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B y  H A R R Y  W I L L I A M S

you once about the Colonel's son, Ew 
ing, in the Panhandle, saving his im 
mense fields of feedstuff— ka ffir , i 
■*iai;.v, r tv . : Maybe you don’t. n

W ell, i l l  ere was about ’levcn mil- r 
lion w ild  ducks (or maybe they was r


