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Private Hargrove! 
by Marion Hargrove

IF FIRST SERGEANT CLAR
ENCE A. GOLDSMITH, back in the 
old battery where I was supposed to 
have learned the art of cooking for 
the army, ever gets his hands on 
this, it will provide him with amuse
ment throughout a long, hard win
ter.

If hen he reads that Private Ed
ward Thomas Marion Lawton Har
grove, ASN 34116620, is giving ad
vice to prospective soldiers, his de
risive bellow will disturb the train
ing program in the next regiment.

“My God!" he will roar. "Look 
who's learning who how to do uhat! 
My God! The blind leading the 
blind!"

It was once said. Sergeant Gold
smith, by the eminent vegetarian 
George Bernard Shaw that he who 
can, does; he who cant, teaches.

This, dear sergeant, is my contri
bution to the army and to posterity. 
Please go away and leave us young 
people to our studies.

CHAPTER I

If I were giving advice to the boys 
who have already been called into 
the Army and will go away in a few 
days, I’d sum it all up in this: 
“Paint the town red for the rest of 
your civilian week. Pay no atten
tion to the advice that is being 
poured into your defenseless ears for 
twenty-four hours a day. Form an 
idea of what Army life is going to 
be like. Leave your mind open.’’

Two weeks from now, you will be 
thoroughly disgusted with your new 
job. You will have been herded 
from place to place, you will have 
wandered in nakedness and bewil
derment through miles of physical 
examination, you will look upon pri
vacy and individuality as things you 
left behind you in a golden civilian 
society.

Probably you will have developed 
a murderous hatred for at least one 
sergeant and two corporals. You 
will writhe and fume under what you 
consider brutality and sadism, and 
you will wonder how an enlightened 
nation can permit such atrocity in 
its army. Take it easy, brother; 
take it easy.

Keep this one beam of radiant 
hope constantly before you: The first 
three weeks are the hardest.

For those first three—or possibly 
four—weeks, you will bear the great
est part of the painful process of 
adjusting yourself to an altogether 
new routine. In those first three 
weeks you will get almost the full 
required dose of confusion and mis
ery. You will be afraid to leave 
your barracks lest the full wrath of 
the war department fall upon you.
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“You don’t get anywhere by buy
ing soda pop or beer for your ser
geant.* *’
You will find yourself unbelievably 
awkward and clumsy when you try 
to learn the drills and the knowledge 
of this awkwardness will make you 
even more awkward. Unless you 
relax you can be very unhappy dur
ing those first three weeks.

When you are assigned to your 
basic training center you’ll really 
get into it. You’ll drill and drill, a 
little more each day, and when the 
sergeant tries to correct or advise 
you, you’ll want to tear his throat 
out with your bare hands. You’ll 
be sick of the sound of his voice 
before an hour has passed. The 
only comfort I can give you is the 
knowledge that the poor sergeant is 
having a helluva time too. He knows 
what you’re thinking and he can't 
do anything about it.

You’ll be inoculated against small
pox, typhoid, tetanus, yellow fever, 
pneumonia, and practically all the 
other ills that flesh is heir to. You’ll 
be taught foot drill, the handling of 
a rifle, the use of the gas mask, the 
peculiarities of military vehicles, 
and the intricacies of military cour
tesy.

Most of what you are taught will 
impress you as utterly useless non
sense, but you’ll learn it.

You’ll be initiated into the mys
teries of the kitchen police, proba
bly before you’ve been in the Army 
for a week. Possibly two days lat
er, you’ll be sent on a ration detail 
to handle huge bundles of groceries. 
You’ll haul coal and trash and 
ashes. You’ll unpack rifles that are 
buried in heavy grease and you’ll 
clean that greasesoff them. You’ll 
stoke fires, you’ll mop floois, and 
you’ll put a high polish on the win
dows. You’ll wonder if you’ve been 
yanked out of civil life for This.

All your persecution is deliberate, 
calculated, systematic. It is co’le- 
giate practice of hazing, applied to 
the grim and highly important task 
of transforming a civilian into a 
soldier, a boy into a man. It is the 
Hardening Process.

aOU uon*l gvi depressed; you 
won’t feel sorry for yourself. You'll 
just get mad as hell. You’ll be 
breathing fire before it’s over.

Believe me or not, at the end of 
that minor ordeal, you'll be feeling 
good. You’ll be full of spirit and 
energy and you will have found 
yourself.

You’ll look at the new men com
ing in to go through the same hard
ening period, and you’ll look at them 
with a fatherly and sympathetic eye. 
They will be “rookies’’ to you, a 
veteran of almost a month.

For practical advice, there is none 
better than the golden rule of the 
Army: “Keep your eyes open and 
your mouth shut.”

At first, probably, you’ll be in
clined to tremble at the sight of 
every corporal who passes you on 
the street. You might even salute 
the first-class privates. Then, when 
the top sergeant neglects to beat 
you with a knout they rub GI (These 
two letters are the cornerstone of 
your future Army vocabulary. They 
stand for the words “Government 
Issue” and just about everything 
you get in the Army will be GI. 
Even the official advice. This story, 
on the other hand, is not GI.) salt 
into wounds, you might want to go 
to the other extreme. This way 
madness lies.

When corporals and sergeants are 
to be dealt with, always remember 
this: Make friendships first and 
leave the joking until later. When 
it’s the top sergeant, it might be 
best to leave the joking perma
nently.

It can be very easy to start your 
military life on the wrong foot by 
giving your officers and noncommis
sioned officers the impression that 
you’re a wise guy, a smart aleck. 
Soldiers, like senators, “don’t like 
for a new guy to shoot his mouth 
off.”

So much for the don’ts. On the 
“do” side, the most important thing 
for you to watch is your attitude. 
As a matter of straight and practical 
fact, the best thing that you can do 
is to reason that you are going into 
a new job. The job is temporary, 
but while you have it it’s highly 
important.

As, when you go into a new job in 
civil life, you do your darnedest to 
impress your employer with your 
earnestness, your diligence, your in
terest in your work—go thou and 
do likewise in the Army. As in your 
civilian job, the impression is made 
in the first few weeks. You make 
that impression, starting from the 
very first day, by learning as quick
ly as you can, by applying yourself 
with energy to each task, no mat
ter how small or how unpleasant it 
is. You don’t get anywhere by buy
ing soda pop or beer for your ser
geant.

Brodie Griffith, managing editor 
of the Charlotte News, adjusted his 
ancient green eyeshade and began 
glancing through a sheaf of copy.

“Hargrove,” he said, lighting a 
cigarette, “it beats the hell out of 
me what fate did mean for you. Dr. 
Garinger down at the high school 
said years ago that it didn’t write a 
formal education in on your budget. 
Belmont Abbey found out that you 
weren’t destined to be worth a hoot 
as a public relations man for a Ben
edictine college. The drugstore 
chain in Washington said you had 
neither the talent nor the tempera
ment for soda-jerking. And you cer
tainly fizzled as a theater usher. 
Maybe fate don’t know you.”

“May I have a cigarette?” I 
asked, reaching before he could pro
tect them. “Day after day I work 
my fingers to the shoulder blades for 
neither thanks nor living wage. I 
am the feature editor of a progres
sive, growing newspaper. What 
makes it that? My heart’s blood 
makes it that!”

“I would fire you tomorrow,” he 
sighed, “if anyone else could possi
bly straighten out the chaos you 
have brought to this office. In the 
most underpaid brotherhood in the 
world, you are the most overpaid, 
two-headed brother.”

“I am the most underpaid six
armed Siva,” I snorted. “Look at 
me! I am the feature editor, the 
obituary editor, the woman’s page 
editor, the hospital editor, the re
write man, the assistant to the city 
editor, the commissar for paste and 
copy paper and cokes, the custodian 
of oral memoranda, the public’s 
whipping boy, the translator and 
copyist of open-forum letters, the 
castigator of the composing room 
staff, the guest artist for ailing col
umnists, the toprist guide for visit
ing school children, the press repre
sentative at barbecue suppers of 
the United Brotherhood of Plumbers 
and Steamfitters, the butt of the of
fice jokes.”

“Period,” said Mr. Griffith, “New 
paragraph.”

“I lead a terrible, turbulent life,” 
I wailed. “I am the man forgotten 
by Destiny.”

“If you will get your elbows off 
my desk,” he said, “the boy can 
put the mail on it.

“What you need,” he continued, 
sorting through a batch of letters, 
“is a tour of military service. The 
Army would make a man of you. I 
was in the Army in the last war. A 
top sergeant at eighteen. The Army 
did wonders for me.”

“That’s not much of a sales argu
ment,” I told him.

“Then again,” he said, “if we 
must take up my whole busy day 
weeping over your sorrows, let’s not 
burden the Army when it h'as a 
helluva job already. Concerning the 
whole matter, I would suggest that 
you apply ^yourself to making up 

The wwan's page right now, 7eS? 
you come down tomorrow morning 
and find someone else sitting in your 
chair. Leave my sight.”

“There’s not a letter there from 
New York,” I asked, “with my

Bill
“Well, my lad,” he said with faint 

glee, “we know what Fate means 
for you. You can be happy now.” 
name written on it in a delightfully 
illegible, feminine, and slightly red
headed hand?”

“Is there ever?” he snorted. 
“Let’s see—” and he went through 
the stack.

“Well, my lad,” he said with faint 
glee, “at last we’re getting some
where. We know what Fate means 
for you. You can be happy now.”

He handed me a long, white, inno
cent-looking envelope, addressed to 
me. The return address read, “Se
lective Service Syste.’»i—Mecklen
burg County Board Number Three.”

The President of the United States 
to Marion Hargrove, greeting!

—mi—
The boy across the table in the 

Piedmont Grill lifted both hands and 
clapped his brow three times. He 
looked at the clock, then back at 
his breakfast, then back at the 
clock.

“My name is Hargrove,” I said, 
handing him a cigarette.

“Mine is Piel,” he said. “Melvin 
Piel. Tomorrow maybe you can 
make it ‘Private’ on the front.”

“So long as you’re healthy,” I 
said, shrugging a shoulder. “It cuts 
down on the income tax.”

“My hay fever,” he wailed. “What 
will I do with my hay fever? In the’ 
jungles of South Carolina for ma
neuvers, with my hay fever! Oy!”

“Just look at it,” he said on the 
way to the bus station, “maybe a 
posthumous medal my grandchil
dren will get. Private Melvin Piel, 
who gave his life valiantly and 
through the nose from hay fever yet. 
Sneezing to glory.”

The bus station on that morning 
in July was a pathetic picture. Four 
large groups of boys, reconciled to 
the grim and gruesome life ahead 
of them, were bade farewell by wail
ing mothers and nobly suffering girl 
friends who had come down to see 
their loved ones off in a blaze of 
pathos. It was pretty terrible.

The buses swung out of the termi
nal, through midtown, and out to
ward the road to Fayetteville. The 
boys began to feel better, shouted 
farewells to startled girls on the 
street and finally broke into raucous 
song. Four flowers of the nation 
started a blackjack game on a suit
case in the back of the bus.

Brother Piel’s spirits brightened a 
little. His smooth voice found its 
way through the hay fever and 
emerged in song. “It’s a lovely 
day tomorrow,” he sang. “To- 1 
morrow is a lovely day.

“Look at me tomorrow,” he said, 
breaking off suddenly, “Hay foot,' 
Private Piel. Straw foot. Private 
Piel. Hay and straw and look at 
what I’ve got. Hay fever yet! Oy, 
what a life I’ll lead!”

“Maybe what I’d better do when 
I get there, I’d better tell them I’d 
like to go north. They could use a 
good man in Alaska.”

“The South Pole is your meat,” 
I told him.

“That’s it! The South Pole! Boy, 
I’m going to love the Army!”

The tumult and the shouting died 
about halfway to Fayetteville. The 
boys became quiet and thoughtful.

Pleasant Hill
The attendance at Pleasant Hill 

last Sunday was 67 with a collection 
of $9.79. Class No. 6 held the rec
ord in attendance with S. R. Bloser 
as teacher and Class No 4 held the 
record in collection with Mrs. Joy 
Huber, teacher.

Mr. and Mrs. Karl K. Huber cele
brated their 40th wedding anniversary 
at the home of their son, Mr. and 
Mrs. Gerald Huber and son Darrell 
Lee. Other guests were Mr. and 
Mrs. George Huber and son Jimmy.

Owen Spencer and Lelah Hall of 
Lima called at the Norval Scoles 
home Sunday afternoon.

Sunday dinner guests at the Ray
mond Stratton home were Mr. and 
Mrs. Orton Stratton .and Mr. and 
Mrs. Morris Beil and family.

Mr. and Mrs. John Rupright, Mr. 
end Mrs. Wayne Rupright of Find
lay spent Sunday afternoon with Mr. 
and Mrs. Norval Sec’es and Mi. and 
Mrs. Ed Althauser.

Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Shortens of 
Lima were Sunday dinner guests of 
?[’. and Mrs. Willard Jennings and 
f-niily.

Mis. Ruth Sechler of Blutfton, Mrs. 
Mary Persell of Mt. Gilead called on 
Mrs. Lyman Barnes, Wednesday r.f- 
tc moon.

Sunday eve i.ng callers of M~s. 
Cera Huber and Mr. and Mrs. Joy 
Haber and daughter Sondra were Mr 
P R. Filhart of Jenera, Randall 
v’lu n Mr. and Mrs. Doyt Yoakam, 
Mar/rie and Meredith Yoakam of 
Lifff jette.

Mr. and Mrs. J. T. Fleming of La
fayette spent Monday afternoon with 
Mr. and Mrs. Willard Jennings.

Second Allen County War Chest 
campaign starts Tuesday, October 12.
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Concentration Camp at Huy

*3

L

FIRST PHOTO of the German concentration camp at Huy, Belgium, recently smuggled out of Belgium and sen 
to the U. S., shows. Belgium prisoners walking in the inner court, their hands manacled behind their backs 
Prisoners held are intellectuals and professors of Brussels University—men who opposed German orders and 
decrees. Once a day they are allowed to walk for 10 minutes in the court yard of the MQfb which is situated io 
the Fortress of Huy and from which escape is practically impossible.

Mainly 
P&iAanal

Stray bits along Main street . . . 
Doc Ludwig’s embargo on shoe re
pairs—no new business until he can 
catch up . . . and the same thing 
goes for watch repairs . . . and may
be the barbershops will follow suit— 
anyway some of the boys waited un
til after midnight Saturday to be 
trimmed up for Sunday . . . senti
ment growing for curfew ordinance— 
and it’s getting support from some 
quarters you wouldn’t have suspected 
. . . and slow time makes everybody 
speed up to catch the last mail which 
closes at 4 instead of 5—we work 
faster because the time is slower—if 
you know what we mean . . . and 
comes word from the college that 
old grads will be here for homecom
ing Saturday despite gas rationing.

♦ * »
Comes word from Cpl. Fred Herr 

soldering at Ft. Lewis, Washington 
who says that the Bluffton News ar
rives out there usually on Monday 
and it’s read from cover to cover. 
Fred has been in the northwest ever 
since last spring—but his buddy Den
ver Augsburger who was sent out 
there with him is now overseas. And 
speaking of Denver—he and Stanley 
Basinger met up the other day some
where in North Africa—and you can 
imagine how glad each was to see 
someone from Bluffton.

* * ♦
Death of Hod Murray which came 

shortly after listening to his regular 
radio broadcast of the league base
ball games recalls that Hod thruout 
his lifetime was one of Bluffton’s 
most avid ball fans. In fact the 
oldtimers will tell you that Hod made 
history as a catcher in the old Broth
erhood league which preceded forma
tion of some of the present big time 
circuits. Those were the days when 
catchers were not equipped with a 
mask and heavily padded gloves of 
the present day and Hod who always 
stationed himself as closely behind 
the batter as possible “took ’em off 
the bat” in emergencies when the 
game was close according to oldtim
ers’ recollections.

♦ * ♦
John Biome, former chef in one of 

Lima’s topflight eating places told us 
the other day that most ham is over
done especially in the case of pre
cooked ham. John who has prepared 
many a pre-cooked ham says it 
should never be left in the oven for 
more than an hour and sometimes 
45 minutes is enough. For smaller 
cuts 35 minutes in a moderate oven 
is sufficient. Yes, we tried it—and 
we’ll agree that John knows his 
hams. 

♦ * ♦
The Joe Ignats have another boy 

since last Thursday. You may re
member Joe and his wife who was 
Mary Nord, both former Bluffton col
lege students now living in Oberlin. 
This boy is the second. In making 
the announcement Joe says that al- 
tho he’s done a fair job of predicting 
for his friends, he proved a bad 
guesser in both instances at home. 
Two years ago he nearly collapsed 
when they announced the first born 
was a boy—and he paying off a 
couple of bets again this time.

♦ ♦ ♦
Difficulties of wartime travel fur

ther complicated by a change in time 
during the past week made a trip 
in eastern Ohio a rather hectic affair 
for Mrs. Millen Geiger of South 
Lawn avenue. Called to Massillon to 
attend the funeral of a friend the 
telegram that^ she was coming ar
rived after she did; on the return 
trip the change in time caused her to 
miss bus connections at Wooster 
where she was obliged to remain over 
night; and the next morning the 
starter at the bus station put her 
abord the wrong bus which was dis
covered in time to permit her to 
overtake the right bus to Medina 
early the next morning after speed
ing thru Wooster streets in an auto- 

i mobile driven by the station porter 
| and just to complete the record, she 
arrived home last Saturday night on

the A. C. & Y. train which was two 
hours late. 

♦ ♦ ♦
Letters caused a “red letter” day 

for Cpl. Norman R. Edinger, son of 
Scott Edinger, of Orange township, 
recently in Africa. In one mail he 
received 42 letter, and only some one 
away from home can appreciate what 
they mean to a soldier, he wrote. 

♦ ♦ •
Repercussions from turning back 

Bluffton clocks one hour last Sunday 
morning left many residents in a 
quandry for a few days. It was all 
very simple unless you started won
dering about whether you lost an 
hour of darkness or gained an hour 
of darkness, or lost an hour of sleep, 
or gained an hour of sleep, or maybe 
lost your mind, as one person put it. 
Radios, railroads and bus lines only 
added to the confusion by continuing 
to operate on fast time. 

* * *
Inventive minds are always at 

work on labor-saving devices. The 
latest stirring interest about the 
town is Gene Basinger’s new way to 
hull walnuts. He recommends taking 
the nuts when the hulls are green, 
placing them in a driveway and run
ning over them several times with 
an automobile. Then all you have to 
do is push them around with a rake 
and the hulls fall off. Very few nuts 
are cracked when he ran over them 
he said, and there are no unsightly 

i stains on the hands.
♦ » *

Rev. and Mrs. P. A. Kliewer of Al
bany, Oregon, formerly of Bluffton 
have received two letters from their 
son David, since he was taken pris
oner by the Japanese early in the 
war. The first letter received a year 
ago said he was in good health. His 
second letter received last February 
said he was raising rabbits, in fair 
health and as happy as can be ex
pected under the circumstances. 

* * *
The victory garden raised by Mrs. 

George Burns on Cherry street is 
turning out victory products. This 
week a v-shaped carrot from the 
garden is exhibited in the News win
dow. It’s the third v-shaped exhibit 
during the past summer, the other 
were another carrot and an okra pod.

* * *
You’ve heard of Iowa where the tall 

corn grows—but speaking of com, 
don’t forget Orange township where 
Wright Klingler husked an ear of hy
brid the first of the week measuring 
fourteen inches. The ear is on exhibit 
in the News window.

LaFayette
Mr. and Mrs. John Boutwell and 

Mrs. Oscar Pugh of Lima were last 
Thursday afternoon guests of Mrs. 
Jennie Eversole.

Mrs. Nettie Craig was a Wednes
day guest of Mr. and and Mrs. Fred 
Biteman.

Mrs. Lillie Houser of Lima was a 
Saturday afternoon caller of Mrs. 
Bertha Desenberg and daughter.

Mr. and Mrs. Harry Fackler and 
family of Lorain were Wednesday 
guests of Mrs. Alice Fackler.

Miss Mozelle Barney of Greenup, 
Ky., is spending several weeks with 
Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Werner.

Verly Fleming and daughter, Mr. 
and Mrs. Avery Watt, Mrs. Mabel 
Jennings and son were Friday even

ing dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs. 
J. T. Fleming.

Mr. and Mrs. Avery Watt and son 
were Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs. 
J. T. Fleming.

Miss Kathryn Ratliff of Greenup, 
Ky., is spending several weeks at 
the home of her brother, Mr. Gar
land Ratliff.

Rev. and Mrs. W. B. Arthur, Mrs. 
Josie Hall, Mrs. Ethel Heiser, Mrs. 
Kathryn Schumacher, Mrs. Blanche 
Heiser, Mrs. Alpha Salter, Mrs. Bon- 
eta Stoodt, Mrs. Evelyn Weaver at
tended a conference at Dunkirk, Ohio 
Tuesday. Dr. Stanley Jones was the 
speaker.

Mr. and Mrs. Dorence Thompson 
and family spent Sunday evening 
with Mrs. Daisy Thompson of Lima.

Mr. and Mrs. Adrian Moyer and 
family were Sunday guests of Mr. 
and Mrs. E. L. Roberts.

Mr. and Mrs. Blake Guthrie and 
family, Mr. and Mrs. Dorence Thomp
son and children, Rev. and Mrs. J.‘ L. 
Guthrie and family, Mr. and Mrs. 
Philip Long and family and Mrs. 
Clara Wetly and Miss Jennie Rob
erts were Tuesday evening guests of 
Mr. and Mrs. Wilbur Amstutz and 
daughter of Bluffton.

Mrs. Carrie Lentz, Mr. and Mrs. 
Roy Hefner and daughter, Mrs. Inez 
Lippincott, Mr. and Mrs, Robert 
Kline and daughter, Mrs. Belle Tay
lor. Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Watt, Mr. 
and Mrs. Marion Thayer, Mr. and 
Mrs .Clarence Long, Mrs. Bertha 
Thayer, Mrs. Helen Nulf, Mrs. Josie 
Williams and Mrs. Pearl Williams 
attended a conference at Cairo on 
Thursday.

Weevils
The War Production board is al

locating every possible pound of ar
senic for the manufacture of cal
cium arsenate to control severe boll 
weevil attacks in the cotton states.

LOCAL AND LONG 
DISTANCE HAULING

Every Load Insured
STAGER BROS.

Bluffton. Ohio

Insurance - Real Estate
This is a good time to list your properties and farms 

for sale.

A. E. KCHll
Phone 165-W 235 W. College Avenue

For Vigor and Health—

News want-ads bring results.

include meat in your menu.

Always ready to serve you.

Bigler Bros.
Fresh and Salt Meats

Public Sale
We, the undersigned will sell at public auction at our 

farm 6 miles east of Bluffton, or 7 miles west of Arlington 
on Route 103

Friday, October 22,1943
Sale to begin at 12:30 p. m

The following property:
LIVE STOCK

2 HORSES—Bay mare, wt. 1500 lbs.; roan mare, wt. 
1600 lbs.

22 CATTLE—6 Jersey cows; 1 Holstein cow; 1 red 
cow; 7 Jersey heifers, some bred; 2 Guernsey heifers; 1 
roan bull 2 years old; 1 red steer; 1 Jersey bull calf.

20 HOGS—5 brood sows; 1 O. I. C. male hog; 14 pigs.
10 SHEEP—9 Shropshire ewes; 1 Shropshire buck.
CHICKENS—170 White Rock pullets; 50 White Rock 

yearling hens.
FARM EQUIPMENT—Ford-Ferguson tractor on rub

ber. set of steel skeleton wheels, 14 inch breaking plow, cul
tivator , weeder, buckrake, dump scraper, all these at
tachments for Ford tractor. Roderick Lean tractor disc; 
9 ft. cultipacker; spring tooth harrow; 7 ft. John Deere 
grain binder; McCormick corn binder, reconditioned; Mc
Cormick mower; Dain hay loader; side delivery rake; hay 
tedder; John Deere corn planter with fertilizer attachment; 
John Deere manure spreader; Hoosier fertilizer grain drill; 
Shunk 12 in. breaking plow; shovel plows, single and 
double; low wheel wagon with hay rack, bob sled; mud 
boat; corn sheller with pulley; platform scales; grind 
stone; cream separator; sap pails; 2 hog crates; hog 
troughs; feeders and fountains; one set of double harness; 
horse collars: log chains; meat planks; and trestles; potato 
crates; new Klein electric brooder (500 size) ; coal brooder; 
chicken feeder and fountains; ladder; lawn roller; clover 
buncher.

HAY & GRAIN—15 tons hay; 150 bushels oats; 3 
bushels hybrid seed corn.

HOUSEHOLD GOODS—New studio couch; library 
table; porch chair; Morris chair; 2 rockers; cabinet radio; 
2 pedestals, and many other articles.

TERMS—CASH.

HOWARD SMITH (o
MRS. MINNIE SMITH) wwn'" 

Auctioneers—Thrapp & Warren Clerk—Russell Elzay

Practise Typing Paper
Standard Size 8 1*2 x 11 Inches

SCO Sheets .. 25c
(No Broken Packages)

lufften News Office


