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BOYS ! ! A HA DSOME PRIZE 
FREE- ABSOLUTELY- FREE 

:VE THE DIAMONDS THEY ARE :V ALU ~ ........ 
.lilllft.E- BEAUTIFUL SOLITAIRE OJP.MOND RING OR $ 1 

RIZE- 14 KARAT GOLD 17 JEWt::!. WRIST WATCH 
D,!r.;.:PRIZE- 14 KARAT GOLD 15 J~:WEL WRIST WATCH 

E- DE LUXE BICY .LE f'Ul t.. Y EQUif'PED OR $ 
''"liiir~:jOE LUXE BICYCLE FU L EQUIPPED OR $ ~~·-··• 
P 5 JE EL GOLD WRI T A'rCH OR $ 

100 PRIZES OF .~.!50 EACH 

NDS 

D JUNE 18 
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F'rances frowned 

B ;n~ me some ice, not some mice . 
r~~ d ~ts 

. .. . self with manycha.racters an acq 
The actor acq~ts 1 ~ 
bi.taself creditably • . 

. d et influence on 
shm ers and soft sunshine she m. e 

summerdin~ shrubs and shooting sevds. 
sprea o . ·· , 

I j' 

sailed steadily south. • ·t t 
Six stalrart sailors 

Taciturn n talkati are troublesome to teachers . pupil 

A dialogue is a eonverSfation in vthich tv1o or more 
participate. 

~PmPlos Qf,dialogye. 

The Two Buckets. 

"How dismal you look!" said a bucket to his compan• 
ion as they wore going to the well • 

"Ah!" replied th~ other~ " I was j11s t thinking how 
useless our li'les are! For no matter how full we 
go away, we always come back ernpty.u 

"Dear mel How strange to look at it in that way! " 
said the first bucket. "Now, I enjoy the thought 

· that however empty we come, we always go away full." 

The Kid and the WoJ,f • 

A kid once stook on the flat roof of a house ~nd 
saw a wolf passing o~ the road below. "Ha, Ha1 
old growler", he said, "I dare you to come up here. 
I would butt you off the roof •'• 

"Ynu are.: not brave," said the wolf looking up. 
"It is only the high and safe roof." 



A ' phy in V' d v ll oo~ v lt eocr 

oft col·nnn « oute 

lro pr1cot 1 bru ry 

he ter ov nm nt 1z 

·, 

-Emphasize the lonP, so11nd ot a in the w~rds below. 

Apparatus data rabi~s blatant 

statns :tr,nnra rrrns nltimatnm stratum 

pumpk.i.n 

··ot t ... at J' 

C'teh 

c llo 

xyloph n 
I 

.\ 
\ 

strata 

verbatim 

THr.;; NE' ~ ORT.f.ANS IT..- 11 _, 

TUESDA , OOl'OBE 11, l9h9 
( 

"r .. IRST THI NG3 F\tHSTu • • •• • ••••• Angelo Patri 

"Speak that I may know thee . '1 

That ou~t to be gi•ound into the minds of ehildren o thrt it 
affects their speech £or t 1 e better . W are not getting the b st 
results £ro our teaching of ~ g11sh to youth. 

Tha speech we hear f•om them is not clear-cut En lish, not 
couched in a fine vocabulary but in slurred half-so d syllables, 
ln dowdy rol•ua a.nd unlovely slang. 

Children have two . orms of spe3ch, on 
purposes and ncit~er of them ervos them 

In the past, schoolQ uaod to stress 
poetry and Pl~ose . 'rhat in itself helpe -c; 
speech in t e pupils . "..Vfn•y mo~ning dur:i. P.: 

were recitations, well delivers oe usa c. 
these had an influence on tha e the 
standards ~ children accapte • 

school 
usage . 

~ization f fina 
s n goo p ttern of 

ssembly p~riod th re 
rully prepnre~, and 

apulary and the 

Lately, it seems, w e too u~u ~ 
na1 hborhood or some o probl..,_ . .-

dying the lif of th 
attend to the p ech o the 

children. Ve cannot t a.c o eryth1ng, 
most import nt thing ~st . 

a say, so ·e ch the 

Speech 1 . highly tt\p • It i · · one 1 s 1ntroduct ion to oth~.n· 
people, · and on it may de . d nany things valuable to one's social 
success . T e young parson who talks out of t .. e s~de of his mou~h, 
calla a man a guy, sl ithers nd slides over h words e sngges-., 
and never pronow1ces, is not accepta le to 1ntell1 ontr 1i~~ly 
placed people. 'I o them he is an 1 orant, unpolished P r on for 
whom there is no place .n th.ir liva • 

When boys nd girls are graduated :from our second ry chools ith 
auoh poo speech r.LS.bits, the blame lte · quarely at out,. school doors . 

'ia should insist upon clear, od ape .h an l h. en. ich voc ulal'lf 
g:r-aduate a pupil .from secondary chool .. fr•om any school . 
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An PXc~rpt frnrn "The Piflrl Piper o.f HaTTlelin" by Robert Brovming. 

"GrP.at rats, snall rats, 
]pan rRts, hra,~my rats, 

Brm111n rats, black rats, graY 
rats tawny rats. 

GravP oid plnctclers, ~ay y0nng 
fri..sk~rs, 

FathPrs, TT!nthers, rmcl~s, cous~ns, 
Pnintin~ tails ann pricking wh~skers 
FaMiliPS by tens anrt dnzPns, 
Brothers, sistPrs, husbands, W~"~r~s--
Fnllo·:red the PlpP.r for thc- :lr ll VP s. 

SobPr Rt=~th ~nld s·n~;ar, starch, spices; 
Rimple Sam sold sadolos,. stj_rr,lps! screws; 
Sar,acin.us st~phPn sold s:tlks, Srlt~ns. 

I rPT'flr-"lTlbPr, I ~P,.,eTYJ.br'r th~ house ~vhr-rfl I ,vas born, 
Tl:P littlP ,vindo,·~ ,vhPr~ tho s,1n caMe pPeping in at morn; 
HP nP"~rP ·"' cal"'le a wink too soon, nnr brnnght too long a day, 
B11t nn,ltf I nften ,,Tish the ntp,ht had b0rne TTlY breath avmy • 

' 

An excP.rpt from Patrick HP.nry's spP.ech• 

"They tAll us, sir, that we are ,ve~k---tmable to 
cope with so forrrtioable an arlvr->rsary. But ,,heh shall we 
be stronger'1 ""ill it bt=~ thP next week, or thP. next year? • 
1Vill it be "h~n we arP totally dis armed and ''hen a British 
guard shall be stationno in every hnuse? Shall we gath(='r 
strength by irresolntion ano inaction? Shali we acqnire the 
Tlleans t"Jf effectH~l res·tstancP by lying , supinely on our backs, 
and hngging the delnsivP phantom of' hnpe, until onr enA1"1Y 
shall have bound ns hnnd and foot? Rir, ,,le are not .,,eak 
if we MakP a proper use of those "'lPans ~vhich the God of 
na t,,rP. hath plflced in our po~ver 1 u 

ENUNCIATION EXERCISE NO. 3 

A cuo of coffee in a copper pot. 

She sells sea shells, sells she. 

I think it is my duty to do my duty, when it is my duty to 
do my duty. 

.. 

Who can say crackers, crinkle, cr,lelty, cr~ple, crease, crown, , · 
crackle? 

We wistfully watched wrathful waters wildly play. 

Lamely limped the lonely lion along the lengthy lane. 

Gray were the geese and green was the grazing. 

All he holds are old whole holsters. 



The l:ir~t Christmas Tree 
!I!

ANY YEARS ago, in the courtyard of the inn in the small city of Bethlehem, 
there grew three trees- an olive, a date palm and a pine. 

The ancient olive tree cast its gnarled and twisted shadow against the 
white wall of the stable of the inn, while high above both. the pine and 

olive, the bright fronds of the palm tree refleded the last glints of the afternoon sun. 
All day the three trees had watched the activity at the inn. 

From overheard snatches of conversation, the trees learned that Herod, the king, 
had commanded all citizens to return to the city of their forefathers to be taxed. By 
noon the inn was filled, and the innkeeper would bustle out of the building to shake 
his head at each new arrival seeking shelter. 

As dusk fell a tall young man entered the courtyard leading a donkc;y on which 
his wife was riding. The innkeeper started to turn the young couple away, but some
thing about the pair made him hesitate, and he offered them the. stable of the inn for 
shelter. When night arrived, the three trees were watching the young man piling fresh 
straw to make a bed for his wife. 

"What a shame,'' the pine tree murmured to the olive tree, "that they must sleep 
jn the stable." 

"Perhaps they are lucky," the olive answered; "I overheard the innkeeper say that 
many were having to camp on the roads so great is the crowd." 

Night came and the trees began to doze under a cloudless sky. In the night the 
trees were awakened by the sound of music such as they had never heard before, and 
they saw that the sky was filled with angels and that poised over the stable was a star 
of such brightness that the entire village was lighted with an unearthly glow of beauty. 

As the trees watched and listened, three men dressed in robes of richest cloth and 

( conlillucd on page 4) 

'bedecked with rare and dazzling jewels 
entered the courtyard. Carrying gifts of 
gold and frankincense and myrrh, the 
three men entered the stable and knelt by 
the manger where a Babe lay wrapped in 
swaddling clothes. From . His face and 
from the face of the young woman who 
leaned over the manger there shown a 
light as radiant as that of the stars. As 
the men knelt and worshipped, the trees 
watched reverently. 

When the kings in their robes of royal 
purple had departed, the humble shepherds 
from the hillside came and knelt 
at the manger, bringing with 
them a small lamb which they 
presented to the Child. 

"It is the Christ · Child," the 
date palm whispered. 

"The Saviour that has been 
promised by the prophets of old," 
echoed the pine tree. 

"Gifts- we must bring gifts 
to the Christ Child," the olive 
tree said. 

As if by a miracle, the olive 
tree and the palm both bore 
fruit in such abundance that 

their branches bent under the weight. 
The poor pine tree sighed, for it had no 
gift to give. Sadly it rustled its needles and 
lapsed into an unhappy silence. The- sigh 
of the pine floated h-eavenward where it 
was heard by the tiny stars of the milky way. 

"Poor pine tree," the stars chorused, "it 
has no gift for the Christ Child." 

Suddenly the stars left their places in the 
heaven and gently des<;ended towards the 
earth. As each star came down, it rested 
lightly on a bough of the pine tree. Finally, 
a large star from the western sky came to 

rest on the topmost branch of 
the little tree. 

The Christ Child looked up 
from His bed in the manger 
and out through the door of 
the stable where the pine tree 
stood brilliant and shining with 
stars from heaven. The Child 
stretched His tiny hand towards 
the tree and smiled. 

Again there was the sound 
of heavenly music and in its 
heart the little pine- our first 
Christmas· tree .!,_joined in the 
song of joy. 
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Saw you never in che trill ht, 
When the sun had left the skies, , 
Up in he ven the cl,ar tar shining, 
Throu0 h the gloom like silv~r eyes? 
So of old, the wise m n atching, 
Sav a little stranger st r, 
And they knew the king was iven, 
And they follo ed it rom far. 

Heard you never of the story, 
Hov they crossed the desert wild, 
ourneyed on by plain and mountain 

Till they found the Holy Child? 
How they opened all their tr 
Kneeling to that Infant King, 
Gave the old and fragra cans 

1 Gave the myrrh in offe 

Kno ye not that lo ly a 
"las the bright morni 
He who came t io:H the n lles 

1 
And the darke a 1 s afar 
And we too ma s cradle, 
There our hear reasures bring, 
Love~aith e d votion, 

or r~vio lS and King! 
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Away away in the Northland, 
Wher: the hours of the day are few, 
And the nights are so long in ~inter, 
They cannot sleep them through, 

Where thevharness the swift reindeer 
To the sledges, when it snows; • . 
And the children look like bears cubs 
In their funny, furry clothes; 

They tell them a curious story-
1 don't believe •t is true; 
And yet you may learn a lasso~ 
If I tell the tale to you. 

Once, when the good Saint Peter 
Lived in the world below, . 
And walked about it, preaeh1ng, 
Just as he did, you know; 

He came to the door of a cottage, 
In traveling round the earth, 
Where a little woman was making cakes' 
And baking them on the hearth; 

And being faint with fasting. 
For the day was almost done, 
He asked her, from her store of cakes, 
To give him a single one. 

So she made a very little cake, 
But as it baking lay, 
She looked at it and thought it seemed 
Too large to give away. 

Therefore she kneaded another, 
And still a smaller one; 
But it looked , when she turned it over , 
As large as the first had done. 

Then she took a tiny scrap of dough, 
and rolled, and rolled it flat; 
And baked it thin as a wafer---
But she couldn't part with that. 

For she said, "My cakes that seem too small 
When I eat of them myself, 
Ar~ yet too large to give a~vay." 
So she put them on tho shelf. 

Then good Saint Peter grew angry, 
For he was hungry and faint; 
And surely sueh a woman 
Was enough to provoke a saint. 

(CONTINUED "A LEGEND OF THE ITOFTHLAND." ) 

And he said, "You are far too selfish 
To dwell in a human form, 
To have both food and shelter, 
~nd fire to keep you warm. 

"Now, you shall build as the birds do, 
And shall get your scanty food 
By boring, and boring, and boring, 
All day in the hard dry wood." 

Then up she went through the chimney, 
Never speaking a nord, 
And out of the top flew a wood-periker, 
For she was changed to a bird. 

She had a scarlet cap on her head, 
And that was left the sarne, 
And all the rest of her clothes were 

b1 J..rned 
Black as a coal in the flame. 

And every country school boy 
Has seen her in the wood; 
Where she lives in tho woods till this 

very day, 
Boring and boring for food. 

And this is the lesson she teaches; 
Live not for yourself alone, 
Lest the needs you will not pity 
Shall one day be your own. 

Give plenty of what is given to you, 
Listen to pity's call; 
Don't think the little you give is great, 
And the much you get is small. 

Now, my little boy remember that, 
i1nd try to be kind and good. 
w: ·en you see the woodpecker's sooty dress, 
And sec her scarlet hood. 

You mayn't be changed to a bird, 
though you live 

As slefishly as you can; 
But you will be changed to a smaller 

thing---
A mean Bnd selfish man. 

(Phoebe Cary) 
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THEY DIDN'T THINK I 7 

Once a trap was baited with a piece of cheese. ~ ~ 
It tickled so a little mouse, it almost made him sneezeo 
An old rat said: 11 There 1 s .danger, be careful where you go." 
Nonsense," said the other; "I don't think you know." 
so he walked in boldly, nobody in sight; 
First he took a nibble, then he took a bite. 
Close the trap together snapped, quick as a wink, 
Catching Mousey fast there, _ 'cause he didn't think. 

Once a little turkey, fond of her own wa 
Wouldn't ask the old ones where to go 
She said: "I'm not a baby, here I'm 
Surely I'm big enough to run around alo 
Off she went, but somebody, hi saw he 
Soon, like snow, her feather c r· d all t 
So she made a supper for a s g mink, 
'Cause she was so headstrong, she didn't think. 

Now, my litt c ldren, you who read this song, 
Don't you see w at trouble comes from thinking wrong? 
And can •t you take a warning from their dreadful fate, 
Who began their thinking when it was too late? 
Don't thi nk there's a~ways safety where no danger shows; 
Don't suppose that you know more than anybody knows; 
But -when you're warned of ruin, pause upon the brink, 
And don't go under headlong, ' cause you didn't think. 

- ..................... _,_,.It __ ........ ---· 



Thi 1. 
t cont 1.n 

THE ElJHT PARTS 0.? SPEECH-. 

ALL NANES OF PERSONS, PLACES, THINJS·, 
ARE NOUNS, AS CAESAR, ROM:S AND KIN3-S. 

PRONOUNS ARE USED INSTEAD OF NOUNS: 
I THINK; SHE SINGS; THEY Y'JORK; HE FROvv"NS. 

WHEN THE KIND YOU WISH TO STATE, 
USE AN ADJECTIVE, AS GREAT. 

BUT IF OF lf.LANNER YJU 'vOULD TELL, 
USE ADV.2RBS, SUCH AS SLOWLY, 1d'ELL , 
TO FIND AN ADVERB THIS TEST TRY, 
ASK "HOW,?" or "''VHEN?" OR "'i'THERE?" or "WHY?". 

FREFOS IT IONS SH-Jir.J RELATION 
AS \viTH RESF-ECT, or IN OUR NAT ION. 

C JNJUNCT IJNS, AS THEIR NAI1:1E H1FLIZS, 
A?..Z. JOININ3- WORDS; THEY ARE THE T I~S, 
THAT BIND TOJ-ETHER DAY AlTD NIJHT, 
CALM BUT COLD, DULL OR 3RIJ-B'I'. 

N:SXT 1.rv~ HA~ THE V.i:R.BS, 1/THICH TELL 
OF ACT ION, BEING, AND STATE AS \JELL . 
TO WORK, SUCCEED, AC~I~VE AND CURB. 
EACH ONE OF Trt~SE IS CALLED. A VERB. 

THE INTER,..T:SCT IONS SHO\'l SURF RISE, 
AS OH! ALAS! OH,ME! HOVv 1r!IS~! 
Thus briefly does this jingle state, 
The "parts of speech" which total eight. 

o. ~ 

n Oliv r . en ell If lm e. 
om c · t on: 

a l; 

the • _, 
the prop '" pot; 

u - on't s y 'Ho ?" for n h· t." 
n conv.r ation' burrs 

th ay ~·1 th tho o-le dr dful "ur t .-; · • 

Disputed .Loua anu ..1.vu 51 
Each in his own opinion 

Exceeding stiff and strong; 
Though each was partly in the right, 

And all were in the wrong. 
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Have you ever heard someone say 1 " Life is W\'hat we make it?" 
It is true that we get out of this world only that which we are 
ready to find. In this poem the same question is put to 
ten different people. Their answers tell what was the mo t 
important thing in life to each of them. 

EAR·rH 

What is earth, Graybeard? A place to grow old. 
What is earth, 1 iser? A place to dig gold. 
What is earth, Schoolboy? A place for my play. 
V'lhat is earth, Maiden? A place to be gay. 
What is earth, Soldier? A place for a battle. 
What is earth, Herdsman? A place to raise cattle. 
What is earth, Sickman? 'Tis nothing to me. 
What is earth, Sailor? My home is the sea. 
What is earth, Sta.tesman? A place to win fame. 
What is earth, Author? I'll write there my name • 

~za. * * * ~3- * * v'* * * .z~ 

' · . 



Trial of the Titans Who 
·Gave Us Independence 

, , 
0 Langyel deserves the gratl-

FOLJR oAvt~N JULY. By Cornel And John Adams, in his farm- the debate of July 1, 2, 3 and tude of all Americans who love 
Langyel, Doubleday. $4.95. house in Braintree ... he felt 4, 1776; he described their ac- their country and believe in it, 

· no pain. At 5 o'clock in the tions, their thoughts and their for having recreated in such 
By THOMAS EWING DABNEY afternoon he stopped breath- h . d t .

1 
W'th 

1 
. vivid detail the terrible trial 

On the 50th anniversary of 1 ing. . opes m e ai · I equa Vl'l· through which these early titans 
the Declaration of Indepe~d- "In another part of the vil- Idness he shows us the others gave our people thei: "proud 
ence, Thomas Jefferson, Its lage a crowd was cheering the of tha~ courageo~s ~ongress- Q and noble declaration, the .,-
author, and John Adams, whose short toast from Mr. Adams: Franklm and Dickmson and 1world's first enduring charter ,., 

.leadership had put the pen into 'Independence forever!' Sam~el Adams .and R?bert 
1 

of democracy" whose "vision 
his hand, lay dying. "A few minutes later they 1Morns and Francis Hopkmson remains alive in every lover 

"On the morning of the fourth/ were told that Mr. Adams was and the .r~st - he makes us of freedom." 
his (Jefferson's) eyes were I dead." see the VISIOn that carried them This book is not a fictional 
bright with a consuming fever. These brief quotations suggest through the doubts and dangers treatment. "Except for minor 
His mind was relivi?g the the beauty, the revelation of that beset them. interpolations the speeches and 
scenes of the Revolutwn, the Lengyel's description of the The history books compress conversations," the author tells 
suspenseful days of the gr~at four days of agonizing debate thi drama into a few brief sen- us "are drawn verbatim from K.,. 
deliberations in Philadelp~Ia, which preceded the Declaration tences, and reduce the Declara- th~ letters diaries and memoirs f 
the invasion of the Hessmn in which 13 weak and divided tion of Independence to a sta- of the del~gates." "Four Days f 
merceneries; he sa": the enemy colonies challenged the great- tistical detail. But it was and in July" is history at its best, ' 
in Virginia, at Monticello, when est military power in the world is more than that - it is a and should be preferred in ~ 
they revengefully cut the even as it was throwing it great human d e d i c a t i o n every American-history course II 
throats of his . young colts . . ~e mercenary hordes and its ar-achieved in blood and . sweat in our high schools and uni- • 
spoke of warnmg the Commi.t- madas at this defenseless land and tears, the triumph of an versities. It is a notable first 
tee ?f Safecy. H~ asked for his Adam and Jefferson were th ideal over the fears of human book; it promises deep enrich· 

, writing box. His hands went i stalwarts around whom rage flesh. ment of our literature. 1 though the motions of writing." 
So death came. 

BTt0TTf.TTE illSS01'1 N0. 2 

Gf10D F0HY~ Il'J PTTBLIC 

• $0 A well bred person 'Vill conduct hJ.mself a:s. as to 
draw nn a tte11 t inn to hiMself in public. Loud voices and 
nnticeable P,Ast,,res are Marks of thnse who "don't belong." 

Jnstlin~ and elhn~·Tinp, a way through a throng of 
pfloplP is r11de. In e1nv line of people WRiting for tickets, 
each T1Prson shrmlct wait his t11rn. In a crowd never hail a 
friPnd by ca llinr, his name, if he is somo distance away. 

~ldp,ing ~o attnact the attention of the 
arld:rPssed, is nnspeakable. person 

In public--as elsew·here--ladies and gentlemen are 
gnided by consi<ie"'ation for ()thPrs anri respPct for the rights 
of nthPrs. 
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AT THE coUNTY FAIR 

When you go to the county fair you find life as it exists 
among the people •... low-brow, high-brow, genius and halfwit. 
One finds mixed in the din of the county fair, piople of all types. 

Here is a barker who holds three baseballs in his hand and calls 
in a lusty voice. ( Impersonate the barker who, waving his arms, is 
trying to outvoice the crowd and attract the attention of everyone 
near him. He calls in the sing-song voice of the barker. ) "This way, 
folks, t•ree ::thots f)·:t a dime! Ya. can't miss;ya can't lose; ya 

w1n every time! Here y'are, gents! Hittut once an' y'git a candee 
bar. Hittut twice an' y'git a s•prise package. Hittut t'ree times 
~~ · y'git a great big CUPee doll. Woul~ y'like to have one? Just a 
~ime ,folks,one tenth of a ddllarl" · 

As we move on, we observe thrlii ghly affected Mre. Spoof,pre
senting her only son with a gas ball oon. (Impersonate a fashionable 
society woman and her spoiled child. The little boy spies a balloon 
YJ.endera.:Her~p ·o ·ints oind wheedles her for a. balloon after the manner c:f 
children. Chester speaks first.) 

"Ooo, Mummy •••. seee balloons! EU~ me one, Mummy. •o•AW, why not? 
Pweese, Mummy ••.• oh, doodie, Mummy. (Grins.) Mummy, tan I give the 
man the money? I won't neither lose it. (Pouts. The mother speaks.) 

"Oh, very well then. Chester, heah is the money. There,give it 
to him!" Hurry ,(theater! All right, then I'll pay himt (She speaks to 
the lowly balloon vender with a little contempt.) /Give him a blue 
one. (To Chester.} A red one? (To the vender.} A red one. (To Chester) 
Here Chester deah, Mumsie's little darling. Now hold it titht or it 
will fly away. Oh!! I (A prolonged shriek fro m Mrs. Spoof.) . 

"Oh, Mummy, look. My balloon is flying away. Get it forme. (Be
gins to whimper.) I want my balloon. Get my balloon • Bhhh! ( Mother 

tries to soothe him.) 
. ''Cheetah, Chestah, . everyone is looking at us. Sweetheart, Mwnsie 

Wlll buy j'OU another. {She becomes impatient.) Bua you. lman' t have 
that one. It's gone!" (Chester screams.) 

"Wow% I wanni t, now! I want that one! (Mother coaxes.) 
•Now dea.h, .Mums~e will send Lindbergh aftah it t:..o~orrow. (To 

vender.) Heah, g1ve h1m another that won't fly a.wa.~·· · (T'O Chester.} 
He~, nowewrap it around your finger.(/usiness of wrapping it. ) 
so 1 t can ::t fly away, and stop crying. 

.,.c.., 1 Wi th1n a side show tent 1 two small boys stare at the bulging 
mus~les of the s~rongest ~an in the worxd. (Impersonate the bG~s. 
T~ej ~re abou~ e1ght or n1ne years old. They squint or gasp in ad
mlratlon, the1r eyes like saucers as the strong man perfor.ms marvelous 
feats.) 

"Gee, Johnnie, wouldnit ya jiist love to have muscles like that?. 
Boy, look at that, wouldja%" 

~Aw, t~at ain't nothin'. ~~,~~Uncle, he was crankin' his 
Ford l~ke thls(Shows him.) an' while he was a crankin' He lifted the 
car r1~ht offin' the ~round an' whirled it around his' head an' started\ 
it a go1fl '•" 

."Yeah? ~ell •. I bet my father could beat up your uncle any day. 
B~t .. ~y muscles. b1gge~•n yo~rn •••• 'Tis too/ Awright then, I'll ehow 
ya. (T~e;y , beg1n to. f1ght v1gorous1~·, punching and, scratching. ) "Say 
you. • t aln t no !all' pulling hair! There, take that! ouch! Now can't 
~~ ,11ck ya, huh? / 

~ A dear old lady interrupts. She is a tall religious, prim type 
knows very little of child nature. She speak~ with the air of a 

a tolerant psstor who is tired of this sinful world. ''BoJts, boys, 
boys, is that one bit iio Little b~s should love one another." 
(Smiles benevolently. l 

And what fair is omplete without the co~uette be.hind the 
lunch stand. Suddenly we , come upon a flappeE wa,tress. frizzing 
j er hair ,po'Y{dering her n·ose 1 smoothing her eye-brows 1 chewing 
gum, and finally, rolling her eyes in greeting . • 
"H'lo. Yeah, fi' cents a cup. Sandwiches? (Ratt. les them off.) 
Ham, hamburger, cheese, hot dog, onion and tomato ••.. what'll y' 
have? (Chews gum continually.) Hamburger with onion on one!-
(Suddenly she hears some dance mus.ic. She snaps her fingers and 
moves her feet.) Baby! Listen to that music. Must be a donee goin' 
on • (Listens.) Huh? {Looks at watch.) I get out at six. I' 11 meet 
ya at fieven. Yeah, over by the ferris wheel. Your hambur~er will 
be ready in a minute. Gash, there's another customer." (Says 
the last over shoulder as she neara the next ~ustomer. She fluffs 
her hair as she says it.) 
t)~Here are the old folks. They haven't been to the fair fer 
many years. But today, Abner hitched up the horses and took Sarah 
to the fair. They are bewildered with the noise and modern con
trivances. They act like little children lost in a big city. She 
holds is arm for protection. 

"Abner, I knowed we shouldn't· a gone. It's twentJ• miles we 
druve. 'Tain't what it use~:!!r~3t~ner; crowds wasn't so wi 

h .bnee! Did ye see t4e~P954 ~If that gal? They was~~~~~~ 
~ (Abner pulls out a plug of tobacco, bites off a p ie e and 

es it in his pocket while he looks about over his ~ecs.) 
"Never ye mind, Sary, the country's bth~ best.place fo~ old ~olks 
like us. I s'pose these here ~oungsters 1 hav1ng fun 1n the1r own way, 
same as we used ter, ~ary. Remember ye~ pa and my pa used ter tell 
us how our generation was a -goin ter the dogs? And these kids here'll 
be tellin ' their gran'children the same thing. Look Sary, loo~ 
Thet man is jumpin' from thet airyoplane." (Sarah covers her face.) 

n Abner, Abner, he' 11 kill hima.elf. (Peeks and finally looks.) 
Why ••..• why, Abner, we're a goin' ter be young again today; we're 
a goin' ter ride on that merrJl-go-rou~ ·" (Abner speaks. He hobbles 
with one hand on back, "Rheumatiz"fashion.) "All right, Sary, go slow 
now, 1the.t lumbago bothers me. 

Then there is the fran #c woman. Evidently, she is looking for 
some one. She paces back and forth 1n a frenxy, tearing her h~ir and 
biting her nails. {With a. quivering voice she implores the a1d of a 
passing gentleman. i () ~nw.si~r; b.have.I)~oaleEien him? Yes, he had brown 
curly hair and brown eyes. He's probably kidnupped or lying by the 
roadside murder-r-redJ He never ran away before !and he's only six 
months oid/" (She sniffs.) The helPeul gentleman to waom she has 
applealed is evidently puzzled. He rubs his chin thoughfully and 
then questions her. . 

"Er-er lady, did I hear you say six months? •••. Ymu dld1 . 
Well,er ••• aren't you a bit mistaken? A boy can't run away at s1x 
months!" 

(Lady speaks hysterically.) "You ••• you ... you~ ••• trj·i>ng to .be 
funny at a time like this! He •s only a.puppyJ ~Sn1ffs, then br~ghtens) 
Oh,here him is, my precious little toots1e woots1e. (Snaps her f1ngere, 
bends over ~~n;~ coaxes him. ) H~re, beauty, co~e on, prec1ous. Come 
kiss a.)llfhim and snuggles hlm under her ch1n.) 

And as we pass on, once more we hear above.the d~n, ris~ng and 
fall ng ••• "Here Y'are fo:bks, t'ree shots fer a d1me; r1ght th1s wa~;. ··• · 
See the strong man, s.amson, the ... ··- world's most powerful man. 



Stay as long as you like fer a dime, ten cents ..•.. Hamburger, 
Hotda.gs, come get your hamburger and coffee ••••• Balloons,redda 
one, '&l.ua one, alla kinds, fifateen cent a, lady. Balloonal Deesa 
way, bigga balloona!" (This medley should run together. g•aa-
Start leaving the stage with)tali~n; sell balloons on the way 
off.) (j-VtA~ ·~-?vi~.' tf?..uf--;ov .-<AJ' 4.~/ 
~Z ~ ~'-' ;c~ UtdJ -ov ~ ~:2~/--~ ~' ~ ) 
Q_( _/. ~ -~ J / • . __/ _, ~ ? ;:J:,;t-1 ...,.,_..~;!, . 
J . - t.~ e.~ t?VW j-tYv -~~Jolly --~ ~ 

~--~ -~ / &'~~ M__-;f:!-p- ,z.. v~/ 
'-tri.:~ r ~ [/M!. ?l:-- tJCh; ~ 
~t./ ~ ' - 0{../ .~Ju~ v ,? ~~-a..J ~ 

-~ k -a- e~~ ~ .:kt-V . 
~ e(j £u:J ~~ ~~ ,~ J(}~~ 

t, '~ . ~ f??1A~-6l.- C)-zrU ~ :Y 
~ /dLf ~d-. ~11-'U -=-~ .. 1 

. dJa:t-tH-r-1-~~ ~~~-J:-'1 ~ ~1 A-~-~~ ~~tv ! )L9_u~ 
Afi1,~1 / 

I' , got on shot3 d t turn ay fr kind. 
It ork north, d shoes ttu"na so e it hi • 

An' whar oe goas 1 I m a' o --
t•s logicul, · o• course. 

I'se got bition, I ov 
Bu , r•~ d 0 t to 

oeeryo, 
j ' l y, o I 

:t; yo' 
ds or ha1d. 

t. 
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NO EMPTY HOUSE 

No house is ever empty 
if • • • Y ott really look 
around . • • Jl7 here once 
a family had lived ••• 
Though now there is no 
sound . . • There are 
those marks up o n the 
walls •.• And scratches 
on each chair • • • Or 
other signs that children 
once ••• Were loved and 
cared for there ••• A tzd 
as yott go from room to 
room • • • Arottnd that 
silent place ••• You seem 
to sense their laughter, 
and ••• Y ott see each lit· 
tle face .•• No house is 
ever empty where ••• A 
family has dwelt .•• As 
much as memories re
main ..• Of love so dear
ly felt ••• There may be 
nobody inside ••• But 
you will be aware .•• 
Of ghosts that will in
form you of ••• The joy 
that once was there. 

-By James J. Metcalfe 

PORTRAITS 
HOW MUCH TODAY? 

Rlhat have I done on 
earth today •.• To make 
my neighbor smile? ••• 
How mttch have I con
tributed •• • To make our 
life worth while? . • • 
The smallest obligation 
that ••. I owe to anyone 
• • • Is that of being 
brotherly .•• In tasks 
that I get done ••. Have 
I been faithful to the 
trust . . . That God re· 
posed in me ..• By any 
act of sacrifice ••• Or 
deed of charity? ••• Un
less I served my neighbor 
and ..• I loved him as 
myself ••. This day was 
just an empty glass ..• 
On some forgotten shelf 
... But if I did do some· 
thing good ••. If only 
this one day .•• May God 
forg;ve my many sins .•• 
A nrl help me Mt my way. 
-lay James J, Metcalfe 

OUR OWN SWEET SONGS 

Do you r e m e m b e r 
those sweet songs .•• JV e 
sang so long ago • • • 
When composition musi· 
cal . • • R7 as beauti/ttlly 
slow? ••. When melodies 
would touch the heart ..• 
And guide our dancing 
feet ... In home or ball
room or upon . . . A 
bright, fiesta street? ••• 

/ Oh, people still are danc
ing and .•. Gay tunes in
vade the air ... But they 
are not the same and the.v 
• . . Could never quite 
compare •.. But probably 
that is because ..• Their 

r 
place in history ... R e
ffects the period when 
you .•• Agreed to marry 
me .•. Those songs are 
our sweet memories .•• 
Old-fashioned, j•et divine 
... Because I still am 
yours, my love ..• And ' 
you are truly mine. 
-Bv Jmr.:es J. Metcalfe. 

r 
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'How do :~ou do?" lot, " caf!J to . ect youn or "G to m- you. • 

Kaleidoscopic Topics 
ADD QUAINT HANDLE department: 

There's a plumbing firm in New Orleans 
named Pontiff and Puleo . 
. / SHE NEVER paid attention to hubby's 

ltttle talk . . . When he tried conversation 
she would almost always balk ... So hub-

\ 

by finally wearied of his monologue for 
years . . . He talks to other women . • • 
and the w~f_:~.l~ _all ears! (Helen Thayer). 

\ 



I had sworn to be a bachelor, she had sworn to be a maid, 
For we quite agreed in doubting whether matrimony paid; 

Besides we had our higher levee, fair science ruled my heart; 
And she said her young affectiione were all wound up in art. 

So __ , .) . -· ·-

l.J.·.lg.Ued at tHese 'Wi ae men, v;ho say friendship cannot live 
vre 

We 

We 

We 

We 

'Twixt man and woman, unless each has something more to give; 
would be friends, and friends as true as e'er were man and man

I'd be a second David, and she Miss Jonathan. 

scorned all sentimental trash - vows, kisses, tears, and sighs; 
High friendship such as ours, might well such childish art8 
despise; 

liked each other, that was all, quite all there was to say, 
So we just shook hands upon it in a business sort of way. 

shared our secrets and our joys, together hoped and feared, 
With common purpose sought the goal it~at young wnbition rearedj 

dreamed together of the days, the dream-bright days to come 
We were strictly confidential and we called each other "chum.• 

And many a day we wandered together o'er the hille, 
I seeking bugs and butterflies, and she the ruined mills 

And rustic bridges and the like that artists prize 
To run in with their waterfalls, and groves, and su~ner skies. 

An~ many a quiet evening in hours of silent ease, 
We floated down the river, or strolled beneath the trees, 

And talk8d in long gradation, :from the poets to the weathe!', 
'Nhj.le the western skies and r:ty cigar burned slowl.y out together. 

Yet through it all no whiapeted word, no tell-tale elance or sigh, 
Told a.ught of warmer sentiment than friendly sympathy; 

We talked of love as freely as we talked of nebulae 
And thought no more of being one than we thought of being three~ 

ell, good-bye, chum ! · "I took her hand, for the time had come to go
My going meant our parting, when to meet, we did not know·; 

had lingered long and said farewell with a very heavy heart; 
For although we were but friends, 'tis hard for honestfriends to part. 

ood-bye, old fellow ! don't forget your friends beyond the sea, 
1 And some day when you've lot:j;i of time, drop a line or two to me." 
le words came lightly, g~ily, but a great sob just behind, 

Welled upward, with a story of quite a different kind. 

1d then she raised her eyes to mine, great liquid eyes of blue, 
Filled. to the brim, and running o'er, like violet cups of dew; 

~e long, long glance, and then I did what I never did before-
Perhaps the tears meant friendship but I'm sure the kiss meant more · 

.I 
I I 

I 



DRAWING BY i\RABELLE WHEATLEY 

1 

, . 

See how you stack up with the rest of the family ln 

this 20-part quiz on Christmas traditions and customs 

By MARJORIE GLASS 

What's more fun at Christmas time than to test 

your knowledge of the.wondrous legendry of 

this sparkling season of good fellowship? Here's 

a quiz in which all the family can match wits 

against one another. Each question is worth a 

total of five points (five-pari questions worth one -point per part; two-parters worth 21J2 per part). 
Answers can be found on page 18. 

1 What fictional character is associated with 
the quotation, "Merry Christmas: Humbug!"'? 

2 From what character in Dickens comes the 
. expression: "God Bless Us Every One"? 

l Indicate the nationalities of these Christm?s 
carols, hymns and ballads : 
a) Holy Night 
b) I Saw Three Ships 
c) Adeste F-Jdeles ~ 

d) Decl( ' the Hall With Boughs of Holly 
e) White Christmas 

4 Who is the author of "A Visit f:rom St. 
Nicholas"? 

5 Where did Cittle Jack Horner eat his Christ
mas pie? 

6 What's the origin of the Christmas Carol? 

7 a) · What is the name of the great Christmas · 
oratorio? b) Who composed it? • 

8 What play did Shakespeare write to ..:~:1t:u1 ct 

a Christmas holiday? 

9 What is the native country of the poinsettia? 

10 To what country is holly native? 

11 a) What's the origin of the Christmas tree? 
b) Christmas tree candles? 

12 Correctly match each item in Column I with 
its native country in Column II. 

1. Plum Pudding a) Engla.nd 
2. Lute fisk (Codfish! b) · Italy 
3. Capitone '(Eels) c) Norway 
4. Gliigg ' d) Mexico 
5. Nochebuena salad e) Sweden 

U a) What's the meaning of Yule? b) Yule log? 

14 Who was St. Nicholas? 

15 Are St~ Nicholas and Sa:nt:a Claus t:hc sa.rr.te? 

16 What Were all the names of Santa's reindeer? 
(You probably remember the familiar Donder 
and Blitzen, but can you name the rest?) 

17 What is the Posada celebration? 

18 What is a creche? 

19 Why is December 25 recognized as the birth
day of Christ? 

20 Who was ''Good King Wenceslaus" 
well-kn~wn Christmas carol? 

I 
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PATRICK'S 

PATRICK HENRY 
SPEECH BEFORE THE VIRGINIA CONVENTION 

It is natural for man to indulge in the illusions of hope. We are 
apt to shut our eyes against a painful truth, and listen to the song of 
that siren till she transforms us into beasts. Is this the part of wise 
men, engaged in a great and arduous struggle for liberty ? Are we dis
posed to be of the number of those, who, having eyes, see not, and having 
ears, hear not the things which so nearly concern their temporal salvation? 
For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it may cost, I am willing to know 
the whole truth; to know the worst, and to provide for it. 

I have but one lamp by which my feet _are guided; and that is the lamp 
of experience. I know of no way of judging of the future but by the past; 
and, judging by the past, I wish to know what there has been in the con
duct of the British ministry for the last ten years to justify those hopes 
with which gentlemen have been plea·area to 1solace themselves and t~ ho~se ? 
Is it that insidious smile with which our peti t ion. has been lately re
ceived ? Trust it not: 1 t will prov~ ·~ snar~ ~o your feet. Suffer not 
yourselves to be betrayed with a kiss. ~UJk ypur,eelves, how this grac iou 
reception of our petition comports wilt"ll ~boat ~w•r~like preparations which 
cover our waters and darken our land. g ,e f!J.,eets and armies necessary to 
a work of love and reconciliation ? nave we shown ourselves so unwilling 
to be reconciled that force must be called in to win back our love ? Let 
us not deceive ourselves. These are the implements of war and subjugation, 
the la:st arguments to which kings resort. 

~hey tell us that we are weak; unable to cope with so formidabl~ an 
adve1rs ary. But when shall we be stronger ? Will it be the next week, or 
the next year ? Will it be when we are totally disarmed, and when a British 
guard shall be stationed in every house ? Shall we gather strength by 
!~resolution and inaction ? Shall we ~·taer acquire the means of effectual 
resistance by lying supinely on our backs, and hugging the delusive phantom 
of hope, until our enemies shall have bound us hand and foot ? We are not 
weak, if we make a proper use of those means which the God of nature hath 
placed in our power. 

It is in vain to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen may cry peace, peace; 
but there is no peace. The war is actually begun. The next gale that 
sweeps :from the- north, will bring to our ears the clash of resounding arms! 
Our brethren are already in the field! Why stand we here idle ? _ What is 
it that gentlemen wish ? What would they have ? Is life so dear, or 
Pe~ce so sweet, as to be purchased a t t he price of chains and slavery ? 
Forbid it" Almighty God! I know not wha t course others may take; but as 
tor m~e, €J,i ve me libert y , or gi ve me death o 

'1 I 
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LARRIE O'DEE-W~ W. Fihk. 

Now the widow McGee , 
An(f Larrie o ' Dee • 

· Had two little cottages out on the green, 
With just room enough for two pig- pens between . 
The widow was young and the widov11 was :fair , 

~ With the brightest of eyes and the btownest of hai~ ; 
And it frequently chanced, when she came in the morn 
With the swill for her :pig , Larrie came with the corn . 
And some of the ears that he tossed from his hand , 
In the pen of the widow were certain to land. 

One morning said he! 
"Ocht :Mistlress McGee . 

It' s e. uaste of good lumber, the runnin r two rigs , 
.id. a fancy purtition betwane our two !)igs ! " 
Indade sur, it is!" answered Widow ~aGee , 

With the sweetest o:f smiles upon Larrie 0 'Dee. 
"And Jt~hin. it looks kind o 'hard-hearted anc1_ mane , 
Kapin r two Irindly pigs so 1 e:·:suirlenly nec::,.r 
~l...2.t vvhiniver ohe grunts the other can hear, 
And ,ri t kapd a cruel :purt i ti Oil betwe.ne .n 

"~1hwate Wido r ,{aGee, n 
Ansvered Le.rrie O'Dee, 

"If ye f[~le in your heart; ve are mane to the pigs , 
Ajn. "t ·.!e mane to ourselves to, be runnin' two rigs? 
Cch! it mc.d.e me heartache whini 11a:ped throuc;ll the c:re.cks 
Of m;9 shanty , lash·t Match, at yez shwine;tn' yer axe; 
An' ,;. 'bob.bin' yer head an r a shtompin' yer fate • 
\A·id yer l!urty white hands j isht as red as a bate, 
A-s:.1llli tt i:tt r yer kindli -1 t -uoocl out in the sht orm. 
'rhen o11e li ttlo .::>lltove it would kape us both Pr.m! 

"lfow, piggy,n said. she ; 
"Larrie 1 s courtin' o' me, 

Wid his dilicatc tinder allusions to you ; 
So nov,· yez must tell me J isht v1hat I m1.1.rt a.o: 
~or, if' I'm to se,y no, ye must kape your nose out • 
.Now I..:arrie; for sh£..met to be bribin' a pig 
By a.-toss in' a he.ndf'ul of corn in its shwig'! 
"lile dar lint, the ::pigB'y says es," answered he . 

1;: .L ' ' t 0 L . 0 I ]) ~. ~na~ W~E ·he courtship of arr1e ee . 
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!!.ON THE SUNNY · SIDE OF THE STREET" '~y 

Grab your coat, and get your hat, 

Leave your worry on the doorstep, 

Just direct your feet , 

To the Sunny Side of the Street. 

Can't you .hear ·. a· pi tter-pat? 

And that happy tune is your step, 
l 

Life can be so sweet, 

On the Stinny Side of the Street. 

I used to walk in the shade 

With those blues on parade----

But' I'm not afraid, 

This Rover crossed over. 

If I never have a cent, 

I' 11 be rich as rockefeller, 

Gold dust at my feet, 

On the "Sunny Side of the Streett" 

WITH A SMILE AND 

I 

sung. 
in grumbling 

anew, 
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