





Jerry. D Malone has served as
minister of music and education
at South Slde Baptlst Church since
1959.
Before movmg here he was min
lster of music at West Lake Bap-
tist Chure in Lake Charles La
The son of the Rev. and Mrs.
Sam Malone. of Seminole, he is a|
graduate of McNee e College in|
Lake . Cha.rles a. :
Mr. ‘and Mrs Malone have two|
a children, Dawd Ear] 4 and Sue :
af/Ellen, 8. ;
m| The. parents are both presently
:at|enrolled at Hardin-Simmons Uni-
int|versity where they are workmg
on their. masi:er s degrees s
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THE ABILENE REPORTER-NEWS
Abilene, Texas, Tuesday Evening, January 26, 1960__

PRE-NUPTIAL PARTY HONOREE — Pat Malone, center, was feted at a gift
party Saturday afternoon when Judy Royal, right, entertained 25 guests at_her
home, 1709 S. Willis. The honoree’s mother, Mrs. R. J. Malone of Seminole, is at

left, (Staff photo)

Gift Parly

| tering the polished refreshment

Compliments
Pat Malone

Pat Malone, Hardin-Simmons
University freshman, was campli-
mented at a gift party Saturday
afternoon for which Judy Royal
was hostess at her home, 1709
S. Willis. :

Miss Malone, daughter of Mr.
and Mrs. R. J. Malone of Seminole,
will be married Jan. 29 to Charlie
Bowers, son of Mr. and Mrs. Fred
Bowers of Flagstaff, Ariz,

Blue and white carnations cen-

table were flanked by mahogany
candelabra holding white candles.
The hostess’ mother, Mrs. Frank
E. Royal, and Mrs. Malone, moth-
er of the honoree, served.

The bride-elect’s aunt, Mrs.
Jerry Malone, and Joy Terry as-
sisted in receiving guests.

Spring Styles
Travel Well

NEW YORK (NEA) — Fashions
for the fraveler to a sunny cli-
mate couldn’t be prettier than
they are this year. Or more prac-
tical.

Designers have seen to it that
not only will you winter vacation
in style, yowll travel in style.
And comfort. And the clothes in
which you travel will go right on
into spring for back - home wear.

that won’t wrinkle, muss or lose

REAR A BmRur

They’ve given us gals fabrics|
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SAM and GEOR GIA MALONE

South Sem

on their
Sunday Afterhoon,
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MALONE-JENKINS

Monday evening at 7:30 o’clock Mr. Sam Malone and Miss Georgia
Jenkins were married at the Methodist church house, the Rev. G.
Carroll Berryman officiating.

This was among the first and one of the most brilliant social events
of the season.

The contracting parties were well known young people of the best
families of Seminole and Gaines County.

The groom is a popular and inspiring .

From The Seminole Sentmel January 28, 1909

This union, described at length on the front page of the httle West
Texas weekly, is soon to pass the Golden Age. When Sam first saw
the petite young lady upon her arrival in Seminole from Floydada
where her father, Dan Jenkins had served as the county’s first sheriff,
he remarked, “That beauty would make some man a fine wife.” Dur-
ing the courtship that followed soon after, the two often enjoyed
buggy rides, picnics at Hackberry Grove, baseball games as far away
from home as Lovington, N. M., and country dances where the pert
miss watched her beau fiddle for the couples on the floor.

Within a year following the marriage, young Sam purchased the
Sentinel, serving as publisher through 1914. The first of the young’-
uns, Rosemary, arrived in 1912 to bring added joy to the young home.
Sam, with the fullsupport of- Georg;a -surrendered-to preach in 1913

»

] gq:ee /Dannie Ruth
n 1923 while her

Ly
In 1924 the ouple Were engaged in Young County doing evange-
listic work un ,they "retumed to Abilene; where: i} e preacher-editor
: evoted fo the
s B ta] on"to rediting,
Sam also held pastorates ‘at Wilme (Runanels County) and at Eula
(Callahan County). He also was pastor at Eliasville for seven years.

While Sam added teaching journalism and Bible at Simmons Uni-
versity to his editing and preaching chores, Georgia remained at home
to “rear the kids”, care for the sick and needy in the city and serve
as<a pillar for her very active husband. The youngster of the family,
Jerry David, was the final edition arriving in 1930 at Abilene.

The West Texans returned to Seminole in 1938 where they again
purchased The Sentinel and operated it until 1941. Eeven while again
editing, Sam served as pastor at Klondyke in Dawson County.

After selling the paper Sam and Georgia served the Lord at Los
Lunas, N. M. for a year then returned to Eliasville as pastor. During
the war years the family moved to Spearman to undertake a build-
ing program completed in 1948. Sam was called to Seminole in 1948
to help organize the South Seminole Baptist Church and served as
pastor until his retirement four years later. Thus the couple closed
their full-time service to the Lord at the same place they began.

During the years of happiness often in times of trial and hardship,
Sam has often used the expression, “When you get to the end of your
rope, tie a knot in it—and hang on!” He often had to tie that knot
and remembered a lesson taught during his cow-punching days as a
youth—NEVER CUT THE ROPE!

Georgia, ever the faithful, devoted wife and mother, lives by the
expression, “If your faith is as great as the need—the door will open.
Let us have faith.”

They have—and it did.
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‘ MANSION FOR MALONES IN TALL TIMBERS AREA
Clarence Malone, vice-chairman of the board of the Bank of includes an entry hall, a massive living room with marble fire-

the Southwest, and Mrs. Malone purchased this antique brick place, separate dining room, a 22 by 35-foot game room, an ad-
. colonial two-story residence on a 1%4-acre beautifully wooded joining rumpus room, powder room, butler's pantry and kitch-
~ site at No. 4 West Lane in the Tall Timbers section of River en. Upstairs are four large bedrooms, three baths and a play
Oaks Addition. The purchase was from Dr. and Mrs. Lucian room. Servants’ quarters are over a large garage. (Chronicle
M. Bukowski at $160,000 through the agency of Mrs. C. C.  Photo by Gunnar Liljequist) '
Fleming and the Riddick Realty Co. The downstairs floor plan 2% ;s
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How Does the

Child Get That Way?

Problem

By EDITH JOHNSON

up in cities are exposed to many
Insecurity is in the air,

child into a problem child than to
of such treatment he may acquire a
or he may grow treckless
he does.

parenthood so that the fathers and

Life in our time is very complex. Families are small and that
places a good many children at a disadvantage. Youngsters, growing

wholesome. Social changes are taking place with disturbing rapidity.

There ig, perhaps, no more effectual way of turning a normal

and decide that it
Does it not appear that we should train the new generation for

beconiing preoblem parents who will haye problem children?

currents that are by no means

nag him persistently. As a result
1 bad case of inferiority complex,
matters little what

mothers of the future will avoid

17 all fathers and mothers could
I see themselves as others see
them—what a feat that is for any
of us—there would be fewer prob-
iem childrén because there would
be fewer problem parents. Teach-
ers and soclal workers, trying to
help problem children, work
against tremendous obstacles, they

tell you, because most of these
children, leaving their hands. go
back to problem homes. It would

not be so difficult to retrain the
children—that can be done in
most cases. But how are they to
retrain the parents, particularly
when a large majority of them do
not know and could not be con-
vinced that they need retraining?

The O0ld Folks, in 0ld
Clothes of the Long Ago,
In the Spotlight of Two-
Day Celebration— Early
Day Vehicles Roll Through
The Streets.

By MRS. RENICK F, ANSELL,

SAN MARCOS, Tex.—March 2-3
' were gala days in San Marcos
during the pre-centennial celebra-
tion which was held in this city.
Attics, chests, closets, gave up
their relics to be displayed in show
windows of the stores. The idea
was originated by Miss Mattie Al-
lison, member of the high school
faculty and Miss Jennie Garth,
member of the campus school fae-
ulty. lLee McWilliams, president
of the Chamber of Commerce, and
a committee from that organiza-
tion assisted in the details, and
members of all eivic and patriotic
cluhs of the town, as well as the
school at Wimberley, sponsored
exhibits which were intensely in-
teresting to the milling crowds in

the streets,

Saturday morning at 11 o'clock a
parade was staged with W, T.
Jackinan and H. C, Storey, both

members of the 0Old Trail Drivers'

Association, the former having re-
cently been elected its president,
riding spirited horses. Jackman

was sherif{ of Flays County for 20
years and has also served as the
postmaster in San Marecos, while
Storey, well known cattleman of
San Marcos and Cotulla, carried
the sword of his father, Capt.
James G. Storey. An old-time
band, musicians wearing long
moustaches, led by R. A. Tampke,
played familiar tunes, A prairie
schooner, drawn by a yoke of oxen
belonging to J. V. Wiseman of
La Vernia, had tied to its side the
ylow *hat turned the first furrow
on the first farm (Thomas G. Mc-
Gehee farm) in Hays County.

Riding on the front seat of this
covered wagon were J, J. Stoker,
£3, and Mrs. R. D, Talboty 33,

with numerous school chidren, en-
'

joying their first ride in an ox-
drawn vehicle, as passengers., A
once handsome phaeton followed
with Mrs, A, D. McGehee, 83, and
Miss Sallie Frances Dixon, of Buda,
a Teachers College student, wear-
ing quaint pioneer clothing, as its
occupants. A wagon, drawn by two
white mules, filled with planta-
tion negroes, some of whom were
slaves in their early youth. Four
women riding horses with side =sad-
dles included. Mrs. Eleanor Gregg
Tuttle, granddaughter of the late
Rishop Alexander Gregg, first Epis-
copal bishop of Texas; Mrs. Laura
Burleson Willlams, great grand-
daughter of Green De Witt, who

assisted Stephen ¥. Austin in
colonizing Texas; Mrse. Walter
Harris, and Miss Myrtle Smith,
both of Wimberley, -whose ances-

tors were pioneer Texans,
Sam R, Kone drove a one-horse

surrey in which rode ‘‘The First
Lady'" of San Marcos, Mrs. Anna

Randle Kyle, 82, with two cousins
as attentlants, Mrs. Julia Kone
Garrett, 81, and Mrs. Pitts Malone
Hunter, 78, each wearing cos-
tumes which had been saved from

early Texas days, and carrying
beautiful colonial bouquets.
The first lady and her two at-

tendants had been honored with a
luncheon at the cafeteria of South-
west Texas State Teachers College
on Friday. Sharing in the honors
were fwo members of the Texas
Centennial Commission, Mrs. Percy
V. Pennybacker of Austin and Mrs.
C. A. Brown of Alpine. Miss Jes-
sie Sayers, member of the faculty
of Teachers College, was toastmas-
ter. Mrs. Ohren Paterson and
Mrs, Lee Lancaster were the
luncheon committee,

Place cards depicting scenes of
early Texas were m:de by the art
class of the college, and the floral
decorations were red, white and
blue flowers. A background for
the speakers table was formed of
a large Texas flag flanked by two
large TUnited BStates flags. Miss
Sayers, who is a sister of the lite
Jovernor Joseph D. Sayers, asked
the first lady to tell of the wed-
ding of her parents, Wilson Randle
and Sarah Jane Pitts, which was
the first formal wedding in Hays
Ceunty.

The wedding feast, she said, was

spread on a long table under the
trees and

the oxen drawing
wagon which had been gent to the
river for more water, being an-
xious fo “get into the shade, ran

away and almost striking the table
knocked it over. Her attendants
each made brief talks. Mrs. J. R.
Wilhelm, member of the commit-
tee, told of “Why a Pre-Centen-
nial?" Mrs. 8. W. Stanfield re-
lated an amusing reminiscence of
school days at Coronal Institute
and Mrs., J. E. Pritchett talked
concerning ‘“Music at Coronal In-
stitute.”

Mrs, E. L. Thomas fold -of
visits to the farm of her grand-
parents, Mr. and Mrs, Thomas G.
McGehee, first to settla on a farm
in Hays County, and Miss Sue Tay-
lor, member of the faculty of the
teachers’ college, told of her an-
cestors, Charles Cock and Su=sannah
Walker, who had twin daughters,
Cecilia and Sevilia Cock, who be-
came the brides of J. A. Mont-
gomery and J. II, Earnest in a
double wedding eeremony. Mrs,

a

W. €. Johnson, nee Jennie McKie
Johnson, told of her father and
mother's wedding having taken

place in the =same house in Flays
County in which her mother was
born. Miss Mattie Watkins was
introdueced as the daughter of the
late. Mr. and Mrs, Sam Watkins,
former having been a member of
Terry's Rangers: Mrs. John R. Mor-
ton read an original poem which
toasted ‘““The Queen,” Mrs. Anna
Randle Kyle.

Mrs, C. A. Brown of Alpine,
one of the commissioners of the
Texas Centennial, made a brief
address being followed by the prin-
cipal speaker of the occasion, Mrs.
Percy V. Pennybacker, also a
commissioner of the Texas Cen-
tennial, who is life president of
Chautauqua, New York, has served
as state and national president of
the Federated Women’s Clubs and
as delegate to the Waorld Peace
Conference. Mrs, Pennybacker
told of her visits in the White
House and spoke of Mrs, Franklin
D. Roozevelt as the ideal hostess.
She was given a rising vote of

thanks following her ingpirational
address,

Miss Breweye Bunton of Kyle
and Mrs. Will Malone of Hous-
ton were out of town guests.

The following women and the
organization which they represent-
ed were in attendance at the
luncheon: Mrs. Lee ‘Donalson,
president A. A. T, W.; Mrs. J, E.
Pritehett, president Moon-MeGehee
chapter, Daughters of the Repub-
lic of Texas; Mrs. J, T, SBmith;
president, Lone Star chapter,
United Danghters of the Confed-
eracy; Mrs. William, €. Johns
regent Captain  THomds
chapter, Daughters of the 'Ameri-
can Revolution; Miss Sue Taylor,
president Brackenridge Club; Mrs.
J., R. Morton, Sorosis Club; Mrs,
J. R. Buckner, president Woman's
Study Club; Mrs. T. E. Bufttles,
president American Legion Auxili-

Gore

ary; Mrs. I. H, Harrison, president
Garden Club; Mrs. A, L. Davis,
president Iast Texas Forty-two
Club; Miss Jaessie Bayers, presi-
dent Woman's Faculty Club; Mrs,
C. BE. Chamberlain, president Cres-
cendo Club; Mrs. W, A. Wyatt,
chairman Hays County Centennial
committee; Miss Mary Stuart But-
ler, president Delta Kappa Gamma;
Mrs. 8. W. Stanfield, Coronal Club;
Mrs. 'Willie S8wann Hons, San Mar-
cos High School; Miss Jenny Garth,
Campus school; Miss Eloise Colgin,
acting #oretary San Marcos Cham-
ber of Commerce; Mrs, C. E, Evans
‘Sgufhwest Texas State Teachers'
College; Miss Mattie Watkins, Re-
tail Merchants' Association; Miss
Mattie Allison, chairman pre-Cen-
tennial celebration; Mrs. J, R. Wil=-
helm, Mrs. C. L. Skelley, Mrs. T.
G. Harris, members of the pre-
Centennial committee; Mrs. E. I.

IN THE PICTURES.

No. 1—The TFirst Lady of "San
Marcos and her two attend-
ants  with  their escort who
drove the one horse surrey
in which they rode in the
pioneer parade on March 2. Read-

ing left fo right: Mrs, Pitts Ma-
lone Hunter, 78; Mrs. Anna Ran-
dle Kyle, '82; Mrs. Janie Kone
Gamvett, 82, with Sam R. Kone,
younger brother of Mrs. Garrett.
and cousins of Mesdames Kyle and
Huntter, standing In the rear, Mrs,
Pitts  Malone Hunter was the
daughter of James L. and Fliza
Pitts Malone; Mrs, Janic Kone
Garrett was the daunghter of Sam-
uel R. and Rebecea Pitts Kone,
who married in 1847. Mrs, Garrett
was born in 1853 on the Kone
farm in  Stringtown, two and a
balf mjles from San Marcos. These
two comsins  amd Mrs,  Garvrvett’s
brother, Sam K. Kone, were grand-
childrerr of John Tn. and ¥hHza
Pitts, the former having been ap-
pointed Adjutant General of Texas
with the: rank of colonel, March 7,
1848, by Governor rge T.
Wood, He was the sec/hd Adju-
tant. General of Texas afl served
two terms, (Brown FPhoto)

L Afres, A ¥ 5 Jo
T e
cos, was the danghter or W
Randle and Sarah Jane Pitts, the
Iatter Dbeing the daughter of Mr.
and Myrs., William Curtis, Pitts.
(Brown Phioto)

No. 3—Mrs. A. D. MeGehee, pio-
neer mother, spinning a handocraft
exhibit sponsored by the Breck-
envidge Club,

No. 4—DPioncer kitchen exhibit,
sponsored by Women’s Taculty
Club, Mprs, R. D. Talbot smoking
pipe and Mrs. D. F. Votaw,

No. 5—An exhibit of very old
quilts and rugs, 1765 to 1897, ar-
ranged by San Marcos Study Club
and shown in Xacob Schmidt's win-
dow.

No. 6—“First Tady,” attendants
and Sam Kone riding in 50-year-
old one-horse swrrey, Front seat:
Sam Kone and Mrs. Anna Randle
Kyle, First Lady. Back seat: Left,
Mrs, Janie Kone Garrett; right,
Mrs., Pitts Malone Hunter, attend-
ants.

No. T—Womemn, riding side sad-
dles and dressed in Mother Hub-
bards. Mrs. M, €. Williams, left;
Myrs, €. S. Tuttle, right,

Thomas, Pioneer Association of
Hays County; Mrs. Rd 17, Beall,
San Marcos Librayy Board; Mrs.
J. W. Ansell, organizing regent
Captain Thomas Moore chapter,
D. A, R. and publicity chairman.

The Family

By ELEANOR ROOSEVELT

IFl WOMAN responsible for the
change in family life? I think
not, but she must bear hér share
of the responsibility.

On the 15th of this month-Susan
B. Anthony's birthday will be cele-
brated, and, as she was one of the
great early feminist leaders of this
country, I think it is fitting for all
of us to review the changes that
have come in the sl%men;
and which have affected family
life, in the short period of time
since the first settlers Treached
these shores,

Naturally, the customs of the
old world have had great influence
on family life in America. In the
16th Century England women were
taught to understand medicine and
nursing as well as cooking and
butter making. A girl who failed
to find a husband was looked upen
as an object of scorn. The tradi-
tions and standards of middle class
England had the greatest influ-
ence on family life in early New
England, -

Most of us have gathered our
ideas of the status of women in
Plymouth from Longfellow's pic-
ture of John Alden and Priseilla,
but the mere fact of Miles Stand-
ish's attitude toward his courtship
shows that women were more or
less considered as a chattel—some
one to cook and sew and spin and
weave, to carry on the multitudin-
ous work of daily life in the pion-
eer home and fo bear the numer-
ous children, almost half of whom
died in infancy. That many chil-

dren must be born in order for a
N\

certain number to survive seems to
have been an accepted Tact in
those early families, so two or
three wives are often found in the
early .church yards, all dead be-
fore their husband, because they

were worn out by child bearing
and hard work,
In early New England there

were occasional examples of very
beautiful family life, but the av-
erage attitude was much the same
as it had been in middle class Eng-
land. The aristocrats in a New
Bngland village were the members
of the minister's family, and we
find there was some gquestion about
John Adams—the son of merely a

small. farmer — marrying the
daughter of a minister!
In the South religion had a

profound influence, and all over
the country the bible was the
cherished possession and freguent-
Iv¥ the only book to be found in
the homp=. The Southern planta-
tion gerved to develop a distinet
type of civilization, and the old
Southern family, with its many
connections, wielded a great deal
of power.

In both New England and in
the South it was customary for
families to cling together. Some-
times a father would finish half
of his house, and his son, when he
married, would finish the other
half for his residence. They were
all isolated and fighting the dan-
gers of the frontier, so that the
building of a clan was practically
a necessity,

It was not until the 15th Cen-

tury. that the status of women be-
gan to really change, Up to that
time education was wirtually with-
held from them—though it was a
woman, in Massachusetts, who
gave the ground for the first free
school.

The feminist moverment not only
marked a change in the status of
women but it marked a change in
family life. At the opening of the
20th Century the “new Womsan"
began taking on activities outside
of the home, This was mot neces-
sarily of her own desire but be-
cause development of machinery
had changed many of the condi-
tions surrounding the home. The
making of certain things within
the home—which had necessitated
that it should. be somewhat of a
factory—was suddenly tramsferred
to manufacturing enterprises out-
side of the home,

So, step by step; we have come
to modern life, and restaurants
and nursery schools and the serv-

fces in some homes of ‘people
trained to do specific household
Jjobs.

Public schools, taking the| aca-
demic education of children com-
pletely out of the home, be¢ame
another potent factor of change,
and they are gradually incluiling
more and more subjects in their
curriculum.

Susan B. Anthony, if she fyere
alive today, would, I think, | be
preaching to the modern woman
that the home is the proper plgice
to train youth for demecracy.
Here is g quotation which I haive
alwayvs particularly liked: “Family
life should make parents educatoi's
of will instead of dictators of ae-
tion." The democratic family?
makes the good democratic citizem,.
(Copyright, 1935, McNaught Syn=

dicate),

That's where the rub comes in.
Few young people who fall in
love and marry today have been
educated for parenthood; a harder
task by far than it was 40 or '50
vears ago. Life in our time is very
complex. Families are small and
that places a good many children
at a disadvantage—it is difficult for
an only child to develop normally.
Youngsters, growing up in cities
are exposed to many currents that
are by no means wholesome. Social
changes are taking place with dis-
turbing rapidity. Insecurity is in
the air,
If in adddition to these problems,
parents create new ones because
they are individually mal-adjusted
or mutually inharmonious, they
may be in for plenty of trouble
with their boys and girls. To some
extent, Bt least, their children will
be affected by their environment,
and before the parents get through
rearing a family, they will lose
many a night's sleep, Even when
their childven grow up and are
“off their hands,” they may have
trouble, for the majority of prob-
lem children carry their adolescent
difficulties into adult life.
What Bad Temper Does.
A quarrelsome home is fertile
soil for the development of emo-
tional diffieulties in childhood.
Boys and girls seeing father fly
into a rage at slight provocation
|ty mother getting mad and erying
5 T i R S e
likely to form similar n:mﬁ’s: that
is,
emotional ‘matures and thrive in
spite of the example. If father, big
-and impressive though he ls, is still
a child emotionaly, he may throw
things at the children when they
annoy him, and mother,
to discipline hersell, may try to

them
should not he so boisterous. More
than one child is a serious problem
to his teacher or the principal be-
cause he grew up on a father's

have no idea how much explain-
ing is necessary in order to train
children and how much painstak-
ing repetition is required in order
to firmly implant an idea in a
child's mind,
“I ecan't see why Dad raises such

unless they have very sturdy

unable

discipline the children by striking
instead of explaining they

foothall game just because he neve
er went when he was young,”
complains the son, while daugh=
ter, a note of defiance in her voice,
murmurs, “Because girls in her A
day did not use rouge ang TP
stick, and she won't even do it
today, mother makes such a fuss.”
Inflexible parents, incapahble of
seeing their children's viewpoint
or modifying their prejudices to
suit the time, often have a good
deal of disagreement with their
children. If one of their young=
sters differs with them honestly,
they may take that as an actual
insult instead of a sign of intelli=
gence and a capacity for independ=
ent thought. What they want is A
rubber stamps in human guise, not
individuals, and rubber stamp hu-
mang are not normal. They get
along poorly in this world.
Misdirected Love.
There is, perhaps, no more effec=
tual way of turning a normal child
into a problem child than to nag
him persistently. As a result of
such treatment he may acquire a
bad case of inferiority complex, or
he may grow reckless and decide
that it matters little what he does,
How pathetic are most of the
nagging fathers and mothers!
Many of them love their children
dearly, and it is because of their
eagerness to see them turn out
well that they “keep after them”
day and night. Certain they are
fulfilling their duties of parenthood
nobly, they are striving at the ex=
pense of their children’s emotional
lives.
Besides the parents whose cons
seientious desire to bring up good
children results in a good deal of
misdirected love and energy are
the fathers nad mothers who nag
their boys and girls because they,
themselves, are sick or overs=
strained. The father is “worried to
death” about his business, The
mother is worn threadbare by
heavy home cares. The slightest
thing upsets them., a door slams
med, an awkward gesture. a heed»
less word. The ¢ is rebuked as
gharply as if b eoammyitt
AR b e T S A

" If there is ve between
husband and wif®¥they ray lav-
ish all their affection upon a

child, who is loved not wisely, but
entirely too well. The child is pet-
ted, pampered and always made
the center of interest. He may be-
come & terrible nuisance to others,
but mnever to Mother, in whose
eyes he is always right.

Big and husky enough to be a
prize fighter, perhaps, Mamma’'s
Boy, tied to’ her apron-string, sel-
dom ecan make his way in the b
world. Nor can he give himself in

cu}'sing or a mother's scolding|jove to another woman, for no ‘
voice always in his ears. woman is willing to humor him as
Habitually impatient parents|phjs mother does. Daughter, strong p

and healthy, is unable to carry
the responsibilities belonging to
adolescents. If a few years later,
she marries and has a baby, she
cannot measure up to the duties
of a wife and mother, She quar=

a rumpus about me going to a

Continued on Page 3 D.

The Ge

ntle Sex

By Malvina Lindsay

SECRETARY’S SOLILOQUY.

14 ES,
tion I'm going to'be a wife.
I'm going to sleep until 11 »'clock
every morning ., , . I can tell you
one thing, there's never going to
be an alarm clock in my house
. «» « and let my husband get his
breakfast downtown. Then I'm
going te get up and take my time
dressing, and look all pretty and
rested when I go downtown and
run onto all my old friends.

wife.
store and buy a pair of black lace

going to buy high-heeled
slippers and satin pumps . . . I
can tell you one thing,
never going .0 be a Cuban heel in
my house .. . and say ‘Charge it!’

and long dresses you can wear to
cocktail parties and real cobwebby

mention service weight to me . . ,
and say ‘Charge it!"

“Another thing I'm going to do,
I'm going to telephone my hushand

leak, or the furnace smokes or the
lights zo off, or the man comes to
sell vacuum ecleaners, or the dog
gets out, or the children won't be-
have—I'm going to call him a
dozen times a day if T want to and

me off with ‘he’s in conference.’
“Yes and I'm going to have him

finger or get a sore throat,

train.
he takes me out nights.

I can tell yon one thing,

the tickets ., .
certs,

home all day alone?
and see all sorts of

SIR, in my next incarna-

“Yes, indeed, I'm going to be a
I'm pgoing to go into a

pajamas and say ‘Charge It!" I'm
silver
there's

I'm going to buy white kid gloves

stockings . . . just let any clerk

= ¥ : his desk, ton, and those of the
every time the maid quits and Jet children, taken at different ages,
him do the worrying, I'm going to | o, the walls so everybody will
call him every time the faucets

no snooty secretary is going to put

come home every time I cut my
I'm
going to have him lay off to take
me to the doector and the dentist
and to take my mother to the
And I'm going to see that
We're
going to see all the good shows

he's zoing to bother about buying
. and the good con-
I'm just going to tell him
‘Don’t you think T get tired sitting
You get out

interesting
:people and have a good time all

day at the office and I've got to
have my turn at night’?

“Yesg, sir, I'm going to be a wife
—the wife of a prominent man.
I'm going to serve on all the im=
portant committees just because
Pm the wife of Mr. So-axiisoy =
I'm going to go to all the big meet-
ings and sit on the platform and
wear a corsage and stand in recep=-
tion lines and sit at the speaker's
table and head lists of patronesses.

“And whenever he goes to con-
ventions if he thinks I'm going to
sit home alone, he’s badly mis-
taken. I'm going right along and
let the entertainment committees
take me on drives and give me din-
ners at the big hotels, And I'm
going to see to it that he tg\_k_e_g me
around to see the sights d@nd doTh
not spend all his time in silly com-
mittee meetings or drinking with a
lot of low men in hotels,

“Another thing, I'm going to
drop into my husband's office
every time I come downtown and
let the women that work for him
know that he's not on the loose,
He's going to have my picture on

know he's a family man. And I'm
going to see to it that his secy
tary does all of my unimport
shopping and that she
things I don't want and gets
gloves cleaned and matches
gilk thread.

“Yes, sir, in my next incarn
I'm'going to be a wife. I'm
to picture shows and matine
bridge parties and I'm goi
stroll along and look in shop
dows . ., . just let anyone tr)
hurry me . . . and never thir
about insurance policies or gas bt
or tax returns.

“Yes, sir, I'm through with
this career stuff, this ‘yours of t
14th inst’ I'm going to kn
only two words in my next inci
nation., *‘Darling, gimme! Dar!]nc’
gimme!" DARLING, GIMME!T/ 1
can just tell you one {hing.f[ 'm
going to be a WIFE—a wife with
a capital W. f

(Copyright, 19335)
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. 8she had gone east—all the way to
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SAN ANTONIC EXPRESS

Galahad Drops Off at Hot Eye

Galahad, Made Romantic
By the Cup That Cheers,
Is Captured in the Desert
By Hattie, Who Yearns to
Be a Mrs.

ITCHED in front of the store
one lone cow-pony drooped,
Squatted on the porch rail were

four big men. Leaning against the
door jamb was one voungish wom-
man motionlessly staring at the
motionless men, Sullen thoughts
were always simmering there as
.:zhe glowered at the four broad
hacks.

“Look
call 'er

at them
selves men, but
they good for? All day
and spittin'. All four
love of me and not one
gumption to say so. Lord knows,
I don't want none of their lovin’,
but T hate the thought of dyin’ an
old maid and I'm sick of bein’
Miss Nobody all my life. Before I
pass out, 1'd like to be Mrs, Some-
body—Mrs. Almost Anybody.”

It was always the hotmost hour
in the afternoon when the burly
locomotive of the east-hound ex-
“press, having. slogged ACross
leagues of blinding desert, drag-
ging its tail of blistering coaches,
snapped its long whip through her
town. It mever stopped, but as it
skirled the tumbleweeds and
rolled the dust over the dirty half-
breed children playing in the street
it also sent a swirl of air through
Ler doorway and woke for a mo-
ment her torpid dreams of her
one fond memory of the time when

buzzards! They
what are
just sittin’
of "em in
of 'em with

Chicago—on business for her fa-
ther's store and had been treated
politely by one of the junior mem-
bers of -a wholesale firm, Mr.
Snowden—Myr. Harold Snowden,

He had written to her since oe-
casionally, always on business—a
man's business, of course, never a
woman's business, which is getting
a change of name with Mrs, in
front of it.

One evening when the brief twi-

@

light came and drove the birds
away to their roosts, and Hattie
grew strong enough to look over

the stock, she noted that the eat-
ing tobacco was dangerously low,
and decided to drive over mext
merning to El Jorno—well named
(The Oven)—and pick up a supply.
To escape as much of the heat as
possible she left in the black-
most hour before dawn. On her
way she passed the westbhound ex-
press. It had stopped for some
emergency, but soon passed her,
bored a hole in the night and
drew the hole in after it.
* %k k

Desert distances are grandiose
and Hattie's homeward journey
had to be made in the full fury
of the sunlight. The railroad tracks
ran on forever and the light from
them hurt her swimming eyes.

And then at the very center
the oceanic waste she saw a dot
that looked like a man, but must
be a mirage. she drew slowly
that what she
o, side of the
actually a very
e!e"ant gentl n lolling at his
ease in an armchalr. He seemed to
sit in hell and like it,

of

Hattie crashed her biakes and
stared long and hard bhefore she
shouted:

“IHey!”

The dapper stranger's
burnt out perhaps, for he paid her
no heed, so she picked up her can-
teen, clambored out, darted across
the sand and prodded ‘his scorched
shoulder. He turned a scarlet face
her way, tried to focus a pair of
wabbly eyes, rose on wabbly legs,
lifted his hat with grandeur and
observed:

*“Par’'n

ears were

me, madam — hup —
mad'm. di'n notice you were
stanpn'.” As she stared he made
an exquisite gesture. “I mus' in-
sisg'.""

“Gawd, but you got swellelegant
ways,'”” she sighed. Holding up the
canteen she asked archly: *“Have
& swig?”

“A swig Is a thing I never
fuse.”

“Mustn't take too much at first.
Fall off a train?”

“Grot off:"

I

re-
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“He's mostly
son.’
SOl e TRt

of him.”

“I wish they ¢
that!”

“They?"”

more men'n

L Ll

gave him the
carrvied off to pa
woman intent ¢
very danger
When he was
loved his bachelt
to retain it, Bt
him an irresistil
Whenever his he
his heart swung

ings oftenen
female. She
once or twice
Oglesby as the
experiment.

He

ma

on a wedding d
had to leave
He took along

supply of

express reached
can desert he n
of befuddlement
began to yearn

panionship. Un
went back to the
form to let the

his palid brow.

miles reeling aws
increasing his di
jorie increased h
and at last he
off at the next st
first train back.

ble was being
forgetting all al
picked up one
chairs, climbed
dropped off unn

its wisdom, h
of the
wait

or
the side
down to
EXPress,
a royal
taxicab,
Hours passed
a violent petrson
Having nothing
drank from his

gesture

ticular care of t
enough to get

from being fried
tie happened alo
In the fog of

with ¥'s and

assistance ?"
Throiugh the

“Are yon

est female, and Mrs.

had
and
o

went so far
one bibulous evening

town
in
his favorite antidote
misanthrepy, and as the westbound

Breathing deep
congratulating his grand old brain

the
expecting

e's—Ilan't
way 1 ¢’n repay you for your divine

& "maginary per-

neednt he jeal's

ould hear you say

“Ruffin and Cochran—and Cor-
rell and Minge."

“Par'n me. I'm prolably not
quite m'self 's morn'. Would you
mind explain'n?

“0, they're just four men that|
want to be hushands of mine.”

“How quaint! Can a lady reqlily
have four husb'ns out here, smuyl—
simulta—all at once?"

0! course |IIJI \l mean all f\fur
of! 'em '\\‘Ll]t lu""hv one hushand
of mine,’ I

“Wouldn' "at be a bit thick?"

“What I'm driving at is: theres
four men in love with me.”

Only four? Aren't there any

'at around here?"

I

This was so unbearably delicious
that she had to start the car.
sensation

This
of being
rts unknown by a
m marriage—the

he had fled from.

soher
wrhood

Ogleshy
and vowed
it - aleohol was to
ble  love potion.
ad began to swim
toward the near-
Marjorie Tyd- |
naged to be that
been married
had selected
ictim of her next
with Marjory
as to agree
He actually
to escape her.
his suitcases a
for

ate.

the Great Ameri-
eached that state
in which his heart
for woman's com-
able to. sleep
v nhservation plat-

night wind fondle

The sight of the
av to the rear and
stance from Mar-
er spell upon him
resolved o drop
ation and take the

An opportune hot box caused the
brief stopping of the train in the
black mid-desert.

While
repaired

the trou-
Oglesbhy,
wout his baggage,
of the platform
overboard, and
oticed.
of freedom and
his chair by
and settled
homewanrd
it with
calls a

e set
track
next
stop

ono

to
as

and the sun took |
al dislike to him.
elseé to drink,

flask. Only the

providence that seems to take par-

hose who trust it
drunk saved him
alive before Hat-
ng.

liguor she looked

like ~ & rescuing angel and he
pleaded:
“0 fayre ladye—spelt, please

there some

clouds broke the

lightning of a terrifying qnmllun
married 7"
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he |

he |

me keep the general store at Hot
Eye.”

“HMah Eye?™"

“Pop and me sell gasoline,
groceries, board, lodging,
special agents for
Pantst

“Bean'f'11"

“Hver since a little after T was
horn, pop’s been a widower, an:d
| glad of it. I wouldn't mind bein’
|a widder but I 'been a spinster
long enough.

“Well anyways, this Snowden
| writes ;ne letters ever now and
then, )‘L‘:tommendm sOme  new
| merchandise—one day got so mad
|at those four galoots setdin’ on the
ffont pdreh of; Pop'scatoge
sratchin’ jme grow old that I made
up a stovy about Haroldl Snowden
bein’ crazy about me .and writin'
hot lelters and sayin' he was com-
in' out to make me 'marry him.
And I'd" show 'em the envelopes
where it said his nams on ’em, At
first it seemed to stimulate a little
excitement. The bhoys said if he
come out and tried to carry ma
off they'd sheot him. Would you
mind gettin' shot at?®’

“Tor you I'd face artillery.”

“0, T don't guess they'd hother
much out here any .more. Most of
the shootin® nowadays is done on
east by gangsters amd in the mov-
jes. I don't believe wyou'd be run-
nin' any real risk !if I interduced
you as Harold Snowden and said
you'd come to mjake me marry
‘xou '
| At this Harold mearly leaped ont
|into the heat,
car ran on too fask for escape.

“0f course, I won't hold you to
i

This assuranceywas far from re-
assuring, So hisy all-loving lguor
had led him intoj another trap! He
had fled from Nlarge only to fall
intoe the toils ofy Hat! Flis last re-
maining spark of chivalry expired
in a fuddled subterfuge:

“Whish one ofyour male guartet
would you mosit like me to marry
you fto, milady? Name the happy
man and I'll tharow him your way,
| ' Whish shall it 'be—Ruffian or Ma-
Loughlin, Coral or Mange?
| Hattie whooped at his misnom-
ers, and almost dislocated his
shoulder with! a coquettish shove:

“I guess if/ I had my choice I'd
| take Minge. | For mercy's sake,
| don't eall hiznn Mange—he's mean
| as hell when. he's sober. But he's
the youngest, and he's about the
| only man around here that can
ride’ a horse. It's kind of sweet
and old faghioned to see a west-
erner on afhorse. Reminds you
the movies. Only trouble is, Wwhen
Mingie ,is psoused he eries llke a
baby. But] the others are worse,
Fact is, I'm pretty well fed up on

oil,
and we're
‘Permanent

of

In
anybody could

| the wnl)_h: s back vard like this,
N'Yark, course,

o'

be happ.y with anybody."
Ogles h_\' was afraid to have her
think troo well of New York. He

tried t¥» persuade her that Broad-
way amnd 5th Avenue are paved
with ?h]"!‘]\“?'l heamts. She seemed
unconfvinced. Suddendy the road
whirlt:d round a shapeless, mis-
colore:d and quite impossible butte.
Frony. here he had a bird's-eye
view/ of a one street town lying
alonyz ' the railroad track like a
windél-row of tumbleweed Dblown
against a barbed wired fence last
veal:, Towering about the pine
shaicks and above sheds was & two-
storyy  building, comparative sky-
scrigper for the town.

(Ome end of it was filled by
| enformous sign:

POP'S PANTATORIUM
Hattie said: “Pardon my
lin.'! but that's where 1 live.”
i YQuite s0,"" said Ogleshy
[#ense of alarm. mnot diminished
' xhen pointed out a fat and
Jgreasy citizen. "That's Joe Gar-

an

point-
with @

she

and |

but Hattie and the |

these he-ynen from out where the |
west begiins.”

He broxe in hastily, “You'd be |
happiest with Mange — Minge,
then?"

“Hapnp;y as anyhody ever is in

13

comes Mingie!
In the near distance Ogleshy saw

a calico horse galloping in high
gear while the rider fanned its
ears with a big hat and yipped
as he hounced. Hattie explained:

“He ain't been the same since he
seen the movie of the last rodeo.”

Mingle rode straight at Hattie's
headlights and pulled in his pinto
so abruptly that it slid forward
to the collision bar;, followed by
a cloud of dust. From the envel-

oping depth O‘*le-l, heard:
“Hi-ya, Hat? What's that you
piclked up in the desert?”
FIt's Harold, Walt, Harold

Snowden He's comp. {opgameil
Ogleshy mad a 1997111&*‘11‘& higs

ingides were falling out of him like
the spare parts of an old flivver.
Thi car drew up at the front door
of the Pantatorium and Hattie led
Oglesby in to where a deaf and
dejected old man slept standing
up. leaning on the counter.

Hattie playfully woke him by
pushing his elbows off the coun-
terr as she cried at the top of her
lungs:

“Pop, here's Harold!”

“Haow? Who?"

“Hareld Snowden!"

“Se? How'de, Harold?2"
| He held up a4 limp old hand
|'and showed -an inclination to lean

on Oglesby and go back to sleep.
Hattie sereamed:

“Harold wans I should marry
him and go back East to live."

Instead of breaking down with
grief at the loss of his darling
daughter, he chewed this thought
right in with hig tobacco and spat
out a contented:

“So2"

The sereen door squealed. Heavy
footsteps trampled the sill. Four
large and surly citizens marched
forward, Hattie lumped the in-
troductions:

“Boys, shake hands with ‘T'F.ﬁu'nld.
Mr. Snowden, sake hands with
[ hovs. Boys, Harold wants I shonld
marry him and go east.”

Three of the four men kept si-
lience with an almost deafening
| gruffness, but Ruffin growled:

“When was you allowin® to step
of{ 2"

“Well—I—we——"" Ogleshy
tered, but Hattie, a bit shaken by
the lethargy of her suitors, tried
to stampede them into a protest.
|  *“Joe Garcia could p'form the
| ceremony right off:"”

Minge went aonly so far as to
|ask, "Why can't you and this gzuy
settle down here when you're hog
tied ? "Without you Hot lye won't
be worth livin' in.”

“When was t?” said Hattie
Oglesby, now secared cold sober,
put dn:

“Don't despair, Mr., Mange—
Minge! She's not going to leave
[vou at once. I just dropped in
[to make the final arrangements.
to go on to—to transact
some important business hefore the
happy day. It may he several dayvs,
perhaps threes weeks, before I get
bhack.”

Minge merely
grunted words

"“We hate to lese Hat, but 1 be-
lieve in gettin’ bad Iuck over with
as soon as you kin. So go on and

fal-

by

I have

grunted. Gorrell

| marry Hat and take her along
with wvou.”

Ogleshy bristled. “Who's marry-
ing this little lady? Yon gentle-
men or me?"

“You air,” said Cochran with
grim finality.

Cochran motioned to the others
and they withdrew to the side-
walk, where they stood knee deep
In mixed children and held a
weighty conference from which

Minge departed hastily.

“T'm sorry the boys take it lke
this,"" =said Hatty. “I thought
they'd all propose at once., But—"

She was plainly embarrassed, yvet
Ogleshy noted that she was bear-
ing hravely before the
|of a transfer from any
the Hot Eyesians to a New
The door squealed
Again there came the

or all of
Yorker.
again.
sound of

Bereen
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lIilm‘inrr

1|

prospect |

her own expense;

“Wait, boys; 1 played a joke on
you. frhis! ain’t Harold at all
’Phel'e‘- no such person as Harold.

# a stranger to me. He
dont w'mt to marry me and I'm
not aimin® to marry him.”

The truth always looks
following a vigorous fable.
replied:

“T always take the word of a lady
evengafter she takes it back. Hat,
you showed ug I d'know how many
love letter from this feller. You
told us he was him, This weddin’
i= going th’mmh, or this cartridge
5.7

unreal
Minge

im right back,” she
groaned @aud led Oglesby aside to
whisper;

“I hate to let 'em do this to you,
Harold but Minge is awful mean
and he'd just love to shoot you.
He's'Been so many movies and nev-
er had a shot at anybody. Looks
like we got to go through with it.
YOU can d'l\'(J'l'l,'l',‘ me as soon as we
get o N'York. Or you can stay
here and get free. We divorce aw-
ful easy in this State”

Butrtkee thought of wedding any-
body in cold sobriety was so close
a second to getting shot that he
coul@ not choose. Hattie took the
silenge for consent, dragged him
back and leaned him up against the
muzzle of Minge's pistol—he was
a woman of her word. Then she
ran around behind the countér and
promptly turned up a ring that was
an exact fit—she had been saving
it fog vears, She offered it to
Oglesby, who recolled from it as he
said ih a strange tone:

Minge should carry it. He's
k<t man.” I

1 bet I am,” said Minge.
by was rather S)J,l ring
han snobhbishly Tn(l\mw for
rmalities w he!;"'ht. said: “In
ceer gircles the bride
o [Im alxls on her father's
arm. ¥rhe groom and the bhest man
awaithem at the altar.”

“Grgnd! cried Hattie, “You and
go on ahead, dearie, and 1

p will folier. Fhen Gorrell
Wchran, eh?”
;7 suid
pages and
us would

for

g0es

Ogleshy.

strew
suit

“They
flowers.”
me,"”! said
hand Minge
and jabbed
of the pistol against
quiver liver. Hattie
“That won't look 80 good to the
crowdfoutside. A lot of weddings
have jeen pulled off that way
"‘round nere, but the father always
earrigghi he gun. Leave it en the
cmu‘!@%\-\'alt."
“Nol much," sald Minge. “T'll
hide ET., put 1’1l keep it handy.”
He @hoved it in his right coat
puckei,- Ogleshy eved it with hope-

rouzh
around

a spun

the

g

ful eagerness, hut Minge shifted
1 ﬁf'&):- ofiopsite side and grip-
ned h arm so0 hard that he

sueezed an ingpiration from Ogles-
by's frgntic brain:

“There iz still one thing lacking,
Hattie,jto make this wedding per-
fect, A,du_-m-din: to the strictest New
York standards, there really ought
to be @ farewell bachelor supper.”

“AlNghat 7"

“In the smart set, hefore a gen-
tlemin marries a lady, he always
entertains his male friends as a
farewall to bachelorhood. I here-
by inyife these four gentlemen to
the begt the town affords.”

Giotpal] ran the refreshment par-
lor. He called for more light:
“Woulfl ‘tlhie supper ke on you or on
us? Mho would pay for the vit-

les anf such?”

“T would. Naturally! And hand-
sonmiely! A “bachelor supper con-
sumes no end of the most expen-
sive—=—__ »

‘“What say we all go over to my
placo and have a snifter or two on

Harold and talk it over like?”
In {he great open spaces where
men are men and admit it, the

thought of a snifter at the expense

1

oxold.mlatinie, DOV

his |
protested: |

By Rupert Hughes

expertly skirted them fo the wait-
ing hands. Then
tall bottle which he described
“Ymported b’bhurbon.”

The Hot Eye guartet waited for
the effete easterner to curl up and
strangle at. the {first taste,  but
their contempt was challenged by
the size of the drink he poured
and his failure to ask for water.
They did not know their Oglesby.
J. G. ef that ilk lifted his glass
and pitehed the entire contents
straight \at his uvula, Tears shot
instantly{ from his eyes. He was
orly human and that was hooch
al its holpchiest. Bpt, blinded and
partially parvalyzed as he was, the
o g i@ dTTon che botltle agnin.
(“nnleu;pt hecame Yrespect and then
homage when he goaled the drink
with unetring aim. The others fol-
lowed sult with varying reactions,
watching! for Harold to collapse
into the /commodious cuspidor. He
merely talled for a second bottle
and a third.

Their own knees were buckling
and they were hanging on hard to

a

as

he produced

the lurching bar when Oglesby's
rabbity timidity suddenly turned

to & tigerish ferocity.
more the great lover, the dauntless
fanatic for women, Without warn-
ing he leaped at Minge and roared
with a bewildering confusion of
history:

“Give me 'at gun, you cur! You
can’t p'vent me from marrying my
b'loved Miss Swinney, my sweet-
heart Hattie. I'll kill you like dogs!
Like two dogs! Like a whole pack
of dogs!" »

Harold might have spattered
Minge all over the saloon if Joe
Garcia, being justice of peace, had
not. secretly unloaded the weapon
before he lent it to Minge. But
Gorrell did not Know this and he
lunged across the bar and wrested
the weapon from Oglesby while
Cochran seized his arms and drag-
ged them behind his back.

Hattie had spoken of Minge's
tendency to tears when intoxicated
and now, instead of resenting the
hovrible ‘indignity of having his
pistol taken away from him, and
by an ecasterner of all men, Minge
bent his ence proud head to the
bar and wept.

“Nobody loves me.
wan' to live in no
nobody to lumme."

In wvain Gorrell,
Cochran assured
adored him.
him, but the

He was once

"

And
worl'

I don'
without

Ruffin and
him that they
Gorrell tried to Kiss
bar was too wide.
Even Oglesby embraced him, but
Minge broke from the ecight em-
bracing arms and tottered out into
the sumn.

Oglesby eried: The quitter! For-
get him! Let's dvink to my Blushn

bride. To Whattie Hitney, the ap-
ple of my IHot Eyel”

“Oglesby announced that he
loved his new found friends and
| the glorious metropolis of Hot
| Eve so well that he was going to
build Hattie the finest home in
Hot Eye. This would not have been
much of a boast 4f he had not
deseribed the new domicile as a
sort of enlarged Alhambra, with
Lake Como for a swimming pool
and Central Park for a window
box.

Ruffin, Cochran and Gorrell, as
good citizens, welcomed any pub-
lic spirited visitor with plans fer
civic betterment. Ruffin suddenly

remembered that the quartet made
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“Got off! Out here? And brought “Alag, ladye fayre, I'm still an|cia. He's justice of the peace. Does Yghis baoots, boots, boots, ete., ete.
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S 4 ., ,;d- With a rough hand, Minge spun Ogles-
i ; - e by around and jabbed the muzle of
S - - .
? \ = the pistol against his quivering liver—
= N 148 \ \\\\\ =
made her reel a8 he caught her|mind if I interduced you as Har-|children whom she Avoided only |back., That would suit us fine. but|of an alien is always irresistible.]up all the officers of the Hot Eye
hand, kissed it and burbled: old Snowden?” by eclicking fenders with a small \‘.010 not goin' to allow Hat to be | Hattie was afraid the boys might | Ckamber of Commerce, and, In

“Pﬂ‘f"“ me if I seem to p'cipitate, “You e'n call me Ingeborg Swed- [car driven by a very tall man who thugwed over and insulted by no- | get Harold alone and murder him, | faect, ailmost all the members.,
but since you indutabilily saved |enborg if you like.” grinned at Hattie but glared at|body named Harold. I borrowed |but she was also afraid they were|Cochran had an idea:
m'life, it b'longs to you.” “Well, T'll call you Harold Snow- | Oglesby. this pistol off Joe Garcia and |not jealous enough even for that. “T rise to p'pose—I sit to p'pose

“Aw, you go on! I ain’t done|den. I better expain why. It's “That ,was Ruffin,” said Hattie, | you're comin' right along of us, Gorrell led the way to the|we give dear ol’ Har'l Whozis the
nothin’." kind of complicated. You see, my |as she almost ran over two huge |toglis shop; and he's agreed to | Ranchers' Retreat and into a back | free'm of the city!"

“Be that's may, if there's slice nam_ﬁ'ﬁ Hattie Whitney." men chattering in the middle of | marry you tight whilst us four|room dominated by an authentic Ruffin, as p:-o.qident._ called -fhe
thing I can do to répay the obble-| “Hattle Whinney, eh?" Wha'|the highway. She shrieked, ‘Look |stands by as bridesmaids.” bar that would have delighted a|meeting to order and directed Sec-
bigation, com-command me,” beau'ful name for mos' beau'l|out, Cochran! Hey, Gorrell!” They Ogleshy threw a glance of last|dealer in genuine American an-|retary Minge to read the minutes

“That sounds dike Harold would |18"y-" jumped backward to give her |@ppeal to Hattie. She made a|tigues. He set out the glasses and|©0f the previous session.
say it “Aw, go on! My father and | gangway as she laughed, “and here | Dlutky effort to save him even at % K K

Minge had not been idle. e had
gone straight to Jattie—not ex-
actly straight, of course, but had
gone to Hattie. She had been do-
ing a bit of thinking in the ab-
sence of the She could
ways think better when there were
no men around.

She had dreamed of
the handsome

men. al-

marrying
stranger—because
he was handsome. Then she had
insisted on the marvriage to save
him from destruction, But she had
to addmit that his chl\ala"' had de-

parted as fast as his so had
Tetubned. ¥e naa aone

? | ¥
‘%@-mh
he cbuld to get out of! thé mar-

riage and the town.
WHoe was the fellow,
He might be a tinhorn
He might have been put off the
train for lack of railvroad fare.
Why should she sacrifice herself
for an unknown and an unreliable?
No! She resolved thalt she would
never bhe Mrs. Harold
Mrs. J. Galahad Ogleshy

2

anyway?
gambler.

or Mrs,

So let's go to Joe

Snowden or

Whomeverhewas. She <ould cone
tinue as she began.

Then Minge reeled in, sobbing.
She demanded:

“Now what you blubbering
about, you big baby?"

“What's it to you who I mare
ry, 2eein’ you don't want to marry
me yoursel

“Of course I do! T'll die if I
don't.”

“Aw, o on! Why should you
want to marry me?"

“Because 1 love you, you darn
feol.”

“Well, I suppose that's as close

to a proposal as vou'll ever come,
Garecia’s and get
married."”

“We—you and me?—us?"

“If you “want meg, srab me
guick."

“Hat! O, Hat, you doen't mean it
—you can't mean it. You -

“Aw, shut up and git goin’l
Come along Pop!”

Minge and Hattie were hardly

man and wife before the Hot Eye
Chamber of Commerce and its al=

most extinguished visiter set out
in search of the absconding secre=
tary.

The municipal and the matrimo=
nial processions met in front of the
Fantatorium. At sight of Hattie,
Ogleshy flung his hands wide with
a joyous ery:

“Come to mlarms, m'life, m'wife,
m'1l! Fly with me to neares’ peace
of the justice and he made one
in bon's of moly hatrimony."”

Minge advanced in lofty wrath,
dragging his anchor. Hattie barely
managed to prevent him from
smiting his defeated rival with
anything more bonebreaking than
hard words. Oglesby, however, was
in a mood of such universal love
that he tried to embrace Minge,
calling him his beg' man, Mangy,
dear ol' Mangy Mingy, se'ty of the
chommerce of camber. When at
last he was made to realize the
truth his blearly eyes wavered
from Minge to Hattie and he re-
proached her bitterly.

“Don’t tell me my ladye fayre—
with eyse and ease—Iis already the
wife of another. Don't tell me
such perdify is poss'le. Don't tell
me! I '‘can’' stan" it Why, it's
downri’ treasury. It's deeble dull-
ing. My deares’ frien' Mincemeat
turns out—after all these year—
turns out—Mincemeat. O, thass
bad! Thass terri'le. But that you,
Miss Hittie Whatty—0, faceless
female, ‘at you should stab me
inna back before my very face—
I can’t believe it. It's absolimpos-
siblutable.”

He actually tried to win Hadttie
back, to lead her aside and con-
spire with her to fly with him and
abandon both Minge and Hot Eye.
The enchanted citizens swarming
to the spectacle might have seen
the universal Romeo slaughtering
before their eyes if the shrill
whistle of the eastbound Iocal had
not pierced the sunset air and in=-
spived Hattie to a solution of the
riddle:

“1"11 tell vou what! You hoys
hustle Harold te the deepo and
slam him on that train." a

The entire chamber of com-
mevce fell upon the struggling

Ogleshby and rushed him to the sta=
tion. There Cochran, in his offi=-
cial capacity as railroad agent,
turned him over to the conductor
and two brakemen with the most
positive instructions:

“Take this guy's fdr
eIl tmﬂ‘-“tar hl\‘ﬂ Lu i
o’ the line. The en’ of the \\mls
too close for comfort."”

Oglesby, wrapped in the fervid
embrace of the conductor and the
brakeman, was still shrieking for
Hattie when the train pulled out.
The brakeman and the condue-
tor were petting him and telling
him to be brave, but he was in-
consolable and his cries made Hat-

oL l,l)

wrea

tie's heart ache, yet as pleasantly
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