A ROYAL RANGERS MAGAZINE FOR BOYS

',: +**
,'€

€ *?

..if

#,

$ffi

HOW TO BEAT THE HEAT
THIS SUMMER

VISIT A MISSISSIPPI
RIVERBOAT TOWN

IDEAS FOR FIXING UP
YOUR CAMP KITCHEN

BLAZE-THE STORY OF A

PUZZL,ES WITH

A PUNCH

FREE.SPIRITED HORSE
LIVING WITH MOSQUITOES
r&"r*#y *j.-e:;

CONTENTS

cover illustrorion

bv

RANDY

CLUTE SUMMER 1979

s

Articles
4 Whew!

lt's

9 Why the Star
a

Scorcher!
Preparations to meet and
beat the heat.

By Stephenie Slahor

5 Rangercraft
Great ideas to helP You
create efficient, easy
campsite kitchens.

6

in the Apple?

Cut open an apple and

you'lldiscover a fivepointed star inside.

By Grover Brinkman

14 A Lizard Called Toad
The horned toad is a
grotesq ue-looking creature
resembling a monster.

By John Eller

By Bonnie Taylor

Adventure in
Sawyer Town

Fiction

Relive the life of Tom
Sawyer when you join
these Rangers on a triP
to Hannibal, Missouri.

By John Eller

Siege
2 The Thirsty
were about
The lndians
to attack the fort. How
could they survive?

By O. J. Robertson

10 CamP ls for
Sharing
Meet Bill Harris, the
new boy at camp whom
everyone dislikes!

By Edna Heitkamp

12 They Call Him
Blaze
S determination
to tame a wild colt.

A young boy

By Phil Wayman
H ICH ADVE NTU RE STAFF :
Editor: Johnnie Barnes, Layout Editor: Dave Barnes,
Assoc. Editor: lohn Eller

HICH ADVENTURE-Volume 9, Number 1 (881180)
published quarterly by Royal Rangerr, 1445 Boonrille
A\enue, Springfield, MO 65802. Subscriptron rdte5:
single subscri piion $'1 .50 a year ; bundle (mi ni mu m of
five subscriptions, all mailed to one address) $1.30
a year. Copyright '1979 Ceneral Council of the Assemblies of Cod. Printed in U SA. Secondtlass postage

paid at Springfield, Mo., and at additional offices.

HIGH ADVENTURE

!n desperate need for
water, the women courageously saved their

fortfrom...

THE

THIRSTY
SIEGE
BY O. J. ROBERTSON

ILLUSTRATIONS BY RANDY CLUTE

f

he women inside the fort at Bryan's

Station, near present-day Lexington,
Kentucky, had never been so excited and
busy.
It was August L782. The settlement of
Bryan's Station was in grave danger.
Outside, in the thick forests, a large force

of Indians waited to attack the walled
stockade.

Everyone had to do his or her part to
little settlement. The sixty-one
men of the foft were reinforcing the log
u'alls and gates with heavy poles. Some
u'ere guarding the port holes.
The t'omen were busy loading rifles.
save the

\\/ith sure hands they measured precious
pou'der, placed patching and bullet in
position, and rammed the gun stick down

the long barrels. They talked in low
voices as thev u'orked.

"Hou'can

so

feu'ofus hold out against

three or four hundred cunning war-

riors ?" a young \\'oman asked nervously.
"I don't Lrr<111., but u'e mustl" came a

quick reply.

"Haven't you heard?" an older woman
spoke up calmly. "Our leaders have decided to send to other forts for help. At
the right moment, two messengers will
slip away from the fort and go to the
nearby settlements."

"May they be successfull" many

voices spoke in unison.

Luckily, the two brave messengers
slipped safely out ofthe fort and into the
cover of the forest. The worried settlers
breathed a thankful sigh and hoped the
Indians would delay their assault until
help was on the way.

Most of the Indians were hidden in

ambr,rsh near a large spring which
supplied drinkingwater forthe people of
Bryan's Station. A few planned to attack

the opposite side of the fort. This
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scheme, if it worked, would draw the
settlers outside the stockade and leave it
defenseless against the main foe near the
spring.
But the men and women of Bryan's

Station suspected sr.rch a trick. They

manned both sides of the fort, placing the
strongest defense on the side which the
Indians thought unguarded.
Then a serious problem arose inside

the fort. The supply of drinking water
grew very lorv. The people needed water
to drink. Water would be needed to put
out fires if the Indians shot burning arrows onto the cabin roofs.
"We must get water some rvay!" the
leader of the fort said. "Some of the
younger children are already crying for a
drink. Without water there is little hope

for us."
The men pondered this alarming situa"If we go to the spring, the Indians
will know we've discovered their plot,"
one man said. "They know we never
carry water on the frontier."
Immediately a young woman stepped
forth. "Let some of the women and girls
go to the spring," she suggested bravely.

tion.

"Yes, we always carry the water,"

second woman stated.

a

"If we go calmly,

will suspect nothing."
There was a long argument. "When we
came over the mountains to live, we
knew we must face many dangersl" one

the Indians

woman said, quickly and earnestly.
"We have always proved our courage.
We will not fail now! Open the gates and
we

will

go to the spring."

Finally the men agreed to the daring
plan.

The women and older girls hurriedly
gathered up buckets, pots, and gourds.
Slowly they walked out the open gate
and down the path to the spring. Their

hearts beat excitedly with each step, but
they chatted and laughed, pretending to
be unaware ofany danger. The Indians,
hiding near the spring, were fooled by
the women's behavior.
The women took their time as they
dipped water from the spring. They took
time to drink from their gourds. Some of

the young girls skipped around and
gathered bouquets of wild flowers.
As they walked back to the fort, the

women wanted to run. But if they ran,
their bravery would be in vain. The Indians would see and know that their
presence was known by the men inside
the fort.
So the women walked slowly. Some
sat down their pails, pretending to rest.

When they entered the fort, and the gates

closed, many of the women wept with
thankfulness as they emptied their precious water into big barrels. Now the fort
was ready for siege.
A few minutes later a woman who was
on watch at a porthole cried out: "Open
the gates!'Our two messengers are retuming. And with them are many armed
men from other settlements."
The hidden Indians looked on in surprise as the messengers and men mshed
into the fort and the gates closed. They

knew now that their presence was
known.

The Indians camped in the woods all
night, making lots of noise, but they
did not attack. Before day they slipped
away. Behind them their camp fires
burned low and unattended.
Bryan's Station was safel The men and
the brave women who had carried water
from the spring had outwitted a crafty
foe.

There was promise of better days to
come.*
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Kitchen Fixing!

Meqlfirne ldeqs
For Yrur Sumfner
RANGERCBATT

On your next camp-out
be ready to face
those kitcheru duties
head-on! Here are
a few ideas to get
you out of the
kitcheru fast and
blazing the trail,

BY JOHN
ELLER
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Adventure in Sawyer Town
BY JOHN ELTER
PHOTOGRAPHS BY FREDERICK DETERS
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The Mississippi
River town led
these Royal Rangers
on a voyage full of
fun and excitement
they won't ever forget.
LAST OCTOBER, TWO ROYAL

acljacent

to the N{nrk Twain

Cave.

Samuel Langhorne Clemens, who took
the pen name of N{i,rrk Twain, roamecl
and explorecl this area irs a boy. The cave
is now clesignatecl as a Unitecl States
n:rtural lanclmark.
Saturday began rvith an ear-piert'ing,
spine-tinglin g Re x eille, inclicative o1' the
excitement ir store. A robust breakfirst
wtrs folkrrvecl by n nature hike irround the

Ranger outposts from the St. Louis section macle their pilgrimage 100 miles

area. Leaves were beginrring to turn
their autumn ctilors, rnaking the fbrest
splerrdor to resernble one of Aunt Polly's
rluilt patterns sri farniliar to \'{ark Twain's

Twain. This double-barrel excursiort included an overnight camp-out ancl sightseeing adventure under the direction of

tirne.

north to Hannibnl, Missouri, worldrenowned boyhood home of Mark

Carl Crackel, sectional cornmancler.
The group consisted of leaders :rnd
boys from Outpost 53 (Trinity Tabernacle) trnd Outpost 118 (Frienclship
Assembly). Hosting the tour r.vas
Hannilral's Outpost 17 (First Assembly).
Camp was set up on the Nlississippi

First stop on the tour r.vas Rivervierv
Park, a ltrrge tract of 250 acres trtop the
river blufl's. The statue of Nlark Twain is
located here, and stancls 300 f'eet above
the river. The park overlooks Ilannibtrl
from the north, ;rnd off'ers

a

breath-taking

view of activity on the IUississippi River
tind the Illinois fiirmland. The group wtrs
fcrrtunate to have il barge working its wtrv
ON PAGE 7
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Adventure into the past with Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn.

Becky Thatcher home, and the eerie
Haunted House on Hill Street.
It was then time to retr,rn-r to the cave as

downstrearn at the time of their visit. The

opening of the railroad swing bridge
amid blasts fronr the tugboat's horn

helped greatlf in the return to yes-

tours were already underway. The group
had spent more time than planned at the
boyhood home, but the museum contained so many relics of Mark Twain's
days as a river pilot and writer that the
boys were captivated by the portraits,
statr.res, models of steamboats and manuscripts.
Mark Twain was Tom Sawyer. He did
not say so, but admitted doing several
things that appear in his books such as
giving painkiller to the cat, stealing oirt
by night to go adventuring, and clodding

teryear.

The tour through Rivervierv also alIowed time for the Rangers to check a
few items from "The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer" and hear nlore astonishing tales
about the famous "Injun Joe."

Born in the Oklahoma territory in

1833, Injun Joe was an Osage 'uvhose {'am-

ily and people were killed and scalped
by the Pawnees. Cowboys on a drive
from Texas to Missouri found Joe, who
had been left for dead. They took care of
him, and when he rvas about 15 years old,

brother Harry for talebearing. He also

he drifted into Hannibal, taking the

interest to the boys, as it included a tour
of the rnuseurn, and a reinactment of

played hookey from school to explore the
great cave, then known as McDougal's
Cave, two miles south of town.
Mark Twain described the cave the
Royal Rangers were to visit this way: it
was "chilly as an icehouse . . . walled by
nature with solid limestone . . . dewy
with cold sweat. It was romantic and
mysterious to stand here in the deep
gloom and look outupon the green valley
shining in the sun. It was a vast labyrinth
ofcrooked aisles that ran into each other
and out again and led nowhere. It was
said that one might wander days and

visited the house of Judge Clemens, the

tangle of rifts and chasms and never find

name of Joe Douglas, and wearing a wig
to cover the scalped part of his head.

Injun Joe made his living carrying

baggage and grips from the riverboats to

the Planters House. He loclged in the
hollow of a big tree in Riverview which,
according to legend, was large enough
for a straw bed. There was a fire outside
for cooking and warn.rth.

Iniun Joe died in 1920 and is buried in
an unmarked grave in Mt. Olivet Cemetery in Hannibal.

The historical area was of special

at-

traction to the tour group. A visit was first
made to The Stone House. built in 1839

STEAMBOAT AT LEVEE

and used as a mr,rnitions storage during
the Civil War. Stops were made at the
Huck Finn marker and also at the Tom
and Huck statue. This is one of five
statues in the world honoring fictitious
characters, and stands at the foot of

Cardiff Hill.
The boyhood home was of special

whitewashing the fence. They also

nights together through its intricate
CONTINUED ON PAGE 14
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WHY THE STAR
IN THE

APPLE?
BY GROVER BRINKMAN

Do certain numbers hold some special
significance in the plan of creativity? It
would seem so. But there seems no explanation.

Our own personal life is part of the
five-pattern. We have five fingers, five
toes, five senses. The five-pointed star is
old as life itself. Many leaves, such as the
sweet gum, are five-pointed. So it would
seem that the number five is both magical and mystical.
We find the five-pattern in a crinoid
segment that lived millions of years ago.

An even older blastoid fossil called

Penetremites has a star-shaped top. Cut
into an oak twig, especially on the bias,
and one finds a five-pointed star.
Once one starts looking for this magic
number of five, it is found again and
again. It is in the starffsh, the star-anise

seed, in thousands upon thousands of
flowers with five sections and fivechambered pods. It is found in the earthstar mushroom, and even in the apple
you've just enjoyed eating.
To find this hidden five-pointed star in
the apple, cut it crosswise, midway between stem and blossom end. Lay open

the two halves and you'll find the star

SUMMER 1979

outlined in perlect symmetry lrv the five
seed chambers and the sLeis them-

selves.

In all apples, regardless of the

species, these chambers (or carpels) form

a perfect five-pointed star.

Call this "star of nature" svmbolic

if

you choose. but once you start searc.hing,

it crops up in the rnost

unexpected

places.

From the first written word, the first

recorded history, this five-plan of the star

has been discussed by ancient
philosophers and students. Scientists
even today have no answer as to whv this

particular figure was used, over and over,

with such emphasis.
It is difficult to find some particular
flower in which the five-plan his no part
in the plant structure. It is not onlv hld-

den in the apple, but lies in the form of its
blossoms as well. All flowers of the rose
family are associated with the magic five.
The large disc of a mature sunflower mav

hold a whole galaxy of tiny stars, ail
five-pointed. The more one studies nature, the more one sees this special fivepattern. One ponders over just why it is
so.

Sometimes nature cunningly produces

in this star pattern. For instance the mint and figwort fanrilies
formed a tube but kept {ive divisions o1'
the trumpet's opening.
Five seems to be part of an inescapaltle
symbol of mysteries which rnAn even
today has never fullv solved. Possilrly
our ever-expanding space exploration
will shed new light on this rnagic
number of five. From kindergarten to our
currency, from our Christmtrs cards to
our religious symbols, we use the {ivepointed star.
variations

whv?
Is this an especi:rlly pleasing puttern in
the world of mathematics? The symbol is
there for all of us to see and marvel over,
each time we take that quiet walk in the

woods, or linger on a garclen path.
Perhaps primitive mtrn noticed this

five-plan but had no way to p:rss on to us
the fact he had so noticed. Evidently it
was a part of creation, tp irmaze man's
prrny mind its to its tnr'b meiuring rtnd
purpose.

Go out into the yard and pick a leaf
from the sweet gum. Slice that npple in
halves. You'll see the five-star plan. What
is the symbolism behind it?

CAMP
IS FOR
SHARING
BY EDNA M. HEITK AMP

ffi

ark and Tim had practiced hard on their tricks for camP
entertainment; tricks they had
thought were sure to work. But, theY
hadn't counted on Bill Harris.

At Camp Crestvieu' the logs of the

evening fire had burned to glowing embers but every no\v and then puffs of
smoke made holes in the darkness. From

the make-do stage, \lark Kirrby who was
next on the prograrn lookecl across at one
side of the circle. The bo1's were sitting
on benches talking and laughing, warm
on one side and cold on the other, waitilg for the last half of the show to begin.
Mark noted s'ith a groan that the tall,
lanky new boy. Bill Harris. was still there.
He was the one rvho u'as always finding
sometl.ring \\'rong rvith everything. His
voice r.nade holes in the darkness too'

Mark's knees started shaking like salt
He drew a deeP

zrnd pepper shakers.

breath and braced them hopefully.

Tim Blair, N{ark's helper whisPered,
"Go ahead. Don't pay any attention to
him. He's a basket case, anyway."
Mark and Tim had practiced hard on
their tricks for camp entertainment; ac-

robatic feats, sleight of hand, vanishing
balls, silhouettes of talking animals, and
ghostly tappings inside a locked box-

tricks they had thought were sure to
work. But they hadn't counted on Bill
Harris.

He'd better not say anything this time,

Mark thought doggedly or else . . . or
else rvhat? What do you do about
a-know-it-all-camper who not only tells
everyone how you do Your tricks but
what you didn't do, too.
Mark locked his hands together hook-

ing his trvo little fingers and index fingers together with p:rlms facing out front
irnd back with two middle fingers and
thumb dangling out. Then he began to
make silhouettes on the blanket-screen
already set up. A rabbit hopped along the
screen moving his ears and nibbling on a
10
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make-believe carrot. After that, a waddling duck followed with Tim making tlle
sound effects, and ltrter a stubborn donkey balked in the center and brnyed. Tim
was very good at anirnal imitations. The

campers clapped and whistled ancl
waved their arms.
Encouraged b1' the applause Mark
sent the signal for the rubber ball trick.
He had four balls going in the air and was
about to make one disappear when Bill

shouted, "What a fake.... That ball
didn't disappear. I saw him put it in his
lean-pocket."

"Quiet!" yelled ar.r older camper lrom
the fire circle. "You're not supposed to
tell how a magician does his tricks."
The next morning Mark and Tim went
to see the assistant director of the camp,
Roger Gibson. "We can't put on a gootl
stunt show if Bill is going to give away ali
our secrets. He rnakes me look ridicu-

lous," Mark said.

"He makes me mad," put in Tim.
"Can't you make him stay :rway during
our actP"
Roger wtrlked up :rnd dorvn the porch
of his cabin.
"Yes," he said, "I could. That might be
the answer for you. But it wouldn't help
Bill. He really has a problem. I have a
hunch he's acting this way Lrecause he's
new here. He feels lefi out of things and
not a little strange. Nobody has given
him a chance to displziy his talents."
"Oh yeah," the boys snorted.

"Have you tried to be friends l,vith
him?" Roger asked.
Mark and Tim were silenced by this

question because they had not.
"Another obviotrs firct," Roger added,
"is that he's as skinny :rs a beanpole and
aware of it. He puts on a brave front to

SUMMER
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hide his real feelings."

"Uh-huh, maybe," Mark exclaimed.

"But do you really think he'd like to be in

the show himself to rnake up Ibr being
tall nnd thinP"
Roger put his hand on Tim's shoulder.

"Maybe you've got something there,
Tim. Why don't you boys try it?" He
grinned and walked awny before Mark
and Tim could protest, which the),
wanted to do with all their might. This
meant they would have to work out their

own solution. No help from Roger.
As the boys w'alked olf the porch, Tim
said, "Did he mean we should ask Bill to

be in our act?"

"Oh, I don't know," Tim grumbled.
"It's a weird idea anywtry. Let's worry
about something else. About the acrobat-

ic stunt-the double take handspring
and cartwheels that I do u,ith you. Il

Maybe-"
Tim got Mark's message and they
found out where Bill was staying. Bul
makes me dizzy.

there w:rs no answer at caltin No. 8,
they went around to the back.

so

"Over there," Mark pointed to the
woods behind the calrin. "What's he up
to now?"
The boys went closer. Bill had his back
to them. Over his head tin canrper plates
whistled and gleamecl in the air. Mark
noticed tl.rat his timing was perfect as he
juggled the spinning plates.
Tim whistled. "Will you look at that!"
"That takes concentrtrtion," Mark said.
Startled by the voice in the back-

ground, Bill turned and let the plates
whirl to the ground. "Don't stand there
staring at me," he stormed. "Scram."
As he bent over to pick up the plates,
Mark saw that his face was flushed and
damp-looking. Mnrk began to f'eel selfish

ancl self'-centered. Bill didn't look Iike a
troublemaker now. He hesiti,rted. Shoulcl

he walk away without

anything-when Bill's iuggling

saying

u,as thar
good. Supprrse Roger was riglrt-afi er rrl l?
Finally, he said, "Bill, ummm, I war

wondering, thtrt is, ah-h-h, u,e could usr
a good juggler on the show. How's vou
ike ttr help rne lnd Tirn tonight?"

Bill stnred unbelievingly. He sucked
in his breath and in tr voice so low thtrt

Mark could hardly hear hirn, "I'm not rill
that good, but if you want me to, I'll try."
"Good enough," Mark commented.
Tlre strrnt show thirt t,vening ueut ofl
smoothly. Mark and Tirn didn't make onr.
fumble and there was no loud voice sarying, "Fake, lake, lake !" The owner of thtrt

voice was busy juggling plates {irste,

than the eye could iollow, and brought,,
Lltrst olupplarrse. Bill. also. mirrraged th.
acrobatic feat so cleverly that when Mtrrk
nclded his crazy clown routine, the arrclr
ence was wide-eyed with trmtrzement.
"You boys put on a good nct," Roger'
srrid to Mark and Tim alter tlre show. Bili
had already left with his cnmpmate,
Mike . . . huppy as he could be over his
surprise success at the show for cantpers.

"Thanks, Roger. But give Bill some
credit, too. He's turning out to be okay'.
He even gained tr little weight with the
audience," Mark admitted.

Roger smiled knowingly. "Well, I
knew you two could help Bill if you

really wanted to."
Surprised about it all, Tim cluibbed.
"You mean sometimes our snap judgments snap back?"

Roger laughed at Tim's answer but
Mark added thoughtfully. "You h:rve to
look before and after the scenes to find
out that camp is fbr sharing with friends "'i

ll

colt?':
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people

of the Prairie.': He was beautiful,'and
free, but also uselsss.
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ALITARD
CALLED

TOAD
BY BONNIE TAYLOR

The horned toad, or horny toad as it is
sometimes ctrlled, is actually a tme lizard
of the ger-rus Phrynosoma. These gentle
Iittle reptiles range from two to six inches
long and there are seventeen species of
them. They can be found on plains and
deserts from Canada to Nlexico. While
they usually pref'er sandy, flat country
some have been obserwed in the Southwestern rnountains at elevations of over
9,000 f'eet.
The rnost common is the Phrynosol-ra
conrutum. They are about six inches long
and nearly three inches wide. They are
quite nurnerous in the hot, dry areas of

the western part of the United States.
Like a duck takes to water, the horned
totrd takes to heat and sand. Tempertrtures ofover one hundrecl do not bother
them ert all. As a matter of firct, rvhen
temperatures fall below seventy degrees
they Lrecome aln-rost inactive.
They are as much at home ln the sand
as on it. When frightened, a horned toad
will wiggle his body deep into the strnd.
He simply blinks to keep his eyes n'roist
and clean and his tiny nostrils closed

tightl), to keep out the sand' When he
."tir".r fbr the night, the warm sand becomes his blanket, covering him up to

the top of his head. Ancl when summer
heat is over for the year, he burrows underground to l.ribernate until the following spring,
These grotesque-looking creatures resemble miniature prehistoric monsters.
Their toad-shtrped, flat bodies and short
tails are covered with rough scales and
spines. They are usually dusty gray with

blotches of deeper tones. Like the
charneleon, some species change to the

sl-rade or color of

their surror-rndings.

They live chiefly on ants. With a rapid
motion of its thick, sticky tongue, the
lizard can capture any insect, including
grasshoppers, beetles and crickets, before it has a chance to escape. Because of
the abundant juices in most insects, the
horned toad requires very little water.
Soon trfter they emerge fiom hibernation in April or May they mate. A few
species are live-bearers, but most lay
eggs. The eggs o{'some species develop
inside the I'emale and hatch within a few
hours after being laid.
N{ost species lay eggs that hatch in
about six weeks. There may be from
twenty to thirty tough-skinned eggs in :r
clutch. Like many members of the reptile family, the mother buries the eggs
in loose soil or sand. The heat from the
sun keeps them at the right temperature
for incubation.
Because of their thorn-covered, tough

hides, the horned toad doesn't interest

too many meat-eating animals. Occasionnlly a snake will clevor,rr one and
often the meal will be the snake's last.
There are stories of dead snakes being
found with the spikes of a horned toad
sticking through their skin.
The small reptile becomes very excited when tormented. He will puff up
his body and hiss with his mouth open as
if to attack. He has no teeth so he cannot
bite. His best method of defense is one of
confusing his tormentor. From the
corner of his eye he is able to shoot a
small strearn of blood a distance of several feet. While his enemy is wondering
what happened the clever lizard burrows
into the sand out of sight.
The lifb span of the horned toad is
about eight years. If he were a more ap-

ADVENTURE !N SAWYER TOWN
CONTINUED

the end of the cave. No one knew the
cave. That was impossible. But Tom
Sawyer knew the cave as much as anyone."
The tour, lighted and professionally
guided, took more than an hourthrough a

steady 52". They viewed Aladdin's
Palace, Crand At-tenue, Ihe Parlor, and
the Spring where Tom and Becky got lost
and waited for Injun Joe to come find
them.
Back in the sunlight again, it was time
to catch the early afternoon river excursion of the paddlewheeler,Mark Twain.

This trip pointed out other points of
interest such as: Jackson Island, where
Tom Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn, and Joe

Harper played pirates. Tom was "the
Black Avenger of the Spanish Main."
The boys hid here before starting their
romantic journey down the Mississippi
on a raft.
The boys got a good look at Loaer's
Leap,300 feet above the water, and listened amused at the thread-bare story of
the Indian brave who met the Chiefs
daughter here and plunged to their
deaths. The boys noted that river rvater
does not come near the spot except at

floodstage.
The final stop on the tourwas atthe old
River Fort, built in 1860-61 at the
South
probably
be
petizing tidbit, it r,r,ould
start of the Civil War. Its function was to
much shorter.
The Hopi Indians of Arizona have al- protect the Hannibal-St. Joseph Railways held the little animal in high es- road (now the Burlington-Northern RR).
teem, believing it to have great powers of On this site also stands Barkley Station,
which now contains old saddles, Indian
healing.
relics, Mexican and Indian bridles, old
to
is
easy
Though the horned toad
catch and makes a good pet, it is better to Army cavalry equipment, keys, and
leave it where nature intended for it to knives. It also houses the largest collection of old spurs in the United States.
live.<)
And so, the whirlwind tour of "Sight-

seeing in Sawyer Town" came to aweary

but happy ending. The pen name, "Mark
Twain," was used by the steamboats on
the Mississippi and meant two fathoms
deep, the minimum depth for safe navi-

gation. Only now, the mention of Mark

Twain would mean a weekend of
lifelong memories for the group of Royal
"did the town."
The Rangers learned that Hannibal
has changed since Mark Twain's time,
but that the essentials are still there: the
dark tan water, the powerful current, the
forested banks. The river is still a magnet
to the soft iron of a boy's nature. To parents, the river may be just muddY and

Rangers who

dangerous, but to a boy,

it is still

the

romantic highway to adventure.*
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First ghost: Last night I got locked in a
house that I was haunting.
Second ghost: How did you get out?
First ghost: I used my skeleton key.

DEAR TsE
ON YOUQ FAYI-]FP]'

"Just the same," snapped Noah's wife Teacher: I asked you to draw a horse and
"I'd feel much cart, and you've only drawn a horse.
safer ifthose termites were locked up in a Johnng: Sure, I figured the horse rvould

as she boarded the ark,

Helen Lozanoff

tin box."
Henry E. Leabo

draw the cart,
Helen Lozanoff

Johnstown, PA

Jamestown, CA

Johnstown, PA

auto mechanic to another: So far
his week I've worked on a Colt, Bobcat,
Mustang, and a Pinto. I feel like a vetrinarian.
Brad Monn
Mont Alto, PA

TENT

Ranclg: "What's the difference between
a yam and a television announcer?"
Sandg: "One is a sweet potato, and the
other is a common'tater!"

Henry Leabo
Jamestown, CA

The teacher was testing her student's
knowledge ofproverbs.
"Cleanliness is next to what?"
A small boy replied with feeling: "Impossible."
Helen Lozanoff
Johnstown, PA

Mike: If I smashed a ciock would
euiltv of killing time?
Spike: Not if the clock struck first.
Helen Lozanoff

I

be

Dick; What did one tailpipe

say to the

other tailpipe?

Don: I dont know, what?
Dick: Boy, am I exhausted'

Johnstown, PA

Helen Lozanoff
Johnstown, PA

Daffgnishion; Unaware-the last thing
you take off at night.
Helen Lozanoff
Johnstowr-r, PA
n there was the fellow who was such
bad driver the police issued him a sean ticket.
Warren Bebout
Moro Bay, CA

''Sonc xdy s got oner"

Mama Gnu told Papa Gnu that their
Baby Gnu was very bad and needed a
good paddling.
Papa Gnu said, "I won't do it. You'll
have to paddle your own Gnu."
Henry E. Leabo
Jamestown, CA

Ed: Wby does it take longer to run from

second base to third base than from first
base to second?

Ned: I don't know.
Ed: There's a shortstop in between.
Helen Lozanoff
Johnstown, PA
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If you've ever come home from the
seashore with your arms and legs covered with itchy red welts, you've probably wondered what on earth mos-

\/HY?

quotoes are good for! Why did God
make such pesky little critters anyway?
For centuries man has probably won-

BY MURIEL LARSON

dered about that. Now a Utah scientist has come Lrp with a good explanation. "If it weren't for the mosqui-

Vhot on eorth ore
mosquifoes good for?
Vhy did God mol<e

to," Dr. Lewis Nielsen of the University
of Utah says, "some of the nation's most
beautiful wild flowers would vanish.
As the mosquito flies from flower to
flower, it pollinates the blossoms and

such pesl<y little
critters onywoy?

enables the flowers to produce. There

are several species of wild flowertiny flowers like {brget-me-nots-that

may depend exclusively on the mosquito for pollination.
Dr. Nielsen also says the mosquito
occupies a'very important place in the
natural food chain. "Birds, bats, dragonflies, spiders, and fish depend on the
mosquito as a food source," he decl ares.

There are many things we may not

4:
a:
?,"
%

1

understand as we go through life. For
we do not see the whole pattern as God
sees it. We do not know His purposes
nor His plan.
We may not know the "why" of many
things that happen here on earth, just as
people have probably often wondered
why God made mosquitoes. But Christians have something wonderful to sustain them whenever they can't under-

stand something. "For we walk by
faith," wrote the apostle Paul, "not by
sight" (2 Cor. 5:7).
Even those men who had been with
Jesus for more than three years failed
to have faith for a short while. So sometimes in our lack of understanding we
may fail to have faith, too.
Jesus appeared to His disciples and
rebuked them for their unbelief and
hardness of heart, because they hadn't
believed those who had seen Him after
He had risen from the grave (Mark 16:
14). Even so, the Spirit of our Lord
strives with us through one means or
another, to stir us up into trusting Him
more even when we don't understand
the "whys" and "wherefores."
In many cases, like the disciples and
that scientist from Utah, we do eventual-

ly

come to understand the reason for

some particular occurrence. These experiences then strengthen our faith and

make us more dynamic servants of
God, even as the disciples became
after Christ's resurrection.
It is as Peter wrote, "That the trial
of your faith, being much more precious

than of gold that perisheth, though it
be tried with fire, might be found unto
praise and honor and glory at the appearing of Jesus Christ" (1 Peter 1:7).
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