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To the Rcader

CON'FIDEVTIALLY

Do throc appearances cstablish a precedent, or 2 tradition? If so,
the Inkpot is launched on the sca of college lifc. Howcver, we do not
always know in advance when it will sail, who will be the captain, or
whether it will carry any passcngers and cargo.

Leaving our mixed mctaphor, which isn't appropriatc for an Inkpot
amy way, wu may makc it known that this cdition is purcly freshman., Tho
articlus (relatives of the short story) woru written for rogulur class
assijnments, with no intention of publication. Committecs werc chosen
by the mombers of Scetions Onc and Minc of Froshman Composition, and the
committees soleeted ten storivs from cach suetion, to form this cdition of
the Inkpot. v can't compote with students mejoring in crcative writing,
but W& too arc part of llorchecad State Collugc cnd wish to be repruscnted.

There wore more than o hundred othor manuscripts, mony of thum were
very intorcsting and worthy of notice, but we are not yct rendy to publish
a volumc, hoence the limit to twenty-ono (including the cditorial).

The cditorial is intonded to be o composite of f'rushman iduas--as
many as we could find or formulate--on campus conduct. .o do not wish
the unsatisfactory conduct of = fuw persons to be token os roproscntative
of the great majority. LS

Who will produce the next Inkpot? Could we have o Summacr Gchool
cdition? Ilay w. some time rcach the high schools of Eastern Fentucky and
stimulate better writing therc?

Long live the Inkpot!

JOHNSON CAMDEN LIBRARY
MOREHEAD STATE UNIVERSITY
MOREHEAD,KENTUCKY
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2ditorial of the week
A T0RD O COLLIGI CCHDUCT

We are two stru;rling students in English Comnosition 102,
The rest of the students in the freshman comosition classes
have submitted sugrpestions Tor the improvenent of life on
ilorehead's cammus, It is our lot to assume the role of critic and
to relay to ;on the criticisms, opinions, and sugzzestions of some
oi your fellow students.

Our congress of critics is zlmost unanimous in deploring the
conduct of tae students during chanel. Why? 7Jell, perhans the
wnispering, the slawning doors, the rustlins paper, the blank
seats and looks, and the multitude of other disturbances that con-
front cvery speaker may have something to do with thise OF
course the nad dash for the side door is just the things Te
understand that lir, Pepper is goinz to station men with stop
watches by the doors so that we can have the tryouts for the track
teanm vithout asking the bors to take the long walk dovm to the
track field, Installation of swinviny doors might be the answer
to the entire problem. By the wey, does the concreration in your
church burst into znplausc alfter the Lord's Prayer and other
relizious songs?

The lins cutting problcn in the ealfctcoria is an acutc ona,
The number of tail-cndors that have shed eowntless pounds at the
end of’an cver-ineroasing chowline ic incsleulablc, Rocent infor-
nation, howsver, discloscs that this is merely the football tean
getting ready for its f211 schednleos Itis nice to know that our
football tcam is going to have ~irls on it also., Wetll have moro’
cemes than we can schedule, Ivery once will want to »lg;r lorchcads

Tho observent freshnmen o on to point out a nwmbor of rinor
points of courtesy that we arc surc that the upner clessnen could
not be puilty of, Such thinss as entting across the prass, making
noise in thc dormitory while people eare trying to study, slceping
in class, throwing trash on the campus, teking unnccessary cuts,
destroying the flowers, boorish behavior at social uvonts, and
many other infractions of the social codé worc notods Such self-
criticism is a hopeful =sign for Morchoad,

It was glso noted thzat some of the tuachers have a habit of
forgetting when the period endse Unecasincss end stirring cbout in
class might be roduecced if the teachcrs were more cttentive to
this, It is to be hopcd that thc now bell system will do away
rith this Tactors Some of the students hove also montioncd the
fact that some of tho toachers scem to be in o cloud and do not
return grectings when they are givens Althourh the writers have
not noticad any instructors dwelling on such Olympian hoights,




it is a point worth noting if it be ‘bthe cascl,
P g

Now that we freshmen have morc or lcss let off steam we. should
like to concludc with a request. We arc only too conscious of our
multitudinous failings, and we arc trying desperately to corrcct
thems We know that the upper classmen are not guilty of such
childish misdemeanors, and with humble recognition of their
superior virtucs and culturc we implere them to be kind to us in
our growing pcriod and to help us kecep on the straight and narrow

path when out innocent young feet go astray.

Surely it is plain to sec that if the uvnerclaossmen continue
to set their fine example, it will b» only a natter of %ime till
the freshmen straighten out and behave cor“'ctlr

Harve Mobley
Alfred Puller

BEven the beauty of a tropical island is dimmed by memories of olf
familiar places.

A DREAI

In blissful repose I watched the sun as it lazily sank to
the faraway horizon, My head rested on the base of a palm tree
whose leaves were fluttered by a tropical breeze that caused little
white ripples to play tog on the occon and then racc for the beache
Here, with all the pecce and quict boauty of a tropicel island, 1
was at homee My thoughts drifted over the endless stretch of bluu
to a neaceful little community thet lay in the hills of eastern
Kentuckye

I walked ﬂmong the people I knew and loveds I stopped in
he drug store and had a thick, frosted nalt ond llﬂ;’ CJ thera t
enjoy the cool r¢freshing fricndship of the gang I had run "“ound
withes I wolked ovér to the old statuc-and listened to tnc group
that surrounded ite "The samc os cver," I laughced, "talking of
polatics
But her seople; people as I know thomj; people of the .
soil whosc lab n 1life showed in clecar lines embedded decp on
nature=worn ;vcus, honest, cormon, down-to-carth peoplce EHerce
were the people I lmew und respected for their franh friendship,
I sat among them aad felt that fricndshi p worm me, almost to the

¢ wWor
=
A8

;.

e 0




-4

point of tears; I felt it enter my heart and burst forth as a
morning rosc opens its petals to face a new daye This was undying
friendship that people search forever to find, and in this small
community it was everywherce It was in the leaves that rustled in
the summcr brecze; it shone in the very cyes of the people around
me; it was frank in the cheery greeting and smile that people gave
each other as they passed; it secmed to me to be a rope that
bound them together and made the hecart for the community,

Among thesc pecople I had been happye I had lived with them
and learncd to know thomj I had laughed with them in happeniness
and cried with them in'grief; I had helped and been helped by these
pcoplecs To a stranger, this friendship may pass unnoticed, but to
ne, it shincs to the world as becing good and clcan and wholcsonce
Here, among thesc people and their friendship, onc may live;
among these people and their friendship, I was at hones.

Some time I'1ll comc backe To what? Iy home, hcre, among
these peoples That's my drcam,

Harold Bellanmy
West Liberty, Kentucky

If you speed because youlre late,
Soon you!ll knock on the Pearly Gate,

A DATE WITH DEATH

At fifteen minutes after two, on a Saturday aftcrnoon, John
Oliver drove his car through the intcrscction at Third Strecet and
Wilson Avenue and headed north on Third Streets As he approached
the next intersection, the traffic light changed to red, He
then slammed on his brakes and brought his car to a screeching halt,
The pedestrians looked up at him in a half-frightencd mamner and
gave him the "you'rc Crazy" look,

John glanced at his clock on the dashboards It read scventeen
minutes after twoe John thoughts "Only thirtcen minutes until I
have to be in Westville,"

As the traffic light changed to green, John pressed the'
accelerator down as far as it would pgo and made a fast starte

At the next intersection the licht was green, so John scnt
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his cor waizging throush, He ploneod ot tho elock onee more, It
reod Twonty-one nlnutmu aftor two.

Johnts duck contimucd at the next dinterscetiony the licht
wos groen and he drove on ‘tiuroughs

Alnmost midwey vup the next block a mien walked from betircen
two cars into the path of John's cutemcbiles Agcoin John oppliced
tho brakes heavily, He stopped the car in time, and the men was
somed, The cloek now read tin cnty=threc ninutes after twos

John's luck cndod at the next intorscetion, As he approached
the traffic light, it chonged te rad. dohihh thouriit that he could

T

go on uhrough bcefore the traffic starteds . Ho grc&sud the zecelerator

naiwed Aobort Tockett started his car rolling throuch tho intcere
scetion,

horder nnd the eor goined momentuns  Sbout this time 2 young mon

as Ioekoti's cor stﬂrtvd through the intorscction, John saw it
ot of the corner of hi 2 -and he Jormed on his brokuse He wo

too lato, His cpr wos t ayeling too fosts It skidded into Tockott's

esrs Thorc wns o loud crash, John was throwm ﬂ:'wnnt tho stuéring

whcels The clock was storud at twontr-Lfowr minutos aftcr two,
For 2 rmonent thoi'c wos unc::ur* gilenes in Sha huatlins eitrs. The

serunns of sotctators ahvilicd the oivs
Robort Tackott crawled from thc rosr window o
unhnrt,

Soncone pulled John out of the »ile
a8 L3 oiry Bup ke wos dying: his hoad
feacturcds

S oshedll whistlc cut the zir 1lige oo
on thc scunc, A policuiinn 1iftod Jchn" ;,:d ~ad sk 4_;“' howr
he folt. Johals lips partod -nd he uttored in 47
it two-thirty yoti®

Grady Gonloy
D”VJtonubu"u, Ecntueky
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High in the hills of Tennessee 2
meeting takes placc., A story that
will appeal to service men

STRANGER IN THE NIGHT

I sat there on the hard wooden bench in the dusty, old run-
down railroad station somewhere in the hills of Tennessee, I had
missed my train by a matter of minmutcs and couldntt get another un-
til cight o'clock the next morning. There was nothing to do but
sit there and wait,

An hour passed, then two, and I began to feel sorry for myself,
Here I was waiting for a train to take me back to camp for the rest
of my twenty-onc months of service, when I should be in college. If
there were a war going on, it would be diffcrent, but this was peace
time; besides, there werc enough people loafing around doing nothing
to make up a peace-time army. Why take me out of college to take
basic training? This peace time draft was a waste of my time and the
taxpayers! money, and I couldn't see any use for it,

My spirit was an equal match for the weather, which was dark and
gloomy, with a slow drizzle of rain oozing down on the world from a
blcak sky.

I looked at my watch and it was ten o'clock. That meant I had
about ten more dreary hours to wait, I must have dozed off for about
an hour, and then a cheery voice said from the door, "Hello, stranger,"
and T jerked awake with a start. Therec in the door was a young fellow
of about my own age., He was clad in an old army raincoat and was bare=-
headed. He was the sort of fellow you would meet walking down a street
in Home Town, U. Se. A. He was a typical American boy,

I said, "Hello, stranger," and waited to sec what he was going
to do next, For some reason I had a strange feeling that this fellow
should not be here, or that something was amisse.

He came in and sat down on the bench beside me and said, "I saw
the light and thought maybe some one had missed a train, and was have
ing to wait for thec cight otclock train in thc morning, Just thought
I would stop by and pass thc time of night. My name is Doe, John Doe,"

I said, "My name is Jim Brown,"

He said, "You look troubled, Jim., Is therec any thing I can do
for you?"

Something in the way he said that made me start talking, I
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told him what I thought about the pcacetime draft and said a lot of
other things I am afraid weren't very patriotic., He sat there listen-
ing to me sound off and didn't say anything until I had finished., I
felt better after getting a few things off my chest and was ready to
listen when he started to talk, He didn't say much, He talked of the
last war and the lives that might have been saved if we had had a
better trained, or as he said, better prepared, army., He said that

he had been away for a long time and didn't know much about this pezee-
time draft, but that he thought we should have had one before the

last war, Then he asked me a question, "Would you want to depend
upon a loafer for the protection of this great country of ours?®

As he arose to leave he said, "Think it over; it is always the
darkest just before the dawn,"

After he left I began to think but finally said to mysclf that
he didn't know what he was talking about, 'Why, he said himself that
he didn't know much about this pecacetime draft. Who was he to be tell-
ing me acbout things like that? Why, I had had one ycar in college and
six months in thc army. Who was he to be telling me about who should
be in the amy, and things like that?

It had stopped raining during thc night, and a ray of carly morn-
ing sunlight fell across my face and came to rcst on a newspeper lying
on the floor at my feets Then I saw in it a picture of the stranger
of the night before., I picked the paper up and began to read. It
was a picture of a boy wearing a soldier'!s uniform, Under it, it said
John- Doe, killed 1941, at Pcarl Harbor, I didn't read much morc of it,
only that he had dicd a herot's death and had bcen a graduate of Yale,

For some reason I fclt humble., And then for the first time I
saw what a beautiful morning it was, and I was proud of the uniform
I was wearing., My Unclc wasn't asking so much of me after all,

Wendell Dobyns
Martha, Kentucky

This could happen but oncc a year

THE MISSING BOX OF MONEY

The small farm town of Iron Jaw, which was just beyond the Red
River, was onec of the few farm towns in this arca of the Northwest.
The farmers would gather in every 'ednesday for all of their business,
buying supplics, sclling their farm products, and borrowing money if
therc was a nced for it. Wednesday was a day that most of thc people
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looked forward to, But some people didn't likc for this day to roll
around because they either had to pay the moncy they had borrowed or
give up their famms,

On every road leading into town on this day one could see many
wagons leading in from thc necarby farms, this becing the only means
of transportation at this time,

One of the roads lecading into town passed over a steep hill on
which on this day therc was a continuous passing of wagons, It was
over this road that Thomas Fail had to travel to towm., Thomas and
his wife Sarah had lived on their farm for five years and had a hard
time trying to makc ends mcet so that they could pay off a mortgage
which was duc the first of April. Their two sons, Edward and John,
helped to save the money to pay off the nortgage 2lso by working and
doing without some of the things that young children like to have,

This Wedncsday the cntire family was going to Iron Jaw,and they
were very happy because they were going to pay off the mortgage with-
out too much difficulty, The money which was in a tin box was placed
in the rear of thc wagon and they started for Iron Jaw,

It took about two hours to make the trip to Iron Jaw. When they
arrived in town Thomas drove as close to thc bank as possible, Say-
ing that hc would pay the mortgage the first thing he jumped down
from the seat and walked to the rear of the wagon to get the money.

"Great day," he shouted, "the box isn't hcere."

Sarah and the boys jumpcd out and dashed around the wagon, and
sure enough it was gone, They hadn't left the wagon as yet so they
thought no onc could have stolen it. So they drew the conclusion
that it had faollen out the back coming up the steep hill,

"There isn't any use going back and looking for it now," said
Thomas, "for some one has surcly found it by this time,"

Sarah would not give up this casy, so she told her husband to
take the two boys and go back the way they had come and get thc box
while she was buying the groceries,

Thomas thinking it was no usec said, "Let's go and satisfy your
Mother," '

In about - half an hour Sarah, having finished buying her gro-
ceries, crossed over to thc bank and went inside, She told the cre-
dit manager to get the mortgage rcady becausc Thomas would soon be back
with the money since he had lost it coming over the hill into town,

The man remained silent, for he was thinking that Sarah must
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be crazy, for hc knew the money wouldn!t be found that day,

In a short time the wagon was secn coming down the street,
full speed ahead; Sarah knew hce had the moncy for some reason of
her own,

Thomas shouted, "How did you know the box would be left lying
in the middle of the road, Sarah?"

Sarah didn't rcply, but shc had the fecling all the time that
no onc would touch thc box, because it being the first of April
everyone would think it was an April Fooll!s Day joke.

James Maley
Maysville, Kentucky
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Papa tracks down a skunk
PAPA AND THE BLOODHOUNDS

If I was wantin' to track down some robbers I'd get Papa to do
it any day before I would bloodhounds, The reason I know Papa is
good is because he tracked fem down once himself, and another time
he knew the dogs were wrong. I remember the last time Papa sent for
bloodhounds, It looked like everyone in Morgan Jounty was at the
depot. This made twice the store had been robbed and we were wonder-
ing if it would make twice the bloodhounds would ﬁe wrong, because
they had tracked down the wrong party the last time.

Everyone was gathered around the bloodhounds telling what they
thought of them and asking the two men questions., The hounds were
long and gaunt and kept straining at their leashes and smelling of
people, Some in the crowd would laugh and others would look kinda
scared. I guessed they were "skeered" the hounds would think they
were the robbers like they did that old couple the first time. I
was beginning to get furious because lother kept holding my hand and
wouldn't let me get up on the depot steps where I could see over every=-
one's head, Then I saw Papa dowvn at the barn behind the store and
he was acting mighty excited. He yelled and motioned for the men to
bring the bloodhounds, I figgered I knew what it was because I had
heard Papa tell Mother the night before about the mule and wagon
tracks and about one of th. mule s having one shoe missing. Ve watch-
ed them fool around down there for a while. The dogs didn't seem to
know what they werc doing but Papa did. He had already gone across
the ereek and was headed toward the "old road,

"Boys, Ep's onter the track now!" somcone hollered. They called
Papa Ep beccause his initials are E. Pe Garficld Whitt said, "Well,
I knew Ep was treated like a dog, but I never 'spected he could out-
do a bloodhound," All the men gave out big guffaws,and Garfield grin-
ned at Mother, Some of thc crowd movced on up the road after Papa and
the¢ men and their hounds,

Papa wasn't back by supper time, and we didn't say much, Seems
like everyonc was acting kinda likc somcone was dead or something,
I told Mother I believed that Ben Frank's oldest boy was the robber
becausc he had acted real scared of the bloodhounds and climbed on top
of a box-car when they started toward him, lother made me hush be-
causc our hired girl was Ben Frank!s niecc and Itd forgot.

We waited up for Papa and when he camc in hc told us hetd sure
enough tracked down the robbers all by himsclf, He had followed those
mule tracks all the way to Elliot County and right into the fiecld where
the man was plowing them, And sure enough onc mule had a shoe miss=
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ing. Then they'd scarched the house and found the merchandise with
Papal's trademark on it,

Now all thc men laugh and say they'd rather have Papa than a
good rabbit dog any day for tracking down rabbits, and I'd rathcr
have him than bloodhounds for tracking robbers,.

Bonniec Ruth Lewis
Wirigley, Kentucky

A mighty yarn about the strength of a gnat
GNATS

Junic Ward is my favorite comedian, He isn't widely known or
even paid for his bits of humor, which are usually "tall tales", and
he tells them as solemnly as if he were conducting a funeral, I'1l
tell you my favoritu as ncarly in his words as I can,

"Well, thishcre is what happoned over on Middlefork a long time
ago. Fact it's so dadblamc long ago I can't hardly remember., I musta
been not over two or threec ycars old, 'cause I don't recollect shavin!
that day, An' a right mighty two-yecar-old I was, too, I 'uz workin!
for Mosiec Pruitt as a blacksmith, carpenter, bricklayer, and general
handyman. It 'ist happencd that I 'uz a-patchin'! a old three-legged,
pot-bellied kettle for losie., Well, I 'uz jist leanin! on my hammer
between licks, an! I heerd thc bcatin'est noise ever was, It sounded
like a wholc bunch of big airplanes., They wuz gnats! An' such gnats
you never scen——why, the! was long as your arm, and had bills like
spears--long as your ar--I mean a foot long, An' sharper 'n needlcs!
Well, I never was so skecred in my life, I jumped under thisherc big
kettle to hide, an' don't you know, them gnats stuck their bills plum
through that kettle, But I had my hammcr, an! cver! time one stuck
thoo, I'd brad it down with my littlc hammcr, Yow! They'd stick
one thoo, an! I'd brad it down, on an' on till you ncver scen a pin-
cushion so full., Well, I uz a-wondcrin! jus! how long thcy'd bc room
for anothurn to find a pokin! place, an! danged if they didn't fly
clear off with Mosic's pot-bellied kettle, So I went in to tell Mosie
what had happened, and jus'! like anybody, he wouldn't belicve it, He
was aimin! to make mc pay for the kettle fcause he thought I'd stole
it. But as we stupped out on the front porch, he sung a different
tune, Therc was them gnats big as life an! twicc as nasty. They had
eat poor liosie's horse--hair an! hide--body an' bone, An' right now
they was some pickin' their tceth with the horse-shoe nails, an' the
rest of 'em was thow!'n horseshocs to sce which'n got to eat the harness,"

Roger Davis
Sandy Hook, Kcntucky
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The love of money is the
root of all evil

WAS IT SUICIDE?

She stood motionless on the rocky ledge, looking down into the
deep.rivine below her, Jagged rock jutted out of the steep sides of
the ravine and a few bits of thorny shrubbery grew on the steep banks.
Alexis, a native of these Kentucky hills knew the danger of such places,
and that a fall into one of these ravines would mean certain death.
Although she knew this she kept coming here day after day, feeling sure
that she would someday make the fatal jump., Something kept calling
from below, 2 loud wailing that seemed to say, "Come, come."

Alexis felt weak and helpless against this mysterious thing. She
started to sway toward the ravine, when a firm hand grasped her should-
er and turned her around, It was Curtis, the man who loved Alexis.,

"You must not come here," he said, "I am going to take you away," "NO!
NO! I won't go, She's down there calling me, I can't leave her, I
won't go." Alexis sobbed, "That!s no way to act, No one is calling
you., Your sister is dead. She has been dead ~ year now, It!'s time
you rcalized it. You can't go on in this morbid state."

Resignedly Alexis walked slowly homeward, listening paticntly to
the half angry advice Curtis was giving her. All the while 2 plan was
forming in her mind, Oncc home, she sat down in a chair on the lawn,
Curtis lay in the hammock doging peaccfully. Suddenly she jumped up
and started running for thc ledge overlooking the ravine., She heard
footsteps behind her and knew it was Curtis. She thought, "Poor Curtis,
I'm glad I left him my fortune.," She reached the ledge, paused for an
instant, looked back and waved, Then she heard the wailing voice call=-
ing to her, louder than before, She whispered, "I'm coming." Then she
made the fatal plunge over the ledge into the ravine,

Curtis looked down into the ravine and smiled cruelly, Then he
made his way down about middle way of the ravine, picked up a record
player, took the record off, broke it into a thousand pieces, and 1it
a2 match to them, Then rising and making his way back up the steep in-
cline, he chuckled to himself, "It worked," he said; "I'm a rich man,"

Thelma Qualls
Olive Hill, Kentucky
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A little drop of rain sometimes
carrices great weight.

RLIN

Today was the ninth of April; the sky was black and Jim lmew
that before he could get home it would be reinings He could tell
by the air. Pcoplec were rushing up and dowm the strecot and he
laughed to himsolf - people were unlike anything he knew - but he
accopted them as best he could.

Drops of rain began to pat on his stooped shoulders; he wes
old and he knew it. He had no family, that is, except Faye, his
daughter with whon he stayod.

Faye, o womon in her carly thirties,lived nodestly with her
husband, their thrce children, and Jim. Jin had lived with then
less than two yeors, his wife had been dead a little morc than
two years. Sincc hc moved in with them he had been troated with
the utmost respect. But still he was not o city mon and wanted
sonething to koep hinm busy. He repeired little things around the
housc until there was nothing left to do, so he had started toke-
ing evening walks which later turnod into morning and cvening walks
until he had stumbled into the park. Now this park was really the
yord of the City Home. It was o beautiful home, large and rambling.
He had begun to take part in the arguments that those men fed on
from day to day. Soon he had bocomo a highly respectod mon and
they had begun to ask his cpinions, and when he spoke, thoy lis-
tencd.

He bogan to foel the rain on his face, but he did not carc.
Ho passcd the scurrying pooplc in a slow, but delibernte woll,
His stay with his doughter weos comfortable, but was he happy? His
thoughts turncd to the City Home, whorc his friends were staying.
Theirs was o lifc full of companionshipy thcy were not a burden on
thoir familics. Yosd But did they enjoy the pleasure of being
ncar one of their own kin? Ho was confused = what should he do?

The rain was coming down fast, and Jinm suddonly rcalized that
he was "wot to the skin".

Soon hc was hoae; the children had playmates over for tho
afternoon. They were young, Yos, they werc in their extreme
youth, without worrics or caress. Thc only thing that worried
hin was the way they scemed to avoid him.

He wont to his room, o small onc, in the rear of the house.
He looked out the window to watch the rain; his thoughts turned
to the spacious lobby in the homc.
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_Onc of the playmates intorrupted, but was quickly called
back by the cldcst who instructed him that that was Grandpe's
room, cnd they werc not to bother Grandpaes Fayc was not hin-
dercd by his preosence - hc knew that - but did hc tresposs on
the happincss of thc kids? What was he to do?

That night at the supper table cverything was quiet; the
sun had cone out and only the lzids made an cecasicnal squeake.

Ho went to his roomj; thce leak in the rcoof made a dripe---
drips Ho hated rain. He turncd to pick up his suitocaose.

Horve licbley
Morchcad, Kentucky

kHorals Don't fire until you sce the
whites of thoir eoyose

MISTAKEN IDENTITY

Several neighbors werc gothered in the church yard dis-
cussing various hoppenings of the week. John took his handker-
chief froa his pocket and wiped tho tobaceo juicc from his mouth
end, in = harsh tonc, said, "If I ovor hoar snyono prowling a-
round my housc, I'll shoot to kill." Another man cut in, "I
wouldn't want to hurt anyonc, but they'd better stny away from
ny housc at night."

Just thon Rosa called to Janio znd told her it was tinme
for her to get ready for bed. Joln talked for o fow minutes
longor ond reached the house shortly after his wifo and daughter
did,

Rosa sanid, "John, you don't think he'd renlly try to brenk
into anyono's house if he thought they were at home, do you?"
John answered quickly by saying that George Pratt had heard of
five diffcrent houses thoat had been broken into that weck.

About nine o'clock they sottled dowm to slecp, but Rosa
wos very worriod and upscts )

Rosa heard footsteps on thc porch just beforc midnight,
Shc was too scarcd to look out the window to sce what it was,
but she whispered to her husband to get up quickly, that the
burglar had chosen their home to rajd that night. John jumped
out of bed and ran quiotly to the closet to got his gun. While
John was loading the gun, mony thoughts ran through Rosa's mind.
linybe it wasn't the burglard liaybe it wns somconc thoy knowl
Whoover it is, I don't want John to kill himl Just then she
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glanced out the window and saw a small, white figure holding
to a chair arm. As she looked back at Jchn he was ready to
pull the trigger. She kept her mind long enough to hit his
arn and the bullet went through the ceiling.

Rosa ran tc the porch and it wes Janie walking in her sleep.

John and Rosa neorly lost their ninds thinking how near he
cane to killing their doughter. John said, "From now on, I'll
always make surs of what I shoot at."

Verle Underwood
Soldier, Kentucky

& fine example of life's little
tragedies.

THE LETTER

Jamos Lykins, the penniless inventor, said to his paticnt
landlord, "Tomorrow the checlz will come, and I will be able to
pay all the back rent."

But the landlord only grumbled and said, "I will have to
ses it first."

"You shall see it, never fear," soid the aging - .~ inventor,
as he went up the stairs slowly. His supper that cvening and sev-
ercl evenings before consisted of o cold piece of bread and some
wator. After ilr. Lykins hed finished his light meal and brushed
the crumbs away, he went to work on his invention. He had almost
finished his invention which was a new and improved pipe cleaner.
IIrs Lykins could have stayed with his son, who was a radio announcer,
but he felt that he could not have worked on his invention if he had
stayed at his son's homee. So this was how he cmme to be living at
the rooning house.

Very weak and hungry, the old man hurried to finish his taske
Before morning, he would hawve completed his invention. He theught
of hinself as a young mon going out (so to speak) to conquer the
world. He had formerly been in the tobacco business and some young
man complained to him of their need of an efficicent pipe cleaner.
This suggestion storted hinm to work on something that had lested
over two dccades.

He worked on his invention until two or three o'clock in the
morning, and finally retired. ZIiorning came, and with it all the
familiar noises of the millkman, paper boy, and the workmen going
to work.
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The landlord's wife usuclly cleaned the rooms at a certain
tine oach day. She be.an on the first floor and worked up. The
inventor's room was on the top floor. As she reached his room,
she remenbered the lotter she had for hin in her apron pocket.
She knocked gently on the door, but when there was no response,
she used her passkey to gain entrance. She did not sce the old
man at first, for he was lying with his head on the table in o
dimly lit corner of the roomes It didn't take her long to find
out that he was dead. She looked at the letter in her hand, cond
the roturn address wns Patent Office, Vinshington, D. Ce.

Catherine Woodruff
Moysville, Kentucky

The story of o dreem which came
true.

HOY STILL TEL NIGHT

Philip woke with o sudden jerk and gezod into the crackling
log fire. How long had he been sitting here, hours or minutes?
These dreams he'd been having lately were driving him insanc. He
would surely have to see Dr. lLicndorson tomorrows Philip got up from
his fovorite easy chuir in front of the fire and slowly welked to
the window. At least it had stopped snowing, and he peered out
through the window at ¢ smiling moon, with its rays of light re-
flecting on the diamond studded snow.

He thought, "I'1l pour nysclf onother drink." Thot would
settle his nerves and maybe he could go upstairs to his room and
fall acsleep without another onc of the horrible dreams that had
been occurring to him so frequently lately. He started for his
bottle on the bookecase but foll against the floor lamp and de-
cided he had hed enough to drink for tonight. That was another
thing he would have to do tomorrow, stop drinking.

He welked back to his choir ond sat down, resting his throb-
bing head in his hands. Ilicybe if he could enalyse his dreams,
get to the rcot of them, he could sleep in pences Why did he al-
ways dream hc was hurting Juanite? He lowved her now mmuch more than
the day when they had boon married in the smnll chepol in ldiomi.

This sudden infatuation she had for Hitchell French was only
another one of her passing fancies. She wes forever wonting some-
thing new, just like o child with toys. But did she mean it two
weelts ago when she hod asked him so simply for o divorce?

Tonight his dream hed somehow secemed more realistic than the
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others. He had welked up the stairs and gone into her room, and
there sho had sat in front of the dressing table, brushing her
shiny long black heir. 7hen sho heard hin enter she turned quickly
and said, "Philip, I have nothing to say to you; get out of here at
oncel I am going to Reno tomorrow oand nothing you cen say or do
will stop ne."

"Bub, Juanita, you woculdn't do that."

In her most charming .xnner she had said, "Oh, wouldn't I,
Philip?"

Tith insecne rage he hod rushed ot her and twisted that long
black hair around her neclk, then laughed at her screams until they
faded into o foint goasp. then he hed cerried her long, slin, limp
body ond placed it on the cloan white sheet, kissed her fully on
the lips and walled from the room.

How silly drecms con be; he knew in his heart he could never
harm her,

Philip raiscd his head from his hands. He would go upsteirs
and try to reason with Juanite againe. Yes, he knew he emld mcke
her understand, she had cvon rumpled his hair before going up to
bed, just as shc always did when she was getting tired of an old
toyn

after putting enother log on the fire and snapping off tho
hall light, Philip stnarted upsteirs. He opened her door and saw
her in thc moonlight lying on khoe beds She was asleep. When he
had gone closer he sow more clearly thot she was not asleep after
all. Her large blue eyes were fixed on the ceiling and around her
lovely white neck was o knot of long black heir.

Nell Viek
Ift. Sterling, Kentucky

A touching tale of o Dr. Jekyll
and Lir. Hyde

KIND

lr. Arnold, one of the richost men in Blakefield, couldn't
help noticing the smell boy shivering in front of the corner store
across the street. The wind clone would have told one it was Christ-
nas kve, but the store wiridow gave ndded indications. The boy's
clothes wore rogged and torn; he stared longingly ot the various
toys in the window.
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The distinguished looking man crossed the street cnd wolked
up beside the boy. "Hello, young man," said lr. Arnold looking
down nt the frail but clem little boy. "Hello," said the boy in
n secared tone. "Here is o little Christmas present, ny 1lad," ex-
plained lirs Arnold, handing the boy a crisp one dollar bill. The
boy hesitated to take it, but took hold of it in his smrll fingers
as the man assured him it would be all right. "Thank you, thank
you very much,"™ said the boy with a look of rejoicing on his fncees

The boy weliked hurriedly up the streét and then crossed to |
enter o lorge dilapidated tenement building. He ran up the stairs
and opened the door to the shabby two-room apartment. The boy's
nother was preparing supper. He shouted, "Hom, Mom, here is an
-wother dollar; 2 man gave it to me for a Christnas present." The
mother had tesrs in her cyos as she listened to him., "hhy can't
everybody be as kind as this gentlomen has been to my son?" she
thought. She had saved every penny she could for the last nonth
now, so she gould pay the much too high rent for the rooms. It
hedn't been enough though, and now she must move. She had re-
ceived the notice this morning, saying that she must move within
the next three days because of delay in paying the rent,

Sho loocked a2t her husband, who had worked so hard that he
was now in bed sicks "If he would only give us o little more
tineg" she remarled. "But no, he just wouldn't anymore."

"Y¥here will we go, what con we do?" shc moancd., "We will
ncke out some woy," hor husbond zssured her. She picked up the
notice and begen to read the lost linc alecuds It read, "I regret
this very much, but I am forced to do it, signed, J. H. Arnold."

Billy Froley
Horehead, Kentucky
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The case of the missing
hand. Or: The consequences
of a father's ignorance.

JOHNNY, SHEETMETAL WORKER FIRST CLASS

"Now children, I want you all to come over here and look at
Johnny's picture, See, Bill, how Johnny has shaded the face of his
subject? That's how I want you to get it. All of you observe the
way in which he has expressed emotion by use of lines. And try to
get the feel of it as if . « "

Johnny moved out of the group that was clustered around the can-
vas, quietly stepped over to the window, and looked out on the school
yard. He thought of his ambition to be a great artist and of the
recognition he craved and delighted in. The complimentary comments
of the teacher were wine for his parched soul, If only his father
would understand and give him a free hand with his art. He pictured
his father now, Huge and hairy, he smelled of the grease and metal
of the sheetmetal ship that had been his place of work for these
past twenty years. Two decades of back-breaking toil had not made
his father appreciative of the values of art, The old man thought
it was sissified, and it was his oft-voiced contention that Johnny
should work Saturdays at the shop so that he could learn a trade.
Maybe Aunt Anne who was always promising him a gift and who liked
him would help him in persuading his parents to send him to Art
School. His mother was a mousy, browbeaten little woman who did not
dare speak up to his father, Brrr! There was the bell. Guess he'd
better go home and see what was on for supper.

As Johnny scuffled along through the autumn leaves he felt a
vague premonition of trouble. However, as he neared the house he
shook off this mood and ran into the kitchen so that he could smell
the odors of the cooking food., His mother was there, bent over the
stove tasting some broth. He danced over to her, gaily humming a
tune, and kissed her on the forehead. She looked up with a faint
smile and patted him on the arm. Johnny started bragging about the
work that he had done in Art class. The front door slammed and he
heard his father's heavy footsteps, Ducking out into the hallway
so that he could avoid him, Johnny slipped upstairs. Once there he
divested himself of Bis school clothes and books, and after taking
a bath and putting on a sweatshirt and dungarees he returned to the
kitchen. A heavy slap on the back and a booming hello was there to
greet him.

"Well, son, how did school go today?" boomed his father.
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"Oh, pretty good, Dad, I painted a new picture in Art class,"
said the boy.

"Uh, now look, son," said his father, "I've been pretty nice
abonut letting you fool around with them paints 'n breshes, but that
kinda stuff has to stop. You're goin' to hafta earn a livin' some
of these ‘days, and you cain't do it by dobbin' at a piece of cloth,
I've fixed it up down to the shop so that you kin start workin' on
Saturdays and learnin' to do a man's work."

"But, Dad," cried Johnny, "I don't want to work in that- - -"

"Never mind," was the man's sharp rejoinder, "I am old enough
to know what's best for you. Just do what I say and everything will
come out all right,."

"Now, Johnny, your father means the best for you," ventured his
mother timidly, "If you do what he says, everything will come out
for the best. Besides, when you get msrried, how are you going to
support a family by just painting?"

"T don't want to raise a batch of squalling brats, I want to
paint," came the boy's hot reply.

"That'll be enough out of you," rumbled his father., "You're
coming to work with me Saturday. Some good hard work will take some
of that smartness out of you."

Supper, that night, was eaten in dead silence,

The rest of the week passed quickly by, leaving Johnny in a
state of numb despair., Saying good-bye to his art equipment was
like parting with a dear friend. Maybe he could do something wrong
at the shop and then his father would become disgusted and let him
take up art again, It was in that state of mind that Johnny went
to the shops Saturday.

The clanging and banging could be heard blocks away, and by
the time he reached the shop the noise had risen to a deafening din,
Johnny entered the shop with his father and was introduced to some-
one named Mike. Mike was redheaded, and Irish, and he put Johnny
to work sorting rivets. The morning hours crawled slowly by on
leaden feet, and after an interminable period of noise, sweat, and
dirt the noon hour came,

As the back to work whistle blew, Johnny's father called to
him, "Hey, kid, come over here and hold this metal while I cut it,"

Johnny went over and was soon tugging and pushing on the long
strips as they were placed underneath the huge, shining blade.



Chomp ! Clang! And so it went; the strips of metal grew smaller and
smaller as they were fed into its omniverous maw. Then it happened.
At the end of one strip, Johnny slipped on some grease, and as he

did so he lurched forward, instinctively throwing out his hands in
front of him. At that same moment his father stepped on the trcadle,
Again the noise stopped, That scream would have stopped anything,
The men hurried, stopped, gaped, and then some turned away, some
covered their eyes, and others just stood. On one side of the blood=
splattered blade lay two small, fine-boned hands now curled into
rigid claws, On the other side was the handless boy, beside himseelf
with pain, groveling in the grease that he so despised. The coats of
the doctors and nurses were white against the grimy ring of onlookers.
White against Black—something like life against death. The moans
ceased and the circle slowly broke up as the stretcher disappeared
through the door, Some of the men took home the blubbering hulk,
that was Johnny's father. He controlled himself before he went
inside so that he could face his wife and comfort her. She greeted
him with a smile, not for a minute suspecting anything.

"Look, dear," she said, "sece what Anne sent Johnny for his
birthday."

The man went to the table and lifted the lid from the box.
Inside was a beautiful set of drawing tools.

Alfred Fuller
Millersville, Maryland

Two little girls go crawdobbin'

UP THE CREEK

It had been raining all morning, but around noon the
hot July sun came out and licked the earth dry with its
blistering heat. The bright green beauty of the Pine Mountains
regilon, . : ]

Blond, six-year-old MHary Lou ran barefoot out of the
house calling to Maizie, her colored playmate, whose family
worked for Mary Lou's father and lived in the shed dovm by the
creek, Mary Lou and Haizie always walked through the deep
grass after a rain,
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Malzle came streaking up from the creck bank where she
hadldech' weitching the adnnomsi £flashing their silver. ..»idu,s in
thetbrlight Sunlight., "Hadn!t yo'! ratha wede in the cre
than jus!'! walk through the grass?" cried Maizic as uhu ran
up the bank where Mary Lou stood walting. Eagerly Mary Lou
egreed and togethor thoy waded up tho little cercck, watching
the minnows and crawfish darting hore and there.

For hours they waded until they came to & large sycamore
that stood by the bank. In the cool blade both tired little
girls lay down to rcst, and both foll aslcop.

It was night when they awoke., linlzie bogan sobbing
beecausc a large bull frog, whose home was under one of the
roots of the sycamore, hod startlod her, Maizic moaned, "I
ncbah look at any mo' ninnas and any no! crawdebs any nic'l
Lawdy, Miz Mary, I'sc scarcd we nebah goin' git homG. any mo'l"

"Hush, Meiziec," said Mary Lou ss the drow thoe shiveping
playmate closc to her.

While Mary Lou w#as pondcrin" whether to stay under the
trco until day or follow thc erecck back home, thore camc the
sound of men'# voices from down thc crocks Suddently Mary
Lou recognized her fathor's voice and called out to hime In
g few scconds the men found the 1little girls hugged tightly
in each other's armse. Picking theclir own 1little girls up into
their the fathers started for honme.

Half way down the crcck Malzic, who hadn't spoken a
word all tho way, sald thoughtfully, "yo! know, Miz Mary, I
saw dc best placc to kctech little crawdabs cbah wuz."

Rosalic Collins
Whitcsburg, Kentucky
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The story of & broken pronmise
that led to a broken heart.

THE BALL GAME

Teddy woke with the warm sun. shining in his face., He
started to turn over amd go back to sleep when he remembered
what day 1t was., He lay there for awhile until he heard
Frank get up.

Frank was Teddy's blg brother, and today he said theat
Teddy could go to a ball game with him., Teddy had polished
his shoes and mowed Frank's side of the lawn. Just:so he could ~
go. He couldn't go to sleep last night for thinking about
it. Wouldn't all the kids be jJjemlous when they hoard that
he had gone to the game with his blg brother and his brother's
friendsl!

Teddy jumped out of bed when he heard his brother call
to him.

"Hey, Ted, go gct me a clean shirt."

Teddy was & lways glad to do something for Frank, no
natter what it was. Of coursc it was a 1ittlc hard at times,
like the time he was going fishing with the gang, and Frank
told him to weed the garden, but he always did everything
Frank told him to do. He loved and admired Frank.

All through breckfast Teddy walted for Frank to mention
the game. Pecrhaps he had forgotten it, but no, Frank wouldn't
forget.

Teddy heard Jack end Cris, Frank's best friends,at the
front gate. PFrank grabbed his haet and pan out the door
without saying a thing to Teddy.

"Aw, surely he just forgot," sald Teddy to the hat rack
as he reached for his cap. "Hey, Frank, wait for me," Ted
yelled as he ren out thc door.

Frenk didn't stop; he didn't even look around. Tecddy
felt hurt, but he kept efter him. When he caught up with
him, Ted jorked on his jmcket and said, "Frank, ye said I
could go with ye."

1% ki cntd.
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"Listen, Small Change, 'Frank, ye said I could go
with yec.

"But, but Frank ye promised, en, cn, I mowed thc lawn
en everything,."

"I tol you I didn't mean 1t," Frank szid. "You're too
young to go with us. Who wants to have a kid brother hang-
ing around a 11 the time?"

"Pl-pl-please, Frank," snifflcd Teddy.

"Aw, go jump in tho lake," Frank said as he turncd his
back on Teddy and vwelked off.,. =

A group of grave foaced pecople stood on the shore watch-
ing a boat drag tie lake for a body. A boy with & tear-stalned
facc look tenesly on. In his hand he held a pair of shoecs,

a palir somcone had picked up on the shore. Frank knew these
shoes wellee==-=«=-too well,

Virginia Litton
Morehead, Kontucky

Horai: ﬁDéﬁ;é fire until you sec
the whites of thelr oyes.
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4 gift in itself is not so important
8 the spirit with which it is jiven

Half of s Gift

Bob was ten yeard old, and his brother, l'ick, was fourteen years old,
For both of them the purchase of a yift for their mother on !‘othor's Day
was an occasion of excitement aud of _jreat importance., It was their first
gift to her. They were vory poor, but they hud been fortunate in earning
a little money at odd jobs. T anticipation of surprisc and of giving
grew in both of them until they werc almost frantics ‘When they told their
father, he said it was a fino idea. ‘e askod them what the)y werc going to
give her.

Wietre soing to give scparute presents,” Bob announced.

"You tull iothur," said Nicl, looking at Bob for approval, "so that
she can enjoy thinkin_ about it."

for the next fow days they e¢njoyed the gome of sccerucy with their
rother. A shining look cuame into her face s she worked, pretondin_ not
to know, and sho smilcd of'ten.

"Letts not tell vach othor what wo're going to buy," said I'ick,

after corcful deliocration Bob bought o comb decoratod with little
shiny stones that could bu mistaken for diamonds. [ick liked gob's _ift,

vut hoe wouldn't say anything about his ift.

The noxt mornin_ when thoir moth.r _ot r.ady to wash the floor, Yick
noddod to sob, and thuy ron anu ot their _ifts. ifhen pob came back, his
mother was on her Imoes, wearily scrubbin, the floor and mopping up the
dirty water with old rags. It was the job shu hated the most. Then Yiek
roeturncd with his prosent. Jiis mother's fuce went palc with disappointment
&8 shc looked at it. It was a nuw serubbing pail with & wringor and a new
mog.

"y, serubbing pail," sho said, her voice almost brualking.

Tears care to "ick's uycs. {fithout & word he picked up the pail and
trudged dovm the stairs. ob put his comb in his pocket and ran after him,
ick was crying, and Bob bogan to ory too. On the way down thoy met their
father.

11 will toke it back," sobbed "ick.
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"o, Fa1d their fathor, taking the pail., "It is o wondorful zift."
They wont upstﬂirs again. In the kitchen their mother was still scruwbbing.
Wdithout a word their father soaked the puddle of dirty wmter up with the
mop and, using tho foot wringer on the bucket, ncatly squeezed it dry.
"You did not let iick finish," I said to hor. "Part of thc gift was that

b=

liick was going to wash the floor from now on. Isn't that so, Iick?®"
With a flush of sheme lick understood the lesson. "Yee, oh, yes," he
said in & low, eager tonc.

"Scrubbing is nuch easior with this woncuerful wringer and scrub pail,"
seid their father. "Your hands stay clean, and your knecs don't hurt.”

They turned to Bob. "hat is your gift?" asked his father. MNick
looked at Bob, 3Hob felt the comb in his pocket. It would make the scrubb-
ing pail, again, just & scrubbing pail. "ilalf of the scrubbing pail," Bob
said. Yick looked at Bob with love in his syes.

Charlotte Rose
Funtington, Wndiana

The moral of this story iss
“Don't believe everythin; you ses."

-'f -—'ﬂIrw
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two weary feet hurried alon, the hard, dirty ravement. <They paused
occasiorally before the hujge departrent store windows, as two tired ejes
gazed longin.ly at the beautiful clothes o display. =Tle richly-clad
nauriequing stood in stony cilence, comple vely ignorirz the admiring larces
cast their way. Their carefu.ly coiflfured heads were throwm at & Lau hty
angle, in contempt for the tattered f'ijure before them. Two rou:zh, red
hands dangled beneath the worn, brown, coat sleeves. Two weary feet moved
on down the street.

Adah 3mith worked ac dishwasher at “'ick's Cafe on Broadway. 3She was
on her way to Lovell's iress Shop to purchase the striking blue dress that
was in the window. The store was having a clearance sale, and the prices
had been cut nearly fifty per cent. .dah felt that she couldrn't afford it,
but “eorge had insisted that she _et a new dress, since her salary had
been increased to twenty dollars the previous week. George was her
invalided husuand, wheo had be:n hurt in the factory a few years before.
They had to be very thrifty to exist on Adah's small checks and his
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smaller insurance payments. Ceor_e was able to care for the children and
keep them in school while she worked. Life had been cruel to the “miths,
but the raise in salary had increased tleir liopes. The thou_ht of the new
dress put a song in Adah's heart, as she hurriedly crossed the street.
On the corner near Brown's [Dru, Store sat = skinny mongrel dog.

There was a hungry, pleadin_ look in his sad, soulful eyes. Tesr him sat
his master, who was _arbed in rags from head to toe. !lis shous were worn
through the bottom and had been stuffed with pasteboard. His dilopidated
straw hat drooped over his sad, dirty; face. A smull sin around his ncck
and his dark glasscs spoke of his blindness. They cretted o most pathetic’
picture, as the nan softly playcd "Hore Sweet Homs" on o cheap harmonica.

Adah's hoart molted ns she stood vatching the tra_ic poir., Tears
came to her eyes as she picturcd thuir mengur existeonce and the loneliness
of their liwves. She, too, had knowm the heartache of poverty to somc extont,
Shoe felt a lump rise in hor throat as she turned and walked cway. TVer heart
folt very heavy now, beeause shu couldn't crusc the unhappy scenc from her
mind. Finally she rcturncd to the corner und dropped hur chorished dress
money in tho grimy cups. The old mar cecased playing and felt of the rfive
dollar bill with his fingors.

Mloss youl" ho said in his sad, wunk voice. Thore was a trace of a
smilc on his lips, as he pockutud the faded bill.

Adzh rushed home wury light of hwort that nizht, bolieving that shc had
uscd hor moncy for a noblc causu. She would stoart saving for hor dress all
over again, next wook.

Findlly the brizhtly illuminated stroct buecame almost descrted. The
shoppirs hoad gone home, when the bugzer and his foit iful comparion rosc and
walked slowly down the stroct. jhen thuy hod covered clmost two blocks,
they passud an olloy which they entired. Trosently @ lon,, black Codillae
cmer jud {rom the alloy, complcte with chauffour,

" horu to, boss?! iskcd the driver from the fromt soat.

"Homo, James. ITrs, Pomuington is giving onc of her gay partics to-
night, and T nust gut out of ny working clothes by s.vun in ordir to bo
thore on tims," cemc the r.ply.

four wuary fu.t strotched out on th. plush rug of the car, =nd two
tired cyvs watched his mustor count his "tolu" for th. doy. liis stomach
ached with hungor.

"Busincss was slow toda: for somc roason--only (137.03. T gucss I'11
have to chonge my tunc=-majbu 2 roligious son, would nuke the suck.rs
cough up mor. dough,™ siid the sugiar, » sardonic smilec on his cvil facc,

H. Ray Davis
Sandy Hook, Kentucky
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An old tal. with a new twist

HarD LOSSA

Some fishurmen ar. hard losurs anc I soon saw that Unelc olond wis
onc of theses a8 hu was o railroad engincer, o weuk's voeation at the lake
was 2ll he hod for a whole yuar, and he spont almost zll of cvery day of it
tralling the very same spot, trying; to ook o bass he's hooked two yoars
running now, but feilcd to land.

.
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fhen he told mc the bass would weigh about six pounds I nsked, "low
do you know it's th. sime onc you ctught bueforo, »nd how will you know it's
the sume onc if you cateh it again?"

"3cenuse," he oxplained, "it's o frock bass. It's pot a couplu of
big, uright g old spots on its tail."

"I novor hJurd of o buss like that," I snid, doubtiully.

"I told you it wes a frualk bass, didn't I?" imcl. Rolind said, kind of
cross.

Out past the und of the islind thore was ©. decp channel runnin down
the middle of thu lake mud if one Juowus sboub it, hu trolled there, drajge-
ing it Gecp, when he wmnted to cutch buss.

Four stroight doys Unele Rolind trallod up cnd down that channcl. Hord
loscr? 3¢5 days in the year, he had oxactly scvon to call his owm =nd hutd
elready wasted four of them tryin , to vven the scorc with a f4ish thot hnd
licked him twicc.

On the fifth day, I went with hin, to watch. Yo marinc in the South
eacific jungle cver stelked his proy with o more grim, relontloss killer's
deturmination than Tnele Roland stalkin  that bass.

Tothin_ hnppundncd that day, but the noxt morning his bitter dator=-
mination finally paid off. . were half wey down the loke when T stow his
arm go baclk with ¢ snup ond the recl started to gin . I shoutcd to mo,
MItts o bi_ onc, cnd I think it's my boy!" lnclc Rolsnd held the rod in
both hinds a monent, his cyes bright. . lot out his linc slowly then
kept it tight, while the £ish began the slow process of woaring its-1f out.
Sddunly wry down the chamnel I saw it jump. It wns o bass all ripht and
Tmele hadn't boon kiddin, whon he said it was o froak. In tho bright sun-
light I could s.¢ the shining, unrval _lint on thu tnil. Jithout turnin;
his hoad, tnele snid, "You sow it? The old floeclis?"
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"1 saw it nll right," I said. "It's your boy und no mistulr: about ity

Tmele wns reclin, in now boeczus. the buss was wuokoenin | ropidly. The
bass jumpod ngein, highor, in a big block arc. It wns closur znd T could
not make any mistake about the pold-flecked tail. It was = roal frock,

I'ow Unclc Roland rovled rapidly. It bucarmc o onc-sided battlc, The
buss made & final stab for fruudom nocr the boat. T swoopced the net and
thu bess wns in it. I 1liftud the bass in and wu both star.d ot the tail,

Just th. tip hnd glints of gold, two orf thom, with a block gap butween
them. I lecancd closur ond saw thie answer. Thosc gold ;lints were motel
clamps, tiny oncs, ard clampud on by human hands., as I lifted my hezad,
tnels was clready reaching down, a third told clip in his fingers. IHu
snoppud it on the bass?s tail botwuen the othur two. Then he lifted thoe
bass gontly, wftor moistoning his honds. U removed the toandem spinncr, ond
ho stid aloud, "Threo yoars in o row and ITtve won ov.ry time. Stiek sround
this ciannol, old boy, and J'11l svu you ajuin noxt sumccr.,

v dropp.d thosc beautiful six pounds of bass over the sidc of the
boat cnd I swear as the ‘bass flipped to hend down, in thosv cold fishy
eyve it had the angry bitter look of o hurd loser.

Harold Ellington
Morehead, Xentucky

Prool that puoplu usu:lly bulicwve
whnt they want to belicve

THE FALER

It wrs the nost forceful speceinn that T liad over heard. The speakor
was upon a litslc platform surrounded by a thron: of pcoplus Fec was 2
wecll-built man around twonty-four or twunty-five ycars old with wavy blond
hair, In his hards hu hold a fuw of the samples that he was trying to scll
It scumud that thoy contained o cortain typc of mincral from Sulfur Springs
in Arkensas which would curc'all cchus ond phrins,

1 could tcll that t.o eroud were unusually intorosted by their silonce
and their anttontive bitenin_.. after o fuw minutos of his speock I could
understond their intorust bucnuse the min wes unique in his profession.

Jdis tone of voice was purfuct for his audicncc. The manuer in which ho
spole suened to hold the people in somw lkiind ol daze or awe, and 1 am
surc, not o onc doubtud his honusty thnt the product h. was sclling
would cur. all.
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dis audicncu was compos.d mostly of form.rs ond stock-men, p.ople who
had work.d hard and sufferyd mony ills in their 1life. The speakor, undoubt-
cdly understook many of the troubles of thusu poople because he spokce of
their high hospital bills, doctor bills, and so on.

I know boefore he cven storted how his products would scll. Each little
box sold for onc dollar and I countod seversl who took as hizh as tén boxos
at onc timu., But his good fortune soon comu to an abrupt end. THe had sold
about throc-fourths of his products when thy poliecs ruvduly intorruptod the
proccdurc.

The police had 2 haord timc convincing the pecoplc that they had boun
cheated and a few refuscd to toke their money back. The speaker was given
a frec ride out of the county and told nuv.r to r.oturn,

That night as I was lying in bed, T couldn't keop the spcaker out of
my mind. ‘With a smilc on my lips, I went to sle¢p thinking of the achicve-
ments that this man could do in our United States Congross.

Don Miller
Red Fox, Kentucky

A humorous casc of mistoken idenity
A Tall Turkoy Tale

"Any of you boys donc mucn turkey shootin:? .ell, there's guitc a
J w i
trieck to it. Tothin, is cuter or smart.or than o wild tom burkey, anc they
arc nighty hard to _Jt, on nccount ot'thoir brains. :

Down in Hentucky where I was brun: up, us fullirs usc to 1lay down
bohind o lo, and enll them toms throu' h a holler stalk, Somotimes wetd
call ni_h half o day beforc ony turkey showcd. But now I know two follors
down thar and them two were real champecns, Their names were Jobe und Rube.
I've knowsd 'em to czll a turkey richt up to their log nnd then ;radb it
by the legs.

"One day Jobe and Rubc was out huntin unbekmownst to c¢ach othcr, ond
it so happoncd they got buhind logs about a half mile apurt. Each could
hear the other eallin , and caeh thoupght it was & real turkey, The way
then two follers worked tryin; to lurs coch other was rcally something.
Joos stood it for about throc hours nnd then ot mad and begun to sncak
up on Rubc's lo,. *Coursu he kcpt o callin , and so did Rubc, who wns
foelin; mighty tickled ard vcttin:g sut to Jrab.



"Rube roised up
plum in cach others
geon thoe folley of i

swap maps aforce thoy

Jobe pot right up agin fubets 1 nd rustud with his
the turkoy wis on thu other side snd fijur.d he
rab it by the ncek, so he slid his hecd up slow,

o

r ccll and the two of them wes zozing
yos, UWell, thoy fit for half an hour afor

, ond then they laughed 'cmselves sorv. Yow
sot out to avoid any misundcrstanding."
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