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Papa’s Store Puts
In A New Line

There was a little air of tri-
umph about Papa when he came
up from the store one snowy
evening and settled himself in
his favorite chair.

“Something special happened
today, Gilbert?” asked Mamma.

“Well, maybe you might call
it a little special. Letter came
in the evening mail
it I can have that agency for
organs and pianos.”

Mamma’s blue eyes shone.
Papa had been wanting such an
agency for some time.

“l hope I can sell one right .
soon. Of course I've goi some
pretty good prospects, and I told
them so, but
might take a little time.”

Mamma nodded
“The school needs a new organ,”

“They need a new organ, all
also need the

they’re going to find that is quite
a big question.”

“] thought you said there was
a balance in th¢ treasury this

“Yes, but since I'm a member
of the school board, and so many
things are needed,
very well propose that it use the
money to buy an organ from me.”

“Couldn’t they have a social
or a bazaar or
burst in, thinking of the usual

something?” I

ready for a bazaar,” said Mam-
ma. “Anyway, the Ladies Aid
had one just before Christmas.
And we had a basket social last
month and the strawberry social
will be coming on. I really don’t

I heard them talking about
it long after I had been sent to
bed, and 1 was thinking it all
over as I set off over the snowy
roads to school the next morn-
ing. Of course I wanted Papa to
have a chance to sell the organ,
but I had something else i
mind too. Twice a week now,
the whole school gathered for
a singing lesson. Our new pri-
mary teacher, Miss Ellen Ander-
son, played and led the singing
in a way none of our other
teachers had done, but
were times when she looked in
despair at our wheezy old organ.

“I wish we could get a piano,
but I know that’s out of the
question,” I had heard her say
o Miss Crabtree, our principal.
“If we just had a decent organ,
we could really have some mu-
sic here. These children take to
it” I liked pretty, lively Miss
Ellen. It seemed no more than
fair “hat she should have a de-
eent organ to play. And now here
was Papa just waiting to sell
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I had come early on purpose
to take the matter up with Miss
Ellen and was delighted to find
her alone at her desk.

“Miss Ellen, you want a new
ergan, don’t you?” I asked.
looked a little
startled. “I hope you didn’t tell
your papa I'd been complaining
about the organ,” she said.

He knows we need a
anyway, and Mamma
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“Well, that’s gocd,” she said,
sounding relieved, and then
added, with her quick smile.
“You didn’t happen to bring me
one in your pocket, did you?”

I liked joking as well as any-
one, but this seemed no time for
it. “No, but Papa just got an
organ agency and of course he’d
like to sell one to the school,
but he’s on the board, you see,
and he doesn’t want to use

R

Five Florida
misses wearing hats with built-
in sunglasses Iook like o Mar-
tion tolem pcle an sandy beach.

" - g 1 M S

somehow?”

Miss Ellen’s eyes were twink-
ling now. “Did you tell your
papa you were going to talk this
over with me?” she asked.

“Why, no,” 1 said, surprised
at such an idea. “Why should I?
You want a new organ, and Papa
wants to sell one, and all we
peed is money, and why
shouldn’t we raise some?” Thtre
didn’t seem to me to be any ques-
tion about it.

“You may have a point,” Miss
Ellen said thoughtfully, but she
almost looked as if she wanted
to laugh. “I'll talk it over with
Miss Crabtree. Maybe we can
come up with something. In the
meantime, let’s keep it to our-
selves, shall we?”

1 was of course charmed to
have a secret with Miss Ellen
and actually managed to keep it
though it was not easy, for sev-
eral days pass‘d before I heard
anytling more about it.

Then one morning Miss Ellen
gave us a talk to stir the blood.
The two teachers certainly had
discussed the matter to good pur-
pose, and Miss Ellen, fresh from
River Falls Normal, was full
of ideas. She laid it on the line
to the primary room. The school
was badly in need of an organ.
We could earn it ourselves if we
were willing to work. Would we
do it? As a man, we rose to the
challenge.

We were to put on a program,
but it was no ordinary prqgram.
It was a cantata and we’'d have
it in the Town Hall where there
was plenty of room, and it was
up to us to sell the tickets. If
we could sell enough in advance,
we could have the orgar in time
for the program.

Of course I longed for a spe-
cial part, but the few there were
of those were taken by members
of the upper grades. There was
plenty to do, however. In school
and after- school we worked on
songs and groupings, and some
drills and tableaux invented by
our teachers. Mamma and Cousin
Anna and a few other ladies ran
up costumes of cheesecloth in
white and pastel colors which de-
lighted the girls.

In our spare time, which was
scanty, we canvassed the town
selling tickets, and Papa had
them for sale in the store. They
sold readily, for a cantata was
something entirely new in Deer
Forest back at the turn of the
century.

I was on hand, cleaning black-
blackboards after school, the day
all the proceeds were in. The itwo
teachers eagerly counted, and
then Miss Ellen looked up in
keen disappontment. “It isn’t
enough!” she said woefully.
“We can’t have it in time!”

“There’ll be some tickets sold
the night of the performance,”
Miss Crabtree said. “That will
bring it up some.”

“But, oh, I did want the organ
for that night,” sighed Miss El-
len, and added, as if a dreadful
thought had just struck her.
“What if we can’t get it at all?”

I ran home as fast as I could
and told all this at suppertime.
Papa looked disturbed, for not
only did he want to sell the or-
gan but he had caught the en-
thusiasm over the cantata and
wanted the whole project to suc-
ceed. “Wonder if there isn’t
something we could do,” he be-
gan, when Mamma interrupted
eagerly.

“Didn’t you say, Gilbert, that
Mr .Beebe in Star Lake recently
got the Kimball agency?”

“Yes, but what in the world
has that got to do with our can-

tata?”

“I was just thinking — this is
a good time for a sleighing party,
and a crowd might like to come
over from Star Lake. A cantata

is something unusual. And with °

everybody working so hard why
couldn’t the school mothers do
their part and offer a little sup-
per after the program? Maybe
Mr. Beebe would help get up a
Star Lake crowd to come. We
could ;reciprocate sometime when
.they were trying to raise money.
I believe they’d think it was fun.
Then, with that many sure ticket
sales for the night, couldn’t you
advance enough to—"

It seemed a wonderful idea to
me, and one could easily see it
appealed to Papa too. “Yes, but
hew could we get it all arranged?
Thers isn’'t much time.”

“I thought you had something
new down in the store called a
telephone,”  said Mamma, and
now Papa’s eyes began tc twin-
kle.

“That’s right!” he exclaimed.
“Might as well make it earn its
km-"

The hall was crowded the night
of the cantata. Even standing
room was filled. Up in front stood
the new organ, Miss Ellen proud-
ly seated on the new stool.

And I had a special part after
all, for there was a prologue to
be spoken and Miss Ellen said
I could do that just as well as
anyone. “She’s really earned the
part,” I thought I heard her say
in a low tone to Miss Crabtree,

_but I decided I must have been
mistaken. I hadn’t done anything
but help earn the money. — By
Alta Halverson Seymour in the
Christian Science Monitor.
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DOURLE-DUTY DOG — Finnegan, @ tal
takes care of little Patricia Stevenson in a corner ©
Madison Square Garden while
through an act. Finnegan bcby-sits while Patricia’s
dogs through their circus paces in the ring.
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SCALLOPED EGGS
3 tablespoons butter

3 tablespoons flour
1, teaspoon each, salt and
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husky boots with the
eyelets so fast that Dad 3
waited for the basement iy
sales to get his. He came
next day with a pair of Engig
walking shoes, beautifully ;ﬁb
but such a bright velloy I~
could hardly see what ‘“1‘9'5

14 teaspoon each,
ground nutmeg

“There weren't any black
in my size,” Dad defended hip,
self to my mother’s gasp of g
ror. “But these are 2zood she
Cost ten dollars originally, g
now they’re only $1.93. The tg
right on 'em, see? Made in Eﬂ'&
land. I paid only a dime for iy
black dye I got in the drug store
$2.08 isn't bad for a pair of shy
as good as these.”

“The black dye will rup of
mother prophesied but Dad p.
sisted stubbornly that w
sense:; he knew what he wzs g
ing. The black dye was so pup
gent, drying, it smelled up f

3; cup buttered soft bread
crumbs (2 tablespoons butter
added to crumbs)

6 hard-cooked eggs, sliced
1 tablespoon finely chopped

r she spends her af-
n the roof sleeping or
+ lazily comfortable in
sU . lving on the runway

t- or, if the day is warm
us working in the yard

1 tablespoon minced onion

Melt butter over \
blend in flour, salt, paprika, pep-
utmeg; add milk all
Cook over moderate
heat, stirring constantly until

r on her back and, just
un of it, goes

ented French poodle,

the ceiling. We have
r leaning against the
the roof, near the house
ve can climb it and lock
once in a while. When

watching for his cue to go

half the crumbs in the bottom of
a 9-inch pie plate. Cover crumbs
with half the white sauce. Ar-

“Gussie Wilson knows more
about egg buying than anyone
in the country,” said William F.
Leimert, president of Tranin Egg
Products Co., in Kansas City, Mo.
And she buys millions of them.

Coming from her boss as this
observation did, it’s certain to be
true, for Mrs. Wilson has the re-
sponsibility of buying 5,400,000
eggs a week! She is the only
woman egg buyer for a large
company in the United States.

i ~ *

What does anybody do with
5,400,000 eggs a week?

“We freeze some of the eggs
and make egg solids out of
others,” Mrs. Wilson told me as
we sat in her office where the
telephone rang often as egg sell-
ers from Missouri, Kansas, Ne-
braska, Jowa — even Minnesota,
and South Dakota — quoted their
prices or -asked for her buying
figure. Just outside the door of
her office, truck loads of eggs
were being unloaded and sent,
on cenveyor belts, to the cold-
storage rooms across the alley
from the office building.

“Who uses these frozen egss
and egg solids?” I asked, be-
tween telephone calls.

“They go to food producers,
bakeries, confectioners, noodle
manufacturers, mayonnaise man-
ufacturers — companies like that
— all over the country,” she ex-
plained.

& *

Mrs. Wilson -started ‘with the
Tranin Company in the early
1920’s as bobkkeeper and gradu-
ally worked into egg buying and
now serves also as assistant”sec-
retary personnel manager.

There’s more to egg buying
than at first meets the eye.
Weight has to be considered —
and this differs according to the
time of -year. Freshness, of
course, is imperative. Then,
some of the eggs are graded and
some are not and the prices for
these differ. There are other
considerations, too. ;

= * *

“Some of our customers need
dark yolks for their food prod-
ucts — and we have to know
where to buy egg. that give us
this color in the volks,” explain-
ed Mrs. Wilson.

The big egg-buying season is
from January to June, though it
actually goes on all year.

Mrs. Wilson’s warm voice and
cheerful, ready laugh explain
some of her popularity in the
egg industry.  She is tall and
blond — with gray eyes and go!-
den hair — and she wears suits
that enable her to take off her
jacket when the weather gets
warm. Her blouse, the day I in-
terviewed her, was white, tuck-
ed all over and trimmed with
lace.

“Hello Sam—or John, or Dick,
or Billl — I'm buying them for
such-and-such a price today —
yes, I can take 600 cases from
you. Well, perhaps some more
tomorrow —.”

So her conversation goes on
the telephone, with a tape from
the Chicago Mercantile Exchange
ticking off prices nearby by the
minute. It is an exciting life that
Mrs. Wilson leads in her little
office on Oak Street down near
the river. She is calm and cheer-
ful through it all because she is
doing work that she understands
and loves, writes Eleanor Richey
Johnston in The Christian Sci-
ence Monitor.

* & *

Eggs on your table may be
served in literally hundreds of
ways. They should always be
cooked at low to moderate tem-
perature. I have been told that
over 60 billion eggs are eaten in

two bright satis-
star out at us; then,
nish twist the head

range the eggs over the sauce in
Sprinkle parsley and
onion over the eggs. Cover with
remaining white sauce and top
with remaining crumbs. Bake at
400° F. for 20 minutes, or until
crumbs are brown and sauce is
bubbly. Serves 4.

whole house and every time w
kids barged into Dad’s stud
week, he'd snap, “Look out
my English shoes
them ready for next
mornirg because he wa
to dedicate the individual con
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this country each year. Here is

an egg dish that may be served

tor lunch or supper. It combines

onions with gently fried eggs.
ELECTRIC SKILLET EGGS

cup (% pound) buiter

2 cups (about 10 ounces)
chopped onion

ma t, will have nothing
do with this fine house. He
afraid of it. The first even-
g when he comes, we hear
m climb the ladder and go up
b the roof to investigate. His
t pad around the house. his
< on its tin roof. Af-
ere is silence, Has he
e? Has he found the,
ow I left in the tun-
m? Does he like the

It was raining hard the o
Suruay. Dad put on his od
ous new shoes and rubber
walk the six blocks to the ¢
| setting out under his big bl
“cotton umbrella with the pm
handle, with the rest of the fam
ily trailing anxious umbrellas b
hind him up the sidewalk Bg
mother’s prophecy was ju
when Dad tock off his rubbersa
the vestry door, the toes of hoth
his shoes were bright

CHICKEN PIE GRAVY

Before you put your top crust
over your chicken pie, make
your gravy for it this way if you
like a clear, slightly thick gravy.
Beat 1 egg thoroughly and add
chicken broth to
slowly. Stir this mixture into
the remaining broth and pour
over your chicken and vege-
tables, then put on the top crust

1 teaspoon salt

Melt butter in a 10-inch elec-
tric skillet with heat control set
at 300 “degrees F. Add onions,
spreading to make even layer on
bottom of pan, and cook until
transparent, strring occasional-
ly. Break eggs into bowl, slip
into skillet on top of .onions
Sprinkle with salt.
cook eggs to esired doneness—
3 to 5 minutes. Makes 6 serv-

= while we hear the
dder bumping against the roof

“You can’t wear those!” Mothe
wailed. Not with everyone knee-
ing at the communion railing
looking with bent heads right
down to where Dad’s shoes walk!
“Susie, you go tell ‘the organis g
not to stop the prelude till I gt
back. I'll run home for your old

“No. Wait:” Dad caught her
arm. “There isn’t time.” He grin-
ned down ruefully at his sun-
burst toes, murmuring, “‘Be sure
your sins will find you out’”

That Sunday the startled con-
gregation was offered the newly
communion - cups By

wearing his nf
bers! — From “Preacher’s K
by Grace Nies Fletcher.

may be used with onions for a

with tomatoes and rice, here is
an easy top-of-the-stove recipe
for Eggs Creole.
EGGS CREOLE

Vs cup chopped onion
cup chopped green pepper

2 tablespoons fat, melted
21, cups tomatoes

“Are you going to charge a
a dollar for cutting my
hairs?” the nearly bald custon
asked the barber.

“Not at all, sir. Fifty cents fg|
cutting and fifty cents seam

1 cup uncooked rice
Salt and pepper

Cook onion-and green pepper
in the fat until onion is lightly
browned. Pour in tomatoes and

DOES WELL after appendec-
tomy. Princess Grace of Monaco.

Spring Cramming on College Campuses —

HEEL IS A WHEEL —
ore Bruce Anderson is a little
heel on the University of Mis-
ri campus. He says his uni-
le is great for getting around
classes and na parking pro
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tine he follows night after night
It is almost as if he feels it to
be.lus duty to say thank you
politely for something he

_He won't even enter it to get

his marshmallow. Before they
go for their walk, Gretel insists
upon showing him the lovely
nest she has made. He follows
her obediently up the ladder,
across the runway, to the ert-
rance of the tunnel, but there he
balks. Although she rusties
round ever so enticingly amid
the straw and leaves, and grunts
an invitation for him to join
her, and finally smacks her lips
over the consumption of nis
very own marshmallow, he will
not even so much as put nis
wary nose inside. At last Gretel
comes” out again and joins him
in a game of tag on the roof,
and, for us underneath during
the next half hour, there is a
continuous roll of thunder as
they gallop heavily over our
heads. — From “The Good
Year.” By Era Zistel.

Something
For Nothing

It is a human weakness of
which all of us are guilty: Hop-
ing for something for nothing.

Yet, all of us know, you get
out of life what you put into it

There is no such thing as
something for nothing.

Probably, something-for-noth-
ing is our country’s greatest
weakness today.

All too often, most of us vote
for the political candidate who
offers us something-for-nothing.

All too often, most of us cheer
the office holder who, by plung-
ing our children deeper and
deeper into debt, offers us some-
thing-for-nothing.

All too often, most of wus
praise the employer who gives
us that which we haven’t earn-
ed.

All too often, most of us
stand loyal to the union leader
who gets us paid for not work-
ing.

Certainlv, we should support
the candidate who promises us
more efficiency, improved con-
ditions, a better life.

Certainly, we must support
the office holder who does the
same.

Certainly, employers and un-
ion leaders are properly dedi-
cated and should be held in re-
spect, for ftreating workers
right, for adding to. the dignity
of their employees or members,
for helping them help them-
selves.

But there is a vast difference
between something-for-nothing
and a better life.

Something - for - nothing is a
fool’s paradise. It can't last. It
is artificial, against the laws of

 nature. It includes a day of

reckoning.

‘While earning - your - way
means you have bought and
paid-for your better life. It's
yours. You own it.

“Agzin, perhaps the wishful
thinking that makes us expect
something - fo r- nothing is our
nation’s greatest weakness to-
day.

It can well be more danger-
out to our way of life with its
Freedom and its government of,
for and by the people, than all
the ICBMs tested and »stockpi}-
ed in the Soviet Union. — Mexi-
co (Mp.) Evening Ledger.
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blished for ever. Proverbs 29:14.

David, like Moses, led sheep
before he led people. He was
a very capable leader.
when he was fleeing from King
Saul, four hundred men join-
ed him and he became their
captain. After Saul’'s death he
had opportunity to take ven-
geance on those who remained
of Saul’s family but he didn’t.
This restraint of power in the
day of his advantage helped
him finally to become King of
After reigning for
seven and one-hald
Hebron over Judah, the other
tribes came to him and asked
him to be their king also.

Men with the
leadership don’t have to blast
their way to the top. Their gifts

the city under
63 B.C. to AD. 636, Rome was
master over the land. The Arabs
ruled from 636 to 1049. The
Christians held
Crusades from
Egypt ruled from 1187 to 1317
and the Turks were in the land
for the next 200 years.
then the Jews have been re-
turning with the Arabs protest-
ing. The Arabs have the cen-
ter of the city of what is called
Old Jerusalem. Barbed wire

it during the
1099 to 1187.

which the Jews now hold.
was outside this city that Jesus
was crucified. Of all the cities
of the world,
David founded, has
interesting history and
pfophecy indicates that its role
in world history will
more significant.

spheres. Their qualities are re-
cognized and they are invited
(to .positions of greater responsi-
bility. The saying of Jesus has
application here;
been faithful over a few things,
SWING YOUR COMRADE — Ho Chi ;
(Qt)lmmu.nnst)_YnFr Nam, goes through dance steps with local
girl while visiting in Tiipanas, Indonesia. She’s wearing the
native dress of Borneo, major island of Indoresian group.

Minh, president of North
Atom Threat To

“Stone Age” Man :
Ten thousand Swedish Lapps

or property without due process
of law’ The right te trial by
jury is one of the due processes

The following story about a
Michigan farmer who just plain
refused to be “pushed around”
by U.S. Dept. of Agriculture
bureaucrats is of such interest
that I am passing it along to
you. It was written by God-
frey Sperling Jr., in the Chris-
tian Science Inonitor.

- * -

When refugees leave Iron
Curtain countries for a happier
way of life, the leaving has be-
come too commonplace to evoke
big headlines. But when an
American of respect within his
community decides that the re-
straints of ordinary farm exisi-
ence are too much for him and
looks toward Australia as his
new home—this becomes bigger-
than-average news,

Perhaps just about everybody
has heard about farmer Stanley
Yankus” by now. His refusal to
embark upon the seas of bu-
reaucracy have brought him be-
fore’ a nationwide television
audience, and his story has been
splashed across the national
press.

Actually, this reporter was
slow to warm up to the Yankus
story. From a distance the
man sounded as if he might be
a professional nonconformist,
someone who might have been
dedicating his life to battling
established authority. Or, again,
there was the persistent ques-
tion: Is he a headline hunter?

I found Stanley Yankus to be,
in the words of his neighbors,
an awfully nice fellow. Cer-
tainly, a lot of the people
around there aren’t in sympathy
with what he is trying to do.
They figure he should have con-
formed to government control,
made himself eligible for sub-
stantial cash benefits, and thus
escaped his $5,000 fine.

But they say he is sincers,
honest, and capable, too. He was
a member of the school board
here that built the new school.
He finished fifth from the top
of his class in the big high
school he attended in Chicago.
Since then, this farmer has
lived with good books. He now
makes speeches, and '.hoge who
have heard him say he is par-
ticularly persuasive.

* * *

Let’s let Mr. Yankus tell h.i:‘
story, as he did to me in his
farmhouse (now almost bare
and ready for the new owners):

“My name je Stanley Yankus.
I have a wife and three chil-
dren. 1 have lived on my 100-
acre farm since April, 1943. I
raise wheat and parley and feed
it all to my chickens. _I have
signed an agreemgnt’wnth the
Agriculture Stabilization Com-
mittee. 1 have never accepted

sidies. ¢
su}?In the fall of 1953, an ASC
agent said I could not raise
wheat and feed it to my chick-
ens. 1 thought this was contrary,
to everything American. I asked
the ASC man how 1 would be
able to make a living if I could

not use my land.

of law which has been deni
en denied o | . o looking wistfully at their

magic drums. Though their use
is taboo, some of their wise men
may soon be induced to beat out
special entreaties to ancient tri-

L k4 *
“My right to -liberty should
certainly be my right to earn
my own living on my own farm.
Federal law should apply equal-
ly to all citizens. Yet
states there are wheat restric-
tions, and in 12 states there are
none. Thus, I am a second-class
citizen because I live in a state
where restrictions are imposed.

“Many people have told me
that I would lose everything by
opposing these wheat laws. What
is everything? Money is of no
value to a slave. I think free-
dom is everything.”

Now Mr. Yankus, who says
he 1s neither cynical nor embit-
tered, has paid his fines, sold
his farm and furnishings, and
has taken himself and his fam-
ily on the long trip to Australia.
He has been told he may grow
all the wheat he wants to in

THEFARM ERONT

The drumbeats will
Stone Age cry in protest against
the advancing and, for these no-
madic peoples, obliterating atom-
ic age. For the Lapps to-day,
fearing for their livelihood, have
asked the United Nations to pro-
tect their reindeer pastures.

Gradually, as Swedish indus-
try shoots northwards, so ‘more
and more rivers are being har-
nessed to give hydro-electric |
power. Reindeer territory, undis- -
turbed for centuries, is disap-

my wheat- fines
equaled my entire net income.
In the year 1955, I was fined
about $1,304. The March issue

an article entitled ‘The

The Lapps rely on their rein-
deer for more than meat and
milk. This wonderful all-purpose
animal provides them with cloth-
ing, blankets, covers for their
tents and sleighs.

Lapp carvers, too, conjure ex-
quisite ornaments out of its bones.
These sell readily as souvenirs to
tourists in search of the Midnight

Yankus.” What is my crime? A
man does have to commit an of-
fense to get fined or punished.
I did not sell my wheat, so my
is not selling wheat.
Then my offense had to be us-
ing land for producing crops Mr. Yankus is not likely to
turn back the clock on agricul-
tural practices in the United
States. But the Yankus voice is
an honest one, even if his mes-
sage would oversimplify- it. Cer-
tainly he has caused many peo-
ple to think more about the
workings of bureaucracy.

“The division of power—legis-
lative, executive, and judicial—
has been a fundamental concept
of English and American law.
The ASC has nullified this con-
cept because a bureaucrat in the
Department of -Agriculture can
write a regulation throught the
Federal Register which has the
effect of law.

“The ASC can and does exe-
cute and administer these laws,
and the ASC acts as judge and
jury in determining a farmer’s
guilt. I am not fighting for the
righi to grow wheat. I am fight-
ing for the right to own prop-
erty. If 1 am forbidden the use
of my land, then I do not own
it. My rights do not extend much
‘beyond the right to pay taxes.
This is tyranny.

“The Fifth Amendment of the
says ‘no person
shall be deprived of life, liberty,

Foremost champion of Lapp
rights, the Rev. Gustav Park,
says some of their camping
grounds have been used for 1,000

Upsidedown to Prevent Peeking
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NO GAME FOR CHILDREN — Shooting in the marble round
at Tinsley Green, England, is George (Pop) Maynard, 87-year-
old “King of Merbles.” English fans take the game seriouslyy
it's at Tinsley Green that the British Marbles Cham
are decided each year.
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PUZZLE PICTURE — Icebreaker Staten Island had visitors while caught in an antarctic situation
“for the birds.” The photographer counted six penguins who came fo see the ship, trapped
temporarily by pressure ice in the Ross Sea. We count seven. There’s an eighth bird in the
picture however. A whirlybird, its rotor and cab are unobtrusively visible behind ice ridge,
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