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OWDY, folks, Only a couple
more days left of November—
and there are only 22 days re-

maining to shop for Dad's Christmas
necktie, Aunt Mary's handkerchiefs,
or those “easy” slippers for Mother.
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In Texas, where turkeys are raised
by the tens of thousands, farmers
are fighting the low offers of 10 or 12
cents per pound, withholding ship-
ments north until more satisfactory
prices are offered. So, many a Texas
turkey has a longer lease on life, un-
Lil Christmas, at least. There may be
a record number of Yuletide turkey
dinners this season.
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Speaking of turkeys, remember
how, as a child down on the farm,
you used to run from Old Tom, the
big, bristling granddaddy turkey gob-
bler of the barnlot? How the big fel-
low would strut! With a spread of
tail fan and wings and a sassy series
of “gobbles,” he'd send you flying for
a friendly gate or fence top. Once
1 enjoyed helping eat a blustery
patriarch, served with sage and
onion dressing. Somehow I had no
regrets over his fate.
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An Illinois listener, now visiting in
California for the winter, sends us a
series of pictures in color of the giant
redwood trees of the state parks near
Santa Cruz. Some of the towering
trees are 364 feet in height, said to
be as old as 5,000 years, and as much
as 100 feet in circumference at the
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base. One of these giants contains
enough lumber to build 30, four-room
cottages. These great trees, the
supreme example of the earth's mam-
moth vegetation, are visited by many
thousands yearly.
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One winter, 8 goodly number of
years ago, I helped my uncle work in
the timber, putting up many cords of
wood, One great oak we felled and
split up, had a butt cut of nearly five
feet. An old settler told us his father
said the Indians used the great tree
as a gathering place. We shall never
forget our feelings when our axes
and saw brought the towering tree
crashing to earth.
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Generations of people had been
born, lived and passed on while the
mighty oak was growing from a little
acorn to a sturdy sapling and later
to its mighty girth as king of the
woods. As I look back over the years,
I recall vividly what a long rick of
stove wood that big tree made. How
hard and flinty its stout wood was
and what a great number of rings it
had. Then there were many piles of
clapboard shingles, that were chipped
out of those cuts with an iron frow.
The old tree had not lived in vain.
With cordwood it supplied warmth
for many winter days and with its
shingles, it still lived as a protecting
roof.
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I never pass a woods, and note a
splintered tree snag, rent by Na-
ture's storms, without thinking how
much like Life's own misfortunes are
these accidents. A neglected, scale
ridden, broken down apple orchard,
forcefully reminds me that abuse and
lack of care, have wrecked those
sturdy, fruitful trees, just as so many
of us mistreat our own bodies. Yes,
broken trees are much like wrecked,

useless humans, un-wanted and
headed for decay.
SHeSR

A man stopped at the studio desk
where Eddie Allan was taking his
turn, to leave a Stand By subscrip-
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tion. “*Name please?” asked Eddle,
with pencil poised. When the visitor
said "Max Terhune,” Eddie looked up
quickly. After asking a few ques-
tions he found the subscriber’s name
was really the same as the Hoosier
mimic, now in California. The other
Mr. Terhune hails from Batavia, Illi-
nois, and like Max, of impersonator
fame, is a former resident of Indiana.
The two Terhunes are not related
to one another. Mr. Terhune of Ba-
tavia has never met Max, but is a
great admirer and radio friend. Both
the Terhunes have daughters named
Doris. Hardly a day passes but what
some bit of odd news, or a story of
interest is to be found among the
Little Theatre folks.
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Henry Hornsbuckle Sez

Well, I can't think of nothin' to say
at the first end of this here piece so
1 guess I'll just get it started off with-
out sayin' nothin'.

Pat Buttram: (In hospital) Say
Doc, I asked that nurse to put a hot
water bottle at my feet and she
turned up her nose and walked away.

Doc: What else could you expect?
She’s the head nurse.

Pat: Oh do they specialize that
much? Then get me the foot nurse.

Chuck Ostler:
you?

Slim Miller: I was just standin’
here wonderin' if Chick Hurt would
take care of the milkin' while we're
gone to town if I ask you to go and
you said yes.

What's worrying

Glen Welty:
sister's birthday.
Ralph Emerson:

Yesterday was my

Did she take the

day off?

Glen: Did she? She took three
years off.

Tommy Rowe: Jimmy, they tell

me you're a jinx.
Jimmy Daugherty: Who do?
Tom: That's right.

Bill Thall: Had a funny experi-
ence on the street car Saturday. I of-
fered a lady my seat and she fainted.

John Lair: Did she come to, all
right?

Bill: Yep, then she sat down.

John: I suppose she was thankful?

Bill: Yeh! She thanked me, and I
fainted!
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Cry Babies: Virginia Temples is
boo-hooing over NBC as Mary Mar-
lin's new son, and Loretta Poynton
is the infant on the Amos 'n' Andy
broadcasts.
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