









































Jack: Did I ever tell you about the
time I came face to face with a lion?
Jim: No, what happened?
Jack: There I stood, without a gun.
The lion growled and crept closer . . .
and closer . . . and closer . .
Jim: Then what happened?
Jack: T moved on to the next cagel

—Warren BeBout

San Luis Obispo, CA

Ron: I hear that the moon is going
broke.
Don: Where did you hear that?
Ron: Well, it said in the paper that
the moon was down to its last quar-
ter.

—Craig Minor

Longview, WA

A Royal Ranger Leader asked: “And
what did the Israelites do after they
had crossed the Red Sea?”

A small boy answered: “I don’t
know, sir, I guess they dried them-
selves.”

—Charles Vincent Mathis
Wildwood-by-the-Sea, NJ

Commander: What is the best way to
keep a skunk from smelling?
Boy: Hold his nose.
—Warren BeBout
San Luis Obispo, CA

A mother asked her seven year old
son what you had to do before you
are baptized? The son answered, “You
have to hold your nose.”

—Paul Valenzuela
Phoeniz, AZ
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Fred had a habit of lifting his milk-
mug with his left hand. This usually
resulted in his winning the “spilling
bee.” His mother threatened punish-
ment, but the next time he spilled his
milk, he quickly remarked, “Mom,
that reminds me of a verse I learned
in the Bible, ‘My cup runneth over.”

—Charles Mathis
Wildwood-by-the-Sea, NJ

Old Lady: A ticket to Toledo, please.
Ticket Agent: Do you want to go by
Buffalo?
Old Lady: No, better make it by
train,
—Warren BeBout
San Luis Obispo, CA

Commander: What does it mean
when the barometer starts falling?
Small Ranger: 1 guess it means that
whoever nailed it up didn’t do a
good job.

A farmer on his first visit to the
city was fascinated by the asphalt
streets. Scraping his feet on the hard
surface, he remarked “Can’t blame
’em for buildin® a town here. The
grounds too hard to plow anyhow.

—Craig Minor
Longview, WA

Commander: What is a volcano?
Boy: A mountain with hiccups.
—Warren BeBout
San Luis Obispo, CA

Why did Santa Claus use only
seven reindeer this year?
He left Comet home to clean the
sink.
—Warren BeBout
San Luis Obispo, CA

Minnesota Royal Ranger: It gets so
cold here in the winter that we have
to put heaters under the cows to milk
them.

Texas Royal Ranger: That's nothing.
It gets so hot back home that we
have to feed the hens ice water so
they won't lay hard-boiled eggs.

Customer: When I bought this cat,
you told me he was good for mice.
He doesn’t go near them.
Pet Shop Clerk: Well, isn't that good
for mice?
—Warren BeBout
San Luis Obispo, CA

A tourist spotted an Indian send-
ing up smoke signals in the desert
with a fire extinguisher strapped to
his side.

“What’s the idea of the fire ex-
tinguisher?” asked the tourist.

The rugged redskin replied, “If me
misspellum word, me erasum.”

—Warren BeBout
San Luis Obispo, CA
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“Beautiful!” Chet Thompson muttered under his
breath as he admired the fancy new racing bike in
the show window. He had been saving for this since
late summer! His dad promised to match half the
cost for Christmas and his savings had reached: that
point today!

Casting a satisfied glance over his shoulder, Chet
started toward home. Just then, that emptiness
which had bothered him for several days began
gnawing again. Oh well, he’d get the Christmas spirit
once that new bike was his.

At home, he entered the back way and stopped
once inside as he overheard voices in serious dis-
cussion. It was his parents. He decided to listen a
moment and share his news later.

“I don’t know what we're going to do,” his dad
was saying. “The Trail Blazers have been asked to
march in the annual Christmas parade and the Jef-
ferson twins have no uniforms.”

“I krow,” Mrs. Thompson replied, “that burn-out
hit them pretty hard, and the insurance hasn’t come
through yet!”

“The only money I have available right now is
what T've set aside for Chet’s bike,” his dad con-
tinued, “and I just can’t afford to disappoint my
SOm.

Chet waited until their conversation ended. He
then made some noise in the kitchen, said “hi” to
his parents and then off to his room. He was glad
his parents would not let him down, but that parade
was important to everybody in Outpost 135! And
the whole town was depending on them to lead out

16

NRISTMAS

with the colors! He was glad he had kept still about
reaching his goal today.

Suddenly he felt a strange feeling deep inside.
Jumping to his feet, he ran downstairs. He wanted
that bike, but he also felt an overwhelming urge to
help the twins. After all, his dad was the com-
mander of the outpost. He had to do something!

Commander Thompson listened very attentatively
to his proposal. When he had finished, he shook his
head. Chet thought he saw a tear in the corner of
his eye.

“That’s great, Chet!” he said. “I'm proud of you.”
He reached out and placed an arm around his son’s
shoulder and hugged him.

A week later, the yuletide festivities filled the
Main Street of Tarlton. The bands were playing,
drums were rolling, and the many floats were de-
lighting the townspeople.

Up front were the Royal Rangers of Outpost 135,
looking sharp in their khaki uniforms. Chet was call-
ing cadence as Senior Guide. At his side were the
twins, proudly carrying the American and Christian
flags. Chet felt all warm inside as he remembered
the boys still did not know who their benefactor was.

No more searching for the Christmas spirit now!
Chet had found it in helping those who could not
help themselves. The bike would wait. And the
smile from the twins made it worth the sacrifice.

Chet Thompson had learned the lesson we all
should remember, “It is more blessed to give than
to receive” (Acts 20:35).

HIGH ADVENTURE
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