
imaginable chance, vote Saturday to turn their Sta
Jim Ferguson again, they would gi > 1 ep ﬁ}m
campaign powerful ammunition to use against Mr,
ticket in every other State, and would seriously detract from
the chances of Demoecratic victory, S ey
xas Democrats have

On the other hand, the news that Texas D i S
turned their faces squarely against the fantastic political o 7 : i
proposition presented by Fergusonism, that they refuse to T : = ' <
be f?el“ twice by the same medicine show staged by the 7

same performer, and that they maintain the inviohbhné.! s
F the public trust, will greatly ﬂlllllee Mr. Garner’s pres. : : F
i tige in the eyes of the Nation and greatly increase the pos- : : 3

ibilities of success for the Democratic ticket in November, ==
msnuriay'fam Domocn'g? will don the golm"; in 1 % e
‘which it must appear to the Nation which in November will : e ;

consider whether a ticket which includes a product of Texas | : :
Democracy is worthy of receiving the control of the national = ‘ =
government. A victory for Sterling and 3“41”'5”“ » : : ,
means they will be the right colors. It will carry to other
States the conviction that the Democracy of the State which

offers John Garner to the Nation is not composed by the {

sort of voters who can be fooled nd over again by the A

seme (ostun Wich Kor hev Sl onl iuiadive. .
S b e R




.over their water bottlg-heated nest
ey —— . L

bt S awm : ==

¥ as their mother, Mrs, Oli

OTHER INNOCENT CHILD VICTIM OF TRAGEDY, -SAYS FAY KING]

, :
— CHARAES & LNDRERGH ,TR.

By FAY KING. We had wished that one or all involved to any degree alas another child must share the shame and condemna-

‘apprehending Bruno Richard Hauptmann Jus- of guilt in this atrocious crime might alone suffer the tion that falls upon an unworthy father. 2 o

- Solve the Lindbergh case, we have only one Prejudice, lack of pity and punishment deserved. In all spheres of life little children are alike in in- :

hat, another § hild iR No child can help to whom he has been born. nocence and purity of heart, and each deserves our love
er innocent child becomes a victim in But while one child falls heir to the esteem and ad- and protection.

tragedy. miration the world bestows upon a distinguished father, God bless them every one!
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Mrs. Hobart O. Deaton was Mise Lois White before
Church. Dy, and Mrs. Deaton have gone to North .("m‘()
home at 2315 West Rosedale St. Mrs.

her marriage Thursday night at Hemphil St. Presbyterian

bina to visit his family, On their return they will make thewr
Deaton 13 ¢4 daughter of Mrs. 0. J. White, 1206 Clarg St.—Ji‘}.zm-}«,'ngm-f Photo, |
A e Rl Rl
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Pulsing with life,

If I had never seen a tiny blade,

Where yesterday was only naked soil,

I could but doubt.

ﬂ)irac C

By Gladys Shafer

Illustrated by Arthur € Becher

BUG I have seen the eager green things come
Through bare, brown earth

TCaking the gift of life from Unseen Power,
And this I know:

G‘}(E resurrection of the Christ is not

More miracle

Ghan that a little plant should start to grow

On Easter Morn.

15
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THE FORT WORTH PRESS '

Needs’ hairmen Pose ith F irqt

Mrs. Bert Walker, general of the Fort Worth Women's
Crusade, and Mrs. Luther M. Hogsett,
the First Lad

A

—Press Staff Photo
for the Women's Crusade, They sat right back of her on the
co-chairman, pose with ::;?tml[:l w;;en s‘I;e"I‘ectured last night at the First Methodist

Church, rs. Walker returned /e from W
y of the Land, who heads the national committee el g Mo |

i where she attended a conference called by Mrs. Roosevelt. ‘
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3 FIOW ‘ ‘B -
ernly On Women Who
~ Play by Men’s Rules|
i : M(;dern‘ Aﬁthbny Is Adx;erse to End of Double

Standard; Men' Themselves Are the :
Accusers, Now and Always

By HELEN WELSHIMER

‘The double standard may be regarded as something as ob- 3

solete as hoops and bustles by a great many people but society
has as stern a frown as-ever for women who play according to |

" men’s rules. The reaction of the people who are learning how
Anthony Adverse ends, now that it is a motion picture, is indica-
tive of this fact. : - :

In the book and picture Anthony returns to his native land
to find that Angela,-the sweetheart of his childhood, and mother
of his child, has during his lengthy absence become the favorite
of Napoleon through whose patronage she has carved herself a
noteworthy career in the opera of Paris. Anthony loves the girl.
He isn’t wearing a white badge on his own lapel, either. However,
shocked by Angela's infidelity, he renounces her.

Whether he was a hero or ae

—_ —

——

villain depends on your point of
view. However, observation re-
veals that many of those who are
inclined to the latter opinion, so
far as Anthony's behavior is con-
cerned, do not extend much sym-
cathy to Angela for her behavior.
No, society still frowns on too
much romancing on the part of
i its daughters.
According to a géntleman's code

of 150 years ago, when Anthony ||
loved, doubled his love and re-|

doubled it, one misstep on the

part of woman shut her away for- ||
éver from a man's legal impulses. |
In fact, right up ‘to the World |

War, & man was said ‘only to be
having more fun where a woman
was accused of sinning. The ru-

mor got around that nien's hearts ||

were ' composed of compartments
which could house many loves. A
man, it was believed, could let the
roots of his devotion go deeply
_into one soil and love elsewhere,
too, without uprooting anything.

A woman who followed his ex- |

ample woré a metaphorical scar-
let letter. - Today the letter isn't
revealed. However, the whisper
goes around that it is there.

* *® =

OMEN may believe that they

aré brave and gallant and
true to the emotion they feel for
a man when they break with the
conventions established through
custom and usage. Whatever
their private opinion of the mat-
ter, they must face the criticism
of the major part of society.

“If you have any respect for
our love—if it means anything to
you, you'll bear it for my sake!”
a man may plead—and men do
plead. .

Oh yes, sons of Adam and An-
thony, but a man who has any
respect for that love and that
girl wen't ask her to bear too
much. He kills what he is trying
to preserve when he does.

However, when a woman has
erred and a man has eérred, sep-
arately, and they love each other,
what then? If Anthony loved An-
gela why wasn’t he as willing to

forgive and pretend to forget as

she? Because he was a man and
she was a woman! Because so-
ciety will not countenance certain
things in its women, and men
themselves are the accusers!
® L] -

SURVEYS of boys and young

men of today show that they
are no longer as desirous as their
fathers of planting a crop of un-
domestic oats in their spring. If
they answer questions truthfully
in these questionnaires, and if the
girls who know them speak with
equal honesty, the boys of the
younger generation-are not as

[ ——

Eleanor
Reosevelt

Day

New York, N. Y.

‘ Aug. 27, 1036.

LAST night T went to the first showing of “Anthony Adverse”
as a movie. When we arrived some very beautiful movies of
Hawaii were being shown, and they might have been a back-
ground for some of the later scenes in the new picture.
1 think it is a most difficult thing to take a book and to
\ choose the scenes which will not only produce a dramatic suc-
cess but preserve the spirit of the story. In this case, I think
the scenes are very lovely. I liked the little boy who played
Anthony, and many of the other parts are well acted. X
I think there is some confusion in telling the story. A cer-
tain rollicking spirit of adventure which breathes in the book is
missing in the characters as you see
them on the screen, particularly in An-
thony himself.

I slept well on my porch last night.
It was pleasant to look at the tops of
the trees which make such a thick
shade for the little back yard below
us. In spite of all the building going
on around us, which we hope is an in-
dication of returning good times, we
had a very peaceful cup of morning
coffee on our porch with Miss Esther
Lape, who came down from her apart-
ment above to join us before she went
to work.

We went uptown a little after 9 and

I spent a nice, lazy hour having my
hair washed. I always wish I had been
born with nattﬁ:‘.lly curly hair and that
; when the washing process was over, 1
Eleanor Roosevelt  could simply run a comb through it
and find it falling into nice natural waves, as is the case with

MONTRACT RRIDGE WL L i q

some of my friends.

At 11:30 I reached Democratic headquarters at the Biltmore
Hotel and was completely mystified by the numbers of police-
men standing around. I went upstairs to meet some people who
had come from out of town, and on coming out at 2 found a
crowd and even more police. At last I discovered the reason,
the Japanese officers were lunching at the Biltmore.

While I was at the Democratic headquarters Mr. Early called
up from Washington to tell us the sad news of Secretary Dern's
death. When Mr. Dern came to Washington a few years ago he
seemed to me a strong, well man. He has been ill for some time
and I feel deeply sorry for Mrs. Dern and all his family.

Soon we start on our drive to Hyde Park where we have
gromiaed to be home in time for supper with the little chil-

ren. E. R.

(Copyright, 1938, by United Feature Syndicate, Inc.)

tempted as Anthony Adverae.] = R
However, those boys do not ask || »
more from the girls than they |
offer. !
Anthony is true to the gentle- |
man’s code of his day—but man’s ||
inhumanity fortunately to woman ||
has sufferéd some sévere draw- ||
backs since: women began to at- ||
tain emotional and economic par- :
ity.
3:Copyrighh 1936, NEA Service Inc.) “

“Give Light and the People
Will Find Their Own Way”

What's Going to Happen?
: people of this country can be
divided into two groups: those
who draw money from government,
and those who pay money to govern-
ment. :

It has gotten to the point where
there are so many getting money from
government that those who have to
supply government with money are
wondering how much higher the bill is
going to get and how much longer
they are going to be able fo pay it.

The number getting benefits from
tax money has grown so large that it
threatens to become the ruling class,
if it has riot already done so.

In this group can be numbered
every public job<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>