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Kathleen Norris Says:* DEPARTMENTù-

By EUGENE CUNNINGHAM W A
Real Women Turn Trials Into Lessons TRADE SCHOOLft© EUGENE CUNNINGHAM IrW.N.Ü. RELEASE___

T TRAIN for a good job in war industries. 
Learn Auto. Diesel, Aviation Mechanics, 
Welding, Lathe Machinist. Practical train
ing—low tuition. Free catalog.

HANSON TRAUE SCHOOL
Fargo, N. Dak.

THE STORY SO FAR; Forced to 
from the law to save his life when he is 

suspected of being the notorious 
manche Linn,” Con Cameron is trying 
to prove his honesty. With his pal, Ca- 
ramba Year, he is working for Topeka 
Tenison, owner of the Broken Wheel 

ranch. Nevil Lowe, marshal of the neigh
boring town of Tivan, is after him but 
doesn’t yet know that the “Twenty John
son” of the Broken Wheel is the man he 
suspects of being Comanche Linn. Lowe’s 
sister, Janet, is staying with the Teni- 

sons.
having lost their only child, a boy, when 
he was kidnaped many years before. 
Among the enemies of the Broken Wheel

Beil Syndicate—WNU Features.

STACESCREENRADIO
‘Co-

By VIRGINIA VALE
Released by Western Newspaper Union. Box 17HD-N

OUD ABBOTT figures that 
-U the three-year-old son,
Bud Abbott Jr., whom he and 
his wife have just adopted, is 
a direct present from Uncle 
Sam. It was through an offi
cial who accompanied Abbott 
and Costello on their recent
bond-selling tour that the fob sale—cottage camp

comic entertainer first heard ^ÄTansÖn mo?er'“coS^wS« 
about the availability of the 
youngster, and subsequently ar
ranged for the adoption. Universal 
recently announced the purchase of 
the farce, “See My Lawyer,” as a 
vehicle for the two comedians; Mil- 
ton Eerie and Paddy Hart starred in 
it on Broadway.
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l a BONES WANTED
THE WELSH MINERAL CO.. 13th and 
N. P. crossing in Billings, Montana, i3 
paying Top Market Price for
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FOR SALE—CAMP
'nare Dud Paramore, Mcgeatb and his 

friend Monk Irby, and the very tough 
La timers. IÀ

XCon has already encountered 
all of them and has so far gotten the 
best of them. Megeath and Bud Para- 

more also hate Nevil Lowe and are try
ing to kidnap Janet. Riding out with 
Janet for a rc -'ine check on the cattle, 
he finds rustlers at work. All but one 
escape. Con gives him a chance and 
then is forced to kill him in self defense.

Now continue with the story.
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WESTMORE TEACHERS’ AGENCY 

1403 Old NatT Bank Bldg., Spokane, Wash.
Free registration.

All vacancies sent by school officials.

Pat O’Brien, who recently filmed 
“The Navy Comes Through” at 
RKO, believes that he and Spencer 
Tracy can boast the longest endur
ing friendship in Hollywood. It’s 
lasted more than 35 years; they 
were childhood playmates, went to 
school together, served together in 
the navy during World W’ar I, and 
launched their professional careers 
together.
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CHAPTER XVII Vi m ' 6llil

“She saw a killing,” said Con smoothly.Con dropped from the saddle with 
a quick and wary look all around the 
horizon to see if any of the others 
were coming back. Nobody was in 
sight, not even Janet, 
stoop over the cowboy; to turn him 
over.
gone straight through the heart, but 
the other had struck not three inches 
from it.

“Crazy fool!” Con said bitterly, 
straightening. “Nobody wanted to 
kill you.”

Janet leaned against the sorrel, 
just over the ridge that had shel
tered her.

“I could see his hand going be
hind his back,” she said in a flat 
tone. “You just sat there—”

She stopped short. He stared 
frowningly, but she turned to the 
sorrel and gathered up her reins 
to mount.

"I didn’t expect him to pull one 
from the back of his overalls,” Con 
admitted, watching her. “But I reck
on I was suspicious of him without 
thinking about it. We’d better go 
on back. Somehow, I don’t think the 
rest of ’em will bother anything in 
this pasture today.”

“They thought four to one was 
enough. So did I! Then you began 
to shoot and — and everything 
changed in a flash. Let’s go! Let’s 
get away from this place; get away 
from—him!”

He nodded silently. “I certainly 
have scraped through some tight 
spots by the skin of my teeth and 
the help of plenty luck!” he said 
frowningly, thinking back. “1 cer
tainly have! Of course, when you 
know that you’re walking on thin 
ice, you walk hawk-eyed—”

She laughed, but it was not a 
pleasant sound.

“Did you tell Caramba to back 
up that pretty story of yours about 
the old uncle and aunt in Chicago, 
and your days as an orphan, and 
the death of your father and mother 
in Horsehide, Texas?”

“Caramba? I never did! Did that 
son of a gun tell you something? 
Why—”

“Old Perch is an odd character,” 
Janet said thoughtfully. “I’ve known 
him for a long time and, of course,
I know his peculiarities as—as a 
stranger wouldn’t. One of his oddi
ties is his memory of everything big 
and little that ever happened in 
what he calls the ‘Skillet,’ meaning 
the Panhandle of Texas. He—won
ders why you chose such a name as 
Horsehide for this—ah—town of your 
story.”

“Why, Horsehide is a good Texas- 
sounding name,” he told her mock
ingly. “And when you’re making 
a life history out of air, you haven’t 
got time to think of every old saddle 
tramp you may run into, that knows 
every inch of the country. And old 
Caramba thought he’d make my tale 
stronger.”

He snapped his fingers and 
grinned at her.

“I don’t know just what to do 
about—that back yonder,” he said, 
with elaborate carelessness. “Not 
much use telling Janton. He won’t 
touch a case outside of town. But 
if we don’t report it, they can use 
that against us.”

He was thinking how unnecessary 
the shooting had been; still actually 
angry with the dead man for forc
ing him to shoot.

“I—suppose you do feel that way 
about it,” she agreed. “You get 
used to that, don’t you? But—you 
haven’t done anything, in the Terri
tory, that—that hasn’t somehow 
worked to good, have you?”

“Devil has kind of been fought 
with fire, no es verdad? I ought to 
get some kind of recommendation, 
even from the sheriffs who will 
chase me across the line at the end!
Well, we’re about home. Perch can 
do as he pleases, about notifying 
Janton. Oh!”

He looked carefully before him, 
holding his set smile.

“You’ve been talking a lot about 
my getting you away from Dud. I 
reckon I ought to tell you the truth 
about that and get it straight for 
you: Dud didn’t like me a liT bit.
He didn’t like my killing Gonzales.
He waited until he got two more 
hard cases in the gang, Dandy and 
West. Then he rigged it with Dandy 
to kill me. Poor old Jeff told me 
about it. So I was ready to leave.
And when I found that Dud had you 
all tied up in a bundle, I knew it 
would make him fit to tie if I not 
only dodged his killing, but snatched

WOOL and HIDESyou away from him. So—I did that 
UT bitsy thing!”

She was staring at him with face 
pater white.

“Oh!” she said explosively, and 
swung her quirt viciously.

The sorrel grunted and jumped 
under the slash of her blow, then 
went at racing gallop for the cor
rals.

the bottle. He drank a third of the 
whisky and handed it back. Con 
took a short drink and returned it.

“I brought it over for you. Perch 
told me a liT bit about you. You 
must’ve seen plenty!”

Con waited for him to lower the 
whisky. He drank it as if it had 
been coffee, faded eyes a little 
brighter, weathered face softening 
slightly. There was something about 
him that compelled respect. Not 
only had he been a good man. Con 
thought, but—he was now a good 
man!

“I’ll be sixty-five if I hang on til) 
beef roundup’s over,” Step said, in 
a meditative tone. “Le’s see you 
draw that cutter.”

He put Con through his paces, 
made suggestions that instantly in
creased his smoothness and speed 
of movement, then got from his col- 
chon, a bed roll with mattress, a 
pair of white-handled Colts that 
gleamed dully from constant care. 
For a half-hour he showed Con gun
play, what he called “limbering 
stunts” designed for nothing but de
veloping dexterity, and “hideouts” 
of a dozen kinds.

WOOL & SHEEP PELTS WANTED
Now — At top cash prices. Writs

LA SALLE WOOL CO., 423 N. Sangamon. ChicagoHe went to

Apparently, one bullet had
PECANS

i\
LARGE SOFTSHELL PECANS 29 cts, lb. 

Express paid 10 lbs. up. References
E. M. ADAMSDavid Holt, appearing with Mick

ey Rooney in “The Human Com
edy,” was tabbed as a sure-fire fu
ture star until stricken with infan-

Marshall, Texas.

Perch was staring from Janet’s 
sorrel to the house when Con rode Dcuglas 'Rj,v Busy Hipparchus
up. He looked up slantingly.

“Now, what’d you do. that got 
her that way?” he inquired. “Come 
charging up, talking to herself like 
a mad hen, let go the reins and 
rolled out of that hull and jist skit
tered for the house. Wouldn’t pass 
the time of day with me—”

“She saw a killing," Con said 
“Four Helligo-off-with-

iSj*i »

Hipparchus, Greek “Father of 
Astronomy” (146-126 B. C.), cata
logued 1,080 stars, discovered the 
precession of the equinoxes, found
ed trigonometry and invented the 
method of fixing geographical posi
tion with circles of latitude and 
longitude.

My mother-in-law speaks to my babies as though they were her own. When 
their doctor comes in she takes charge of him too. But I am never consulted.

By KATHLEEN NORRIS
RENE FOSTER has an ef
ficient, affectionate, well- 
to-do mother-in-law, and 

she feels that she simply can’t 
stand home conditions any 
longer. Yet there are many 
women who would change 
places, for awhile anyway, 
with Irene.

“My oldest little boy is 5, 
writes Irene. “He was born 
when I was just 19. The young
er baby is only 7 months old. I 
was delicate for some time after 
Robert junior was born, and Bob 
and I stayed in his mother’s home 
with her, because it was comfort
able, economical and saved me all 
responsibility. Bonny, as we call 
her, is 61, but very young and ac
tive for that age. Just listening to 
her sometimes tires me out.

“Bonny was widowed 20 years 
ago; she likes to run things and 
she runs us all. I have no more to 
say in this house than the baby has.
If I ask the cook or the upstairs girl 
for anything they always refer me 
to Madam. Bob was 38 and a bache
lor when I married him; he has al
ways lived here, no other place, he 
says, would ever be like home. His 
father’s books, his mother’s glass 
and china, the old rugs and lamps 
and chairs are a part of his life. 
But they aren’t part of mine and 
sometimes I feel I will suffocate if 
I have to stay among them much 
longer.

LIVE WITH IT 

An axiom popular with 
young doctors is, “Live with 
your disease.” If you cant 

cure it, learn to endure it . . . 
That is what Kathleen Norris 

urges Irene Foster to do. Not 
disease, but hindness, is kill
ing Irene. She is being stifled 
by the unwanted kindness of 

an overly capable mother-in- 
law. But the treatment is the 

same. Irene cant change the 
situation, but she can learn to 
make the best of it. Be sure 

to read this touching story of 
a girl with whom you, per
haps, would gladly change 
places.

\
smoothly, 
your-stuffers thought the bay stal
lion and his mares would look bet-

i.

YOU 
CAN’T

that can do more for you than St. Joseph 
Aspirin. Why pay more? World’s largest 
seller at 10c. Demand St. Joseph Aspirin.

BUY ASPIRINter farther over. Happened, we ran 
smack into ’em and—”

Perch listened to his colorless ac
count, mouth sagging.

“If that don’t beat five of a kind!
Four of ’em on you and they had 
to yellow dog it and one’s counting 
the grass roots and two more leak- “You won’t never be fast as I 
ing. I reckon one of the Mex’ boys am.” he said in answer to Con’s 
better ride in with a message to marveling remark. “No reason to 
Janton. Maybe we better send a be! You was faster’n nineteen out 
boy to Tivan. too. Let Nevil Lowe of twenty cowboys. I’d say you’re
in on the business. He might want faster’n ninety-nine out of a bun-
to come out for a looky.” dred, with just the three-four

Con was afraid of that very pos- chanSes made in the movement, 
sibility, he thought sardonically. Let there s some awful big liT
Nevil appear on the Wheel and he things about killing a man, when 
must disappear-either permanent- you know *ou have ®ot t0 kil1 a
ly, or without rousing the suspicions man. First place, if you go into a
of Perch and the rest. So he seemed SunPlay wondering whether to kill 
to consider the matter. him or iust hurt him, you’ll wind up

“Why. no use sending a boy clear ^ the daisies. f™mK the bottom’ 
to Tivan.” he disagreed. “Topeka fMake Up y<T ™lnd ab“t tha‘ be‘ 
sent Nevil Lowe word of the Gracey f°re/0U start The" y™U get dow" 
murder, you know. He may be on y0U almed t0 d°~faSt and
the way here, right now.” s o]d uncle to]d me something

On. If Topeka sent word about like that, and my experience has 
that, then you re right. I thought proved it. He told me never to 
he changed his mind. All right! make a motion t0 draw until I 
I II just notify Janton. And a couple was dead-certain I had to draw, 
of the peons can go up and put your because an uncertain motion is a 
rustler under grass. His horse is ragged, slow motion. He said, if 
still there, huh? Well, if we let the yOU draw, do it fast and shoot at the 
Mex’ take his outfit, they’ll fight end of it.”
for a chance to bury him. Which “He had the gunslick idee! An- 
carbine is the one that fellow other thing: Don’t think one second
dropped? about what the other man’s going

“In my scabbard. One of the pe- to do to you! Keep your mind on 
ons can have it. It’s so worn it’s what you’re going to do to him. 
not worth a sack of shucks. It—” There was much more of the same

Movement at a corner of the cor- grim, expert advice, with a wealth
ral caught his eye. He looked that of examples drawn from nameless
way at the little man who was ris- battles of unnamed men over a 
ing. Con stared frowningly. Perch half-century.
looked, too, then laughed. clanging of the cook’s triangle sig-

“Jist old Step. Don’t let that way naled supper, Con stood and 
of his bother you. Twenty. He’s like stretched.
a mole: crawls along under the “I certainly do thank you for a 
ground a piece, then pops up. He—” college education! And I’d like to 

“Never talked nobody to death, Se* a more of the same. Eating 
anyhow,” the little man said snarl- w^h us?”
tngly. “You get a good look at “Nah. I like Mex’ cooking. One 
these rustlers. Twenty?” of the Martinez women fixes me up

Con described them as well as ne w'th everything I want. See you 
could. The little man had faded some more. I kind of cottoned to 
blue eyes under graying red brows ^ou trom the day you roped the 
and the locks of hair straggling from c°tts. Not many I do. Topeka’s the 
under his battered hat were of the on^y one on this place I call amigo 
same grizzled reddish color. i an£t I vs known him thirty years.”

But as he passed the kitchen door 
of the big house, Mrs. Tenison called 
him and he went that way with the 
carefully blank face he was learn
ing to turn upon the world.

“Come in and eat with Janet and 
me, when you’ve washed,” she or
dered him. “No arguments! I need 
a man at the table.”

So he splashed and combed and 
surveyed his battered face in the 
mirror, then went resignedly to sit 
down opposite Janet. Mrs. Tenison 
did most of the talking, while they 
ate at the big. handmade Spanish 
table.

“That poor woman was conscious 
for a few minutes, awhile ago,” she 
told Con. “She says she didn’t know 
the men who killed her husband. 
She’s asleep again. I think she’ll 
do, now. The boy will be out to
morrow. He thinks he’s going to 
ride with you."

Janet looked everywhere but di
rectly at Con and he followed her 
example. Mrs. Tenison seemed not 
to notice.

“I hope you don’t feel put out 
about staying here. I hope you 
stay with us from now on. If—my 
boy had grown up with us, to be 
about your kind of boy, I would have 
been proud of him. He was 
a brave little boy, at four.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Gold a Means
Misers mistake gold for good, 

whereas it is only a means of ob
taining it.—Rochefoucauld.
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DAVID HOLT

tile paralysis. Now he’s climbing 
back toward stardom, after a long 
fight. He gives a swell performance 
as a crippled boy in “Pride of the 
Yankees.”

Relief Aï Last 
For Your Cough

child’s outburst and told me that 
evening that I mustn't ever think of 
it again, and that he wouldn’t either.

Smothering Kindness.
“I said then that I was going to 

find a house of my own, and for two 
days I did house hunt. But we have 
no furniture, no kitchenware or linen 
or curtains, and it does look like a 
big job to start with nothing, and 
also find some woman who will be 
part cook and part nurse.

“Bob hasn’t referred to the mat-

Creomulslon relieves promptly be
cause it goes right to the seat of the 
trouble to help loosen and expel 
germ laden phlegm, and aid nature 
to soothe and heal raw, tender, in
flamed bronchial mucous mem
branes. Tell your druggist to sell you 
a bottle of Creomulsion with the un
derstanding you must like the way it 
quickly allays the cough or you are 
to have your money back.

CREOMULSION
for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis

Bob Hope is taking no chances on 
having readers of his autobiography, 
“They Got Me Covered,” think that 
the Samuel Goldwyn picture of the 
same name is his life story. A fore
word to the film, which stars Bob 
and Dorothy Lamour, declares that 
“Any resemblance between the 
characters in this photoplay and 
is entirely fictional,” and it’s signed, 
“Bob Hope.”

me

ter again. I am writing you to ask
whether you think I am justified in Greer Garson in Valerie Hobson, 
trying to break away from all this ! another 

smothering kindness and service 
and try to stand on my own feet, as 
mistress of my own home?”

Irene, my dear, my advice would 
be that you abandon the idea of find
ing a real house, with curtains and 
chairs and pots and pans in it, and 
build instead the house of the mind 
and soul, and live in that for awhile.

We all have to do this, if we are 
to grow up, spiritually and mentally.
Some women refuse, and go on to 
years of loneliness and bewilder
ment, wondering how and why they 
have missed everything worth while.
But real women turn their trials 
into lessons, into tests of strength 
and endurance, and finally into 
blessings.

Metro’s hoping that it has another
✓"To relieve distress of MONTHLY-^

young English actress, 
who’s playing the lead opposite 
Robert Donat in “Sabotage Agent,” 
being filmed in London, 
has seen her in 
“Blackout.”

Female Weakness
AND HELP BUILD UP RED BLOOD!America 

“U-Boat” and Lydia E. Pinkham’s Compound 
TABLETS (with added Iron) have 
helped thousands to relieve peri
odic pain, backache, headache with 
weak, nervous, cranky, blue feel
ings—due to functional monthly 
disturbances.

Taken regularly—Pinkham’s Tab
lets help build up resistance against 
such annoying symptoms. Also, 
their Iron makes them a fine hema
tic tonic to help build up red blood. 
Pinkham’s Tablets are made espe
cially for women. Follow label di
rections. Worth tryingl

Bonny Takes Charge.
“My babies live on the third floor 

with a little nurse of their own. Bon
ny speaks of them as though they 
were hers. T’m going to have his 
tonsils out next winter,’ and T’m 
not letting Mollie take the baby out 
today at all.’ If the children’s doc
tor comes in—he is her nephew, by 
the way, and she runs him, too—I 
may go upstairs with them and lis
ten, but I’m never consulted. He 
tells her that little Dick’s formula 
might be changed and she tells 
Mollie.

“She treats me as though I were 
a child. Bob she respects and con
sults, but even Bob will tell her she 
is a mule for determination. She
only laughs at him. She calls after genial, who impose upon us and 
me to ask what coat I am wearing. crippie Us. we must accept some- 
remmds me of my engagement with thing difflcuIt along with our dajly 
die dentist, tells me to ask Jane bread. If it is not a husband’s faults 
or Nancy to come to lunch. I and iimitations> it beComes the in- 
can t ask anyone to the house with- flniteIy worse conditions that follow 
out her permission, and she will as divorce> If it is„.t an 0ver-officious
bkely saf’ h°; n°‘ as mother-in-law. it’s an idle, useless
That will be all rig i . If I suggest one who never pjcks up her ciga- 

to Bob that he and I give a dinner. rette ends or remembers telephone 
he says. ‘Fix it up with Bonny, dar- messages. Or if it isn’t either it’s 
ling And Bonny may say, ‘I very t to be the third SQrt whQ
wouldn t cultivate those people, pays no attention to her daughter- 
dear Sooner or later you and Bob in.law but expects dear Robbie to
will have to drop them. listen to her complaints every day.

“The result of all this,” Irene con- Most women have money shortage 
I tinues aggrievedly, “is that I don’t as a worry. Most husbands have 

feel like a human being at all. I the mismanagement or extrava- 
get up, I go through the day, I see gance of wives to think about 
my children when Mollie and my they walk to the office. Thousands 
mother-in-law are willing for me to of mothers today have deeper 
see them, I don't have any duties agonies of spirit to face—the help- 
except filling vases or driving down less longing that comes when the 
to get Bob, I don t know what's com- boys are far away and in danger, 
ing on my own table for dinner; a This woman knows that deafness is 
sort of spell is over me, an invisible coming upon her; this other 
cage, and I can t get out. knows that in her middle-age she

“Last week Bonny went to visit has lost her husband’s love and he 
her brother who is a Detroit doctor, wants to be free. And many are 
At the last moment she decided to alone, living in boarding houses, 
lake my older son. She stopped working hard for just enough shelter 
outside my door that morning and and food to keep life within them, 
said to him, ‘Run in and say good-by wondering why they live at all. 
to Mummy!’ That was the first I An axiom very popular with young 
knew of it. I let them go. but when doctors is: “Live with your dis- 
Bob got home for lunch I went into ease.” Failing eyesight, missing 
hysterics and said a thousand things teeth, certain chronic nerve and 
that have been bottled up in my heart and kidney affections for 
heart for a long time. He was won- which we have no cures, simply 
derfully kind, but he treated it as a must be faced and borne.

When Joan Crawford stepped into 
the role intended for Carole I, 
bard in the picture, “They All 
Kissed the Bride,” she donated her 
entire salary for the job to 
charities. Recently Paulette God
dard was engaged to do the radio 
version of the picture on the CBS 
Playhouse, and announced that her 
salary for the performance would 
buy war bonds to be put in trust 
for five children of war heroes who 
do not come home at the war’s end 
—which probably means quite a lot 
of bunds!
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war
When the bell-like

GEBENS GO FAST
Pain goes quick, corns 
speedily removed when Eg* 
you use thin, soothing, 
cushioning Dr. Scholl's JT^ 
Zino-pads. Try them I m

Must Free Difficulties.
Whether it is poverty, disappoint

ment, physical disability or—as in 
your case—the inflexible necessity of 
living with those who are not con-

ha
mRumors that Cary Grant would 

enlist in the army air forces 
confirmed for moviedom when it was 
announced by RKO that “Bundles 
for Freedom,” starring Grant, had 
been moved up on the production 
schedule so that he’d finish before 
his enlistment.

Ill
were

“Nobodies,” Step summed up in 
curt grunt. “Outside Gloomy and 
them Raniers the whole pack at Hei
lige nowadays is nobodies — and 
nothings! I’ll send out the Martinez 
boys to bury that rustler. Perch. If 
you want to give the carbine away. 
Twenty, Ramon Martinez ain’t got 
one and it’ll make you a friend for 
life.” He finished solemnly.

With Con’s nod he took the old 
carbine from the scabbard and went 
off with odd lurching step—that still 
seemed to interfere very little with 
the speed, the ease and silence of 
his walking.

Late, that afternoon, Con found 
himself free of small chores about 
the corral, and he thought of Step. 
There was an unopened pint of whis
key in Con’s bunk, brought out from 
Onopa. He got the bottle and slipped 
it into his shirt, then hunted the 
adobe house which Step lived in 
alone. The door was open and Con 
moved to stand in the door. Step 
sat comfortably upon a bench plait
ing rawhide strands. He nodded and 
Con'went inside.

“Perch was telling me you take a 
jolt sometimes,” he drawled. “I 
happened to have a bottle of Ono- 
pa’s strongest—”

Con leaned to pass over the pint. 
Step drew the cork deftly and lifted

4

liijaARThe shortage of leading men may 
precipitate a cycle of man-less 
films; looks as if Metro is getting 
ready by buying “Cry Havoc,” a 
little theater play dealing with vol
unteer nurses during the siege of 
Bataan.

«al®

When colds start—spread cooling 
Mentholatum inside nostrils. In
stantly it releases vapor “’Mentho- 
lations” that start 4 vital actions:
1) They thin out thick mucus;
2) Soothe irritated membranes;
3) Help reduce swollen passages; 4) 
Stimulate nasal blood supply. Erery 
breath brings quick relief! Jars 30«.

Jack Durant and Shirley Temple 
made their screen debut in the same 
picture, “Stand Up and Cheer”; he 
was part of a slapstick act in that 
musical extravaganza. In “Journey 
Into Fear” he appears as the male 
half of an adagio dancing team, 
posite Dolores Del Rio.

a
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MENTHOLATUM
ODDS AND ENDS—Seems as if the 

fall and winter season of radio is offi
cially started now that Fred Allen’s un
der way again . . . One of the luckiest 
husbands in the armed services is Cap
tain Frank Chapman, U. S. 
for 45 minutes every Sunday afternoon 
he can tune in on “The Family Hour” 
and hear his wife sing; he’s stationed 
Quantico, Va. . . . Wallace Beery, who 
recently celebrated his 29th year on the 
screen, made one of his first films in 
Japan, after forming his own company; 
in “Salute to the Marines,” his latest 
one, he’s a marine sergeant-major who 
fights the Japs on Bataan.
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