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David Rollins

An Elevator
Girl

By RUBY DOUGLAS

VoY

{Copvrixht.y

i HIS girl (= employed because
she ¢ courteous, betpful and fo-

telligent. Ansthing she can do to as

slst yon she wlli gladly uo.”

Mary tedd the sigo above the ele-
vator door. “Courteous, helpful, ln-
telligent,” | she repeated. “Well—]
think I copld quallfy.-

She let her eyes fall on the young
woman who was ruoning the lfr up
and down ln the crowded depertment
store. 'The efforts did bot seem much.
It would take a lrtle practice to be
able to stop just at the Tight place.
she decided. It would take a little
concentratfon to remember what ar
ticles werd sold on each of the elght
floors but phe belteved she could hold
such a posltion. |

Ever sidee the automobile accident
1n which her brother bad béen so bad-
that he wes still guable to
work, Mary bad been wonderlng what
she could get to

Schoo! dramas In his earller days
wers -responsible. In a measure for
handsome Davld Rollins being a screen
actor. He was born in Kansas City In
1909. Ho first worked in a bank after
finishing high school. Later he played
extra parts In the motion pictures. He
is a good swimmer and rider, He has
black. hair and blue eyes. He has been
seen to excellent advantage In numer-
ous pictures.

For Meditation

000000
By LEONARD A. BARRETT

THE MENACE OF OUR AGE

DEATH Is the result of breaking
contact with environment. When
it is cut down the tree dies. Sever
the flower from the stem and It will
wither. If, fn the world of moral
values, you destroy the nerves lending
to sacrifice and service, the result will
be death to one’s Ideals. The death
of he moral ideals of sacrifice and
servlee Is cansed by selfishness. Elim-
inate selfishness
and we would have
“Days of heaven
upon the earth’

The self-centered
lite is playlng hav-
oc with the world
today, It is the
menace of our age.
It refuses to rec-
ogalze that we are
lvlng in & world
we did not makes:
that most of our
possessions we re-
celved from others.
“The best that we
know, the Intellec-
tual trensures of
. bumanity, the laa-
guage we speak, the songs we slag,
the truths we possess, the views of
life we cherish—all these did not
sprlog from our care for our private
selves alope, but from the great, all-
prevalilag Impulse to live and labor
for others.” With this statement
selfishness would not agree. Selfish-
ness builds palaces and In imagina-
tlon enthrones itself [n power. A
price is pald for a coveted prize which
in many cases spells ruin ot self and
destractlon of the higher ideals of re-
sponsibility for our common human-
ity. . Selfishness cries In terms of the
old Epicurean philosophy, “Let us eat,
drink and be merry; for tomorrow
we dle” Selfishness is always en-
«deavoring to gain sufficlent power to
enable it to say, “The world owes me
a debt, let It pay.” Agalnst this re-
versal of the true logic of service and
an honest philosophy of life, John
TRuskin wrote In his “Modern Palnters,”
“Shall one by breath and sweep gath-
er some branch of the commerce of
the country Into one great cobweb of
which he hlmselt ig to be the master
spider? Shall the industrial and po-
litieal giant say, “Here is the power
jn my hands, weakness owes me a
debt? Bulld a mound here for me to
be throned upon, come, weave tapes-
tries purplc dance before me that I
may be glad, and sing sweetly to me
that I may slumber. So shall I ilve {n
Joy and die o honor.”

This may serve as the creed of an
anarchist whose object I3 to overthrow
the government and establish by force
that form of disclpllne which dom-
inntes Russla today. It ls the law of
the jungle, where death rules, not the
Jaw of Hberty which secures for us &
national s well as ean iodividual
peace, prosperity and happiness.

(@ 1930, Western Ne

L. A, Barrett.

telp augment her wldowed mothers
rge Income In carlog for the
blg tamilg of children. Before .the
accldent,  plary’s most helpful ptace
had seemed to be at Lome, helping to

care for tha children, Thiogs were
dilerent npw. N
It waos the busy season|and Mary

found no dlmmlty in getting 8 posi-
tion. [Inside of a few dnys ghe was
dressed lu' the becoming gmy uniform
ot the shop employees und was dolng
duty io the easily runniny elevator.

Mary tried to llve. up to the sign.
She was always belpfal and sbe used
her Intelligence. Even wheo the car
was crowded and shoppers crowded
and pushed and fussed and com-
platned, sife alwass tried to retain her
courteous annncr i

One Satpirday ufternoon she had an
experience] that proved her kindness
and. fo arduadabout was. added to
the family|income.

The eleyator was half full and at
the rear s{ood a tall. pale man with &
child 1o his arms. The child might
bave been|two or three senrs ol and
was able to walk, but was frightened
at the motfon of the elevator and
screamed and clung to [ts (dther. They
were golog up several floors and the
contiouat icrslng and screaming ap-
noyed an ,lrrlmble woman' who, also.
was golog' to a top foor. *

“That ehlld should be at’ home with
{ts mother lnostead of making every
one In the store uncomfortable” the
womao sald, losing her temper.

The pale aod very much worrled
tather sal{l quietly, “The child has no
mother.”

There was dead sllence
tittle car.g

When they reached the top foor,
Mars stopped her car and stepped out
atter the [man and the chitd:

“My rest hour comes inia few min-
Qtes.. Wan't you let me take the. flttle

o the

one with!me while sou do your er-
cands?” she asked.
The man's face lighted up. “Ob.

you are too kind.” be sald.

Bat Mary, mecustomed to children,
inslsted, and it was oot long before
she bad the little gisi sitting comfort-
gbly (n the restroom looking at &
book. She had lezrned trom the man
that hig |#ite bad been dead only a
short time and he had pot set declded
on what tu do with the chlid. They
were strangers In the country from
£ngland dnd 1t was a difficult problem.

Dudng\her rest hour Mary hagd ap
tosptration. Why oot ask' ber mother
why she‘conld pot take core of the
iittle one for awhile? i

She wprked out the {dea !n ber
mind aod presented [t to the man.

“I—I don't like to be separated from
her. She is all 1 basé now,” he ex-
plained dt length. *3ight | see you
agaln tn]a day or two after we bave
all thought 1t over?” The man had
an attractive nceent and his plight

wag pitigble.
Mary's| mother wag only too glad to
take In the man oad bis baby. The

only man Ip the house was her dis-
abled sop, now, and It would mean
an added income and perbaps con-
genial companionship.

‘Tow Elson—for that was the man’s
oame—proved to be 2 very qulet man
and Mary and her mo!her feli In love
with hls tiny danghter.' She ‘played
with the older children and was well
behaved,]

On Sumrdny afternoons, nf(er
awhile, the father got Into the hablt
of gtﬂng home by way of the shop
where he bad first seen Mary. -

“Mary.” he sald to ber one after-
noon a year after he had gone to live
with tnem “wonid you mind my tetl
ing you )whal I think that slgn In your
etefator] ought to read?”

“No,"|sald Mary, “of course mot."

“It should say. “Tbis igirl was em-
‘loyed becnuae she 8 beaudful, lov-
able—and worderfgl'™ !

Mary| was lost tor 2 reply.

Tom wrs & little atrald of what he
ned m.ld. They were both silent for
swhue.[

“1 know It seems very soon for me
to tell you ! love you, Mary—but—"

Mary| looked at him, “But you do,
Tom. l have known it for a long time
and we,are golng to Lel! mother about
1t and—"

«ang ft Wil be ‘all rlght—won'( it,
dear?” |be asked.

By the time they reached home they
nad worked It all out|so 83 to find
happlness for themselves and yet
make nn one else less comfortable.

| Why It Is “Dasd”
A “dend language” 13 ome which I8
no Ionger used as § means of com-
municdtion Yy any pevRles.

. P ' ’

|

"WORLD OF
FRIENDS

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

HAVE a friend who has a frlend,
- another frlend of hls,
For that's the way it Is with frlends—
how woaderful it Is!
1t I should|meet that other mnn r
pass without e siga,
Although, I he's a irlend of his, then
he's g friend of mine.

Pm sure of this, I shouldn't hate, I
musta't If T can,

For he mny be a triend of friends of
mine, that other man.

[ caonot hurt another man, I cunnot
make him fall.

For I may jhurt some friend of mine
T'd hate to hurt at all.

Yes, even {t we aren’t friends, the
strangers on the street,

They may |be frlends of frlends of
mine, although we never meet.

I guess théy all are triends of ours,
the way that God Intends—

Although we push, although we crowd,
we're Just o world of friends.

(@

930, Deuslu Malloch.)

Thropngh a
Woman’s Eyes

&y Jean Newton

ON SISTERS CUTTING EACH
OTHER UP OVER A MAN

OWN ln Mpxico Cuy two slsters
fought a diel over » man.

Thelr nzmes are Dominga abd An-

zela Ayala and they literally fought a
duel with knives, wounding ench other
3o severely that they had to be taken
to & hospital, where they are lsing In

adjoining beds. Let Us hape that when
their wounds heal and they regain
thelr strength there will be nothlag
around their beds that nllgh[ serve ad
a weapon!

But to go back to the story; the
duel followed g party at the home of
Angela’s sweetheart, whom Domiagn
also loved. Up to that time she had
concealed her emotions, but took oc-
easlon durlng the festivities to voice
them—whereupon her  slster  chal-
tenged her, the victor to get the man.

The sisters svent into the kitchen
of the house, we learn, and fonght
desperately with knives untll both
fell, many times wounded. But ac
cording to the news dispatches, the
question of who will get the man is
ST unsettled,

Probably melther will get him. It
was silly of those slsters to imagine
that two women fighting over a man
could declde whicl one should|have
him. After ali the man has some Bay
Inthe matter.

And [It's In such’ terribly poor mste.
To say nothing of the fact that {t wil
probably make the man feel:too im-
portant, so that whoever gets Ium is
untikely to heve muck joy out of him.

Indeed those women omght to be
ashamed of themselves. It shold be
polated out that you don't see broth-
ers cutting each other up over a} wom-
an. No indeed. You hear of such
things as men fghtlog over a womas.
of course, .but they are usualfy ‘stran-

gers, fightlog, say, o a bmwl. But
brotliers—or indeed even triends, don't
Tet a mere woman break thelr frlend-
shlp, to say nothing of cumng each
other up!

No, thete's very little that ean be
safd for those two sisters in esico
City. - -
(@ 1930, Bell Syndicatoy
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GRUNTER, THE PIG

ELCOME, welcome, the pigs
welcome you, squeal, squeal,
grunt, grunt.”

A new plg hdd come to the Pig
Pen, and all the pigs were grunting
and squealing.

The new plg's name was Grunter.

He was_not a baby plg, por was-

be a grown-up plg. He was an lo-
between plg.

He had a little twisted tall and
short bristly plnk-white hafr and pink
eyes and & very roguish way of look-
Ing out of ‘the sldes ot his eyes.

His snou showed that he belonged
to the pig famlly. It was the same

ol Have a Good Digestion,” Grunter
insisted.

snout that runs through the whole
family.

“Gruat, gruat,” sald Grunter. “I'm
glad to come to this Pen.

“It looke as though you had good
plgweed around, and the farmer looks
as though ke fed sou well In fact it
looks as though he fed you too well.

“It's a good thing I'vg come. You
might all have collapsed from lndiges-
tion it I hada’t come Just in time."

“Grunt, grunt, what does he mean?”
nsked Grandfather Porky.

“Squeal, squeal, what does
mean?" asked Sammy Sausage.

“Grunt, grunt, what does he mean?”
askeg Brother Bacon.

“Squea), squeal, what does he
roean?” asked little Biack Squealer.

“Grunt, grunt, what does he mean?”
asked Sir Percival Pork.

“Squeal, squeal, « what does he
mean?” asked Sir Benjamin Bacon.

“Grunt, grunt, what does he mean?”
asked Pinky Pig.

“Squeal, squeal, what does, he
mean?” asked ifaster Pink Pig.

he

“Grunt, gruat, what ddes he mean?”
asked Plaky Pig's mother,

“Squeal, suueul what~ does he
mean?” asked Mrs, Piok Plg.

“Grunt, grunt. what does he meaa?”
asked Mrs. Pinky Pig.

“I mean,” sild Grunter, “that I can
eat a little of: your food for you, too,
as well a5 my own share—I will do
thls for each! one of you—and then
you wiil not get {ndigestion.”

“Ah, but you might" said Grand-
tather Porks Pig. “and we could never
treat a newcomer that way. We could
never permit |you to get Indigestion.
Better far llmt we get 1t!”

“No, we could never let you get
indigestion,” snld Sammy Srusage.

“It would nok be kind,” said Brother
Bacon.

“We \\ouldnl have the heart to do
such a thing.to let you get ladiges-
tlon:" sald Sir Percival Pork.

“It would be unfair," seid Sir Ben-
Jamin Bacon.

“Very unfalr," sald Mrs. Pinky Pig.

“Most unfalr,” sald Mrs. Pink Pig,

“Decldedly un{nlr." sald Pieky Pig.

“Extremely | unfalr,” said Master
Grandfather Porky.

And Pioky Plgs mother sald:

“Oh, so unfalr! We could never
be so unfair as to do that”

“Oh, you needn't worry about me”
sald Grunter, “I have a good diges-
tion.”

“Ah, but you must not take chances
with it, Any dny your dlgestlon may go
back on you, and 1 you ate 00 much,
it would be, taking chances,” sald
Grandfather Porky.

“What Grabdfather says Is right”
safd Brother Bucoln

“Qulte right,” sald Stmmy Susage.

“Grandpa koows a lot,” sald Ploky
Pig. !

And the others all said the same.
23 they twisted their little talts and
looked at Gruater out of their piok

i

es, |

Grunter looked at them out of his
pink eyes and twisted his little tall,
too, and sald:

“Grunt, grunt,, gruat, grunt, grunt,
grunt, grunt,’ No more luck for me
here than at home lo my home pen.
But you all 'seem a nlce. lot even
though you don't offer food hospl-
tallty to me, so I'll stay here, thank
you, thank you, grumt, grunt, grunt]

“You're welcome,” sald all the pigs.

our soclety, - our grunts and our
squeals, but not to our food, grunt,
grunt, squeal, squeal, Dot to our food!”

And with that understanding the

pew arrival remalned.
(varrl:h!.)

CTHE WHY of
SUPERSTITIONS

o
By H. IRVING KING

PEACOCK'S FEATHERS

MONG' the soperstitious peacock’s
feathers have a bad reputation.
In Eogland and the Unlted States it
1s a common belief that to. keep them
in the house for decorative purposes
portends disastrons events; and that
it there are danghters [n the family
the girls will mever be married as long
as the iil-omened feathers nre 2 part
of the household zdoraments.
These if are survivals

Nurry NATURAL
HISTORY

HUGH HUITON

M@ Ty

THE SOFT—SHF.LLED
GINGERSNAPPER |

TILLS pcsulent creature xs(mmer
plentiful tn the dalcying regions,
where it inhadits the streams ruunlng
through cow pastures. The unwury
cow that wanders within rmch of its
powerful jaws Is likely as not (o have
the lower part of her legs suupped
oft. The first time is not so bnd but
as a cow does not learn from expcrl-
ence, the legs are lopped off agaln
trom time to time,. Tn some districts
the cows have becotie too short!legged

from the ancient cult of Juno to whom
the peacock was sacred and by which
the Romans represented the goddess
in many of their paintings and sculp-
tures made for protective purposes.
Elworthy says with regart to the
superstition that peacock feathers
bring bad luck, that Juno's “anger is
exclted in some way by the plucking
of the feathers of her favorite bird:
while the fdea that so long as they are
kept in the house no suitor wilt come
for the dnughters polnts to the old at-
tribute of spite and jeulousy In love
or matrimonial matters with which
the goddess was alwnys accredited.”
@by MeClure Nowopaper Syndicate.)

Dear Editor:

|
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to milk, and, not belog beet caws, the
anly use for them I8 to. traln them ns
ferrets to chase jack rabblts]out of
their holes, !

The gingersnapper Is malaly con-
itructed from an ordinacy g(ngersnun
with close legs and horns attached.
Che head I3 a slogle peanut “lth pen
pnd ink expression, and the tall is a
soothplck broken here and thcre. The*
seast, however, 13 rather too |danger-
jus for a house pet. |

(@ Mateooolltan Nawsoaper Sortco)

ODAY I was so hungry, after 150

miles of touring, that I ordered
everything on the menu except the fly
specks.

Signs .today: “Population 703.”
Well, don’t boast. “Threshlog ma-
chines and tractors not allowed on the
pevement” No, you've got to leavs
room for the trucks.

Why does evdry ope wave at 8 loco~
motlve englneer?

A fow farmers gre threshing; the
silos are getting Toaded up with any-
thing left after the drought. Apples
are growlng right along the roadside.
Tm convinced again that this Is &
grent comntry.—Fred Barton.

(@ by the Bell 8yndicate. Inc.y

Much Wire in Mainspring }
It stralghtened out, the mainspring
of a watch would be about 2 feet

long.
T

sash.

“A bay-window frames a
walt”

_t

Hm)v [t Started

By JEAN NEWTON

WHY IS IT “THE ALL-
’,FATHERING RIVER?”

AL!IOST every one of us has beard
this reference to the tamous body
of - water under discusslon; yet how
many of us, offhand, would be able to
say that 1t was an alluslon to the
River Nile?,

It was G. -W. Stevens, historlan,
traveler and Iiterateur, who coined
this name, ntter the fact that throogh-
out the nnpam[leled length of the
Nile's flow} It beneficently waters a
greater aren of the agricultural world
then any, oLber stream.

The ground slaked by the Nile is
known to be the most’ rerﬂle soll of
them all. |

It Is in trlbnte to this largesse of
the mlghty Nile that Stevens chris
tened it “The All-fathering River.”

(@ by the Boll Syndlcate, 1ne.)
O

0dd Chinese Burial Custom
Mirrors were frequently buried wlth
the dead 1n sucient China.

“You're very welcome to our mud :

Blessed Collar
. Button

i f
By CLARISSA MACKIF L

(Copyrizht)
ANIEL MARSH wag dressiog to
go out ' for the esening. He

bado't quite devided whether he would
go to a theuter or to one of the smart
hotels where he could dice In mote oF;
less stare, and then remaln for danc!
Ing, He knew very few girls|in New
York, anyway. and it was oot Hkely
that any of them would happen to be
at the hotel tomight, just becnuse be
was feeling rather lonely 1o the big-
pess of the city. Dan was; making
good [n a very @ne position downtqm

“Blazes!" he exclalmed  wrathfully,
when & collar button eluded bim in
the traditlona! manner and landed
with a tlokle oear the steam radiator.
He spread a newspuper dowd on the
floor, and kneellng down gingerls ex-
amined around and underneath the
warm beater, Dust—fluf—some burat*
matches—oothing else. Then he saw
the square opening around the steam
plpe, where it entered the room.

Something gleamed In the' shallow
hole and Daniel fished for it with a
knife blude. He brought his find care-
fulls to the surface and took:(t to the

bureau. Then for the second time
that oight. Dap Marsh| yelled,
“Blazest"

The collar button was not there, but
he had brought out of the ole a beau-
tifu! dlamond ring m).ether, with a
lot of dust. It was a Womnns tlog,
with two very fioe stones ln an- ex-
quisite setting.

“Now for the callag bumm.' sald
Dan remorselessly, and stepping back
felt something under bls foot: It was
the coltar batton, squashed fat.

Fifteco minutes later, Daulel Marsh
left the house Immaculately attired
and with bls foot on fhe frst round
of the ladder of adventure [n bis
walstcoat pocket was the | diamond

ring and the flattened collar button.
On the way downstars he had Inter-
vlewed rs. Weed, hls landiads.

“] was wondering who had occupled

my room, before 1 came, snld Dan.
“I found & book there—" he bad the
book under his arm, & mndern novel.

“Qh, Miss Pearson must have left It
bere—] don't belleve she wanted it
She sas always losing things—last her
dlumond tiug right In the yoom the
very dny she left. I told her that 1
dido't suspect Amanda, the Gnid, end
she wag real alce about L7 |

“I suppose she went lmme," ves-
tured Dan.

“No—it .happened this wuy—well.
ghe couldn’t afford to stay; bere—so
she took a chesper room nround at
Miss Gitroy's oo Amsterd-nm avenue.”
© With this informatlon Dap decided
1ot to go down to the hotel and deoce,
he would follow the leading of the
blessed collar button—he was begio-
ning to cali It that. ¥

He dined at o velghborhood restag-
rant, and then found his way to Miss
Gilrog's apuriment. A colored maid
answered the door.

“Miss Peurson, yes, sir. 'Bercs a
gen'leman to see you, Miss’Pearson.’,
she sald agd led him fato ajsmall lig-
ing room, shere some oce iwas plag-
fag softly on the plano. The playing
stopped, and the player arose and
faced Danlel Marsh.

“] am Miss Pearson.”
colgly.

Dan qualled before the ,(ornlddlng
countenance of a mlddleuged woman,
but he found courage to inqaire wheth-
er she had wot boarded wllh Mrs.
Weed.

[ don't owe lier a cent or money,”
sald Miss Pearson stiffiy. :

“0f course not,” soothed Danlel
Muarsh. I merely came to (sguire
about—gou lest a dirrond rlng. dido’t
you?

] gever talk to reportets.” solffed
the singular Miss Pearson, “besides. I
found the rlng in wy trunk—lost 1t
while packing.”

“You couldn't tetf me who occupled
that room before you dld? veotured
Dznle! once more.

1 could tell you th.lt—n was Miss
Lincoln—Elsie Lincoln, she's a sten
ographer In the Upanddoyn bank—
she moved to noother tmuse and still
takes her meals at Mrs. Weed's.”

The Upanddown hunk—hls own
place of emplosment ! And Miss Lin-
coln wes Mr. Bradish's stedographer—
the prettiest girl Danlel hud ever seen
—curllng biack hair. soft! blue eses
and a creamy skin—a girl that seemed
llke bome girls, somehow. !

Did Daatel Marsh's alarin clock go
oft an hour earller the nut morning?
It did! Did be make hlmselr mora
then immacuiate? Yes, even so, and
he burrled downstairs at 7:15 to eat
breakfast at Ars. SWeed's now glorified
teble, Heretofore, he had preferred
to eat apywhere else than that dis-
mal board. He walted a half-hour be-
fore Elsfe Lincoln came down o her
smart little bat and spring sult. Her
cheeks were rosy when he came .and
gat. beslde.ber. .

Danle) “Marsh asked her about &
ring—had she ever lost ong? Yes, In-
deed she had—-she described it mln- ~
utely, sald ber dearest daddy had glv
en it to ber, and she just dido’t know
-whether It was on the stréet or tn the
house. It bad simply vanished. '

Mrg. Weed glimpsed the pantomime
from the pantry door. “These young
folks,” she groaned, “strangers ooe day -
and engaged the nest—he givl.ug ber a
ring so soonl”

One day they told heb—und Elsle
displaged a very large solitalre dia-
mond set (o platinom. As tor the col-
lar botton that really brought them
together, 1t occuples a tiny trame, and
only Dan and Tlsle kanw Its meanlng,

she sald

.



