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(Continued from Page 3)

me shudder a little.

We'll have to give them a little
credit, though, ’cause they didn't do
it too often—only about once a
month, or year, or whatever the
Egyptian calendar registered in
those days. I guess the same thing
is going on nowadays, only on a
much bigger scale, and of course
the methods aren't so crude, more
up-to-date; but it must hurt just
as bad, and rhaybe there are more
people slaughtered today, because
we have so much more to sacrifice
than those Egyptians did. I don’t
know. I still think those birds had
an edge on us.

There was something fascinating
about that old rock. I hung around
for an hour or two, just looking.
Oh, I forgot to tell you that the
glyphs were all sizes and shapes.
Some of them were like 8serpents,
and some like circles, but the ones
that interested me most looked for
all the world like crossword puzzles
that hadn’'t been worked yet. They
put them there to ensnare and hold
the devil (or whatever they called
that guy in those days) until the
souls of those sweet little dames
could escape and go to their happy
hunting ground.

That reminds me, Charlie — there
is also a lot of Indian signs on the
rock; but they didn't interest me
much, for they are pretiy new, being
only two or three hundred years
old. But it isn't every day in the
week one can see mystic mazes and
circles and stuff, carved away back
sometime in the dark ages, about
600 B. C.

I wonder where those Egyp ians
went when they cleared out of here.
There isn’'t anything else around to
indicate that they stayed very long,
but I guess they did, for carving
that boulder couldn’t have been =2
cinch, and it must have taken them
qQuite a spell.

I wonder if they went on up to
the Bering Strait, and then back
where they came from? Or maybe
a cataclysm came along and upse
their apple carts, or maybe the ice
got them., None of us will ever
know, I guess, but I'll say one
thing — they sure put those glyphs
on to endure, and nothing has been
able to erase that sunburned, brown
stain that I saw running down from
the groove alongside of the rock.

If they just went away on their
own accord they were nuts, for they
certainly couldn’t have found a
more ideal spot for their rituals,
with the sun streaming down on
that old boulder, making it look|
like a temple or something. By Isis,
it was a swell lay-out for .hat par-
ticular kind of high-jinks.

You'd have to see it yourself t-
get what I mean. We stuck aroun
until the sun went down, and |
started ge.ting an eerie feeling. 1
wouldn’'t like to be out there alone
after dark. There might be some
thing to that spirit business, and
anyway I find too much a traction
in Las Vegas in the evenings.

I go to the Apache hotel to eat
once in a while, and it's a swell
Joint. They have the prettiest girl
entertainers, dancing and singing
and they all look like senoritas.
You’'d love it.

While I was rambling around the
place the other night I saw a fellow
who looked just like pictures I'd
seen of Buffalo Bill. T asked a -ia
who he. was and found out he wx
the manager of the Apache. He su: :
i8 pretyrédque, with long whide hasr; |
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Siam’s Fairest

Miss Mayuri Vichya, jJust se-
ected as “Miss Siam,” will
arrive at San Franciseo for open-
ng of California World’s Fair
next February. This picture flown
w0 U. S. by trans-Pacific airmail,

and a good-looking beaded vest on,
with all of the fixin's to make a
man look frontier-like.

I'm still trying to
whether he dresses tliat wav be.

figure ou

cause he likes to or jus for atmi=-
phere. It doesn’'t matter, though,
because he looks all right and

everybody likes him. I hear he rides
a horse like a million dollars & !
think I'll try to borrow Chico (that
little buckskin I .old yeou ab:«n
and accidentally meet him some-
where out on one of his rides.
Maybe I can hit up a conversation
with him, 'cause he's bound tu teel
sorry for me when he secs me try-
ing to rmde CUiico Pmy ¢t ave 14 1t
trot. Who knows—1I might get
first-aid from nim, or (e m.oe (L 2. e
me a few pointers on how to hold
my reins; but still I guess he won't
ever have much time for me, be-
cause he meets so many people of
account here —dukes and duchesses
and counts, and engineers and gee!
S0 many notable folks from all
parts of the world who come here

Hel ? Kidneys
Don’t Take Drasfic Drugs

Your Kidneys contain 9 million tiny tubes
or filters which mag be endangered byy neg-
lect or drastiec, irritating drugs. Ee careful.
If functional disorders of the Kidneys or
Bladder make you suffer from Gcttlnf Up
Nights, Nervousness, Pains, Circles
Under Dizziness, Backache, S8wollen
Joints, Excess Acidity, or Burn Passages
don’t rely on ordinary med 8. Pﬁh‘
such troubles with the doctor's prescrip-
tion Oystex. Cystex starts work% in'$
bours and must prove entirely satisfactory
in 1 week, and be exactly the medicine you
need or mox:loy back is guaranteed. Tele-
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' to see Boulder dam, and for other'
! reasonin,

Theie's & lot here to attract. I |
found that out last week, and now
vou'd better pray for me, boy, be-

my hear is all agog again.
1 didn't feel this way down there,
where you never do see the moon
much but oh! boy! this Las Vegas
moonshine — not the kind you're
thinking of, kid.

While I'm writing this letter to
vou I can see ou. the door, and
there i8 a whole flock of white
igeons on the lawn. I'm going out
and fool around with them for a
while, and then dash over to visit a
‘riend of mine who is pretty sick.

I'll write you tomorrow, Chuck,
and for hell’s sake (as some of the
boys say here) iry to get away
from the gtrind for a while and run
in on me. We could have a lot of

fun doing the spots. That appeals
to yoiu, doesn’t it, boy?

Personally, I find 2’1 I want right

| out in the opén; but shucks a fel-

low has to ea: now and then, and
I can't live altogeiher on moon-
beams and pure air. So il you declle
to come up, you migit locate me in
any one of the cafes, or maybe a
cocktail room.

You can’'t miss me, Charlie, for
I

I'm just everywhe quring the
course of an eveninz. Aund you'll
never lose vour way on Fremont
stree , because it's too light. Never

Saw S0 many neon s.gns in my life
in one spot. Sees you later then,
feliow, and I'll close this letter with
the same old warmth I always close
a letter with.

Your frienid,
DINNY DEVRO.

It is said that the WPA funds will
last until March, 1939. It will then
Le necessary to get 4 new appropria-
ation to last till November, 1940.
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_aduren injoy Housework When

“Helping Mother” Is Made Fun

-. HY do some children like
: housework, and why do others
' use all their ingenuity to escape
;any part of the homemaking re-
, sponsibility?

There always have been children
who did their daily part in “helping
mother” with full willingness and
' interest, just as others always have
resisted any effort to bring them
fnto the daily activities. Now
psychologists tell why there even
may be both kinds in one family.
They explain, too, hcw mothers may
interest children in being eager
| assistant homemakers, and how the
' junior members of the family can
be kept that way.

, “The desire to play is uppermost
in the minds of little children,” the
' authorities point out. “The desire
to imitate is just as strong. The
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washing when the family washing
is done. She wants to iron when
she sees the ironing being done.

“If she is given actual household
articles, even only one or two hand-
kerchiefs, to wash and iron, a start
has been made toward arousing her
interest in household responsibili-
ties.

“In the home with a household
ironer, for example, it is, literally,
‘child’s play’ for a little girl to
watch her mother seated at the
machine and then to begin taking
over a share in each week’s ironing.
The imitative instinct and the play
desire still are strong in her. The
mother uses both to enlist the child
in a routine feature of homemaking
which is made pleasant for her by

the fact'that difficuity’and, drudgery :

| average detle girl weats 10 do herfhave been banished trome #7* - '



