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All Aboard the "Tenderfoot Limitedw-- 
the Experiences of Hunters Bold 

Eleven P. M., November (pay day), 
and Marshall Evans, Clyde Pender- 
grass, Walter Meek, Joe Tomlinson 
and myself, all accounting department 
employees, accountants if you please, 
were hurrying and scurrying around 
the Texas and Pacific depot in  Fort  
Worth, getting smoking tobacco, 
chocolate bars, matches and s tar  
navy, preparing to leave on the eleven 
thirty Fort Worth and Rio Grande 
for a one day hunting trip near Men- 
ard, Texas, the terminus of the 
"Grande," and the land of game. 

The station caller was calling all 
aboard the Frisco south, Granbury, 
Stephenville, Brownwood, B r a d  y, 
Menard and all intermediate points. 
Each one of us  grabs his grip, gun 
and hunting bag, making a dash for 
the gate, pass in hand, presenting said 
commutation to the gate man. "Boys, 
before I can let you through, your 
passes must be signed," said the 
dumpy red nose gate  man. 

"Lend me your pencil, Joe," "I 
haven't got any," he said, and every- 
one. though an office man, was shy a 
pencil. An old lady carrying a box 
of soda crackers and a cage, contain- 
ing a parrot, was anxious to  get 
through the gate, so we accepted her 
offer to let us use her writing stick, 
and each pass signed, another race 
for the train was in order. In the 
ruah, Marshall hung his boot toe in 
a stack of cuspidors, lying near the 
track to be cleaned, and slid most of 
the way to the smoker. We got on 
alright, and only had to sit  there 
twenty minutes waiting for the train 
to leave. 

"Tickets, please, get your tickets 
ready, shouts W. 0. Powers, the con- 
ductor, a s  he swings open the door to 
our coach. I reached for my pass. 
and instead got hold of my hunting 
license, and Conductor Powers, by 
mistake, punched it, opened it  up, 
and seeing i t  was  not a pass says, 
"This won't work on this train. and 
I don't need you to work, so  I'll just 
call my brakeman, G. K. Boone, and 
porter, Alf Chaney, and have them 
throw you off." 

After some confusion, my confusion, 
and plenty sweating, and this wasn't 
the conductor sweating either. I lo- 
cated my dead head slip, and every- 
thing was lovely, but my hunting 
license was punched and void, lucky 
i t  wasn't my face. We tried to work 
our faces for a pillow to rest our 
heads on, but Porter Chaney was a 
business man, and finally rented us 
one apiece. H e  only leased those pil- 
lows, but I think we paid for them. 

Friend Clyde, to  be sure. started 
calling the stations immediately after 
we left Fort Worth, poor boy, he  for- 
got they had a brakeman hired for 
that  purpose. H e  kept everybody 
but Meek awake. I believe that boy 
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could sleep under any conditions, and 
snore, no he don't snore, he reverber- 
ates. A debate was started, subject. 
"Could a man get stewed on black- 
berry wine?" Certainly we didn't 
have any, but if we had, could you? 
Very simple little debate, Clyde tak- 
ing the affirmative and that left me 
the negative. I t  didn't make any dif- 
ference which side he took I would 
take the opposite side and show him 
where he was wrong. I got along 
fine on my side until a young man 
came sauntering, well, come to think 
about it, he was staggering into our 
coach, and people-he was certainly 
well organized. Right there I felt  
myself slipping on that debate. Clyde 
strikes up a warm friendship with the 
stew, and desiring to settle the possi- 
bilities of blackberry wine. popped the 
question to his new friend. 

"Well. 1'11 tell you, son." he says. 
(get that  son stuff, he was five years 
younger than Clyde), "all I've got to. 
hic. shay is anybody what, hic, can't 
get drunk on wine, hic, is  jus' a n  ole 
sot." 

Did you hear all that  laughing? 
Yes, they were laughing a t  me, every 
one in the car, sure was funny, but 
something prevented me from titter- 
ing. 

Well, anyway, we settled that de- 
bate and decided t o  sleep some. 
Everybody woke up at  Brownwoorl 
for breakfast. but sleeping Meek, and 
he slumbered on. H e  says now it 
sure i s  a long time between meals, es- 
neciallg when you miss one. After 
breakfast a pillow fight was started 
and several pillows clipped varions 
chins, but no one hurt so  don't shoot, 
to use Clyde's words. 

W e  finally arrived a t  our destina- 
tion, and guns loaded, hiked out 

across country. Bang went the report 
of a gun, and a rabbit bit the dust; 
then the shooting commenced in real 
fashion, and by dinner we had rab- 
bits, squirrels, dove and quail, and if 
any of you a r e  game wardens, that's 
a lie about those quail, they were 
larks, because the season was closed 
on quail, don't tell anybody, but we 
opened it  up, though. 

A fire was started on the river 
bank, thanks to Joe, cause my feet 
were wet and tender, and a good oak 
fire felt fine. Meek, the .sleeping 
beauty, the young gent who snoozed 
himself out of a breakfast, was so 
anxious for dinner that he did the 
cooking and the rest  of us cleaned 
the game. We carried two loaves of 
bread, frying pan, grease aud flour, 
so fried game and bread was the 
chuck, and if you ask me, i t  was 
some meal for five weary, hungry 
hunters after a fifteen mile hunt, 
loaded down with game. 

Everybody fllled from toes to head, 
another jaunt was started. Hadn't 
golie more than a mile before Mar- 
shall spied a n  armadillo, and In three 
shots (expert marksman) with his 
trusty pump we had accumulated 
armadillo meat for supper, but Mar- 
shall shot such a big hole in it, there 
was nothing left but feet, so we left 
those with the toes turned up. Every- 
thing was going along smoothly when 
a game warden rode up on his spotted 
horse shouting, "Let's see your 
license, boys." 

"Oh, the devil," I says to myself. 
and that blamed conductor nulled and 
voided mine, but with persuasion and 
pleading I got by with it, and snre 
was glad we a te  those quail, I mean 
larks, for dinner. 

Several of us got some squirrel 
and dnclrs to take home, and tired 
and worn out waited for the night 
train back to Fort Worth. We had 
negotiations with Mr. Pullman on the 
return trip, and each turned in to 
dream of the swell time we had. The 
next thing I knew the Pullman porter 
was tugging a t  the sheet to wake me 
up. Sure did hate to crawl out, but 
it  was back to the "laundry" for us. 
W e  were treated royally by Conduc- 
tor  Powers and his crew. and a good 
time was had by all, even if I did lose 
every argument and shoot all the 
game. 

W h e r e  Peace Reigns 

The cider's safe in barrels now, 
And with the nuts and apples, i t  
On winter nights will nicely fit, 

When temp'ratures a re  falling low. 
And while we're sitting round the fire 

That crackles sharply on the hearth, 
We see but peace upon the earth, 

While friendly words our hearts in- 
spire. 
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D o n ' t  Miss  T h i s  
Lady Winifred Diana Manners, the 

celebrated English stage star,  familiar- 
ly known a s  "Lady Di," has achieved 
sufficient publicity, through her beau- 
ty and marvelous acting in "The 
Miracle," to make her do's and don'ts 
of more than passing interest to femi- 
nine readers. 

Lady Di's Do's for Beauty 
Be yourself, your best self, always. 
Keep your heart and body young. 
Smart clothes a re  beauty's hand- 

maiden. 
Well cut clothes a r e  most important. 
The individual touch of dress em- 

phasizes the personality. 
Use cosmetics if they suit your 

style. 
Keep your hallds and skin soft. 
Well kept nails adorn the hands 

and stamp the quality of the woman. 
Use plenty of ice on your face, neck 

and shoulders. 
Select colors that become you. 
Speak clearly in a well modulated 

voice. 
Develop poise. 
Cultivate charm. 
Keep your hair healthy and neatly 

dressed. 
Remember that beauty depends up- 

on the harmony of the whole. 

Lady Di's Don'ts for Beauty 
Don't be disagreeable. 
Don't dress carelessly. 
Don't use a shade of rouge that is 

in  vogue unless it  becomes you. 
Don't overtire. 
Don't dress, make up, walk or speak 

in a manner that offends the eye, the 
ear, the spiritual o r  moral senses of 
the beholder. 

Don't appear conscious of your looks 
or  actions. 

Don't follow style blindly. 
Don't bob your hair unless you have 

the  time and money to keep i t  well 
dressed. 

Don't neglect your health. 
Don't bleach your hair. 
Don't make your finger nails illu- 

minated head lights. 
Don't forget good taste is  simplicity. 
Don't overdress or over make up. 
Don't speak loudly or  in  a shrill 

voice. 
Don't forget to be your best self 

always.--RlcCall's Needlework. 

H o m e  o r  H o u s e ?  
Is your's a "home" or i s  i t  just a 

house. Think it over. ,All of us  want 
homes. 

T h i s  Isn't  C h e s t e r  Say ing  
It's his mother and i11 our opinion 

she has a great niany worth-while 
things to say when it  comes to the 
a r t  of cookery. 

Last year when the girls of the 
executive offices, St. Louis, held their 
annual Christmas party, Mrs. Kratky 
contributed a delightful surprise in 
the shape of a Christmas Lamb Cake 
to the merry-making. The lamb, with 
its snowy fleece of cocoanut and fes- 
tive trimmings, was so decorative in 
effect and the cake itself so delicious 
that we felt it would be a n  injustice 
to  our readers for Mrs. Kratky not to  
pass on the recipe: 

3 Eggs 
1 Cup of sugar 

% Cup butter (good) 
2 Heaping cups flour 
1 Pinch salt  
2 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 

Assorted nuts-cut fine. 
After completing the batter, place 

in lamb mould, which should be 
thoroughly greased and powdered 
with flour. Cake rises to fill other 
portion of mould. After baked, re- 
move from mould, make icing of 
whites of eggs, powdered sugar and 
water, spread over cake and then 
sprinkle cocoanut over it, giving the 
appearance of fleece. A couple of 
coffee beans or raisins serve a s  eyes, 
and a red or blue ribbon around adds 
a nifty finishing touch. 

Ba t ik  W o r k  
By Bess Toon 

Not so long ago Greenwich Village 
had a monopoly on Batik work. Today 
any woman who enjoys dabbling with 
paint and brush can include smart 
handkerchiefs, fascinating scarfs or 
exceedingly lovely lamp shades in  
Batik among her  choice Christmas 
gifts. 

Batik, an ancient Japanese art,  has  
become so popular among Westerners 
that the dealers in a r t  goods a re  
showing complete and conveniently 
packed outfits for the process. These 
coiitain packets of dye, cakes of wax, 
brushes, colored diagrams and direc- 
tions for the work. 

The process is essentially one of 
decorating fabrics by alternately dye- 
ing and stopping out portions of a 
design with wax. Melted wax is  ap- 
plied to  the material, preferably a soft 
silk, and the wax resist easily removed 
from the finished pieces by pressing 
with hot irons and washing in gaso- 
line. 

S tuf fed  C e l e r y  
Homemakers of today are coming to 

recognize unlimited possibilities in the 
humble stalk of celery - that very 
necessary adjunct to any successful 
holiday dinner menu. 

Stuffed celery is one of the latest 
favorites, a popular filling being cream 
cheese, mixed with a relish like pi- 
mento. 

Lucy G. Allen, director of the Bos- 
ton School of Cookery, recommends 
the following recipe: 

Select celery stalks with a decided 
curve in  order that sufficient filling 
can be used. Cut the stalks in two 
and one-half inch lengths. fringe the 
tops and stand them in ice water a 
few hours. Remove, wipe thoroughly 
and fill with a paste made by combin- 
ing equal parts of dairy butter and 
peanut butter, seasoned highly with 
salt and cayenne and chopped olivet- 
tes. Pu t  . two pieces together and 
serve on small plates, each fitted with 
a lace paper doily. Garnishing lightly 
with parsley or cress will make the 
dish more attractive. 

M a l a g a  Salad 
Remove skins and seeds from white 

grapes. Insert a filbert, almond, or 
bit of pimento in each grape and add 
an equal quantity of nut meats brolr- 
en in pieces. Serve on lettuce leaves 
with French or Mayonnaise dressing. 
Garnish each salad with a maraschino 
cherry or fancy shapes cut from 
pimento. 

Cheese Balls 
l/i pound cheese 

1 Tablespoon butter or margarine 
Press the cheese through a coarse 

sieve or  pass it  through a food chop- 
per. Add the butter o r  margarine and 
work it  in with a fork. Divide into 
portions and with butter paddles form 
into small balls in the same manner 
a s  for butter balls. 

After-Dinner Mints 
2 cups sugar 
2-3 cup water 
6 drops oil of mint 
Put  the sugar and water together 

into a heavy saucepan and stir until 
the sugar dissolves, then cook with- 
out stirring until a soft ball forms 
when a little is dropped in cold water. 
If a candy thermometer is  used cook 
to 238 degrees F. Cool slightly, add 
the oil of mint, then beat until creamy 
and drop from the tip of a spoon onto 
waxed paper or onto a board covered 
with table oilcloth. Let stand undis- 
turbed until set. 
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T r a n s p o r t a t i o n  D e p a r t m e n t  
Springfield,  Mo. 

H. C. Holmes, Reporter 
L. R. Hoff and wife have returned 

from a vacation in the east. 
Betty Laker is  back a t  her desk 

after a visit of a month in New York 
City. 

The typing bureau has received an 
announcement from Mr. and Mrs. El- 
bert Reams, Jacksonville, Fla., of the 
arrival of Annette Jane, October 9th. 
Mrs. Reams was formerly Maude 
Beard, a typist of this department. 

A. T. Silver, having disposed of his 
home a t  Nichols, has  purchased a 
home and now living in Springfield. 

Cora Pi t ts  spent a recent week-end 
with relatives a t  Buffalo, MO. 

Eva Westerberger was a bridesmaid 
a t  the  marriage, November 9th, of 
Josephine Welch to Charles Xoret. 
Miss Welsh was formerly a Frisco 
employe. 

L o c a l  Fre igh t  Off ice  
K a n s a s  C i t y  

Ruby A. Monroe, Reporter 
V. E. Minsker left November 1st  for 

two months' vacation in Los Angeles, 
which i s  Spanish for "place of 
angels." Vincent didn't have any 
idea what the name of the city gig- 
nified, but wanted to go merely for  
change of climate. 

Marie McGirr has  a new nephew 
who came to Kansas City October 25. 
Marie is one of those people who 
makes a n  ideal auntie anyway, and 
we can understand the little fellow's 
choice. 

Guess Earl Leonard didn't get mar- 
ried on his  vacation as was reported: 
a t  any rate  he's still smiling. 

Wonder if Bill Collins served on 
the election board the 4th? H e  was 
away from the office that  day. 
Couldn't be, though, because Cal was 
elected, and Bill wasn't voting that  
way. 

Georgia Rich was away from the  
office the 28th and 29th of October. 
George is  getting ready to move into 
the new home one of these days and 
there is  a world of things to  be done. 

Frank Fenner has his new trees 
all set  out now. Took a lot of work, 
and F. H. walked around for several 
days with his knees rather weak; 
but we're all counting on a bumper 
crop pretty soon if Mildred Fenner 
doesn't "skin so  many cats" on the 
trees that the apples get scared. 

Josephine Brophy was away from 
the office for two weeks, beginning 
November 7th, owing to the illness of 

her sister, who has been quite ill. Milly 
Jacobs relieved her in  the cashier's 
office during her absence. They a re  
asking if it was Herm or George who 
got married, 'ca e George acts so 
much like a b n i g r b o m .  L wonder 
why? 

"Courtesy" 
By E. L. Ashford 

A number of times we receive letters 
from superior officers concerning 
courtesy to  patrons. Did i t  ever oc- 
cur t o  you that  the real courtesy of 
life is the courtesy that  is  a part of 
a person's life, and doesn't have to  
be assumed? There a r e  few patrons 
who would not be  able to  tell after a 
few words that  a n  individual is 
courteous automatically, and to a n  
extent i t  i s  more or less appreciated. 
The  kind of courtesy that  indeed pays 
dividends (and is  just a s  much a part 
of a railroad's equipment a s  the  cars) 
is the courtesy that is born of a n  hon- 
est desire to make something of a life 
more than the hum-drum everyday 
clerk. The everyday clerk is  essen- 
tial to the road's life and development 
but I venture to  say that  there isn't 
a superior officer on the system who 
isn't eagerly watching for the individ- 
ual who is  showing some signs of am- 
bition-the ambition of character, in- 
dustry, culture and courtesy. We do 
not find many people who achieve 
any position really worth while in any 
industry without courtesy. They may 
appear to have reached some pinnacle 
but maybe they a re  just hanging on 
the  ragged edge when i t  comes t o  a 
real sure footing. Aside from your 
position, and your work, courtesy i s  
one of the requisites of well-rounded, 
worth-while character. Your friends 
associate with you a few hours in the 
day, a few days a year in  t h e  aggre- 
gate. but you're going to s tare  your 
character in the face every time you 
turn around. I t  is  something that  is  
going to s tay right a t  your elbow, and 
is somewhat like the ghost chasing 
the colored fellow through the ceme- 
tery a t  midnight; the faster he goes, 
the faster it  goes. The restlessness 
and irritability and nervousness of 
commercial life today is  largely due 
to a lack of courtesy, not toward pa- 
trons, but toward each other: the be- 
ing considerate in little things, even 
if you're not being paid for it. That's 
a poor argument. For you are  being 
paid for it in the long run-for if 
you get interested in  courtesy toward 
your office associates, i t  i s  going to 

become a habit and not be assumed 
when you are  talking to the Frisco's 
patrons. 

To love someone more dearly every 
day, 

To help a wandering child to  flnd 
his way: 

To ponder o'er a noble thought and 
pray, 

And smile when evening comes, 
And smile when evening comes, 

This is my task. 

To  long for truth a s  blind men long 
for light, 

T o  do my best from dawn of day 
till night, 

To  keep my heart fit for His holy 
sight, 

And answer when H e  calls, 
And answer when He calls, 

This is  my task. 

And then a t  last my Saviour dear  
to meet 

When faith hath made her task on 
earth complete, 

And lay our trophies a t  the 
Saviour's feet, 

Within the jasper walls, 
Within the jasper walls, 

This crowns my task. 
-E. L. Ashford. 

Off i c e  S u p e r i n t e n d e n t  of 
Terminals-Springfield, Mo. 

. By Cleone Stebbins 
Things have calmed down consider- 

ably since the election. Chris Elli- 
son, bill clerk. is  $30.00 richer than 
he  was before. Expected him t o  se t  
them up, but a m  still waiting. 

Born t o  Mr. and Mrs. J. 0. Spencer, 
October 3rd. Martha Ellen Spencer, 
weight 8% pounds. 

Norman L. Hinds made a bet  two 
or three months ago that h e  would 
not smoke until after Christmas. So 
far he is  winner, unless he slips a 
smoke in a t  night after office hours. 
Stick to it, Norman, we're with you. 

L. E. Sullivan, chief yard clerk, has  
been temporarily appointed chief 
clerk to Superintendent Terminals E. 
L. Magers, during the absence of S. J. 
Breckenridge, who is  ill a t  his home. 
We trust Mr. Breckenridge will be 
able to be with us  again shortly. 

W. P. Gustin, general yardmaster, 
was confined to his home a few days 
account of sickness. 

E. L. Magers, superintendent termi- 
nals is  driving a new model Stude- 
baker-some class. 




