
THE COOLIDGE EXAMIXER

When in Venice Royalty Does as Venetians Do

WHEN the king and queen of )Italy visited Venice to take sf]fj r
part In the opening of the Inter- {
national Exhibition of Art they 1
boarded a gondola and lead the ] li|| fIH
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£ BEDTIME STORY J
I By THORNTOIV W. BURGESS

like other bones. They not
brittle and easily broken. The
branches below broke his fall some-
what, and he broke the orancnes.
Down he came to the ground with
a thump that would have knocked
the wind from anyone but Buster
Bear. And the Instant he touched

Down He Came to the Ground With

a Thump That Would Have
Knocked the Wind From Anyone
But Buster Bear.

the ground he rushed through the
Green Forest as if the Old Nick
were at his heels.

Sammy Jay and Drummer the
Woodpecker saw it all. Farmer
Brown’s Boy running for all he was
worth in one direction, stumbling as
he ran and slapping at angry bees,

and Buster Bear tearirg off iu trie
opposite direction with a little
whimper of fright with every Jump

his face and coat all smeared with
honey, and dirt and leaves sticking
all over him. It was so funny that
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FRENCH PASTRIES

THE beautiful small cakes and
pastries which are so attractive-

ly decorated and we find so expen-
sive when we come to purchase,
may be prepared at home with little
work.

There are several kinds of founda-
tions, the puff paste, chow paste
(this Is the kind used when making
cream puffs), then the cake founda
tlon and short bread pastry.

Almond Slices.
Spread the entire sheet of cake

with a tart Jelly or Jam to a paste,
then cut it Into strips three to four
Inches long and one and one-halt
inches wide. Spread the sides with
jelly. Top each with a heavy mer
ingue made with two egg whites
eight tablespoonfuls of sugar and j
one-fourth teaspoonful of almond
extract. Arrange with a pastry
tube, then sprinkle with powdered
sugar and top with shredded al
monds. Place in a slow oven to
lightly brown.

Neapolitan Squares.
Cut the cake into two-inch

squares, spread half the squares
with apricot jam, currant Jelly or
orange marmalade, cover with the
squares and press together between
boards until firmly Joined. Now
spread the sides with jelly beaten
to a paste with a few drops of wa
ter, and dip each into finely chopped
coconut. Ice the tops with a thick
chocolate icing and in the center
place a halved maraschino cherry,
cut side down; add stem and leaves
of citron or green icing.

French Beef Hash.
Prepare one part of meat finely

chopped and two parts cooked pota-

toes, adding the white of an egg
beaten light. Place well seasoned
in a baking dish and bake until
brown. Serve from the dish.

Fruit Pastries.

| Use the cake foundation, cut into
strips, squares or rounds, put to-
gether with a custard cream of or-
ange, lemon or jelly. On top of each
place a halved pear or peach which
has been cooked until transparent

BUSTER BEAR LOSES
HALF HIS FEAST

To do a thing that must be done

There's usually more ways than
one.

THIS means, of course, that If

one way falls you shouldn’t give
up. and you think the thing cannot
he done. You should try to find
some other way. Often It will be a
most unexpected way, away that
you discover by accident. There
was the case of Busy Bee and her
fellow workers when Buster Bear

found their storehouse and began
to rob It of their honey. They had
done their best to drive him away.
They had used the sharp little
lances In their tails for all they

were worth. If It had been anyone

but Buster Bear they would have
succeeded In driving the robber
away. But though they fought

as hard as they could, and stung
with all their might, they couldn't
drive Buster away from that honey.
To Buster’s way of thinking that
honey was worth nil the pain of

the stings. And then, quite by ac-
cident, they discovered away of
getting rid of him. Some of them
Hying about found Farmer Brown's
Boy watching what was going on,

and In the blindness of their anger
mistook him for another enemy,

and promptly treated him as they
had treated Buster.

Now, Farmer Brown’s Boy has no
such thick skin as Buster Bear. At

the first sting, which felt as if a
red-hot needle had been thrust Into
him, he Jumped from his hiding
place. Before you could say Jack
Robinson half a dozen bees had
stung him and a cloud of them
were about him. lie forgot all
about Buster Bear. He had but one
thought, and this was that he
couldn't get awny from that place
quick enough. It had suddenly be-
come altogether too hot a place for

him. He let out a yell. Yes, sir,
he let out a yell, and it was a good
loud yell. Then he started to get
away from there as fast as his legs
would take him, and he didn’t care
liow much noise he made in do-
ing it.

Now Buster Bear had been so
greedily stuffing himself with honey
that he had no thought for anything
else. He had no Idea that Farmer
Brown’s Boy was anywhere near.
TTsnnllv his ears nnri his nosp nrp

ever ready to warn him of the pres-

ence of others, but this time his

ears were filled with the angry
hum of the bees, and his nose was
clogged with honey. So he had not

heard Farmer Brown’s Boy ap-
proach, and he had not smelled
him. Then right into the middle of
his enjoyment broke that wild yell.
He couldn’t help hearing that.

Now, as you know, the one thing
Buster Bear fears is man. He
knows all about the dreadful fire-
sticks which no one but man car-
ries, and at the least suspicion that
man is about Buster runs away. If
he were cornered and couldn’t run
he would fight as bravely as the
bravest, but he is a firm believer in
the old saying that he who runs
away will live to fight another day,
when man is concerned.

The Instant he heard that wild
yell he forgot everything but that

he was caught in a bad fix. He
was caught up a tree, and that was
no place for a bear to be with a
man about, even though that man
was only a boy. He lost all In-
terest in honey. He had but one
thought, and that was to get away
from there as quickly as ever he
could. To climb down would take
too long. So Buster simply let go
and dropped. Yes, sir, that is what
Buster Bear did, he let go and
dropped. Buster's bones are not

“Huck” Betts

One of the good members of the
pitching staff of the Boston Braves
this year is Walter “Huck” Betts.
He was obtained from the St. Paul
club of the American association
where last year he won 22 games
and lost 13 for a nerrentasrp of .629
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Good Golfers, Despite Handicaps
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EARLE D. NORTON, who has one leg, and Thomas McAulliffe, who is

armless, are shown as rivals in an unusual match over the Kenwood
Country club course near Washington. Despite their handicaps Mc-

Aulliffe covered the course in 96 and Norton scored 97.

All Made of Cotton

x l
This costume, designed especially

for wear at summer resorts. Is en-
tirely of cotton. It lias one ol
the new shorter swagger coats In
red, matching the eyelet embroidery
on the white batiste dress.

especially dedicated to magazines
you may add to her anxiety.

In houses where there are plenty
of well-trained servants it is not
difficult to maintain that air of cas-
ualness, that mingling of orderli-
ness and disorderliness that is so
comfortable. The servants are
trained to go the rounds putting
things in order, emptying ash trays,
putting back books and magazines
arranging cushions where they be
long and carrying every one’s pure
ly personal belongings to the rooms-
where they belong.

If you have a hobby that calls
for clutter —and most hobbies do—-
a good plan is to permit yourself
an untidy corner of your room for
this purpose. Clutter in a room
especially consecrated to that par-
ticular brand of clutter ought to
annoy the precise housekeeper no
more than a certain amount of

j cooking clutter in the kitchen
, when meals are in preparation.

! (©. 1912. McCu-rp Newspaper Syndicate.)
(WNU Service)
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"Pop, what is a skyscraper?"
“Enables a New Yorker to see

beyond the state line.”
I®. 1932. Bell Syndicate.) —WXCService.

ON BEING A
BORE

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

I AM not what you’d call a clam;
*¦ I don't know what to do about

it.
I am at times the great I Am,

Not merely say it, fairly shout it,
And fill the family with shame,
A self-made man of self-made

fame.

The things I know, or think I know.
It seems I’m always telling some

one,
It seems I am a Dora, though

I must admit I'm not a dumb one
l think I am a wit so bright,

And people say that I'm half right.

My little Jokes I like to crack,
And people always laugh po

litely.
And yet they say behind my back.

I should converse more eruditely
Last night, invited out to dine,
I swore no more I’d try to shine.

So when there came a painful
pause,

I kept us silent as I meant to:
And I must say the dinner was

About the worst I ever went to.
I didn’t say ten words. I guess,
And all the others even less.
’©. 1932. Douglas Malloch.) —WNU Service
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TOO NEAT FOR COMFORT

IT SEEMS a pity to have to
l breathe a word of protest
against houses that are too neat,
since neatness and tidiness are
such admirable qualities wherever
you find them. And yet there are
houses where callers never seem to
be entirely comfortable and where
parties are always a little too for-
mal, all because of the air of ex-
cessive neatness and tidiness that
pervades them. They are like peo-
ple who are a little too prim and
precise.

You feel constrained In their
presence.

The trouble with the too-tidy
house Is that the housewife who
presides over it usually has an ob-
session on the subject. She Is con
stantly worried for fear something

will get out of order and if you
put down a book or a magazine
any place but in the nook or cranny

they laughed until they almost made
themselves sick.

But Busy Bee and her fellow
workers wasted no time chasing

either Farmer Brown’s Boy or Bus
ter Bear. They promptly fell to
work lt> save what honey was left
and take it to another storehouse
which they knew of. And this Is
how it happened that Buster Bear
got only half a feast after all.
<©. 1932. by T. W. Burge**.)—WNU Service

in a heavy sirup, using one cupful
of the Juice and three-fourths cup-
ful of sugar. While cooling baste
with this sirup as this will give a
nice glaze. When the fruit is ar-
ranged pipe a border of whipped
cream, sweetened and flavored all
around the sides and top.

<®. 1932. Western Newspaper Union.)

Intomniii in Utopia
In Utopia attacks of insomnia

never start until after 6 a. m.—Fort
Wayne News-Sentinel.•
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This Is for Salvage , Pearls or Sponges
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EM.MIL KULIK, inventor, explaining his deep-sea salvager, the child ol
I his brain, to Miss Esther Tassel, at the Fourth International Patent

exposition in Grand Central palace, New York. The queer-looking ap-
paratus is suitable for deep-sea salvaging, undersea photography and
pearl, coral and sponge fishing.

MT. ETNA’S ISLAND

Sicilian Boys Pressing the Essence From Lemon Rinds.

(Prepared by the National Geoirraphlc
Society. WauhlnKton. D. C.)

(WNU Service.)

SICILY goes back to work as
the summit of Mt. Etna, fa-
mous landmark of the Medi-

terranean island, resumes its peace-
ful, eternal steaming. Recent rum-
blings and explosions within the
mountain have preceded devastat-
ing lava flows in the past.

The present “threat” recalls the
eruption of the huge volcano in
1928 when a lava stream, flowing
like a 2,500-foot ribbon from one of
its craters, flooded the eastern
slope, one of the island’s most fer-
tile regions.

Orchards, vineyards and forests
were destroyed; also the villages
and towns that thrived on their
products. More than a quarter mil-
lion people live on the slopes of

Mount Etna. The eastern slope is
the most thickly populated with one
town almost adjoining another. Al-

most every foot of ground not used
for dwellings is cultivated, yield-
ing abundant crops.

Etna lias terrorized this district
many times before. Whether the

traveler goes by train or automo-
bile down the east coast of Sicily,
he passes flow after flow of lava.
Some of them are centuries old;
others more recently deposited
from some of the two hundred cra-
ters that pepper the side of the
cone-shaped mountain. The town
of Acireale perches on a 300-foot
cliff formed of seven distinct lay-

ers of lava.
Within the Christian era, Mount

Etna has boiled over its crater rims

more than a hundred times. It has
wiped out cities, towns and villages
and spelled doom to thousands of
homes. Almost daily Mount Etna
rumbles, and its summit constantly

<*mits steam, but it takes more than
these “suggestions” of action even
to arouse the Sicilian’s curiosity.

The homes of their ancestors are
sandwiched between two of the
lava flows, and many of the pres-

ent generation, like those of Mas-
cali and N’unziata, chief sufferers
of the last decade, have watched
their homes sink beneath a new
molten bed.

Catania, Birthplace of Bellini.

Catania, lying at the foot of the
mountain, has been destroyed and
rebuilt many times. Catanians
know Mount Etna so well that the
famous volcano has to spit fire and
boil over its rim before they seek
shelter.

To the Catanian who loves his

modern city, Etna has been a bene-
factor. To the traveler in search
of antiquities it has been a despoil-
er, for ancient Catania of Greek,
Roman, Saracen and Norman days

is buried, save for a Greek theater,

a Roman amphitheater, some baths

and a few unimportant monuments.

Catania is more interested in its

wide thoroughfares, public squares
and parks, and in honoring her il-
lustrious sons than in digging up

ancient relics of a restless past.

Bellini the composer was horn there
in 1802 and Catanians are not
allowed to forget it. A statue of
the composer adorns Villa Bellini,

one of the city’s finest parks where
on summer evenings one can sit and

listen to Italian melodies played by
a fine Sicilian band.

Another statue of the composer
adorns the Piazza Stesicoro through
which runs the Via Etnae, Catania’s
main street from the southern part

of the city to the foot of the great

mountain. A third statue stands
among those of kings and great

Italian and Sicilian patriots in the

cathedral. There is also a Bellini
theater, once the finest in Italy, and
the Catania guides point with pride
to the tablet which marks the house
in which the composer was born.

The cathedral, and a lava ele-

phant atop a tall marble base at

its front door, are two of the most
popular popular monuments of

early Catania. The elephant’s ori-
gin is unknown but the cathedral
is credited to the prosperous reign
of the Norman King Roger. Built
in 1901, was badly damaged by

successive earthquakes and erup-

tions of Mount Etna, but each time
it has been restored and used.

Agatha, the Patron Saint.
More honored than even the

kings’ monuments in the cathedral
is that of St. Agatha, Catania’s pa-

tron saint. The head of her statue
is said to contain the head of the

saint who in defense of her virtue
was tortured by a Roman praetor in
the Third century. Among her rel-

ics Is a veil which Is said to have
miraculously diverted a lava stream

that menaced Catania in 1G69.
Once a year, in February, Ca-

tania turns out en masse to honor
her. The statue, mounted on two
long poles, is borne through the
streets from church to church by
white-robed men. The route of the
procession is jammed to suffocation,
old balconies groan under the
weight of humanity and every roof-
has Its quota of spectators. At
night there are torchlight proces-
sions which brilliantly light up the
city, and in nearly every window a

candle or two throws feeble beams.
The yelling and whistling and con-
fusion of the day continue, aug-
mented by the booming of colorful
fireworks, the toll of church bells

and the occasional roar of a can-
non.

The St. Agatha celebration is

only once a year. Before and aft-
er, Catania is busy with its com-
merce and Industry. The harbor is

filled with commercial craft whose
flags add a colorful touch to the

view from the Flora della Marina,

a narrow but beautiful parkway near
the water’s edge.

Catania is not only the second
largest city In Sicily but one of the
island’s chief gates of esport

through which some 600,000 tons of
merchandise pass annually. Sul-
phur, fruit and wine have made
fortunes for Catanians, and these
and other Industries keep many of

the city’s 271,000 inhabitants em-
ployed.

Attractive to Travelers.

Interest in Mount Etna’s moods
Is not entirely confined to the vol-
cano’s immediate neighborhood. All
Sicily feels the death-dealing blows
of lava flows as much as all Amer-
ica feels the lash of a hurricane
sweeping Florida.

Normally, however, Sicily is an
island garden spot which nature
has endowed with a warm sunny
climate and all the charm that
might go with it.

Its wild mountain scenery, an-
cient history, and picturesque in-
habitants make it a mecca of Eu-
ropean winter tourists. Travel in

the Interior was formerly consid-
ered unsafe because of brigandage.
Such conditions, however, have long
since been eliminated. Now the
visitor is safe, and in addition to
native Inns, comfortable pensions
are conducted by French, German
and English landlords of many
years’ residence In the country.

Provincial towns of Sicily are fa-
mous for their situation, high up on
picturesque hillsides or on rocky
promontories jutting into the blue
waters of the Mediterranean.
Many of these towns are built on
Greek foundations and contain
ruins of Roman, Saracen, and Nor-

mjm origin. A few Greek temples

and theaters ahe practically intact.

Natives Are a Cheerful Lot.
Racial types among the peasantry

vary from classic Greek and
swarthy Arab to blond Norman and
haughty Spanish. In spite of his
mixed ancestry, however, the Sicil-
ian of today is distinctly a Latin
product in matters of disposition,
culture and religion. Travelers

unite in testifying to his cheerful-
ness, quickness of perception, and
hospitality. Stable government

and education are said to be doing

much to stamp out superstition and
secret vengeance and terrorism.

This movement for better condi-
tions is exemplified by wholesale
prosecutions against outlaw gangs
now taking place at the old Roman
bathing resort of Termini Imerese.

In Roman times the Island of
Sicily was called the granary of

Italy, and, while no longer special-
izing in wheat it Is one of Europe’s
mainstays in the production of cit-
rus fruits. Only California rivals
Sicily as a grower of lemons. A
part of the lemon crop is marketed
in the form of citrate of lime and
lemon extract.

For thousands of years this foot-
ball at the toe of Italy has been
the melting pot of many races. Its
early inhabitants, the Sikels, who
gave the island its name, were con-
quered by Greeks, whose great cit-
ies, such as Syracuse, dominated the
land for five hundred years. Next
came the rising power of Rome, dur-
ing whose heyday Sicily was given
over to the plunder of successive

Roman oppression grew
so cruel that gangs of plantation
slaves twice rose In revolution. Suc-
ceeding centuries saw Saracen con-
quests, Norman kingdoms, and
Bourbon misrule. Finally, freed by
Garibaldi, Sicily became a part of
the kingdom of Italy.
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