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Using Politics to Manipulate 
Stocks 

Uncertainty over the political situation was the 

cause of the selling wave and near panic that struck 

Wall street on June 12, the opening day of the repub- 
lican national convention, according to the New York 
Herald-Tribune. Uncertainty, which had been brew- 

ing in Walls street three weeks, crystallized into the 

pre-convention “scare selling,” bringing the heaviest 
reaction in three years and causing the loss of millions. 

That those who profited by the sudden depression 
of the stock market took advantage of the political 
situation is generally conceded by the Eastern press. 
They are alleged to have started wild “rumors” from 
Kansas City to the effect that the convention would 

pick an ultra-radical; that the party platform would 
be as radical as the candidate, and that the entire 

country was headed for the “demnition bow-wows.” 
These rumors were seized with avidity by credulous 
investors, with the result that unparalleled unloading 
of stocks started and the market was soon forced 
down. The rumor mongers gleaned their harvest the 

following day when practically all stocks went back 
to their former prices and in some instances attained 
new high levels. 

The force of the reaction was felt in all stock ex- 

changes of the United States and Europe. The loss 
to small investors mounted into the hundreds of mil- 
lions, all of which was clear profit to the stock pur- 
chasers within 48 hours after the "scare selling” got 
under way. 

Railroads and Agriculture 
Out of every dollar paid for live stock by the pack- 

ing industry of this country in 1927 the farmer, or 

producer, received 94 cents net, which is the largest 
percentage of sale price he has received for his live 
stock in four years, said C. D. Morris of the western 

railways’ committee on public relations, Chicago. This 
left but six cents out of each dollar with which to 

meet all the marketing expenses, of which the trans- 

portation cost was 3-8 cents. On this basis a hog for 
which the packer paid $30, netted the producer $28-20, 
while the cost of marketing was $1.80, of which the 
railroad got about $1.14 in freight charges. 

‘'We have been hearing for some years that the chief 
cause of the depression in agriculture is high freight 
rates,” he said. ”The actual facts clearly prove that 
this is not the esse. So far as livestock is concerned 

marketing costs, as shown by this survey, are not ex- 

cessive. Indeed, it has been years since the farmer 
has received so large a percentage of the sale price 
of his livestock as he does today, and a steer, hog or 

sheep will pay for carrying a ton of freight. 
“So far as net earnings are concerned the farmer 

and the railroad have been in the sane boat for some 

years. The net returns of neither have been adequate 
or just. The expenses of producing transportation 
service have largely increased in the past decade. In- 

terest, taxes, labor and other supplies necessary to the 
farmer and the railroad in the operation of their plants 
have not only been high but have been constantly in- 
creasing. Moreover, each has suffered from increased 
competition. The prices of many farm products have 
not been high enough to make their production profit- 
able, for the simple reason that there has been an 

over-production of those products, while the hard- 
surfaced highways the canal and barge lines have 05s- 
erated to materially reduce the tonnage that would 
otherwise be carried by the railroads, and the rate- 

making authorities have consistently refused to per- 
mit such rates to be charged on the tonnage the roads 
have left to make it possible for them to earn a fair 
return.” 

i Oftk<er IP&ipxsrs 
OIR “ARTISTIC" AGE 

N (New York Evening Post). 
A report comes from London that Gilbert Frankau, 

a novelist who is supposed to make more money by 
writing than any other English author, has forsworn 
the composition of “best sellers” in order to join the 
directorate of a large publishing and paper manufac- 
turing firm. It comes as a shock—perhaps as a re- 

freshing shock—to hear of anybody in these days veer- 

ing from one of the creative arts to a commercial oc- 

cupation. So many persons’ aspirations tend in the 
opposite direction. 

A distinguished visitor who made a tour of Ameri- 
can universities recently said that he was amazed at 

the number of young men who wished to give them- 
selves up to one of the creative art*. Another criti: 

, of modern conditions, Wyndhim Lekis, the author of 
“Time and Western Man,” complains that, whereas peo- 
ple used to desire happiness or success or merely 
wealth, nowadays everybody wants to be an “artist.” 

A desire for culture is one thing; a desire to be 
“creative” quite another. Increased culture, we like to 
think, leads to improved conditions, but a universal de- 
sire for creativenestf is unsettling, since the number of 
born artists is limited. Such a desire can only lead to 
restlessness and dissatisfaction. Too many persons 
nowadays despise their daily work because they are in- 
tellectual snobs and believe that they were mean to 
be “creative," altL ugh they may actually be quite in- 
capable of creating anything, even a sensation. 

The faet is that culture has been boomed as a cure- 
all and esthetics has come to be regarded as an anes- 
thetic in a worried age of ferocious iadustrisl activity. 
Publicity and the radio have brought intellectual in- 
terests within the reach of every home, however re- 
mote. A small-town farmer can have Bacon for break- 
fast, in the literary supplement of his newspaper, and 
can turn on Bach on the radio before turning himself 
out of bed. 

This is a good thing in most ways. But it leads to 
misunderstanding and discontent when people are 

tempted to think that it is as easy to be Bacon as to 
read him, to compose music as to listen to it—not such 
an uncommon delusion, especially among persons to 

whom cultun some* late in life. 
The artistic temperament was never so popular as it I 

\ 

is in tha world of today. Tha artistic colonies in tha 
world capitals multiply and become lucrative commer- 

cial enterprises. In Paris there is is Montparnasse, as 

well as Montmartre; in London there is a new intel- 
lectual quarter in Bloomsbury which now rivals Chel- 

sea, the home of Carlyle and Whistler. In New York, 
Greenwich Village will soon extend from Washington 
Square to Harlem, if more and more people continue 
to become more and more artistic. 

The only surprising thing is that art has not been 
put on the market in synthetic form. Boxes of pills, 
priced at a dollar, guaranteed to induce the genuine 
artistic temperament, would probably sell like hot dogs. 

In all this turmoil of aspiration and pretentiousness 
we need to keep in mind the distinction between cul- 
ture and creativeness. We can not all be artists. 

TORNADOES 
The United States government is very helpful to 

its individual citizens in a great variety of ways. But 
once in a while it puts forth an effort at helpfulness 
that resembles nothing so much as throwing a cast-iron 
life-preserver to a drowning man. 

The other day I read a leaflet from the Press Serv- 
ice of the Office of Information of the United States 
Department of Agriculture that gave me a laugh that 

I I carried around with me all day. 
It was headed: “Tornado-resistant Buildings Pos- 

sible, Forest Products Engineer Asserts.” 
It quoted one L. V. Teesdale, of the Forest Prod* 

! acts Laboratory of the United States Department of 
Agriculture. Here, in brief, and shorn of useless 
verbiage, is Mr. Teesdale’s grand idea: 

Houses and other buildings should be constructed 
with windows or panels that would open out- 
ward. There should be outward-opening vents in the 
roofs, too. Hinged panels may be used in the spaces 
between windowsills and floors. Special skylights or 

hinged roof panels are suggested for roofs. 
• • • * 

Mr. Teesdale has figured all this out as a result 
of deep thinking upon data furnished by the St. Louis 
tornado last September. The reasoning is simple— 
too simple. Many buildings explode from within dur- 
ing tornadoes, on account of the sudden drop in ex- 
ternal air pressure. Therefore, make windows that 
open outward easily, and the house won’t explode. 

Professor Teesdale has done a fine job of working 
out a theory. It makes a beautiful press service re- 
lease. 

BUT—did Professor Teesdale ever see a tornado? 
The chances are at least ten thousand to one that he 
hasn’t seen one at very close range, anyhow. And 
yon can’t imagine a tornado, Professor. You have to 

[ see it, hear it and feel it before you realize how fool- 
■ ish your gentle theory of outward-swinging windows is. 

• • • • 

I I've seen six tornadoes. I’ve prowled about in the 
I rums, all night, pulling dead and half-dead people out 

| from under walls and safes and automobiles. And 
! none of the tornadoes I’ve seen acted the least bit con- 

j cerned about which way the windows opened. 
As well talk in a laboratory of stopping the Mis- 

jsissippi floods with nicely-balanced stacks of newspa- 
pers. What’s the use putting fancy skylights in the 

j roof’ if the tornado carries the whole house, roof and 
all, across two counties, and drops it in four states? 
W ell, I know a good many folk out in the tornado belt 

: got a good laugh out of the scheme, anyhow. 

Tnm@!y Vn@w§ 
LAWS OF SCIENCE DECLARED HELPFUL IN~ 

THEORY OF IMMORTALITY 
By BARNETT R. BRICKNER 

Rabbi of Euclid Avenue Temple of Cleveland. 
(Rabbi Brickner attended high school in New 

York City and entered Columbia university to 
study medicine. After receiving his master’s de- 
gree at the university, Brickner became associated 
with the Bureau of Jewish Education in New York 
City, where he remained from 1910 to 1915. In the 
same year he became interested in a Jewish immi- 
grant organization at Cincinnati, wher# he alto 
worked for a doctorate at the Hebrew Union col- 
lege. receiving this in 1919. Soon after he accept- 
ed the pastorate of the Holly Blossom congrega- 
tion at Toronto, remaining there for five years. 
" hile there he gained, by his activities and force- 
ful personality, the recognition of the city, and 
was urged to stand for parliament, but not being 
a Canadian citizen, he had to decline. He has been 
pastor of the Euclid Avenua Temple of Cleveland 
since 1925). 

I believe in the theory of immortality, and a world 
guided in accordance to plan, for the same reason as 

Newton believed m gravitation, Darwin in evolution, 
and Einstein in the fourth dimension; not because they 
could prove it, but becsuse they had to believe it as a 

necessary explanation of other things which they did 
know and could prove. 

Life, as science describes it and every man feels it. 

j is a dangerous adventure, the outcome and plan of 
which ia not known in advance, leaving men hopeless. 
But life, as the religionist and philosopher interprets 
the facts of science, and as every man desires it, is a 
safe pilgrimage and a su.e beginning to a secure con- 
clusion. It is religion that makes life hopeful and 
worth while. 

A* I look upon life, I find that man is equipped not 
merely to meet his environment with physical strength 
and instinct, such as is the animal, but with something 
more. It is this equipment of mental powers, moral 
aspirations and spiritual ideals, which makes a man 
different from an animal. 

Man's overendowment as a spiritual creature leads 
us to the belief that he is preparing for another and 
vaster life. 

How meaningless the world would be, if it were not 
for all the meaning and ideals which man alone puts 
into life. The soul which conceives truth, goodness 
and beauty, must itself be as eternal as the truth, good- 
ness and beauty which it conceives. Since nothing in 
life has any value, unless it passes through man’s 
spirit, therefore, as the very condition of the life of 
the world, men’* spirit must live forever. 

And following the lead of the theory of evolution, 
we believe that ali of life is tending to some end. We 
know that the physical morld will not survive, and as 
Darwin, himself, said, “Believing as I do that man in 
the distant future will be a far more perfect creature 
than he now is, it ia an intolerable thought that he and 
all other sentient beings are doomed to complete anni- 
hilation after such a long-continued, slow progress.” 

— 

A Michigan man paid |21 for Nick Longworth’a mar- 
riage license, but Mr. Longworth probably could tell 
him that it isn't the initial cost but the upkeep that 
really counts.—New York Evening Post. 

Members of the American Ku KIux Klan have de- 
cided not to cover their faces in future, but, having 
seen photographs of some of them in the newspapers, 
we hope they will reconsider their decision.—Punch 
(London). 

British physicians now claim that crying ia good 
for one’s complexion, provided, of course, that one’s 
complexion it one’s complexion.—Detroit News. 

It is no trouble to be a political leader if you know 
which way tha crowd is going.—The Pathfinder. 
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WHO’LL BE BEST MAN AT THIS JUNE BRIDLE PARTY? 
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CHAPTER 27 
She lifted her head and looked at 

him. It was interesting to find that 
she could. “I'm sorry about that, 
but you were pressing me pretty 
hard, and I was confused. I see that 
now.” 

“I thought you were a free spirit, 
Stella.” 

Their eyes met. She said: “You’re 
a Nietzschean, Ernie.” 

He nodded. Gravely she considered 
him. The thought rose that she’d 
never before looked at him with any 
measure of detachment. “You recog- 
nize no human obligations.” 

“I think I have an artistic con- 
science," said he. 

“That, yes. I see that. But apart 
from that you know no law.” 

“Certainly. If by law you mean 
the tangle of sentimentality and 
tribal custom and materialism that 
governs this absurd country.” 

“You hold yourself bigger than this 
absurd country.” 

“Isn’t this rather silly, Stella? Let’s 
be honest, at least.” 

“I’m trying to be.” 
“You’re only succeeding, I should 

say, in being rather unpleasant.” 
“I’m sorry. I don’t mean it that 

way. But I’m beginning to think. 
For the first time in my life, I sup- 
pose. Don’t misunderstand me, 
Ernie. You are a fine artist. And 
you’re a personality. You’ve suc- 
ceeded in cutting yourself free. 
Quite possibly you’re right in your 
philosophy. As least, as far as you 
yourself are concerned. I simply 
don’t know about that. And I can’t 
undertake to decide it. I’m too tired. 
What I’m trying to figure out is 
whether your independent ideas ap-< 

I ply to me.” 
“Why* shouldn’t they?” 
“I’m not a great artist. I m just 

a girl with a job. I’m not big, cer- 
tainly not bigger than the life 
around me.” 

“That’s the question, of course, 
Stella. The whole question. But look 
here, we're both tired. And I’m sorry 
to say I’ve been pretty mad. The 
thing for us to do is to drive on to 
New York and get some sleep. Then 
we can talk rationally.” 

“No. My place right now is in 
Ackland. I’m needed there. You 
had no right to take me away.” 

“I did that with my eye* open. If 
you were really the kind that could- 
n’t cut yourself clear of that con- 
ventional little village, the sooner I 
found you out the better.” 

“Well, you’ve found me out.” 
“What do you mean bf that?” 
“Do you know where we are now?” 
“Where we are? Oh, New 

Haven.” 
“Then there will be early trains to 

Boston. I'm going to ask you to 
leave me at the station.” 

“You propose to break like that?” 
“Yes. Break.” 
His watching eyes flashed angrily, 

but she could face them. “Look here. 
Stella,” he asked, abruptly, “have 
you been falling in love with that 
boy ?” 

The question struck home. She 
couldn’t control the color that rushed 
up into her face, and she could no 
longer look at him. Her temples 
were punding again. He had found 
her. out, indeed! He had dragged 
their oddly impersonal conversation 
from the plane of reason and plwaged 
it into the narrowly personal. If 
only her heart wouldn’t beat so fast! 
What would Homer think of her if 
she confessed? He needn’t know, of 
course. Ernest wouldn’t talk. He 
wasn’t cheap. 

The instinct of truth was strong in 
her. She sipped at the cooling cof- 
fee; then lifted her eyes. “Yes,” she 
said. “I am.” 

“Mm! I see. Just a washout, 
isn’t it.” This wasn’t a question. 
“Well, what do you want to do?” 

“I’m going straight back there.” 
“Very well. I’ll drive you.” 
“I can take a train.” 
“I’ll drive you.” 
It was a little after ten in Ackland. 

Church bells were ringing. The folks 
of the Center, dressed more sprucely 
than on week days, were moving 
sedately through the quiet streets, 
under the arching elms. 

The roadster pulled up by the drug 
store. Stella said: “I’ll get out here.” 
She gave him her hand. Without 
further words, he drove off. She 

watched the car swing round the cor- 

ner from the Green into the Boston 
road. She felt bedraggled, spent. She 
had the pint bottle of Scotch in her 
hand, still, wrapped in its bit of 
newspaper. 

Slowly her eyes became aware of 
another roadster, standing at the 
curb before the Age office. A familiar 
car. Homer's. He was sitting in it, 
looking at her. a startled expression 
on his face. He was hatless, as 
usual. And the trips of plaster were 
still on his forehead. All that seemed 
queerly remote, a long time back. 
Wanly she smiled at him, but he 
gave only a nervous nod and bent 
over to shut off his ignition. He’d 
seen Ernest, of course. Did he sus- 

pect that she'd been gone all night? 
He was acting queerly. A sudden 
recollection came of her talk with 
Miss Curry. In the evening. That 

j seemed long ago, too. The bank had 
called his loans. Perhaps he didn’t 
yet know. She could hardly speak of 
it. But her heart warmed toward 
him. He was in trouble; desperate 
trouble, likely enough. A surging 
impulse rose to explain about Ernest. 
But how could she? What was there 
to say? Certainly he wouldn't ask. 

Confused, she moved toward the 
car. He got out, and nodded again. 
Now she saw that he was em- 
barrassed. He said: “I tried to get 
in touch with you last night. Wil- 
braham arrested a man, and wanted 
you to hear his voice. But it proved 
a false scent. He turned him loose 
this morning.” 

Her color was up. She couldn’t 
think of anything to say. 

•‘You’ll excuse me,” he remarked, 
in that embarrassed manner, and 
turned to unlock the office. 

It was a dismissal. She moved 
back to the corner. He disappeared, 

land she heard the screen door slam, 
j Soon the bus came along. Numbly 
she mounted it and found a seat. 

“I’ve lost them both,” she thought. 
The clumsy vehicle rumbled away 

from the Green. Very soon she would 
be home. It meant one more lie. The 
last one. She compressed her lips 
on that. 

The barn door was open and the 
Ford gone. Of course! Her mother 
and father would be off at Sunday 
school and church. She'd forgotten 
about that. About the sort of thing. 
Thankful for the respite, she entered 
the house, thinking of sleep. A few 
hours, anyway. 

She had dropped her hat and coat 
on a chair and was turning to mount 
the stairs when her mother’s voice 
brought her up with a start. 

“Oh, they kept me with them 
over night.” The fewer words the 
better. “I thought I’d better not 
wake you up telephoning.” 

“Wake me up!” The older woman 
set her thin lips together. 

“I’m sorry if I’ve disturbed you, 
Mother." 

“Disturbed us!" 
“Mother, desr, what is it? Has 
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something happened?” 
“Happened!" Mrs. Bagot sank 

into the chair on Stella’s hat and 
coat, pressing a fluttering hand to 
her breast. 

“Please! Mother! What is it? 
Where's Father?” 

“Down at the town hall. The po- 
lice station." 

“But what on earth ?” 
“Of course I don't. For heaven’s 

sake, try to tell me!” 
“I’ll call him up. He’ll be so re- 

lieved.” Mrs. Bagot got to her feet. 
“We thought they’d killed you, 
Stella. Homer Pew called up. It 
was midnight.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen him. He told me.” 
“You weren’t in your room. We 

couldn’t get to sleep. Finally, at two 
o’clock, your father called up the 
station. The state police have been 
out on their motorcycles all night. 
We’ve worried frightfully. Even 
Martha.” 

“Why. what a shame! Of course, 
with everybody's nerves on edge 

naturally 
“I’ll tell your father." 
“And do lie down, Mother. I’m 

going to.” She dragged herself up 
the stairs. Martha’s door was ctSsed. 
Sleeping off the excitement, doubt- 
less. Martha could alwavs sleep. 

(TO BE CONTINUED> 
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IT SEEMS ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE 
TO DRY UP CONVENTION 
CITIES; STEWART TELLS A 
PEW STORIES 

By CHARLES P. STEWART 
KANSAS CITY.—Doc Doran, the i 

prohibition boss-in-chief, swore to! 
high heaven the latter part of May 
that he’d dry up Kansas City and 
Houston in convention time so that 
a scorpion would die of thirst, and 
I thought it really might be done. 

I never have seen any place dried 

up yet, but it did seem as if even 

our inadequate for:^ of prohibition 
officials, concentrated on two rather 
small spots, one after the other, 
might turn the trick loclly and tem- 

porarily. 
I will state that If Kansas City 

proves anything, it can’t be done. 1 
wait now to see how it works in 
Houston. If Houston yields the same 
result that I've seen here, I shall 
be discouraged. 

My experience is not theoretical, 
or anything like that. What I mean 

is that Kansas City, during the re- 

publican convention, has been wet- 
ter than New York. The drinks 
were forced on you, that’s what. 
I’ve no fault to find. I merely re- 
cord it as a fact. 

• • • 

How a political party with any 
sense of humor can open • national 
convention with prayer beats me. 

To have a chaplain pray for the 
country when congress convenes 
isn’t so illogical. Lord knows, the 
country needs praying for at such 

| times. But to have a bishop get 
up at a convention and ask Divine 

| guidance in the choice of a candi- 
: date, not knowing but that the Al- 
mighty's selection may be over- 

| ruled at the polls—well, gosh! 
e e • 

They have in Kansas City a tender 
erected in memory of the nation’s 
dead, and from the top of it arises 
an eternal flame, quite a large flame 
a flame that would do credit to a 
blast furnace. And it’s an impres- 
sive sight. I’m here to remark, seen 
glimmering luridly after da*. 

The only thing that detracts from 
the grandeur of the scene is the 
knowledge, after you’ve befn awed 
by it a few evenings in succession, 
that they shut it off at a certain 
hour every night. It’s eternal, other- 
wise. 

What I was about to say was that 
the same evening it became evident 
Secretary Hoover seemed a certainty 
for the nomination, Kansas City 
turned off its lignt. It may not 
have been turned off :%uch carliei 
than usual, but they turned it off. 

m m m 

Herbert's nomination certainly 
was not popular in the town where 
it took place. 

Perhaps that’s natural. Kansas 
City’s nominee is Jim Reed. 

Jim will have a special train to 
Houston. Me and my pal, Bill Davy, 
may travel on It. "To be sure,” 
said John Johnson, the news editor 
of the Journal Post, offering to fix 
it up, “you’ll doubtless have to pay 
your fares, but you’ll have the fun 
of riding with Jim Reed.” 

My advice to travelers is not to 
take the same train as Bill Borah. 
Bill Davy and I arri-ed in Kansas 
City on the train with him, and | it was a mistake. (Bill's of Cen- 
tral Press.) 

The senator assembles an audience I 
m the dining car, and that's the 
last chance the other passengers have of getting anything to eat. 

Several other senators also were 
on the train, but their pulling power 
was weaker, though they mostly had 
a stronger pull when they got here, 
the so-called statesman with the 
public being usually a weak sister 
on .1 convention floor. 

The atmosphere, in short, is demo- 
cratic in Kansas City, but it doesn't 
follow that it won’t be republican 
in Texas. The fact is the atmos- 
phere is changing all around. 

APPOINTED DIRECTOR 

HARLINGEN. June 20.—Herman 
Goetzke has been added to the board 
<A directors of the Harlingen Cham- 
ber of Commerce, taking the place 
of E. W. Napier, who has left the 
Valley. 
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Tk® Grab Bag 

Who am I? With what business 
am I associated? How did I become 
connected with it? 

A group of islands off the north 
coast of Scotland is noted for ponies. 
What is the name of the group? 

Name the founder of Christian 
Science ? 

Who is credited with having dis- 
covered the North Pole? 

“Set me as a seal upon thine heart, 
as a seal upon thine arm, for love is 
strong as death; jealousy is cruel 
as the grave; the coals thereof are 
coals of fire, which hath a most 
vehement flame.” Where does this 
passage appear in the Bible? 

Today in the Past 
In this date, in 1863. West Virginia 

was admitted to the Union. 

Today's Horoscope 
Persons born under this sign are 

strongly in need of true, sympathetic, 
loving companionship, but rareljr find 
it. Although close to a certain de- 
gree in money matters, they perform 
quietly and secretly many acts of 
generosity. 

A Daily Thought 
“Man's Unhappiness, as I construe, 

comes of hia Greatnasa; it is because 
there is an Infinite in him, which, 
with all hia cunning, ha cannot quite 
bury under the Finite.”—Carlyle. 

Answers to Foregoing Questions 
1. Mrs. Ellsworth M. Statler; Stat- 

ler hotels; by marriage to the lata 
E. M. Statler, hotel owner. 

2. The Shetland Islands. 
3. Msry Bsker Glover Eddy. 
4. Robert Edwin Peary. 
5. Solomon'* Songs, Till, *. 

JIMMY JAMS 

I always Buy re q my 
bread on both Bides So 
THAT IN CASE I DROP IT 

ON THE FLOOR AN* DOST 
BTckS To IT I GTill. Have! 
A CLEAN Bide left/ 

Don’t starve 
the teeth 

4 

Children don’t eat food to 
build sound teeth and good 
bones, but parents should 
give them food that is rich 
in calcium and other bone- 
making, tissue building- 
elements prepared in 
tempting, digestible form. 

I Give each of them two 
Shredded Wheat bis- 
cuits, warmed in the oven 

and served with whole milk. 
The crisp, flavory shreds of 
thoroughly baked whole 
wheat encourage proper 
chewing, and the bran in- 
sures daily evacuation, a 

function so necessary to 
the health of growing 
children. Twelve 

• large, full-size bis- 
cuits in every pack- 
age—Ready - cooked 
and ready-to-serve. 

I Made by The Shredded Wheat Company 
—i——gm;. ■>*■■■———a———— 

HUPMOBILE 

Of The 

Century 
Hubbard Motor Co. 

HARLINGEN 

SALES PARTS SERVICE 


