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Comfort in Traveling.

LATELY, on a cross-country
prowl, two of us invaded

one of the remotest corners of
the desert.

Until our car broke down we
crawled along some of the roughest
backways in crea-

irony was called
an accommodation g
train over a side- W&3KN&M
spur of a prehistoric jj
Crete high roads and

self saying our fore- ■
fathers put up with |rvin S- Ccbb
plenty of misery in
order to move about. And then I
realized that what we had endured
did not date back to former genera-
tions. So soon have ,we grown ac-
customed to luxury with speed we
forget that most of America, fifteen
years ago, lacked what we now ac-
cept as common traveling comfort.

Why, less than two decades ago,
for my sins, I rode on a certain jerk-
water railroad in the deep South.
The last work done on its tracks was
in 1864 by General Sherman—he
tore ’em up.

I made the mistake of trying to
shave while en route. When I got
through, I looked like one of those
German student duelists.

But, nowadays, even those who
use homemade trailers seem al-
most happy at times.

• * •

Diplomatic Busybodies.

WHO’LL be the next member of
our diplomatic corps to open

his mouth and put his foot in it
clear up to his hip-joint?

It has been nearly two months
now since our ambassador to Ger-
many had a bad dream and before
nursie could quiet him was pro-
claiming that a certain billionaire
was willing to put up one of his
loose billions to buy a dictatorship
for this country. He failed to fur-
nish the name and address. Maybe
they got left out of the nightmare.

Hardly had paregoric wooed this
distinguished sufferer back to hush-
a-bye-land when our new represen-
tative in the Philippines began de-
manding that, when it came to
drinking official toasts, his name
must come higher up on the wine
list or he wouldn’t be responsible
for the consequences. However, the
excitement subsided before he could
summon the Pacific fleet to bom-
bard Manila. There’s a rumor that
Washington sent him word he
needn’t worry about being appro-
priately saluted—there’d be a na-
tionwide Bronx cheer awaiting him
on his return home.

Since then there’s been a lull and
the American public is getting im-
patient. We do so love a free show
and especially when it’s amateur
night.

• * *

Hard-Bitten Female's.
TOURING about over certain

Western states where open gam-
bling either is by law permitted, or
by custom winked at, I noticed this:

Generally speaking, the feminine
patrons are the steadiest drinkers,
the most persistent gamesters, the
most reckless betters of all. And
frequently their manners are the
rudest and their faces the grimmest
—determined seemingly to disavow
the theory that their sex is the
gentler sex.

On the other hand, the men pa-
trons—descended, many of them,
from old gun fighters, old prospec-
tors, old path-finders—grow increas-
ingly docile and subdued, absorbing
less than their share of the hard
liquor—maybe because they fear
there won’t be enough left for
mama and the girls—and risking
their dimes where the gallant ladies
plunge with dollars.

Sometimes a fellow, watching the
modern processional from the pro-
tection of the sidelines, gets to long-
ing for the bygone days when, as
Kipling might have put it and, in
fact, almost did, a woman was only
a woman, but a good cigar was ten
cents.

• * •

These Candid Cameras.

ONCE a citizen had a right to ob-
ject to the publication of a

flashlight view showing him beat-
ing his wife or exhibiting his appen-
dicitis scar or taking out his up-
pers or something.

That was before they began print-
ing magazines for those who’ve
abandoned the old-fashioned habit
of reading and writing. And it’s
doing glamorous movie queens no
real good when these betraying
close-ups prove that maybe the
glamor is only paint-deep.

Thus the last strongholds of our
one-time personal liberty crumble. I
used to think a passport picture
was about the frankest thing we had
in the line of intimate likenesses,
excepting, of course, the x-ray.

But this candid camera business
which catches you unawares—and
often without your underwears eith-
er—is the most fiendish attack of
all against our practically vanished
privacy.

IRVIN S. COBB
©—WNU Service.

Painting Too Natural
Zeuxis (pronounced Zewk-sis), a

Greek painter who lived in the lat-
ter part of the Fifth century B. C.,
is said to have painted a bunch of
grapes which looked so natural that
birds pecked at them. This is sup-
posed to have occurred during a
competition between Zeuxis and a
young rival named Parrhasius,
Zeuxis admitted his rival’s super-
iority when Parrhasius painted a
curtain by which the older artist
himself was deceived. Pliny gives a
somewhat different version of the
grape story. He says Zeuxis painted
a boy holding grapes towards which
birds flew. Zeuxis, commenting up-
on the incident, remarked that if
the boy had been as well painted as
the grapes the birds would have
been afraid to approach.

|V\
,

Club _

x
“Killer Ship”

By FLOYD GIBBONS
Famous Headline Hunter

I’VE told you stories about human killers, and I’ve spun you
tales about animal killers. This is the story of a killer ship.
Carl L. Rynning told rrte this story. It happened to him in 1902, when

he found himself broke and out of a job in South Africa and signed on a
windjammer for a trip to South America.

The windjammer was the bark Albatross, which had just brought
a load of corn over from Buenos Aires and was going back to the same
port in ballast. There it would pick up a load of wheat and return to
East London, Cape Colony. That suited Carl’s plans, so he sailed away
one morning at daybreak, and six weeks later, after an uneventful trip,
♦he Albatross entered the Plata river and docked at Buenos Aires.

So far, everything had gone smoothly, but they had no sooner
begun loading grain for the return trip than it became evident that
the Albatross was none too seaworthy a craft. When the sand bal-
last had been taken out of the hold, water began coming in through
the seams. That didn’t bother the captain any to speak of. He
just let the ship settle in the mud, and when the mud got into the
seams and closed them up, he began loading again.
Many a sailor would have quit that ship then and there. But Carl

wanted to get back to South Africa. He stayed on for the return trip,
but the ship was hardly out of the river again before he began to regret it.

These Stowaways Were Not Pleasant Ones.
The weather was fair enough at the moment. It was late June and

the old tub was wallowing along before a fair breeze. But it was the
rats that bothered Carl. Swarms of them had come aboard while the
ship was loading grain, and now they were threatening to take over the
ship. “We must have had half the rats in the Argentine with us,” Carl
says. “They were everywhere. We found them in the pockets of our
clothes—in our bunks—and in short, everyhere we looked. While we
were lying asleep, we were awakened by the animals crawling across
our faces, and we had to lie perfectly still while we felt their cold feet
and tails tickling our noses. Many a time I stepped on one when I got
out of my bunk to go on watch.”

The rats were bad enough, but as they neared Africa, things
became worse. A heavy gale blew up, and it quickly increased
to hurricane force. The seas mounted until they seemed to be
fifty feet high, and the old ship, with nothing but a storm trisail
up, was plunging ahead at half again her usual speed.
For a day, the ship withstood the buffeting of the gale, but that

night, along about eight bells, the carpenter sounded the bilges and re-

A Heavy Gale Blew Up, and Quickly Increased to a Hurricane.
ported to the captain that there was four feet of water in the hold. The
captain ordered all hands to the pumps.

No Life Preservers—They Must Stay With the Ship.
The crew worked grimly at those pumps—because they knew they

were working for their lives. “Four feet of water,” says Carl, “is bad
in any ship in a storm. It was especially bad in this rotten old tub. We
had no life preservers and the lifeboats were so rotten that they would
fall apart if any attempt was made to raise them off their cradles.”

The men pumped for two hours, and the carpenter sounded
the bilges again. This time, there was five feet of water in the
bilges. In spite of all the men could do, it had gained a foot. They
kept on pumping, but the captain was woraied. At three o’clock
in the morning, when the crew was so exhausted that hardly a one
of them could stand up to the pumps, he called them all into his
cabin. Wet and hungry, they trooped in, and the captain told
them bluntly that he didn’t know what to do and wanted to get
the men’s opinions.
There were two courses they could follow. Land wasn’t far distant.

In the sky they could see the reflection of the Cape of Good Hope light.
They could keep on pumping and try to make port, or they could run the
ship on the rocks, giving the men a chance to be washed ashore, if they
escaped being killed by the wreckage, or pulled to their deaths by the
undertow. v

Mate Discovers What the Trouble Was.
There wasn’t a chance of keeping the ship afloat until they reached

port. The men all knew it. The chief mate was for piling the boat on the
rocks, and the men agreed with him. The ship was turned about and
headed for the shore. “And we were a silent crew as we worked,” says
Carl, “for we knew that in a few hours we would crash—and then what?”

But suddenly the mate made a discovery. Before the bark
had been turned toward shore, she had been running on her star-
board tack, with the port side deep down in the water. When they
came about, the wind and the seas were astern, and she came
up on an even keel. And now, the mate, looking over the port side,
saw a stream of water coming out of a great gap in the hull of
the ship at a point which had been submerged a few moments
before. It was the cause of all their troubles. A piece of floating
timber had struck the side of the ship and rammed a hole in
the rotten planking.
The wind was dying out by that time. The carpenter rigged a

scaffold over the side, filled the hole with bags of oakum and nailed a
heavy canvas over it. “We hove to,” says Carl, “and it was with a dif-
ferent feeling that we manned those pumps again. It was six in the
morning now, and we pumped until eleven, when the pumps began suck-
ing air and we knew she was empty. We were all tired, but we were
happy. Six days after that we entered the harbor of East London,
where the whole town turned out to view the battered looking wreck as
it came limping in. And thus ended that never-to-be-forgotten voyage
of the bark Albatross.”

e—WNU Service.

Oldest Meteorological Observatory
The “Temple of the Winds” may

be called the oldest meteorological
observatory in the world. It is a
small octagonal building of marble
and was erected about 100 B. C. The
eight sides of the temple were built
so as to face in the direction of
the winds, with descriptive figures
representing the character of a par-
ticular wind. The north wind was
represented as a warmly clad man
clothed in furs, blowing fiercely on
a trumpet; the east wind was ex-
pressed by a young man with flow-
ing hair; the west wind by the figure
of a lightly clad and beautiful youth
with lap full of flowers. On the roof
and in the center was placed a
wind-vane, displaying the figure of
a Triton whose scepter always point-
ed to the “wind octant.”

MIDLAND JOURNAL, RISING SUN, MD.
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THE loyal motion picture
fans of the country do not

want any substitute for the late
Jean Harlow. Letters, tele-
grams and phone calls of pro-
test poured into the Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer studio when it
was announced soon after her
death that her unfinished pic-
ture “Saratoga” would be re-
filmed with a newcomer named
Rita Johnson in her role.

In no uncertain terms the public
demanded that Jean’s last picture
either be released in its unfinished
state or kept from view. Decision
on the matter is being postponed,
buj when the public takes such a
whole-hearted stand on any ques-
tion, you can be sure that the studio
will not run the risk of offending
them. “Saratoga” will probably
never be seen.

—*—

Loretta Young’s household is just
about the happiest, busiest estab-

lishment in all Hol-
lywood just now.

£& \ She has adopted two
little girls, Jane
aged three, and

■■smKKm- I Judy not quite two,IlljS '

and is busily confer-
{jfTl ring with architects

■Til d 1 about adding a wing
B" T m to her house. Just

W to add to the air of
Old Home Week, her

HHk. JBMI sister, Sally Blane,
and Sally’s husband

Loretta Norman Foster have
Young come with their

youngster to stay at Loretta’s house
while they re-build theirs.

All the time that Irene Hervey
was under contract to M-G-M, the
executives just couldn’t see her
when a good role in a big picture
came up for casting. She married
Allan Jones, her contract expired,
and it looked as if she meant to
retire from the screen. She was
just waiting for the right part,
though. Along came the enterpris-
ing Grand National company with
a role for her in “The Girl Said
No,” audiences raved about her at
the preview, and what company
rushed to get her services then,
do you suppose? None other than
her old studio.

—fr—
Lily Pons is very busy these days

with her radio program and an
extensive concert tour, to say noth-
ing of her frenzied trips up to her
home in Connecticut to see how the
garden is doing, but she keeps in
touch with the R-K-O studio every
day to get reports on the plans for
her next picture.

—fr-

it is all of a year now since Jack
Dempsey and his restaurant were
shown in a motion picture, typifying
the very center of New York sport-
ing and night life, so M-G-M is
going to remedy that omission right
away. He and his headquarters will
appear in “Big City” which stars
Spencer Tracey and Luise Rainer.
Jack won’t go to Hollywood, though;
his scenes will be made in a studio
near New York.

—fr—

The best picture of the week, and
a frothy light extravaganza for a
warm evening it is
too, is “Woman -.’’l
Chases Man.” Mir- L * -
iam Hopkins is the Kf-'**'
star and dear old
Charles Winniger BQgMjglH'
plays a giddy role Sr’’ > l
delightfully. The pic-
ture is farce that
verges on slapstick ■pHrJ|
most of the time, -A j
and Joel McCrea mm
plays the thankless •'’* v*ai

role of the one fair- Miriam
ly sensible human in Hopkins
the piece. It isn’t,
frankly, nearly so good a picture
as Claudette Colbert’s grand com-
edy “I Met Him in Paris”—but
until that superb bit of entertain-
ment comes your way, “Woman
Chases Man” will keep you amused.

—fr—
ODDS AND ENDS—Gran Moore post-

poned starting her next picture for two
weeks so that her leading man, Melvyn
Douglas, could go to the Salzburg Festi-
val, where his wife is going to sing . . .

Ann Sothern’s sister, Bonnie Lake, has
sold a tong that she composed to Buddy
Ebsen .

. . That loud studio laugh you
hear intermittently through Walter Win-
chelts Sunday night broadcast is W. C.
Fields, his favorite visitor. Walter draws
im audience that is an all-star cost ...
Hazel Glenn who sings nursery songs on
the Dr. Dafoe broadcast has a fan letter
that she wouldn’t exchange for a diamond
bracelet. The good doctor wrote her that
the quints had listened to one of their
broadcasts and expressed delight over the
lady who sang .

. . The make-up experts
are bullying Stokowski now. After all his
many yerrs as an orchestra conductor,
waving his tousled mane, he has been
ordered to grease his hair because other-
wise it doesn't look dignified

.
. . Deanna

Durbin tried to console him by telling
him it made him look like a juvenile .

. .

Since Carole Lombard is not available,
Fred Astaire is now trying to get Loretta
Young to play opposite him in his next
picture.

..
,
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Smart and Comfortable

the button-all-the-way front. This
means easy laundering.

The Patterns.
Pattern 1946 comes in sizes 14

to 20 (32 to 44 bust). Size 16 re*
quires 3(4 yards of 39 inch ma-
terial plus 1 yard of ribbon for
shoulder straps.

Pattern 1325 is designed for
sizes 36 to 52. Size 38 requires 4%
yards of 39 inch material plus %

yard trimming as pictured.
Pattern 1301 is designed for

sizes 6,8, 10, 12, and 14 years.
Size 8 years requires 2% yards of
35 or 39 inch material plus 5 yards
of trimming to finish as pictured.

Send your order to The Sewing
Circle Pattern Dept., 247 W.
Forty-third street, Nqw York,
N. Y. Price of patterns, 15 cents
(in coins) each.

<0 Bell Syndicate.—WNTJ Service.

yOU can stay on the cool side
* this summer and still bask in

the sunshine of flattery if you’ll
look to Sew-Your-Own for your in-
spiration. Witness today’s trio of
smart fashions: do they not fair-
ly take you by the hand?

For Sheer Comfort
The model portraying the cool

poise of a well groomed cosmo-
politan, above center, can be
yours, Milady, with very little ta-
doo: Choose a beauteous dark
ground sheer for this stylish frock.

Personal Item No. 1.
This cleverly designed slip is,

in away, like the lovely flower
born to blush unseen for it knows
its place and keeps it. Because
of superb styling, this slip offers
new chic to the meticulous wom-
an. It has a wide shadow proof
panel, and smooth fashionable
lines that make for a well turned
out appearance.

Sweet ’n’ Tart.
As wholesome and becoming as

her suntan, is this exciting new
dress for Miss Junior Deb or her
kid sis. It is young enough to
please its youthful client, and
pretty enough to satisfy the most
fastidious mother. Noteworthy is

I IKNOWI ,TCOESON I Xv~"~ o£i

A Ifyour dealercannot

1 alH with your dealer'*
\ V _ an -...■■■..,.... name for a Trial
H 1 JAR RDRRERS Package of 4&gent*>

ine Pe-Ko JarRings;,
sent prepaid.

’V United States Rubber Company "*/

Man’s Morals What Counts
Intellectually man has pro- Saluting the flag is fine, but it’*

gressed and his intellect has the thought behind the salute that
taught him morals. is important.

LIFE’S LIKE THAT By Fred Neher
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“You’re sure this guy Is batting .926?!"


