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body’s have two Famous Headline Hunter
sons. Miss Ida
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Hanna was DISTINGUISHED Adventurer Bill McArthur, of Kearney,

N. J., comes in with the explanation of what happens
hen a sailor kicks a eow.

Now Bill doesn’t claim to have covered the whole subject of cow
kicking iIn this yarn of his. According to him the results differ, depend-
| ing on where you are. If. for instance. you were to kick a cow in a barn-
yard in Podunk Corners, Pennsylvania, the cow would probably give you
Robert Hanna, Sr. a reproachful 1ok and amble away to another corner. If. on the other

Robert Hanna, Jr., is the hus- | hand. you kicked a cow in Texas, you might get tossed around a bit for
band of the former Miss Elizabeth | our trouble. Those Texas longhorns, 1 understand, are short tempered
White. Mary djed many years ago, | and ornery, and not o be mistaken for the fat, easy-going kind of cow
She was a very dear friend of | you'llfind in Pennsylvania. . -

Miss Sara Enniss. But Bill McArthur kicked & cow in a land where cow-kicking

The home of Mr. and Mrs. Ora | is a really serious business—a doggone sight more serious than
Smith was built in more recent kicking a Texas cow, or even one of.those prize bulls that chew
years. The Smith's have a daugh. matadors up over In Spain. e
lm -n:l $wo. sons. Mrr Smith be- It Was Bill's Figst Visit o India.

o g i ‘,’_,Eh‘;:‘ “:_’;f | It all started in September, 103, when Sailor Bill McArthur stepped
successful in the raising of can-
ary birds for several years.

The house on the north side o
the old Hurlburt home was built
some time in the early 1900’s for
Mr. and Mrs. Taylor and their
daughters Maxine and Virginia

Mrs. Pearl Taylor became
active member of the Presbyter
ian Church and at the time that
1 knew her she was a prominent
member of the Woman's Literary
Society of Birmingham.

The house north of the Taylor

teacher in . one
of the Birming=r
ham schools be-
Mrs. Salizer - fore her mar- |
riage. [ believe

that her mother was also a teach-
er before her - marriage to Mr.[

the  globe, just like any other sailof, but this was the first time he had
¢| ever hit India and the country wa strangely new 1o him.

He hadn't avalked ten steps before, he says, he had twenty beggars
following him. “Some of them,” he writes, “had withered armis and
legs.. Some of them were little kids dressed in dirty rags, and patting
their stomachs o get across the idea fhat they were hungry. And right
behind them weré their mothers, ready to pounce on them and take away
the few annas (small Indian coins) that anybody might give them.

“India Is a land of misery,” Bill 'goes on, “but i is a land of

contrast as well. There were beggars—yes—but on the other hand
I saw women loaded down with jewels and diamonds, too, and
fantastically arrayed In rich robes.” |
But that isn't all Bill saw—and he didn't confine his operations to |

home e T o Mr. and | seelng, either. Old Lady Adventure lay walting for him right around
Mrs. W and théir daughter | the corner, and it wasn't more than a minute of two before he ran smack
Grace. This is still Mrs. Wiley's| intober.

home. Mr. Wiley died sev " G  for Any Cow.

years sgo. Grace is still_marri Wouldn’t Get Muddy for Any Cow. )
and is not a resident of Birming- Bill passed tifrough a ba r. turned a corner and cgme into a muddy
ham. Areet lined on both sides with strange buildings. Hallway up the block

The first house on the west side |¥as an old while cow. lying in the middle of the road seemingly oblivious
5t Southfield avenue and south of | the people who were walking around her. It was a strange sight to
Baldwin Park was built by Mr. Bill-a cow lying in the street in the heart of a thriving Indian city, but
Robert Bookham and owned by \se wished that doggone cow had-more sense than to plank hersel? down

In the middle of the road. On both sides of her was mud. She was oc-

him, &s was also the home own
and occupied by Mr. and Mrs. |cupying the only dry section of the pavem: Bill couldn’t get past her

Frank Burnett. without dirtying his shoes and getting his trouser legs all covered with
Mr. Bookham was married muck. ' .
twice, His first wife was a Miss|  As Bill approached he decided he wasn't going to walk in the mud

"He picked up a stick and, when he reached the animal. he
Bill couldn't talk to that cow in the Hindu lingo, but a
The |

Parker. They were the parents of for any caw.
ome son and a daughter Jessie. e her a poke.
e is survived by his second |poke in the; ribs means, “Get out of the way,” in any language.
wife, who was the former Miss | oow started to seramble to her feet.
Edith Hamlin. Mr. Bookham and | Then, all of & sudden, it seemed to Bill as If all India had
his wie, Edith, lived in the house | copzed up on him. In the twinkling of an cye the strect was alive
next to the park. The larger house|  (ip jabbering, sesticulating natives, all making for Bill with fire
~was sold to Mr. and Mrs. Hamlin| 1o ypneir eyes, clenched fists upraised, and Lord knows how many
“and this one was the home of the | 1o ynives up the sleeves of those long shirts they wear.
Hamlins and. their son Ray, for |- .
He Had Poked a Sacred Animal. |

number of years.
And #T{hat precise moment Bill remembered hearing about the sa- |

The Hamlins were in the milk
bhsiness in Birmingham for some | cred cows of India. - And he had just given one of them a fine, sacre-
time.

ligious poke in the ribs!
Mrs. Edith Bookham, her bro-|  The mob was picking up sticks now, and uprooting cobblestones {rom
ther, Ray, and her friend, Miss |the pavement of the street. Bill was hemmed in on all sides. The en-
Wellersby, have lived on & farm | raged natives were gathering together to rush him, and Bill knew that
near Ortonville, most of the time | if he was going to do anything about it he'd have to do it mighty doggone |
in recent years. | quick. There was a building behind him and that offered the only means |
The next owners of the Book- | of escape. The door was open and Bill turned, dashed up the steps, and |
ham home were Mr. and Mrs. Wil- | ran inside. |
mott Wood. Mrs. Nellie Wood is The place was a temple of some sort, and it seemed there was a
the sister of Mr. “Joe” Wilkenson | funcral in progress. Bill doesn't know what he did 1o turn the gang in the
and® Miss Louise Rousseau. Their | temple against him, but they seemed to be just as mad at him ag the mob

u.
parents owned the property south tside.
of the: old Clizbe home, on "‘e!ous 5

Then and there Bill thought his time had come. With an angry

west side of Southfield avenue. I|  mob rushing him from behind and anotier one coming al him

eve that the father, John Wil- from within the temple, he knew he didn't have a Chinaman's
kénson. was a Civil War Veteran. chance. There was no use trying fo fight that gang. There were
Mr. Wood bullt a gas station on|  tgo many of them. Bill just stood there, his hands down al his
the land which was part of the|  giges, walting for the end to come.

former Bookham property. Mrs.| Ryt it didn't come. Sudderly Bill heard shouts behind him. and

B f'ﬂ,‘v:‘“"‘;n:‘?u‘nf‘&':"”‘:g"l’i;‘c’ | turning he got a glimpse of khaki uniforms. The crowd was still fu-

Rioperty on'the south side | rious, but the sight of those soldiers made them stop ard think » minte,

%5 Raw. R D. Bind who sold ‘the | And then, u couple of those unitorms were pushing through the mob

| toward Bill

Becama ihe._ pripery. This later 1™ They.reached Bilis side. and Bill says he almost cried when they

e e o L T® e | took him by the arms and started rushing him through the mob. Never

e here “The McNally | had a couple of uniforms looked better to him. “They escorted me back

home was south of the Chatfield | to my shipiBill say “and there 1 was received by my shipmates with
home.

2 lot of goodaatured razzing. And, believe it o not, 1 welcomed that
Tater Mr. and Mra Henry J.| Tomiog. It did more to bring me back to my nornislenses than any-

Bowers built the bungalow that | thing else could.;

is mext to the McNally house and | _ 2 I

Jit was here that Mr. Bowers died. S -
The Bowers had two daughters,

Myrtls, who s the wite of Mr. Or. Dig in for Year at North Pole |

son Hunt of Townsend street and
Mrs. Jessie Smith, who is a gradu-
ate of the B.H.S.

Mrs. Bowers was a sister of Mr.
Frank Burnett.

The house next to the Burnett
home, on the south is the home of
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Navin and
family. Mrs. Navin was the for-
mer Blanche Heth, dapehter |
of Mr. and Mrs. John Heth. Their |
home was built by Mr. Hamlin and |
3 ,been the home of Mr.
Mrs. Percival Pease, (Miss Grace

), and also of Superintend-
ant and Mrs. Clarence Vleit and
family. Y "

visability of launching a Soviet-U. S. se: %
E el, radio operator; L. D. Papan |

.
K. Fedorov, magnetologist and ast:
hydro-biologist. |

off a ship at Kidderpore, India. Bijj had been in a lot of places around -~
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< New 1937 Model!

$5 Down y
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Protection Plan f

We Know of No Other Electric Refrigerator Made That Can Compare With
This Big New 1937 Coldspot at the Price!

N 4

Shop and compare it with any other refrigeratoy made for outward beauty
. . . interior agrangement, convenience and capacity . . . compare
size, weight and superior gonstruction . / . compare its low cost
of operation—make ary, comparison ¥ou choose . . . and
you'll firld Coldspot leading the field! Before you decide
on ANY Refrigerator-—Even a Coldspot , , , See
this big, New I937,’_\Super-$ix
—Seary Bas¢ment

Free Store
Delivery Hours
Within 25 Miles \ | / fiTed 9:30 A. M. to 5:30 P. M.
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154 North Saginaw Street ¢ Pontiac’s Most Complete Deerhlu »
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