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THAT FIREBALL. 7§36 //— ]
This column recently quoted an as-
tronomical item, or perhaps an exege-
sis, from the Texas Observers’ Bulle-
tin, Fort Worth. Now we have an
urgent solicitation from the editor of
the Bulletin. The editor solicits us to
subscribe. The price is only $1 a
year, cheap enough for any good as-
tronomical guide. But a dollar is a
dollar, and no amount of astronomy
can pull a dollar out of starry infini-
tude. The Bulletin herein referred to
is a mimeographed monthly. The
mimeography is very good, consider-
ing that mimeography is never equal
to printing-press print. This column
cherishes and defends regular print-
ing. Nothing since the printing press
was invented, away back in 1450 A.D,,
has ever equaled it for clarity and
flexibility. However, the Fort Worth
astronomer is a good editor as well
as an senterprising one. He sent a
representative to Oklahoma to run
down the fireball which enlightened
that puissant State a month or two
ago. Numerous reliable Oklahomans
saw the fireball, but none knew where
it fell to earth, where it registered its
journey's end. The representative was
truly loyal to his assignment, and his
story of the search is interesting.
Whether he found fragments of the
fireball, or meteorite, we are not sure.
His story is to be continued in the
forthcoming issue. A gentleman named
Jason, who was a Greek Prince in the
long ago, orgamzed an expedition to
find and bring back io Greece the
golden fleece from Colchis. Jason had
many adventures, including plur=>
marriage and trouble with his wivas’
kinfolks. But he brought home the
bacon, otherwise the golden fleece. It
was only a hank of ram’s wool and
failed to yield the profit expected of
it. Jason himself got killed by tim-
bers of his ship falling on him. Could
it be possible that finding and fetch-
ing back to Fort Worth fragments of
the Oklahoma fireball would be
equally futile? We don’t know. We

are only a kindergarten astronomer. |
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