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MYSTERIES THE WORLD
HAS NEVER SOLVED

THE LADY

of the Haystack
By MADOC OWENS

N 1776 a beautiful young
woman with a striking
countenance and irresistible
charm stopped at Bourton, a
village near Bristol, England,
begging for tea and milk.

Although showing signs of su-
perior breeding, she was in dire
distress, at times speaking wildly,
as if in the first stages of mental
derangement. After wandering
about the neighborhood all day in
search of a resting place she was
overtaken by nightfall and lay down
under a haystack to sleep. Several
ladies of the neighborhood, who
found her, begged her to come to
their houses, but she refused. Be-
lieving her to be insane, the towns-
folk took her to St. Peter's hos-
pital, Bristol. But, being released
from that institution, she hastened
as fast as her shattered strength
would allow to her favorite hay-
stack, six miles away.

Although fed and clothed by her
neighbors, she would accept from
them, by way of food, only milk and
tea, and only the plainest clothing.
Given anyvthing luxurious or orna-
mental, she would hang it on the
bushes as unworthy of her atten-
tion. Every morning she walked
about the village, conversing with
the poor children, to whom she gave
various articles presented to her for
her own comfort.

Speaks Foreign Tongue.

‘“Trouble and misery dwell in
houses,' she repeated to those who

' questioned her as to her remark-
' able mode of life.

' slightly foreign accent, and a man

She spoke with a

who went to her haystack to visit
her for the purpose of inquiring into
her identity spoke to her in several
continental tongues without notice-
able effect until he resorted to Ger-
man. Then she broke into tears,

' being apparently very much af-

fected by the associations which
that tongue conjured up in her
memory.

After four years spent in her hay-

' stack this remarkable personage

was removed to Britton, a village
of Gloucestershire, and there placed
in a private madhouse. She was
finally removed, as incurable, to
Guy’'s hospital, Southwark, where
Mrs. Hanna Moore continued to sup-
ply her extra wants until the time
of her death on December 18, 1801.
Descriptions Published.

Detailed descriptions of ‘‘The
Lady of the Haystack' were pub-
lished in newspapers throughout the
continent of Europe, but brought no
response until nine years after her
discovery near Bristol, when a mys-
terious anonymous pamphlet print-
French was circulated
throughout Europe. It was entitled
‘“The Stranger—a True History,"

' and attempted to identify the Lady

of the Haystack as a certain woman
of mystery who had in recent years
proved an enigma to the courts of
Vienna and Versailles.

It appeared that a few years pre-
viously the king of Spain had re-
ceived a letter purporting to be
from Emperor Joseph II of Austria,
asking him to take under his pro-
tection a young woman whose pres-
ence in Austria would cause great
grief to his mother, the dowager
empress, because she was a natural
daughter of his late father, Francis
I. The king of Spain replied ask-
ing for further particulars, and his
letter astounded Emperor Joseph,
who had written no such request of

| the Spanish monarch, The forgery

was then traced to a mysterious

' young woman living in great luxury
' at Bordeaux, where she was known

' read or wrile.
| vals she had been visited by a dis-

|
w
1

A Real Gentleman

“Johnnie,”” said mother, *you
must not make all that noise when
you come down the stairs. Go up
and come down quietly."’

Johnnie went up and came down
without making a sound, and his
mother was delighted.

“Now that's how a little gentle-
man should come dowu the stairs,”
she said. :

“Yes., I slid down thc banisters
that time, mummy,” replied John-
nie proudly.

| ‘‘My bankbock;
is

“What is your favorite book?"

lacking in interest these days,'"

but even that

| distinguished

as Mlle. La Frulen. Being arrested,

| she caused a sensation through the

courts of Europe by relating a

 strange story whose principal de-

tails were as follows:
Discovered by Ambassador,

As far back as she could remems-
ber, she had lived in a desolate
house in the open country in Bo-
hemia, under the protection of two
women and a priest, who had pur-
posely prevented her learning to
At various Iinter-

tinguished stranger, who had given

d | her his portrait and also that of two
| women, one of whom he had told

her was her mother. After some
yvears the priest had announced her
visitor's death and

'had sent her away to a convent in

France, but while en route to that
retréat she had escaped.

After various wanderings in Eu-
rope she had been discovered by the
Austrian ambassador 1o Sweden
and sent to Bordeaux, where she
had been placed in charge of a
woman of that city and visited at
various intervals by a strange man,
who in a short time presented her
with purses containing in all 6,250
pounds sterling. Although this man
had promised to continue these re-
mittances from a very mysterious

.nd after a time she found Lerself

lsuurun. his visits suddenly ceased

overwhelmed with debt. Of the
three portraits given to her by her
protector, that of himself proved to
be the likeness of the late Emperor
Francis I

According to the pamphleteer who
related her strange history, Mlle. La
Frulen remained as Count Coben-
zen's prisoner for several months.
Then he suddenly died and she was
conducted by a young officer to
Quivrang, a small town in F'rance.
Fifty louis were here placed in her
hands and she was “abandoned to
her destiny."

The Mysterious Case of

EMPEROR FREDERICK

DURING the year that
elapsed between the
spring of 1887 and the spring
of 1888, the imperial court of
Berlin was the scene of mys-
terious happenings which
have since kept the whole
world guessing.

William the Great, the first em-
peror of the federated German
states., was slowly dying. The heir
to the throne, the Crown Prince
Frederick, was by all odds the most
popular man in the empire.

Like most really great men,
Crown Prince Frederick was demo-
cratic. Yet, in person he was far
more impressive than even his fa-
ther, William I. Between him and
his father there was an esirange-
ment, as there was also between
him and his son, the present ex-
kaiser.

A dozen years before the Franco-
Prussian war, Frederick had mar-
ried Queen Victoria's eldest daugh-
ter, the Princess Victoria,

Breach Widens.

The princess had become unpopu-
lar with the German people. Her
eldest child, the present ex-kaiser,
early developed a bumptiousness
which alienated him from his fa-
ther, himself the most unaffected
and natural of men. Because Fred-
erick had sought to keep his con-
ceited son in the background until
he could be cured of his vanity the
latter never forgave these paternal
efforts to suppress what he consid-
ered as his God-given cleverness
and genius.

This breach between the crown
prince and his son, Prince William,
widened early in 1887, when it was
whispered throughout Europe that
the former was suffering from a
case of cancer of the throat.

willlam Gathers Power.

Instead of standing by his father
in this grave emergency, Prince
william allowed it to but whet his
insatiable ambition. He gathered
about him a strong court faction,
which had the audacity to propose
that the afflicted Prince Frederick's
claim to the crown be set aside be-
cause it would be unwholesome to
the state of the empire to have upon
the throne a ruler afflicted with an
incurable malady. Although he real-
ized that his father, the old Em-
peror William, was near unto death,
Frederick is said to have signed a
formal pledge that he would abdi-
cate his claims to the throne in fa-
vor of his son, should it be proved
that his malady was incurable.

On hearing of this abdication,
Frederick's English wife, the crown
princess, became highly indignant,
as justly she might be. Her hus-
band was signing away not only his
but her own possible prospects of
wearing a monarch’'s crown. Her
mother, Queen Victoria, backed her
up in her insistence upon her rights.
So, to contravert her son's efloris
to prove that his father was dying
of cancer, the erown princess sent
to England for that country's most
eminent throat specialist, Dr. Mor-
ell Mnckenzie.

All Europe Concerned.

All Europe awaited the diagnosis
of this great savant. He clipped
out a portion of Prince Frederick's
throat tissue and sent it for analysis
to the noted Professor Virchow. Vir-
chow announced that the tissue con-
tained nou indications of cancer, and
this pronouncement proved a great
disappointment to the partisans of
the young Prince William. They
immediately accused Dr. Macken-
zie of having fraudulently clipped
from an unafflicted portion of the
crown prince's throat the tissue
which had been used for analysis.

Frederick was hurried to England
and to San Reno. It was said that
young William had become abso-
lutely estranged from both his
father and mother, and rumor also
had it that Dr. Mackenzie, at the
request of the British royal family,
was subjecting Frederick to terrible
tortures that he might outlive his
aged father, if only for a few days.

It was a neck-and-neck race
against the Grim Reaper. ‘‘Unser
Fritz'' won. On March 9, 1808, when
Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse gave up
the ghost, his dying son was doc-
tored up with stimulants, hurried
to Berlin and crowned. He occu-

pied the throne just P9 days.
©—WNU Service.

Roads

By GRACE D. GOODRIDGE

@ McClure Newspaper Syndicate.
WNU Service.

HE only reason Little Jim was
glad when it came time for the

beds to be made up in the car was
because Dad had more time to say
“‘pieces'’’ for him then. He liked the
one best about the roads and homes,
especially the lines:
“I never have seen a vagabond who

really liked to roam
“All up and down the streets of the

world and not to have a

home'';
and he would lie quietly in his cot
and think how like that vagabond
he was. He could dimly remember
that once he had lived in a real
house: it was before mother died
and there had been chickens and
a little brown dog, but that had been
only for a very little while. Since
then there had been just roads, al-
ways the roads that never led to a
home for Dad and him.

Sometimes when Dad stopped to
trade with the farmers' wives, some
woman would look kindly at little
Jim and say to Dad: ‘‘Is that your
little boy?'" and Dad would reply
with such pride, *Yes, Ma'am;
I don't believe I could get on at all
without him,” and perhaps the
woman would say, ‘‘Well, it's pret-
ty nice to have him with you, of
course, but he should be in school,”
and then Dad would laugh his jolly
laugh and tell her that traveling
gave one a good education.

Often he saw children scampering
home from school at night and his
throat had a queer ache. Of course
it was fine being with Dad all the
time, and there were days when the
car rolled along so steadily, and
the country shone and the wind was
goft and warm: when people were
kind and business was good and Dad
sang in his rollicking voice. But
the nights were always waiting, and
then the longing for a place where
they could just stay for a time be-
came more acute.

Then came a wet, cold spring,
when for days they drove through a
chilling rain., Business was bad and
Dad forgot to sing, and even the
verses he said at night didn't sound
the same, and Little Jim tried in
vain to make himself warm in the
damp bedding.

It was the third week of such
weather, and one morning Little
Jim tried to get out of bed as usual,
but his body ached so badly he fell
back with a groan. His head ached,
too. and when he shut his eyes they
burned so he was glad to open
them again. Then, all at once, the
inside of the car seemed to turn
into a little house with a warm,
white bed just inside the door. He
tried hard to reach it, but Dad's
arms caught him instead, and Dad’s
voice, with a queer sound In it, was
saying over and over again, “Little
Jim! Little Jim! Speak to me."

He tried to answer, but his throat
felt too thick and sore. Then he
telt himself being wrapped up in
many blankets and fastened secure-
ly in the seat beside Dad and they
were moving faster than he ever
remembered moving before.

An hour later, Big Jim rushed in-
to a hospital with his little son In
his arms.

Little Jim found himself in a
clean, white room, where his aching
little body was put into a soft bed.
He heard a dim sound of voices,
then drifted into a land where suf-
fering and home were strangely
mixed.

There were times after that when
he came back to the white room
and found Dad beside him, and he
tried to tell him of the little house
and the dog and chickens; but,
somehow, it only seemed to make
him feel bad, so at last he just lay
there and looked at Dad as though
he could never look enough.

Then came a day when he was
back in the white room to stay and
the pain and the homes both were
gone, Dad couldn't stay with him
so much now, for he told Little Jim
that the farmers' wives would want
new dishes to use and that he and
Little Jim needed their money. Al-
though he missed Dad terribly he
thought of the time when he would
have only the car for a home again,
and often the tears slid softly down
on the pillow.

At last they said he could go away
from the hospital. Dad came for
him early and the doctors and
nurses patted him and kissed him
good-by and Dad carried him to the
car. Somehow the car looked dif-
ferent, but he didn't have much
time to look at it, for Dad lifted
him to the seat and made so many
jokes he laughed until his sides
ached. They drove quite a distance
out of the town and up a long kill,
and right on the top of the hill was
a little white house and Dad drove
in the yard and lifted him down.
Then Dad unlocked the door and led
him in and asked him how he
liked it because that was where they
were going to live, There was even
a brown dog who leaped about him
and licked his hands.

For a long moment Little Jim
looked at Dad and Dad looked back,
so pleased and happy, though tears
were thick in his eyes; then Little
Jim said very softly, in an awe-
struck volce, ““Why, Dad, it's a
home!"’

Mirth That Glitters
Mirth is like a‘flash of lightning,
that breaks through a gloom of

| clouds, and glitters for a moment;

cheerfulness keeps up a kind of day-
light in the mind, and fills it with
a steady and perpetual serenity.

/”y “Favorite
kecipe ;

Irene Castle

McLaughlin

Marshmallow Sweets

Boil some sweet potatoes. Mash
and mix in a little cream and a
good-sized lump of butter, Place
in a baking dish and bake until
brown.

Remove and cover the top
with marshmallows; put into the
oven again and just let them get 2

rich brown on top.
Copyright.—WNTU Bervice.

Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets are an
effective laxative. Sugar coated.
Children like them. Buy nowl—Adv.

Essential Victories
Be ashamed to die until you
have won some victory for hu-
manity.—Horace Mann.

THERE ARE
NO SPIDER-
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The Victor

The winner is he who gives him-

self to his work, body and soul.—
Charles Buxton.

"The LIGHT of
1000 USES”

Coleman

Mantle
LANTERN

Use your Coleman

in hundreds of places
where an ordinary lan-
tern is useless, Use it for
after-dark chores, hunt-
ing, fishing, or on any
niuht job . , . it _turns
nlfht into day. Wind,
rain or snow can't put
it out, High candle-power
air-pressure light. )
Kerosene and gasoline
models. The finest made.
Prices as low as
"!'c't:uurl local dgal:lr Eﬂ:l
supply you. Send post- ,
R or FREE Folders.

THE COLEMAN LAMP AND STOVE CO.
t. WU172, Wichita, Kans.; Chicago 11
| hia, Pa.; Los

On Uncertain Ground
Every change makes the favor-
ite of fortune anxious.—Schiller.

GConstipated
30 Years

For thirty years | had stubborn
constipation.” Sometimes | did not go
for four or five days. | also had awful
gas bloating, headaches and pains in
the back. Adlerika helped right away.
Now | eat sausage, bananas, ple, any-
thing | want and never felt better.
sleep soundly all night and enjoy life."”
-Mrs. Mabel Schott.

If you are suffering from constipation,
gleeplessness, sour stomach, and gas
bloating, there is quick relief for you
in Adlerika. Many report action In
thirty minutes after takinF Just one
dose. Adlerika gives complete action,
cleaning your bowel tract where ordl-
nary laxatives do not even reach.

Dr. H. L. Shoub, New York, Hm:
“In addition te intestinal cleansing, A
chocks the growth of intestinal bocteria and
‘Hﬂ- bﬂm‘"

Give your bowels a real cleansing
with Adlerika and see how good you
feel. Just one spoonful relieves GAS
and stubborn constlpation. At all
Leading Drugglsts.
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CLASSIFIED
DEPARTMENT

ARTISTS, ART LOVERS—Free Catalogue,
1,000 {tems—Best Reference Books, Annt-
omy, Photography, Commercial, Costume,
Fine Art, echnique, Architecture,

MARMOR, 1230A 6th Ave.,, New York,
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WNU—4

— — - =

Division

Spilt water cannot be gathered

up.—Chinese Proverb.

==

Sentinels
of Health

Don’t Neglect Them !

Nature designed the kidneys to do &
marvelous job. Their task is to keep the
flowing blood stream {ree of an excess of
toxic impurities. The act of living—life
{lself~is constantly producing waste
matter the kidneys must remove {rom
the blood If good health is to endure.

When the kidneys fail to function ne
Nature intended, there is retention
waste that may cause body-wide dise
tress. One may suffer ﬂlrf.ﬂl backache,
persistent headache, attacks ol dizziness,
getting up nights, swelling, puffinesa
under the eyes—ieel tired, nervous, all
S Rectcnt. seanty of biiral

quent, y or burnin ges
may be [urther evidence of kidney or
Hl’f"t?" dhlugbﬁmd y s

e recogn an r treatmen
is a diuretio medicine u?m the kidn
bﬂ. rid of excess polsonous body

s¢ Doan's Pills, They have had more
than fomy years of public Are
endorsed t o:ﬂn aver. on
Doan's. Sold at stores.
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A Memorial Forest in North Carol
Honors the Soldier-Poet Who

By ELMO SCOTT WATSON

T HAS been reprinted in
newspapers and other
publications hundreds of

times.

It has been set to music
and you've probably heard it
sung as a solo or played on
some musical instrument
hundreds—yes, thousands—
of times.

And, as the time for the
celebration of Arbor day ap-
proaches, you will be hearing
it again and again. For, of
all the poems ever written on
this subject, it is probably the
best known and best loved.

It is Joyce Kilmer’s
‘“Trees.”’

If Joyce Kilmer had never done
anything else but write that one
poem his fame would be secure.
But because he did write it, he
has recently been honored with
a memorial that is unique.

Down in Graham county, North
Carolina, in the heart of the Nan-
tahala national forest, there 1s
a tract of 3,840 acres of one of the
most beautiful remnants of our
nation’'s virgin forests. Within its
confines are magnificent ex-
amples of more than 100 species
of trees native to that region.

Since last summer visitors to
that tract have found there a
plaque which reads:

JOYCE KILMER
MEMORIAL FOREST
Dedicated July 30, 1936.

Joyce Kilmer, 165th Infantry,
Rainbow Division, soldier and
poet, author of ‘‘Trees,” was
born in New Brunswick, N. J.
December 6, 1886; killed in ac-
tion in France July 30, 1918,

This memorial was initiated
by Bozeman Bulger Post, Vet-
erans of Foreign Wars, and
was selected by the United
States Forest Service.

- L L

Twenty years ago Joyce Kil-
mer was a young writer on the
Sunday staff of the New York
Times. He had attended Rutgers
college and Columbia university
and had met and fallen in love
with Aline Murray of Norfolk,
Va., who shared his interest in
poetry. They were married in
June, 1908, and in that year he
became instructor in Latin in the
Morristown (N. J.) high school.
The next year he became edito-
rial assistant on the Standard
Dictionary where he served for
three years.

During this time Kilmer won
considerable recognition as a
poet and was a regular contribu-
tor to the Literary Digest, Book
News Monthly and other literary
periodicals. His first book of
poems, ‘‘The Summer of Love,”
appeared in 1911 and the next
yvear he became literary editor of
the Churchman. For some time
he had been a contributor of book
reviews to the New York Times
and in 1913 he joined the stafl

1na
Wrote “Trees”

I think that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree;

A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed
Against the earth’s sweet

A tree that looks at God all day
And lifts her lealy arms to pray;

A tree that may in Summer wear
A nest of robins in her hair;

Upon whose bosom snow has lain;
W ho intimately lives with rain.

Poems are made by fools like me,
But only God can make a tree.

-~ Joyce Kilmer
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Virgin timber in the Joyce Kilmer Memorial F

(Photograph, courtesy United States Forest Service.)

his now-famous ‘‘Trees’’, which
was written for his friend, Mrs.
Henry Mills Alden, wiie of the
venerable editor of Harper’s
Magazine. It was published in
book form under the title of
“Trees, and Other Poems,’’ 1n
1915.

Other poems were dedicated to
his friend and ‘‘boss,’”” Alden
March, Sunday editor of the
Times. On that April day in 1917
when the news of the sinking of
the Lusitania was flashed across
the Atlantic, March called Kil-
mer to him and said that he want-
ed a poem to be used as a page
feature in the Sunday Magazine.
At first Kilmer demurred, saying
that he could not write anything
good enough for such a subject,
nor fo¥ such prominence.

But March insisted and the

ATLANTAL

Prepared by 1S Forest Service,
Region 8 Atlanta Ga.

of that newspaper and began
writing news stories, interviews
and feature articles.

An Heroic Reporter

Indicative of the heroic stuff in
him was an incident during this
period of his career. He had
tried to board a train to New York
and was thrown off and seriously
hurt. In the hospital the doctor
told him that he must be put un-
der an anesthetic so that his
broken bones might be set,

“But I have a Sunday story to
write,” he said. ‘“‘I've got it all
in my head and the editor needs
it. Wait until I'do it."”

So he sent for his secretary
to come out from New York and
dictated the story before he was
wheeled in to the operating room.
Although highly praised by his fel-
low newspaper workers for his
grit, Kilmer made light of both
the accident and the incident.

During his career as a reporter

. and feature writer Kilmer con-
tinued his poetic ynrk. including | was transferred to the 165th in- |

9
u‘f’\
CARTERSVILLE
\ JOYCE KILMER MEMORIAL FOREST
IN THE

NANTAHALA NATIONAL FOREST
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NORTH CAROLINA

next morning Kilmer apologetic-
ally laid on his desk the manu-
seript of the poem ‘‘The White
Ships and the Red.” It was a
brilliantly imaginative po e m
which was destined to be heard
around the world and to stir the
feelings of men in every land. In
it Kilmer envisioned the wreck
of the Lusitania, red from the
horror of the deed, going down
to the bottom of the ocean, there
to join the ghosts of those which
had been sunk by storm, ship-
wreck and iceberg.

But Kilmer did not limit his
indignation against those respon-
sible for sinking the Lusitania to
writing poems, On April 23, 1917,
just 17 days after the United
States entered the World war, he
left the Times and enlisted as a
private in the Seventh regiment
of the New York national guard.

A Front Line Fighter. '

Shortly before the regiment left
for Spartanburg, S. C., Kilmer

fantry at Camp Mills, Long Is-
land, and he was senior regiment-
al statistician when his outfit
sailed for France in October,
1917. It was a job which would
keep him close to regimental
headquarters—what the army
called a ‘‘soft berth.” It was ex-
actly for that reason that Kilmer
was dissatisfied. He wanted to
be in the front lines where there
was action and his insistence led
to his transfer to the regimental
intelligence stafl.

As sergeant on the intelligence
staff he displayed the same fidel-
ity and courage that he had
shown as a newspaper man, On
July 30, 1918, that fidelity and
courage took him into the scarred
and shattered timber which they
still call the Wood of the Burned
Bridge. His outfit was trying to
locate enemy machine gun nests,

Not more than 30 feet away
from Kilmer was Maj. William
J. (“‘wild Bill”’) Donovan, who
later commanded the 165th,
When it came time for them to
move forward, Donovan called to
Kilmer. There was no response.
Donovan looked closer and saw
Kilmer huddled on the ground.
A sniper's bullet had stilled for-
ever the voice of the man who
had sung of ‘‘Trees.”

They buried Joyce Kilmer
among the war-blasted trees of
Rois Colas—the kind of trees
which were far different from
those he had in mind when he
wrote the poem that has been
his memorial for nearly two dec-
ades. But now he has another
memorial which will, literally and
figuratively, ‘‘keep his memory
green,”

It is the memorial forest in
North Carolina which was dedi-
cated last summer with cere-
monies at which the speakers in-
cluded Joseph C. Kircher, south-
ern regional forester of the Unit-
ed States Forest Service; Paul A.
Williams, chairman of the Kilmer
Memorial committee; Charles
McDonald Puckette of the New
Vork Times: Rev. John B. Kelly,
chaplain, and Lieut. John Mc-
Cloy, U. S. N., commander, of the
Bozeman Bulger post of the Vet-
erans of Foreign Wars; and E. A.
Sherman, assistant chief of the
United States Forest Service, who
delivered the dedication address.
In it he said:

“The Forest Service rejoices at
this opportunity to co-operate
with the Veterans of Foreign
Wars in paying tribute to the
memory of Joyce Kilmer, We
may justly claim him as belong-
ing to the veterans and foresters
alike. On the field of combat he
made the supreme sacrifice as a
patriot; in ‘Trees’ he has be-
queathed to humanity one of
its rarest gems of human ex-
pression. It seems destined to
rank with Longfellow’'s apostro-

phe to the 'forest primeval, the

flowing breast; f§’

orest, Nantahala National Forest, North Carolina.

murmuring pines, and the hem-
locks'. As his tree ‘lifts her leafy
arms to pray,’ the poem mOVEs
in perfect cadence inspired by
the same reverent spirit as Bry-
ant’s stately ‘The groves Were
God's first temples,’” where ‘in
the darkling wood amidst the cool
and silence,” man first ‘knelt
down and offered to the Mightiest
solemn thanks and supplication.’

“Tt is fitting that a monument
to Joyce Kilmer should take this
Wordsworthian form of ‘A broth-
erhood of venerable trees, such
as distinguishes the area which
we dedicate today. This monu-
ment is not needed to perpetuate
the memory of Joyce Kilmer.
Through his poem his name has
become immortal and his mems-
ory shall abide on earth as long
as the English language is a liv-
ing speech. It is established pri-
marily to show to all the world
our nation's appreciation of one
whose memory has become a
priceless heritage of its people.

A Sylvan Cathedral.

“‘Such appreciation is best ex-
pressed in the form which he,
living, loved most—no useless
shaft of insentient stone; no
shrine of personal glorification—
instead we have this vast sylvan

cathedral with the incomparable
beauty of its changing lights and
shadows in all their varying
moods. Surely it would be his
wish that it might serve the cit-

izenship of the nation for which
he died.

“Therefore, that this wish,
though unexpressed, may be ful-
filled, and to the end that this mon-
ument may serve our nation best,
the Forest Service of the De-
partment of Agriculture herewith
reserves it as a primitive area,
dedicates it to the spirit of Joyce
Kilmer, and to the use of the
people of the United Stales for
their enjoyment, instruction, and
inspiration until time shall be no
more.

“‘Here. in these solemn shades,
generation after
our people, imbued with reverent
love for unspoiled Nature's
charm, shall come to sacred
ground, exempt from common
use, and, with Shakespeare of
old, find ‘tongues in trees, books
in running brooks, sermons In
stones, and good in everything'."”

“I have learned with much in-
terest of plans for the dedication
of the Joyce Kilmer Memorial
Forest,’” wrote President Roose-
velt in a letter which was read
at the dedication, ‘It is particular-
ly fitting that a poet who will al-
ways be remembered for the
tribute he embodied in ‘Trees’
should find this living monument,

. Thus his beloved memory is for-

ever honored and one of nature's
masterpieces is set aside to be
preserved for the enjoyment of
generations yet unborn.”

© Western Newspaper Unlom,
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Father of the Cattle Trails

F IT had not been for Joseph G.

McCoy, there might never have
occurred that epic migration over
the cattle trails from Texas to the
north during the seventies and
eighties. In that case the history
of the Lone Star state—and the
whole West, for that matter—might
have been very different. McCoy,
a native of Springfield, Ill., was a
stockman and cattle buyer who
went to the raw little frontier town
of Abilene, Kan., soon after the
Civil war was over.

That conflict had ruined the cat-
tlemen in Texas. Shut off from
the Northern markets by the Union
control of the Mississippi river,
their herds had increased enor-
mously, but without a place to sell
the animals, they were compar-
atively worthless. Then the Kan-
sas Pacific railroad, which was
building west, reached Abilene and
McCoy was inspired with a wonder-
ful idea.

If he could get the Texas drovers
to drive their herds north across
Indian territory to Abilene, grazing
them on the rich prairie grass as
they came, Abilene would be the
market place and shipping center
where Texas sellers and Chicago
and Kansas City buyers could
i meet. Despite many obstacles, in-
cluding the prevalent belief that
Texas beef was not as good as
that grown in the Middle West, Mec-
| Coy went about the job of making
his dream come {rue.

In July, 1867, he began raising
money to build a ‘‘'shipping yard,"
|a barn and office and to begin the
| construction of a large, three-story
frame hotel for the accommodation
of Texas drovers and eastern buy-
ers. His next
word to the cattlemen more than
400 miles away to the south. Al-
though the time was short he man-
aged to persuade enough of them
to make the experiment so that
they marketed 35,000 head of cattle
in Abilene that fall and received
approximately $15 a head for their
steers. Previous to that time steers
were selling for $5 a head in Texas.

The next vear more than 75,000
cattle were marketed there. By
1871 that number had jumped to
120.000 and by the next year to
936.000. From that time on Texas
cattle poured north by the hundreds
of thousands over the original cattle
trail from the Red river to Abi-
lene and other trails which were
laid out. Other Kansas ‘‘cow towns"’
began to boom with activity as the
railroad was pushed farther west
and southwest and there was added
to our history that thrilling chap-
ter when the cattleman was King.
And all of this was due to the vision
of one man—Joseph G. McCoy, the
“Father of the Cattle Trails,"

Myr. Currier and Mr. lves

HEY gave Americans of their

day the equivalent of the news
reels of today. They were the pic-
torial historians of contemporary
American life a century ago when
newspapers contained little or no
| picture materiai except an oc-
casional fashion print.

When a steamboat blew up, a
great fire sweplt a city or some
other disaster occurred, Mr. Cur-
rier and Mr. Ives immediately put
out a colored picture of the event
with plenty of action in it. When
the United States was al war, they
issued splendid battle pictures with
plumed generals on prancing horses
(and plenty of gory detail as to dead
and wounded soldiers). There were
pictures of horse races and other
sporting events, there were pictures
of swift clipper ships and pictures
of the first transcontinental trains
running amidst Indians and buffalo.
There were highly moral piclures
there were even ‘‘comic strips"
—caricatures of life among the ne-
groes, called “‘Darktown Comics."

1t all started back in 1830 when
young Nathaniel Currier, working
ag an apprentice 1o John Pendle-
ton. who had returned from Europe
with the new art of lithography, be-
gan thinking of setling up his own
business. So he went to New York
and started as a lithographer in
| partnership with a Yyoung man
' hamed Stoddard. This partnership
' lasted only a year but in 1835 Cur-
| rier began again, He soon built up
| a profitable business but it wasn't

until 1850 when James A. Ives be- |

lcnmu his partner that fame and
| fortune came to them,

| For 30 years Mr. Currier and Mr.
:qlﬂ.'us were “printmukurs to the
American people” and Currier and
| Ives prints of one sort or another
were to be found on the walls of
virtually every American home. In
1880 Currier retired with a fortune
but the firm continued with a son
of the founder in his place. In
1888 machine color printing was ap-
plied to their product and even
greater numbers of their pictures
flooded the couniry.

In recent years Currier and lves
prints have become “Americana."
Where once these prints sold from
six cents to $3, they are now sell-
ing for anywhere from $20 to $500.
And one of them recently brought

#3,000!

:

| ing the simple styles

task was to get |

MRS. DICK EVANS has come
to town and brought Ann and

Eddie LeRoy with her. She lives

| in Palm Beach in the wintertime

and. of course, knows all about
style. That’'s why she wears this
directoire type frock that is both
new anc figure flattering. In the

| floral print she has chosen she

is perfectly gowned for the parties

that wil'! be given for her in the
home town. The kiddies are wear-
appropriate
therein their

to childhood and

| smartness lles,

Auntie Rose Sews, Too.

Little Ann is asking Auntie Rose
if she makes her clothes 1too.
““qure enough, dear,”” comes the
reply. ‘I made this percale for
mornings and have a beauly In
yvellow crepe cut from the same
pattern to wear to the Bid-or-Bi

. meetings.”’

“1'll1 bet you can sew fast, too,
the way Mother does. It only took
her two mornings to make Ed-
die’'s suit and my dress. Won't

| you help me with my doll clothes

now?"

“Indeed I will, Ann, and then
we will have some of those oat-
meal cookies yor like for lunch.”

The Patterns.

Pattern 1272 is available in sizes
14 to 20 (32 to 42 bust). Size 16 re-
quires 4% yards of 39 inch ma-
terial and 2% yards of ribbon for
tie belt,

Pattern 1275 is for sizes 6 months
to 4 years. Size 1 requires 112
vards of 22 inch material.

Pattern 1403 comes in sizes 2,
4 and 6 years. Size 4 requires 112
yards of 36 inch material.

Pattern 1212 is designed ir sizes
94 to 48. Size 36 requires 5 yards
of 35 inch materiai plus % yard
contrasting for the collar.

New Pattern Book

Send for the Barbara Bell Spring
and Summer Pattern Book., Make

. yourself attractive, practical and
. becoming
| signs from the Barbara Bell well-

clothes, selecting de-

planned, easy-to-make patterns.

| Interesting and exclusive fashions
' for little children and the difficult

I —— < =

Value of Time

Know the true value of time,
snatch, seize, and enjoy every
moment of it. No idleness, no
laziness, no procrastination; nev-
er put off till tomorrow what you
can do today.—Earl of Chester-
field.

junior age; slenderizing, well-cut
patterns for the mature figure,;
afternoon dresses for the most
particular young women and ma-
trons and other patterns for spe-
cial occasions are all to be found
in the Barbara Beli Pattern Book.
Send 15 cents today for your copy.

Send your order to The Sewing
Circle Pattern Dept.,, 247 W.
Forty-third street, New York,
N. Y. Price of patterns, 15 cents
(in coins) each.

® Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service.
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IT MEANS FAST RELIEF
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GENUINE

BAYER ASPIRIN

Duty and Contentment
Be sure no man was ever dis-
contented with the world who did
his duty in it.—Southey.

Remember This When

You Need a Laxative

It is better for you if your body
keeps working as Nature intended.
Food wastes after digestion should
be eliminated every day., When you
get constipated, take a dose or two
of purely vegetable Black-Draught

for prompt, refreshing reiief,

Thousands and thousands of men and
women like Black-Draught and keep it
alwavs on hand, for use at the first sign
of constipation. Have you tried it?

BLACK-DRAUGHT

A GOOD LAXATIVE

AKE 30-DAY TEST FREE!

If you really want to stop falling hair, end dan-
druff and sumulate NEW HAIR GROWTH, mail us
your name and address, We will send prepaid,
without one cent of cost to you, out remarkable
device DERMO-RAYfor a 30-DAY FREE TRIAL If at
the end of 30 days DERMO-RAY hasn't proved o
your satisfaction that it will stimulate NEW HAIR
GROWTH foryew, send it back collect...and the trial
COSTS YOU NOTHING! We make this sensational
offer because we know the amazing results DERMO=
xAY has brought to thousands of others and we
believe when You have made this test you will
want to keep it. DERMO-RAY will not help those
with "'shiny'’ bald heads, BUT whete hair tollicles
arcalive DERMO-RAY gets astounding results, Send
for your FREE TRIAL TODAY! Address: DERMO-RAY
LAporATORIES, P.O, Box 187 Hollywood, Calit.

M

e —————

PLEASE

THIS

*1.00
GAME CARVING SET

AL

for only 25¢c with your purchase
of one can of B. T. Babbitt’s
Nationally Known Brands of Lye

This is the Carving Set you need
for steaks and game. Deerhorn de-
sign handle fits the hand perfectly.
Knife blade and fork tines made of
fine stainless steel. Now offered for
only 25¢ to induce you to try the
brands of lye shown at right.

Use them for sterilizing milking
machines and dairy equipment.
Contents of one can dissolved in 17
gallons of water makesan effective,
inexpensive sterilizing solution.
Buy today a can of any of the lye
brands shown at right. Then send
the can band, with your name and

address and 25¢ to B. T. Babbitt,
Inc., Dept. W.K., 386 4th Ave.,
New York City. Your Carving Set
will reach you promptly, postage
yaid. Send today while the supply
asts,

OFFER GOOD WITH ANY BRAND
SHOWN BELOW




