
AT-TEN-SEUN! 
ALL 

COMPART COOKS 

Grandma—who has been a fa- 

mous "company” cook for 

over 40 years—gets a snappy 

salute from her rookie grand- 
sons when she serves them 

Snider’s Old Fashioned Chili 

Sauce—because Snider’s tastes 

just like the homemade kind. 

; 

USE IT AS A CHANGE FROM CATSUP 

Made the old-fashioned way from choice ripe 
tomatoes, it gives roast beef rare flavor. P. S. Try 
baked hamburger this delicious new way. Just 
place in oven pan —cover with Snider’s Old 
Fashioned Chili Sauce—and bake. 
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NICE GEORGE! 
Con tinned from preceding page 

"But what's that got to do with—” 
"A man in good condition,” he 

went on, “can walk down a deer. A 
bear. A timber wolf. Anything!” 

“Tim! You’re not going to — 

“I am,” he said, “going to walk 
down that cat until he starts tripping 
over his tongue. Then I'm going to 

get his picture.” 
"They won’t let you!” 
“Ask 'em and see. They got George 

in all the scenes they want, and they’re 
rushing the film for release. They 
think it’ll be a swell publicity gag.” 

Jane hurried away to check up on 

his story. It was true. She dragged her- 
self back to her office and. in the best 
laugh-clown-laugh tradition, wrote the 
best story of her career about the 
approaching marathon. 

The contest started at 6 a.m. the 
next morning, before an audience of 
officials, reporters and news photogra- 
phers. George was given the run of the 
forty-acre lot for the first time. Doors 
of all buildings were left open, and 
guards were instructed to pass George 
and his pursuer anywhere they wanted 
to go. George was given five minutes’ 
start; then Tim set out to walk him 
down. For almost two hours George dis- 
appeared, and Tim hunted frantically 
over the lot. Then things began to 

happen. On Sound Stage Two (in 
production: "North to Nome”) a 

team of huskies quit dragging a sled 
load of lifesaving serum for Gary 

flash bulb. That would mean that the 

picture was taken, and that she had 
no further claim on Tim’s attention. 

There was a slight bumping noise 

in the doorway. It was George, back- 

ing out of the building. She looked 

again, and gasped. Somewhere inside, 
he had found his stand-in, the lifelike 
dummy. He was dragging it out onto 

the lawn. She wanted to call to him to 

drop it, to save his energy, but she 
heard Tim’s footsteps and kept silent. 

Tim came to the doorway and halt- 
ed. He peered out at the moonlit 
lawn, and made a strangled noi9e. Far 
out on the clipped grass was a pin- 
wheel flurry of gray fur. George and 
the stand-in were locked in a fight 
to the death. Tim croaked, ‘‘After 
twenty-three hours, he stirs up a fight 
to get some exercise.” 

He tottered toward the arena. 

George gave the dummy a final rake 
with his hind claws, and fled down the 
moonpath, tail smoking behind him 
like the exhaust of a night bomber. 
The dummy lay on its side, glass eyes 

gleaming. 
Tim paused beside the dummy. His 

shoulders sagged. He glanced around, 
stiffly. Then he said. “Hello, George.” 
He raised his camera, pulled the slide, 
and photographed George's stand-in. 

Jane walked toward him and said 
coldly, "Picture faking.” 

He turned a lost face. "1 tried aw- 

Cooper, and tried 
to break high- 
jumping records. 
Above them, on a 

low girder, George 
was manicuring his 
nails with insulting 
disregard. 

On Sound Stage 
Five (in produc- 
tion: “Summer’s 
End”) a formal 
English garden set 
was found to be 
ruined. George had 
gone through like a 

plague of Japanese 
beetles, nipping off 
the heads of flow- 
ers. The mike on 

Sound Stage Six 
began to pick up a 

wailing in a minor 

“Mush!” 
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fully hard,” he 
mumbled, "but he 
wouldn’t stand still 
or anything.” 

“Picture faking 
is the worst crime 
there is.” 

"It — it’ll make 
a good story for 
you,” he said hope- 
lessly. 

Jane began to 
sniffle. “I don’t 
want a good story! 
I’ve had too many 
of them. They’ve 
ruined your rep — 

"My reputation? 
Listen, this pub- 
licity has brought 
me more assign- 
ments than I ever 

had before. Twen- 
key, like the notes of a very sad flute 
player, and Gable and Lamarr had to 
call off love scenes for the day. Tim 
tracked down one of these events 
after another. Although he had to 
travel many miles out of the way, he 
managed to give George no time to 
rest. Betting odds on George dropped. 

Evening approached. Building after 
building closed for the night. Specta- 
tors went home. Newspapermen found 
a quiet comer for a session of hearts 
and rummy. By midnight, even the 
guards were sleeping in chairs. 

(Jane sat on the outer steps of Sound 
Stage Three, the only building still 
open, and watched. Every once in a 

while the chase passed near her, and 
she caught a glimpse of George in the 
moonlight or flickering across the 
beam of Tim’s flashlight. At 2:45 A.M., 
George slipped past her into the build- 
ing, limping and exhausted. His ears 

had wilted; his tail was at half staff. 
Jane stepped back into a comer and 

watched Tim shuffle past her. He 
seemed nearly as tired as George. She 
waited outside the building and 
thought miserably that the contest 
was almost over. George was worn out, 
and trapped. At any moment she 
might see the glare of Tim’s photo- 

tieth Century wants nic for a month. 
Columbia’s got a couple weeks’ work. 
M-G-M — I ought to pay you a com- 

mission!” 
She blinked at him. “Then you 

didn’t fake this picture to impress 
other people?" 

“No.” 
Jane felt an odd tingle tweaking her 

skin. “You couldn’t have done it to 

impress yourself. Or George. That 
only leaves one person you could have 
wanted to impress, doesn’t it?” 

“I guess it does." he said in an awed 
tone. “I-I must have been trying to 

impress you. Now what do you know 
about that!” 

“I don’t know anything about it. 
I think you ought to be able to go on 

from there.” 
He put down his camera, and went 

on from there. For several minutes 
there was silence. Finally Jane stirred, 
and suggested that they really ought 
to go home. Tim bent to pick up his 
camera. His fingers touched something 
soft and warm, which rubbed against 
his hand and purred like a small out- 
board motor. 

Tim’s fingers tightened for a mo- 

ment, then relaxed and scratched 
behind George’s ear. 
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Switch to Modorn Halo Shampoo, 
and Banish Dull Soap-Film! 

You can actually see that old fashioned soapy 
shampoos leave a dull soap film on your hair 

like “washbowl scum” rob it of luster. 
But Halo the modem shampoo con- 

tains no soap therefore can leave no 

soap-film! Women everywhere are discover- 
ing this new beauty aid that reveals nil 
their hair’s natural loveliness. 

Halo shampoos your hair with a new type 
ingredient that makes a billowy lather in 

hardest water leaves hair aglow with 
natural color. 

What’s more. Halo 
will removedandruff from 
your scalp at the very 
first application! 

In fact. Halo washes 
hair so clean there is no 

need for any lemon or 

vinegar after-rinse' 
So try Halo Sham- 

poo today in generous 
10c and larger sizes! 
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FLOR-DYE is a DYF — not a 

paint. It permeates the concrete 
— penetrates — actually becomes 
part of the concrete itself. Does 
a permanent coloring job. (,'an’t 
scuff off. Can't wear off. Beau- 
tifies. Also dustproofs. Four 
attractive colors. If your dealer 
can’t supply you, write us for 
literature and color card today. 
I TrusconLaboratorits.Dtpt.W-M.Datroit.Midi. I 
I S* nd mt literature and color ,ard on FI.OH-DYE I 
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