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*EDITORIALS

Another “Last Frontier”
(Exchange)

One of the last frontiers held by
young - Americans is being edged
into oblivion by modernity. A New
York'dispatch sounds the warning.
It states that in the modern home,
air conditioning is bringing the cel=|
lar upstalrs. The barn, that dusty
raftered, hay scented haven of
rainy days, has already given way
to the spic-and-span garage, the
back-yard cave has retreated before
the lncurslnn of the landscape gar-
denerand his unnaturally patural
‘rock garden; the chicken house and
:woodshed have waved the white
flag of surrender to the more uthi-
tarian poulterer, and the gas-meter
reader. And ali too soon, providing
the present trend continues, the
dimly llghlerl cellar, with fts cob-
webbed nooks and crannies will
be added to fond memory.

Perhaps it was because il was
so rarely visited that the cellar held
a certaln mysterious and perennial
charm. It lay in remote and neglect-

of the year,,a region as far away
and ujexplored as the interfor of
Newtoundland, which you have
been <}ud)mg that year in geogra-
phy el3ss. And then, suddenly, the
landseape having been covered with
a blan‘[\et of soggy snow and teni-

peratutes having made’ the barn
untenable, the cetlar was lm1ded|
by an exploring party who promp(-,
Iy proceeded to take possession of |
dnd to colonize this new found land,
Under the stimulus of imagina-
tion (selections from “Ivanhoe” |
were in the reader that year) it
stope foundation walls became thi
interfor walls of a bi‘]u'\l:uemd
castle, . and. the fruit cellar wa
iransformed into a “donjon keep.
But, this sudden visitation wa:
short-lived, and, turning back the:

in all probability, recall no specifi
instance of 2 visit to solitary cel-!
lar-Jand. Perhaps some kindly heat-
ing engineer, one whose absorbin|
interest in his profession has nof
crowded out his borhood recollec-;
tion, wiil poiat out that there is
still one more “last frontier” for
short-trousered America to fight for
—the dusty, cluttery, sun-warmed,
And heart-warming attic.

“Maybe It's My System”
{

seems to be snug in his draw-string
blanket the fact remains that chill-
ed air {s going Into his lungs And
this unwarmed air is as dangerous
to lung tissues as is alr that Js not

‘enuhled at all. |

_After Gambling Devices
(Exchange)

‘Over the nation, there has arisen
a* widespread effort .to end the
gambling racket. Slot ‘machines,
gambling pools, catch penny de-
vices—all are playing havoc' with
the welfare of-this country, S0
those who bave studied the situa-
tion declare.

There have been ulemms‘madc
o the past to reform the gambler
but the present.movement has tak-
en’on a new angle. It {sn't so.much
{.case of morals now as a deslre
on the part of business lo‘ stop
waste of money.

It is estimated
that the amount thrown away fool-
ishly hy gambling in the United
States is six billions of doll;\\‘s per
year. Money that should gd into
th? channels of trade. Money, of>
ten wasted by wage earners, that
should go into homes and clothing
and worthwhile achievements for
parents and their familles, |

\hm children are learnlng to
gemb]&'l shuation that augurs
ng( too well for the future citizen-
iship of this country. [

“The plan proposes that pressure
be brought by the merchants and
business concerns to see that anti-
bling ordinances are enforced.
Iso that ordinances .and laws be
enaclnd which “xl] cover such cas-
5 as are not 1lro'ui\ provided for.
In other.words. a thorough going
jcampaign is on to put an end to
he wasteful gambling racket, And
ower to jt.

! Tlme Wastérs

. THE
MILLIONAIRE
B
By NANCY RHODES

snaper Syndicate.
Service.

® Seciory
HE Youngest Reporter was
dragging her heels in dis-
gust. She has just found two
ray hairs sprouting over
the left temple where only one gray
hair had ever sprouted before. And
she needed a new hat. Her old one
had rolled on the floor and the
city editor had stepped on it—city
editers are notoriously heavy of
foot. There was something about
two gray hairs and an old hat that
could take the kick out of the sun-
niest March morning that ever
blew across Boston harbor.

She "could see Boston harbor
from the top floor of the telephone
building, where she waited for an
interview with the chief telephone
operator who was about to get
married. The harbor was as blue
as indigo, as blue as Capri, and
fringed with heavy, dark barges
around the shore. Farther out,
creamy sails skimmed over the
blue waves and on out to a bluer
sea.

at seal” she thought, and the
words made her ache with loneli-
ness. |

The telephone operator was small
and pretty. She was marrying a
real estate man. They would-be
married in June and live in Ar-
lington.

“I'd rather have a sailor,”
thought the Youngest Reporter, and
-blushed to hear herself talking.
aloud.

‘The telephone girl turned up her
little nose and walked away. .

Out fin the gray canyon of the
sireet| the reporter dragged her
heels jagain. *Nothing really ex-
culng‘evcr happens to me,” she
Lhought dismally. “Two gray hairs.
An Olli hat that has to be worn
another month. Cat shows. Dog
shows] Baby shows. Poultry shows.
Au(omabxlc shows.” She bumped
into a dark young man who glared
ather.

“Go on, glare!” muttered the
Youngest Reporter defiantly,” turn-
ing inside the door of her office
building. Back in the office she
wrote a stick about the pretty tele-
phone cperator and her real estate
husband; then settled into a dull
let.hargy dimly penetrated by the
lick-c)

ﬁ-lousc“n es are nnnm ed b) time
tealers, by people who fail to re-
ognize that a home is one of the
pst important orgahizations in
he country, 'and. that the presi-
‘dent of the company las to:count
her moments as though punching
a clock, in order to operate effi-
¢lently.

" These wasters of llfe’s golden
nioments call on the telephore and
itallc until in desperation one says
the door bell s ringing or, that
is burning in the }utch—

Shortly .before his recent death,
Jay E. House, the Philadelphia col-
uminist; who was a middle-aged

“I have never stood in the slight-
est terror of a woman. It [s a state
of mind which just doesn’t make
sense. {f a woman started to take
it out on me, I'd leave her slandlug
permanently. But, somehow, and
and maybe that's the reason, they
never do. I know troops of women,
married women, single women,
widows and divorcees, and get
along with all of them perfectly.
1 should be greatly surprised if a
woman uttered an“unkind word to
me, because mnone of them has.
Maybe it's my system. If it'ls, T
offer” the advantages of the system
ta other men without conslderation
or charge. In the first place, [
would no more ask a woman for
an accounting than I would con-
cede ‘her the right to demand an
accounting of me. And in the seé-
ond, there ig' nothlng 1 would go to
the trouble to attempt to conceal
frol’g her. If they waht to know, 1
tell” them all. Frequently, I tell
them 1ll when they could have no
“possible interest in knowing. And’
1 tell them true. There it is, gentle-
men. Help yourselves.”

We have printed Mr. House's
formula’ to prove a polnt, which is
that giving advice to other men

t-

al waste of time and energy. We
cannot think of a woman worth/|
knowing who doesn't occaslonally

“take it out on a man” if she thinks |

much of him.

Pure Air But Not
Cold Air -
(Exchange)}

Winter nights are here and it is
well (o remember that our sleep-
ing rooms should be ventilated,
but that at no time should the air
breathed in while sleeping be un;
warmed. A good plan is to open a
window in an adjoining room, lel-
ting - the alr circulate fhrough a

warmed ‘area .before reachlng lhe
¢ gleeper. * -
:  Some of the world's best author:|
' fties,in lung dlseases say that peo!
. ple have carried the theofy that

fresh air 18 curing air, too far. It
13 not wise to try to cure a bad
cold by sleeping ln an sbundance
of harsh alr.

Bables' should not sleep ln nurs-

it thebaby himselt

cald. Even

1.
!In the class of wasters is inrlud'
el those peaple who are trylng
16 sell. The use of the telenhione
in this connectlon is a rapldly
spreading nuisance. Every time a
woman permits herself to give an
orders over the [telephone she is
adding fuel to this . abnoyance.
‘Theri there is! the door-to-deor
salesman who seems to be cver
with us. He is the worst ‘waster of
alj- for he has been schooled {n
cleverness, a gréat aniount; of it
being downright fraud, just "any
means at all to get in a woid ahead
of the helpless woman standing at
the door. He knows if he can begin
his sales talk he has a moré than
ﬂlh l'lft} chance of selling her.
The ‘only way to rid oneself of
these time stealers Is to practice
saying in a firm voice, “I am not
iiterested,” and repeat it over and
oyer until it is the first thing on
our tongue when one of these pests
rings our telephane or door bell.

onversation At Home:
! {Exchange) : 1
+Why can't the bottle opener be
Kept in the right place? .’., Who
tends to the mending around here
apyway? . . . [ don't know Xwhere
vou think I get the money lo run
this place . . . What time dld lhc
children get in last nlght? ',

wish vou'd leave enough gas In the

‘car so that 1 can get to a Jflliing

station ‘when I leave for work . ..
When did you buy your last hat?
. 1don’t see anything wrong with
that dress you've got on right now.

. Why ask me what T want for
dlnner when I'm eating breakfast?
... 1 don't remember what'she

satd Someboady telerihoned
while you were out., . . I didd’t ask
the name . . . You may llke them
but Idon't ... I like you fat so why
worry? . . . Why not turn off that
radio? . . . I'lIl need $20 lm‘]il:_‘

I've got to take a long trip. . | H“F
you heard about the Joneses? . .;.
Did you send that check to Jun(or
lndﬂ}"’ |

i
\
Reflectmns :

king office noises.

Her mind was full of a story she
had read- the previous night. A
story of a young American girl
who had fallen in love with a hand-
some Basque fisherman that turned
cut to be a nobleman with an in-
come that ran into six figures. The
story had struck a passionate, ro-
mantic-note, and the Youngest Re-
porter laid it down with a sigh and
the thought that nothing like that
could happen around Boston.

‘“‘Are you here?” .asked the city
editor in her car. She felt to see
that her hat was safely on her
head. “See if there's anything in
this,” he added, and rushed away.

She unfolded the letter indiffer-
ently. Illiterate. Smudgy. Written
in peneil. Then she came abrupdy
to life,

“This fellow who works with me
over here,” she read, “is a young
millionaire from the West who is
workin' his own way. 1 s'pose it's
mean of me to tell on him, but
I've always been 2 great admirer
of your esteemed paper—" and so
on.

On her way out to the plant men-

tioned in the letter, the Youngest
Reporter forgot her two gray hairs
in wondering about the incognito
millionaire. The story of the Bas-
see ‘Pyrenees flitted across’ her
miind. She hoped he would be mas-
terful and blond and blue-eyed, like
the young Basque fisherman. These
masterful blondes could make you
forget that the city editor had
wiped his feet on your hat! Some-
thing might happen after all —
even in; Boston!

“There he is, over there!” said
the man who admitted having writ-
ten the letter.

The Youngest Reporter feit faint
in the pit of her stomach. This
was her first millionaire and she
was not familiar with the breed.
She spoke to him timidly, but the
whirr of the machinery drowned
her voice. Finally she tugged at
his greasy sleeve to aftract his at-
tention. -

He turned, and as his eye met
hers she saw that it was not blue
but the ‘color of cold coffee with
too much milk in it. When he re-
moved the greasy blue workman's
cap.she ‘saw that he was almost
bald. One can't have everything,
she thought, gritting her tecth a
little.

“Are you the son of William J.
Silver, the great nail king of To-
leda?” ‘she asked.

A disturbing expression flitted
across the man's face, but before
she had time to analyze the flash
it hiad gone.

“How did you find out?” he asked
in apparent dismay.

She laughed and shook her head.

“I want the story of your lif
she_gaid;- “and a photograph.’

“But I haven't a photogxaph "

P

i We kee) on laollng onrsehes

Tong after we have ceased to fool
others, - i

| To make flattery ef(ccll\l) yout
mnat be somewhat - lnslncere; for
‘example, tell a homely girl Bhen
pretty. H

i

Silver, his
eyes on her face.
After some céaxing, hownvcr. he
agreed to get a few hours off, to
come into town to have bis picture

taken. .
“I hate this publicity,” he told
her when they parted, “but I'm

“Green days in forests, blue days |

doing this for you." And he gave
her a meaning look.

The Youngest Reporter was ob-
livious of the twin rows of drab
houses and the jolting of the street
car on her way back to Harvard
square. How long would it take
to cure a millionaire of the silly
habit of working for a living? Why
did people work when they didn't
have to? Catch her covering baby
shows and cat shows and dog
shows if she had a million. Paris,
Palm Beach, Nicé, Monte Carlo,
The Lide, Venice, Capri, Sorrento,
Egypt and the Bassee ' Pyrenees,
where beautigul blond . fishermen
had bank accounts that ran into six
figures—these were better. -

“Harvard square! All out!”
bawled the {

RECOMMENDS
THINNING IN
FARM WOODLOTS

Woodlots on farms in Oakla
county eventually can offer high
quality sawlog materfal i a sys
matic thinning is practiced in s
ond growth areas over a perfod
years, says County Agricultural A
ent Karl D. Bailey.
* \W. Ira Bull, extension forester on
the staff of Michigan State College
suggests that the wood obtaided
from the thinnlng process is worth
while. in itself “to keep the home
fires  burhing,” and often may |be
more than enough for fuel for home

rd
er
e
e
?
g

“Well.” asked the bard-boiled
city editor as she, stopped at his

desk, “anything doing on that?"
“Oh, he's the real thing, all
right,” she answered, enthusiasti-

cally plunging into her story.

She was tingling 'with an excite-
ment that seemed to send the sen-
tences spinning from the tips of
her fingers. She contrasted that
background of cultire, from which
this seion of wealth had sprung
with the manufactiring plant and
the greasy blue working clothes.

“Writing a serial?” asked the
city editor, looking over her
shoulder.

Promptly at two-thirly the incog-
nite millionaire stepped from the
elevator. He had not been impres-
sive in his working clothes and in
‘his wrinKled baggy street clothes
he was a complete flop.

“I'll take you right over to have
your picture taken,” said the
Youngest chorler, {nervously con-
scious of the of the city room.

“Yes, ma" a snld Silver meek-
Iy

“Ma'am,” lhougm the Youngest
Reporter, with a cold feeling up
and down hdr spine. Did million-
aires say “ma‘am”?

“How about the movies tonight?
he asked, with another of his deep
meaning glances, ]ust belare he
left the building.

"Oh, I have an engagement,” she
told him, flustered. It did not pay
to appear too eager — especially
with a million at stake.

When she cmergud from the sub-
way the next morning a wind sharp
and cold as a knife ‘cut through
her. But the frost in the air was
mild compared to the city cdllor s
eye as it met hers.

“The next time I'm looking f\)r a
millionaire.” he remarked, with
heavy sarcasm, “I" ]l send the omcc
cat out to drag one in."

“You mean—" sh¢ stuttered.

*I mean that theiboob we lcz\-

tured yesterday affernoon is
fraud.
states to that cffeet, Nut.
the same ling. in, every city \he
strikes. Makes 4 *laughing stock—'
The Youngest Reporter removed
her hat. Her head felt heavy—as
though it might be made of some-
thing solid like ivory, or wood. She
sank to a ehair and! automatically
powdered her hose, staring unsee-
ingly the while in a|small mirror.
Suddenly she stiffened. Three gray
hairs sprouted whére two had
sprouted yesterday.. She reached
for her hat to cover them up and
found it on the floor with a heavy
footprint in the crown., The city
editor had stepped on it again!
“The secretary of the Watch and
Jump saciety is getting married,”
he said, sticklng a Jittle clipping
under her nose. ‘Get a photo-
graph.” i
Lake in Darakil Penert
i Proposed Again in Rome
{ Engineers of the colonial office
have extracted old reports of Ital-
ian explorers to revive a project
whereby a huge salt lake would be

Wires from’ lhrce dlﬂcrcnt .

created in the Danakil region of,|

Fritren and northeastern Ethiopia,
writes a Rome United Press corre-
spondent. .

This project, involving: construc-
tion of a canal permitting waters of
the Red sea to flow jinland, seems
likely to be carried to conclusion
if new expeditions fail to reveal ex-
istence of oil or valuable minerals
such as gold, silver, iron and coal
in the torrid Danakil desert.

Creation of the lake, say Itallan
engineers, would be of three-fold
benefit:

First, it would mm:ldy the eli*
mate as a consequence of evapora-
tion processes, establishing in this
torrid zone approximately the same
temperature as normally prevalils
over the Red sea.

Second, it would have the effect
of allaying desert winds which fre-
quently create . devastating dust
storms.

‘Third, the lake would yield hy-
dro-electric energy to serve a vast
region - in  Eritrea and nerthem
Ethiopia.

It has been estimated that $8,-
000,000 would ‘be sufficient for con-
struction of the canal and of initial
hydro-electric plants. If recom-
mendations of past Italian exploring
expeditions are followed by the
ministry of colonies, the canal
would start at the Red sea port of
Meder 'in Eritrea and proceed 35
miles inland.

Centuries ‘ago, say historical doc-
uments, a great inland lake spread
over 6,300 square miles in the Dana-
kil desert. The c:mal would create
a similar lake.

Italian expeditions in the Dana-
kil desert have indicated that nel-
ther valuable minerals nor oil exist
in the sector ivhere it is proposed
to create the huge lake. The gov-
ernment is taking no chances, how-
ever, and is preparing to finance a
new expedition for detection of min-
eral and oil deposits.;

In n’second growth woods,
cording. to Forester Bull, wh
trees range between two and el
inches in diameter there will
perbaps 500 to 600 trees to an ac!
In the first thinning this may wi
ly be reduced to 300 selected tres
This permits the remaining trees,
left because of better formation,|to
receive i more sunlight and grow
much faster. -

Another improvement  cutt!
can be planned in 10 or 15 ye:
reduclng the number to 150 t
while the flnal stand may cont;
only 60 or 75 mature trees of hi
quality for sawing. in the m
time, sprouts from stumps will t;
the place of the mature trees 3
may be selected for succeeding
ber cuttings.

When the thinning is being d.
advises Bull, the trees to be taken
out include the crooked, decayed
and bushy topped individuais.
Crooked' or short trunked trees
make:good flrewood but when used
for saw timber they produce mpre
sawdust and slabs than fumber,
while bushy topped trees usunlly
contain but one log of ln[erlor qual-
iy,

e,

WEST POINT PARK GIRLS
ORGANIZE VESPER GROUP

A Vesper group is being org
ed in West Point Park under
leadership of Miss Lora Anh A
An organizatlon meeting will
held at Miss Ault's home at

niz-
the
ult.
be
our

o'clock next Sunday Thy
| activities of the group will not dup;
licate the work of any Sunda
school or church but will also rep
resent the interests of girls of th.
intermedlate group.

The Misses Wanda Draké an
Dorothy Smith ‘were hostesses af
a ‘shower for Mrs. Harry Eppley|
(Ada Lecnard) at the Drake hom
Friday ‘evening. Guests included
were Mrs, McVicar, Mrs. Canlield.
the Misses Erma Gray, France
Schmidt, Jean Regentik, ~ Mary
Franzenl, Pearl Brown, Helen Bor-
chart, and Florence Cook.
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Dr. Joseph W. Norton
_OSTEOPATHIC PHYSIGIAN and
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WIRING AND DEMONSTR TION

INCLUDED WITH

Small Down Payment Places

At the new low prices, there is

should not be electric. The price i

EVERY RANGE

This Stove in Your Kitchen!

uo reason why your new stove
1

all wiring, and demonstration in your own kitthen. See the new
ranges on display at depnrlmaul stores, electrical dealex-s, and *
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