
H a p p i n e s s  a n d  S o r r o w  Go H a n d -  
i n - H a n d  T h r o u g h  U n i o n  

S t a t i o n  
(Corrt iirtrcd from Page 12.) 

"Did you find her?" Mr. Dunard 
asked him. 

"Sure. She wandered up-she was 
just lookin' a t  the different stores in 
Ihe station!" 

T h e  Clock Moved Not  
One day a woman was standing on 

the platform where the trains are  
called and depart,  looking intently a t  
the dial, which is set  to show the 
time of departure of the train. She 
turned to Mr. Dunard and said: "I've 
been watching that clock for fifteen 
minutes and it hasn't moved!" 

Mr. Dunard once assisted an  oil man 
from Tulsa on the train, and, after he 
had gotten all his baggage in the s ta te  
room on the Texas Special, the man 
found he had lost his wife. They 
looked for some time, b i ~ t  failed to lo- 
cate her. The train was ready to de- 
part, and the only thing to do  was 
to have the baggage taken off, and in- 
stitute a search. The train left, and 
still thc  wife had not been found. 
In about an  hour, a wire came from 
Bismarck, No., advising that she had 
Boarded a Missouri-Pacific train in er- 
ror, and was without money. It was 
necessary to wire her money and to 
wait until the next morning when she 
would arrive back in St. Louis. Just  
another of the many duties Mr. Dun- 
arc1 perforn~s. 

But it remains for the Infornlation 
Bureau to give out the "Foolish Ques- 
tions" which are  asked by the thou- 
sands who go through the station 
daily. The persons on duty must be 
walking encyclopedias. and know 
every bit of news in the town. 

One of their number, Adam Rosen- 
thal, who is one of the five employed 
in the office, has been taking down 
some of these amusing questions for  
some time, and he gladly told of a 
few. 

What!-A Bawth! 
A woman, on an excursion to Hot 

Springs, Ark., asked if there would 
be any possible chance to get a bath 
between St. Louis and Hot Springs! 

"But the funniest thing I believe I 
ever heard, was not so long ago; an 
elderly man came ul) to the Informa- 
tion Bureau and asked, 'Can you tell 
me where I can pass out?' " 

A11 old negro wanted to have his 
ticket validated, however, when he 
got to the window, he asked: "Can 
you all tell me where I can gits dis 
ticket ventilated?" 

One woman called and asked if she 
could take a child on the train who 
had scarlet fever, and another man 
inquired for a lower in a car with 
an alcohol bath. 

"Foreigners are  perhaps the hardest 
to deal with," Mr. Dunard said, "as 
they rarely have anyone in the crowd 
who can talk English. But there is 
always someone around the station 
who can interpret their language. 
They are  usually given a ticket where 
they board the train, and travel to 

their destination, entirely dependent 
ou the employes of the big terminal 
stations to see that they board the 
proper train. It has always been a 
inarvel to the average observer that 
there are  not more of them lost. They 
seem so utterly helpless, but the ef- 
ficient force a t  the terminals care for 
them admirably." 

Public Is Courteous 
Every employe of the terminal 

stoutly asserted that  the traveling 
~ u b l i c  as  a whole is very courleous, 
and they all were in accord that  they 
would much prefer to wait on people 
who had not traveled extensively, than 
those who had, for they receive the 
advice inuch more graciously and 
are  eager to learn. 

These people are  also the ones who 
tip the most tor service received. 
They are deeply appreciative. 

-4nd this is only half the story. 
This huge station has been the 

scene of many stories. It has been 
the scene 05 the reuniting ol  lan~ilies,  
and of their departure, the scene of 
the send-off of a bridal couple and 
the participants in these events are  of 
every nationality and from every 
walk of life. 

If you feel that you're having a hard 
row in life, watch a family of some five 
or  six children with their mother-their 
only belongings packed in a shabby 
suit case, eagerly clutching the ticlret 
that is to take them to the father. 
They haven't eaten for perhaps a day. 

Watch the little co-ed, on her  way 
home for a vacation-the actress,  
treading on air with her poodle 
clutched tightly in her arms-the 
farmer, in for a little shopping tour; 
or the cowboy, dressed in "civilized" 
clothes, except for his sombrero. 

&Ir. Dunard has a great philosophy 
of life, and he gets  a chance to study 
many different types. His work is 
highly interesting and he sells Frisco 
service in quantities, a t  an  "on the 
job" schedule. 

New O z a r k  H o t e l s  
The Ozarlc region, traversed by 

nlany miles of Frisco Lines, is fast 
gaining the prominence which it 
rightly deserves, and every summer 
hosts of new friends view its scenic 
beauties. 

Comfortable hotels are  being erect- 
ed to accommodate the public, and the 
latest is "The Frances", located a t  
Monte Ne, just fifteen minutes from 
Rogers, Ark. This hotel is owned by 
Rogers' business interests, and is 
under the management of Messrs. 
Graham and Wayne, who have had 
several years' experience and exert 
themselves to please their guests 
with efficient service. 

Anlong the attractions which sur- 
round this lovely hotel is the Iris 
Armstrong Camp for Girls; a summer 
dramatic school; also another camp 
for girls from Dallas, Texas, which 
joins itlonte Ne on the East. 

A large dancing pavilion has been 
built, and the Pathfinders of America 
held their summer convention a t  this 
hotel. 
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E a s t  Y a r d  Off ice  a t  M o n e t t ,  Mo., 
D e s t r o y e d  b y  F i re ,  A u g u s t  12 

Damage of $6,000 When Frame Struc- 
ture Is Struck by Lightning- 

Valuable Records Lost 

The east yard office of the Frisco 
a t  Monett, No., was completely des- 
troyed by fire, August 12, following 
a storm in which it was struck by 
lightning. 

The fire department respouded to 
an  alarm sent in, but the building was 
completely burned before the fire 
could be checked. 

This building was a frame struc- 
ture and was moved from the Frisco 
property a t  Fifth Street a number of 
years ago to the east yards. 

There were thirty-two lockers in 
the building, containing the clothing 
of the switchmen, such as  rain coats, 
boots and work clothes. They were 
completely destroyed. This office was 
used as  headquarters for the yard- 
master and for a telegraph station. 

The loss of the building is estimated 
a t  $6,000 and some of the records 
destroyed were highly valuable. 

S t r a w b e r r i e s  i n  F i l m  
Monett, Mo., has just enjoyed one 

of the most prosperous strawberry 
seasons in the history of the city. 
Nonett strawberries were shipped to 
practically every s ta te  in the Union. 

Recently, the Fox News Service ex- 
hibited a t  one of the Nonett local 
theatres, pictures of the strawberry 
industry, from the field to the loaded 
express car, and these films will be 
shown all over the United States. 

While many eastern wholesale 
dealers are  familiar with the fine 
size and quality of Ozarlr strawberries, 
this film   ill be a fine bit of advertis- 
ing for those who are  not in direct 
communication with the story of the 
~ r o w t h  and the immense voluine of 
the Ozark strawberry industry. 

Etiquette of the Ha t  
Without consulting any of the 

authorities on eticlwtte, we will an- 
swer the cluestion. "When is the prop- 
er  time for a man to lift or remove 
his hat?" for the benefit of our read- 
ers. At the following times and on 
the following occasions, respectfully. 
the hat should be removed or lifted 
as  the circumstances indicate: When 
mopping the brow; when taking a 
bath; when eating; when going to 
bed; when taltinq up a collection: 
when having the hair trimmed; when 
being shampooed, and when standing 
on the head.-Dodo. 

Four Letters Meaning Dumb 
W e  hear that  this was pulled a t  the 

Cross-Word Puzzle Ball held re- 
cently: 

One of the nicest mPn in town said 
to the nicest matron: "May I have this 
dance?" 

"No, I'm too danced out." 
"Why, you're not too damned stout. 

You're jnst plump. Please dance this 
one." 





Apparel  by courtesy of Scri~gjis-V;~ridcrroort-Uuney Dry Goods Compkny, St. Louis, >lo. 
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The Romance of Warren and Ellen-and 
the Kidnappers 

Grown-Ups 

B e  Quiet  

-C*J LLEN BAKER lived next door 2 2 and it  was generally conceded 
2 2 in the neighborhood that she 

was just about the sweetest 
little girl who ever was. 

At least that's what Warren Tarr 
and his buddies thought, and more 
than once, one of their number had 
come to the rescue of fair Ellen. 
Johnny strain rescued her darling lit- 
tle pet dog from the wheels of a 
passing car, and gratitude beamed 
from her eyes when she thanked him. 
Then again, Billy Brown brought her 
a little lost kitten he had found. And 
so, Ellen mas always receiving atten- 
tion, bnt it  just seemed to Warren 
that all the other "guys" thought of 
the nice things to do before he  got 
there. 

Never mind, he'd show 'em. Some 
day something terrible mould har)~)en. 
and they would all be so far away 
and he'd happen on the spot just in 
time, and-well, things did happen, 
and you never could tell. 

This was what Warren was turning 
over and over in his mind while he lay 
in his bed that  night. And he was 
also trying to plan some heroic deed. 

"That pie of mother's certainly was 
great tonight! Gee, whiz, an'  she giv 
me two pieces! TVisht I'd a saved one 
for Ellen fer tomorrow." Warren 
thought a s  he gazed out of the win- 
dow where the trees were rocking in 
the wind. The moon was shining 
brightly, and as  he lay there, he made 
Sunny images out of the clustered 
leaves. 

One bunch just exactly made an old 
man's f a c e a n d  another was a perfect 
elephant's head. Wonder if Ellen 
ever made things out of the leaves on 
the trees-! 

Then all  of a sudden things begau 
to happen. Ellen Baker's house was 
in plain view of Warren's window. 
He gazed out in astonishment. What 
was it that  he had heard. A voice? 
No. two, talking in undertone. 

H e  strained his ears to listen! 
"Git me a ladder and we'll climb 

up," one of the voices whispered. 
"Got one right here-where'll we put 

i t ?  We gotta be careful." This voice 
seemed concerned for their safety. 

And then Warren saw in a minute 
just what was happening. They mere 
trying to get a ladder to the window 
where Ellen was peacefully slumber- 
ing! But why? Then it dawned on 
him that they were going to kidnap 
Ellen Baker! 

For a moment he stood, rooted to 
the spot, while one of the men, as- 
sisted by the other, was climbing the 

ladder, which would give him a 
chance to  slip into the opened window. 

Crickets were chirping, and the 
moon was lighting the scene. The 
wind was slightly rocking the trees, 
but no other breath of life existed, 
a s  fa r  a s  the two men, Warren and 
Ellen were concerned. 

THE TWILIGHT HOUR 

THE HEROIC DEED 

A P a g e  
Just 

C h i l d r e n  

Something must be done' Quickly, 
too. Warren slipped on his clothes 
ancl started down the stairs. 

What  a n  awful noise those old steps 
made. Never before had their creaks 
been so  audible. 

Warren would go and wait u n d ~ "  
the \vinclow, for they would surely 
return the way they had gotten in, 
and they would h a r e  Ellen with them. 

Towser barked violently. 
"Sss-hh! Com-mon, Towser, help me 

out and we'll both be heroes! Nice 
dog!" Warren patted his head and 
Towser, realizing that his assistance 
was needed, bristled up the hair on 
his back, prepared for the occasion. 
IVarren unleashed him and together 
they crept toward the window where 
the kidnapping was to take place. 

Yes, the men had made the ascent 
and-well-"I'd just like to see 'em 
get away from T o w e r  an' me," and 
Warren gave Towser a pat of compan- 
ionship, which meant he must help 
and do his part. 

Patiently they waited minutes, 
which seemed hours. Finally a head 
mas thrust out of the window-and 

the coast being apparently clear, a 
foot was cautiously placed on a round 
of the ladder, and down came the 
first man. The second one followed, 
and a s  Warren peered a t  him, he 
noted that he had over his shoulders 
a sleeping child. Together the two 
men succeeded in carefully getting 
the child to the ground where they 
laid her quietly down. 

But the conlmotion began shortly 
after they had reached the ground- 
for Towser, with a "Sic 'em" from 
Warren, made a dash for one man, 
while Warren, putting his foot before 
the other man, tripped him so that h e  
fell. In a second he was in the mid- 
dle of his back-punching his head, 
his shoulders-wherever he could ge t  
a chance. 

Towser was doing his best to en- 
tirely disrobe the second man, and his 
screams of "Oh, ouch, help-call off 
yer dog!" led one to believe that the 
worst of the fight was over. 

"What do you mean by kidnapping 
Ellen-don't you know she  don't want 
to go with you! Take that-and 
that!" Aud Warren was beating 
away relentlessly, with blows which 
were evidently taking effect. 

"Why, Warren-what in the world 
a r e  you doing?" 

Mother had entered the bedroom, 
to find Warren straddling a huge pil- 
low, beating it until the feathers were 
beginning to fly. 

"Warren-make up! " 
"I'm saving Ellen's life-I'm- 

why-" and then he opened his eyes 
to a bright sunshiny morning. Mother 
was standing in the doorway with her  
trim, white apron, and the rooin was 
littered with feathers, while the two 
pillow "kidnappers" were on the floor, 
and Warren relinquished his hold of 
the "bold, bad bandit". 

"Warren, those two pieces of pie 
were too much last night! Only one 
piece after this. You're had a night- 
mare. I suppose you've forgotten that 
this is the first day of school. Several 
of the boys have been whistling for 
you, and I thought you were dressed. 
Ellen Baker just went by. Hurry ancl 
dress, breakfast is walting." 

Warren sank back on the pillow for 
a n  instant. "Well, can you beat that- 
the only time I ever was the hero, I 
had to go an' wake up and spoil it 
all! Jus t  a dream! Anyway, if that 
did really happen, I'll just betcha 
Towser and I could catch most any- 
thing that  would get Ellen." 

"Warren! Warren, a r e  you dressed 
yet?" 

"Nome. But I'm pretty near awake. 
Mother will you fix me up two apples 
in my lunch. Maybe there might be 
somebody I'd like to give one to!" 

-&I. C. 31. 






