Gram Says

“It Aint Goin' to Hain no

More,” has been the theme son:
of our whole drouth ares for
rienths. Now the first of [I‘utuimri
the sun wae <l somding its torrid
tass upon  Jhe  alredy  seared
varth, Heat rvecords broken, pas-
tures  burned ups maridens gone,
wells diey, ponds, erecks and viver-
low.

Families having to haul  their
waler for dlrisking and  also fo
1l wir enttie.

Grasshoppers, ervickets, worms
and bugs lay siege to the remuain
g wavdons or palehes of green,
The fruit anl berries pever had a
hatee, enly a few could be  dr-
rigated.

Farmers who had only  their
milk oft for an income wore feed-
ing winter rations and their sup-

plies low, milk prices down and
cat.be prices still lower, Stock-
yanls loaded with underfed stock
und no one but the farmer realis-
ing what & vital hopeloss sltuation
exlsted, Where are the men we
send to represent us In Washing-
ton? Government granaries fill
ed with wheat, corn and other
wiaineg, while weevil eat ot leiwur
wid more bulldingas belng erveled
for this Year's graln surplus not
knowlng what to do with it

But we send Indin, who cares
pothing ubout  us, millions  and
millions  of  bushels of wheat,
Why? When these states In our
vwn U, 8, nre In dire need of grain
Lo B ure o diny weed of grain Lo
b sive our fow caltle that so far,
we have been nble to keep.

Yor, the government will Il“m'r}
i hy ut 805 a ton, but  where
gre Lhise poor farmers o get the

Farmers no longer can eat but-
ter, but are using oleo  and  the

government s sbtipping its  sur-|

pius butler free to Europe, Why 7
The furmer's only hope was to

ot send into the pulverized  soil
Ilnu-l us he plowed through thise |
filils, clotids of dust followed in

his path,

Hope oguin, as he  listened  to

the weather prediction for o fow

wattired showers nand then wateh
wil the skies. First the enmulus

clouds wnilid nervss blae  skies,

Widing the glae of the ugly sun,
| fhet st st the nimbus geay and |
llbh.!l'l‘-*!'lﬂ_'-: over the entire ht-n'l.'vn-.|
And as evening  appeared, he

v hine skirts were lll'n'l‘l'l"ll with

tralinge mist and Mother Nniure.l

iv rrue! ws she hwl been, hlrllt'uil
Lo ey fuoeers slowly, as if tu|
A eonserve  every  drop  she  was

Wit b semd us, Then a stendy
L onnpour was  continped,  The
e tth soukéd it up greedily.

Cilin and nervous tension was
pophieed with smiles and again s
Lo timeering hope for an extend-
Gl which eould bring us some

ph pecded  pasture.
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