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Page Three

Myroe Loy, teamed for thigpirst
time with Melvyn Douglas, @ban-
dons Ber role as the {‘perfect wife
to keep the man who made Garbo
lnugh in continuous .hot water in
“Third Finger, Left Hand" hilar-
fous story of a romantic mix-up,

coming Friday, Saturday, Sunday
and , Monday to ‘lhe - Rédford
Tlle1ler

Miss Loy plays a magazine f«u-
tor sho, becailse her! hoss’ wi
Jjealous, invents a m)thical.
band ' who she's supposed to7ibe
trying to-find to get a divorc
deception {3 perfect until Dot %15
who has learned about it and Jgin
love with her, blandly shows up
and assumes the role of the mlss-
ing spouse. Her mmu) likes” him.
She doesn’t—and proceeds to Reep
him in all manner of trials:and
tribulations, She. secandalizes Ni-
agara Falls on their “honeym on."”
He invites another couple tcujoln
them in a “double :hone; o,
Her altorney plans , ways” and
means of getting her'a divorée so

that he can marry her, himself. And
* all three start towards Reno to

gether. But after .all the llvugh-
packed troubles they .go thrpugh,

Myma and Melvyn find the) ve

really been in love with ez\ch other

all along.
Robert

e

Z. Leonard, director: ot

Il

“Pride ‘and Preju-
aytime” and many - other

“New
dice,”

outstanding hits, directed. John
M. Considine, Jr., producer ' of
“Boys Town” and “Edison, tb!

Man,” produced.

The cast includes Lee Bowman,
latest discovery in leading men, as
the attorney. Raymond . Walburn s
seen-as Miss Loy’s father. Donald
Meek, eccentric aplarist and detec-
tive in the Nick Carter series, plays
an equally eccentric and comical
art dealer. Felix Bressart, of “Ni-
notchka” and “Shop Around the
Corner” fame, adds more laughs
to ‘the situations as the art edi-
tor who helps Myrna in her decep-
tions. Bonita Granville, . erstwhile
child actress, plays her fitst sub-
deb role as Miss Loy's’ very active
younger ‘sister. Ann Morriss and
other featured ‘players uite to
keep the comedy not boiting at full
steam.

FARM INCO.ME IMPROVES

Michigan’s farm income in the
first nine months of 1940 ranged
from 100 to 109 per cent of that
obtained by farmers. in the state
in the same period.in 1939, it is
announced by the bureau of agri
cultura) economics of the United
States Department “of Agriculture.

FARMER WANTS

STEADY INCOME
SAYS COMMISSIONER

In a major address at the annual
meeting of the National Associa-

tion of Commissfoners, Secretaries ||

and Dlrectors of Agriculture at
New Orleans,” Louisiana, recently,
Michigan’s Commissioner of Agri-
culture, Elmer A, Beamer sald that
the American farmer of today
wants at stabiljzation of his farm
income.

““While' agriculture is the oldest

‘industry in the world, and thé most

important,” Beamer ' said, “no in-
dustry of the present or past has

‘|gone on its way with more un-

solved problers than has this basle
industry. The problems of tomor-
row are going to be how best we
can market and distribute the pro-
ducts of our flelds and orchards.
“The problem ‘of the future is
not goling to be how’ many+acres of
this or that the farmeris permitted
to raise, but rather that he be en-
couraged to market nothing but a
first class article far which he can
recelve ithe cost of production and
a Teasonable profit. In ja great
many cases the surplus represents
that portlon of ‘the erop which
skould never be offered to the con-
suming public” °
Beamer pointed out that markets
are developed "by creating in the
minds and hearts of

.end of a yeaf,” said Mary.

A:BOY'S
DOG
8

- By FRANK PEARSON

(W, C.'Chapman—WNU Servicen

HE Waltons wete not ideal-
ists, and ihen, after six years
ot married life, ' they- tool
themsélves. and Bobby, aged
five, to the long hoped for country
home, they were prepared for cer-
tain tribulations. They did not fecl
exasperated whex the coal turned
to .cobblestones in the furnace and

the kitchen chimney made smaked |.
-meat a part'of every dinner. But

they did hope to raise chickens.

“'One pair of Plymouth Roeks will
produce two thundred young at the
“Now,
allowing for 10 per cent failing to
hatch, that means 32 600 at the end
of the second, or,’ at filty cenis
apiece, $16,300. Deduct $500 for food
and fencing and—Bobby, don’t you
go near the pond!™

John did not see it that way, but
he did see & future ‘in intelligent
chicken raising. He preferred
ducks, but with a roving little bay
upon the premises the duck pond was
not.to be made attfactive with feath-
ered tenants. " Bobby was abnormal-
Iy inguisitive, and the pond kept|"
his maLhcr in conslant “alarums

as

desire to possess the product “hlch
the other fellow has to dispose of.
Many plans have been devised to
induce the consuming public to
purchase the products of farms and
factories, he said, but the lasting
market will be created by produc.
ing the highest grade article pos-
sible and offering it to the public
truthfully branded as to its quality.

Beamer concluded that ‘the eco-
nomic future of the American farm-
er depends on several factors: The
protection ‘of the Amerlcan market
for the Americat farmer, The en-
couragement by wur. agriculturgl
colleges, experit.ntal and .exten-
sion divisions to use the very best
foundational stock in the produc-
tion of these things which are in

- lthe greatest demand in our home
* {markets. Fedéral and state- grades|

for all fruits and vegetables so a3
to broaden the market for farm
products. Proper arrangement for
the transporting of farm products
from those sectioni that:have a
surplus .to the localities in need.
He that can have patience, can
have what he will—Franklin, .
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puls it. "So they planned to drain
it, -and meanwhile started on the
chicken proposition, in the shape of
a gigantic rooster and ten bens,
thereby mcrensmg the esbmaled
profits.

The day after the purchase, how-
ever, there were one rooster and
nine hens. The next day there were
one rooster and eight hens, and a
week later there were one forlorn
and angry-logking rooster. and two
hens, which ‘went about their ﬂo-
main with an apprehensive air.

“It's the pip,” announced John,

‘after studying them intently.

“But pip doesn’t obliterate them,
does it;, John?" asked Mary,
“Wouldn't there be something left to
show?"

“Then it's thlevns " said John ex-
ultantly, “Now I've got it. I'll get

a gun.”

Mary was' afraid of guns :md
wanted to insure their lives instead.
But John was scorntul of this propo-
sition, It was to a gun or-a dog.
A gun cost §I5, and a dog, a good
dog—not a lhvmughbrcd but just a
good, square,’ honest ‘dog, might be
had for less. John couldn't.make
up his mind! Providently, as- it
seemed, it was made up for him.
‘That evening an elderly darky ap»
peared at the front door.

“Yo' don' ‘want to buy a good
houn’, do )uu‘ boss?" he inquired,
punmg at a length of string, from
“the far end of which a yelping sound
was heard. ; The yelping became
moré audible, and after a few yards
had been drawn in a yellowish par-
allelogram came into view.

“Lay down; Charlie.” his master
commanded. - “Ah’ll let yo' have
this houn' for (ive dollars, boss,”
said the Negro. “He's ‘a good
watch dog an! yo' won't be troubled
by no thieves swhen hé's around.”
““The yellaw parallelogram came
forward and §tuck his nose into the
ends of John's trousers,

“Oh!" cricd Bobby, and the next’
moment the wa were rolling over
and over in playful happiness, such
as a dog'and‘a boy can ever. attain.
- This clinched the bargain. #Now
we can get Some more chickens,”
said'John, and the giant rooster was
comforted by the presence of gn-
other halt dozen hens,

“1 sec you've bought Jim,” said
their neighbor 1looking over the
fence next morning. “Regular boy's
dog, ain't h

“My dog i§ named (Charlie,” re-
sponded John with dignity. .

“'Suit yoursell neighbor,” replied
the other, , “He was called Jim
when T had, him."

John was.a litle mystified, but
the sterling vqualities of -Charlie
quickly assured him of his wisdom
in purchaging him. Did any strang-
er draw near the house, Charlie's
fangs were' bared and his growls
gave ewdcncc of danger to all pred-
atory persons who dared to molest
the sam:u{y ‘ot the Walton home,
Huwever, a week later, to Mary's
consternation; when she approached
the chicl
stood ga:
dignity.
visible.

“John,| they’ve stolen all my
hens!"” she cried, almost in tears.
“What's |the ‘good of Charlie if_he
doesn’t keep guard over the chicken
house? |I thought he was such a
good dog, 100.

The mystery- was solved: by the
disagreeable ineighbor.  He came
over the fence later In the day.
.your’ bens, hain't you?” he
Jobn, with friendly inter-

fen pen the gigantic rooster
ing upon her in affronted
And'not a single hen was

est. “I'd:had 'liked to warn you,
only 'you scuned huffy abgux that
dog.”

do- you mean?"
John, quite humbly this time.

“Well,” said the other, *Jini's
been owned by quite a good many
Ial.ks lmrenbouts He’s a chicken

asked

do;

“A dﬂcken dog!" EXCIalmed John
Walton.

“Yes, sir. 01 Moses trained him
to steal chickens since he was a
pup.~ He sells him round, and when
Moses come$: for his dinner Jim
knows him apd-helps round 'em up.

en he goes'back home. I guess
Moses has sold’Jim half -a dozen
times since T've been; here.”

Do yTu mean to say that infernal

| S

dog has caught all my chickeng?”

cried John Walton.- . “¥'Il shoot hjm.
| Why hasnt anrbody else killed
h'm"' .

The other chewed a straw Te
tively: “0, well, he's just a bgy's
dog.” he answered. “Besides, mno-
+body raises chickens hereabouts.f’

“"And Moses?"
*“‘Ha, ha! You'd have to be smiart
to .catch Moses. \\'hy, all he d
just stand outsuic and whistle.’
““You havcn‘t ot a gun, h

ec-

you!

“Well, yes,": admitted the ot}
“But I wouldn't shoot old Jih,
was you. He'sa renl boy’s dog.’”
‘+"What do you mean by that?
.asked John,

A picrcing scream from the
tom of the garden answered b
'Mary came running from’the hot
“Bobby!" shelgasped. They ra
‘together toward the duck pond.

On the brink| sat Bobby. very
and very much terrified. Bes
him, licking thé boy's face and W
ging his tail, gat Charlie, also
There was a Yent in Bobby’s pi
fore, where Charlie’s teeth had
to drag him from the water.

Mary Walton caught Bobby in
arms, and Charlie jurmped gleeft
‘beside her. 1In silence the four
turned to where| thir neigh
stood. . -

THen John
and laid his
Charlie’s head
. “Never mind that gun, neighbo|
he said. "I guess I know what
mean now. By the way, do
know anybody who wants the
of a rooster?”

“I guess old Moses might t

alfon stooped 'dd
hand _caressingly

him,” answer the other, thew]
his straw. .
$

Ukelele Playér

> By LEETE STONE.

(ScClire Sy ndicate—WNU Service|

HE Simpsons were at brepk-
‘fast; that|is, Mr. and' Mrs.
Simpson were, but Betty was ab-
sent. Simpson| Senior spoke with a
rasp in his tum:
“I suppose )uu realize that Betty
dxdn't come in u.nul two last nigh}."”
, “Yes, Fathl:r" mildly, “but—"
"Out with -that ukelele: player

OFFER S0ILS ENGINEERING

latter mrt.ui
oldest of engineering rhaterial

anuary, Sdil Is the

Aj request for a vote on the type|claims Professor Allen, yet the ini.
of ghort course based on soils bn-|vestigation and|study of so}l and its
gincering studies -most usefal to|behavior  frém . an engineering
Michizan,_ engi s int IS pne of thd newest
by C. L. Allen, professor of civil en-|phases of the i field.
gindering at Michigan State Col- T
lege. -Principal question 'involves{ Let brothell{ love cofitinte.—
whether the course should be con-{ Hebreis 13:1. . .
ducted an evening a week for eightl R
weeks or should be a- three<day o
conference operated probably the Say vou saw il'in The Erfterprise

K . ‘ . O
Bricks Pinch HitforSleet in Wire Test

It Isn’t always wlnterat the Bell Telephone Laboraio'lu field stal
Chester, New Jerl:y, and so bricks are substituted
mental open-wire telephone llngs to find out how

hold the extra welght they have to'sustain during sne:

ion at
for ice on experi-
well tie wires will
w and sleet storms.

again, I'll bet.”. The rasp B
¢ “Now, Fathér, -Jim Leeds i3
nice, clean Boy. It's no sin to pl
the ukelele.”
! At this juncture Betty Simpson
tered, her pretty head tilted a trf
and ber eyes dancing,
“Don't tell’ me I'm malung cf
versation again, Dad.”
* “Betty, whete were you I
hight?”
“Dad," with
| “d'you know if
dollars for eve:
e that questil
could make q

delicate jauntiness,
you had ‘a thousgnd
'y time you've asKed
n at breakfast you
ite a killing?”

“You won't gain anything By
ing disrespectfil, young Iady. Fr
now on, T'm gning to take cha
of your affairs{ and the first: thi
e

e
m
ge
ing

“Why, Dad."
most engaging
talk to me I
mustn't.” .

Mr. Simpson’s naturally high co}
took 'on a deeppr hue and he sp
tered. Lydia Simpson devoted her-
self calmly ‘to her soft-boiled egps.
Betty assumed a dutiful expressi;

“I'll talk to you just as I ple:
and you'll listen. The. Orst thi
u'lt do is to stop runmng arol
Wwith this ukelelp player.”

“What's your grudge, Dad, agai
Jim? He's slnlghL has a good
in a good orchestra—and he lor
m® as if he mcant it.”

“Now. let's b¢ sensible, daughthr,
Your mother 2pd I have given
everything you'?‘e needed or want
Consider us! It's time you marri¢d,
We want you to marry Cornelid
‘Worthingham. g won't say he's par-
ticularly romantic but he's a sports-
man and a gcnl man, and very fohd
of you. You hkc,hxm or you wouldp’t
have played sfound with® him s
much this last year. . You see—"
1 se Betty - responded

: Believing hc saw signs-of weak
mg.,Slmpson Senior continved:

“Now, here's| my plan, Betty.|A
week from Saturday we'll bave| a
party, invite eyenone that counts
and announce your engagement [to
Corny. YHe's always asking you|to
marry him, you' say.. Well, see tHat
he asks you that night if not befdre
—and accept him this time.” Mr.
Simpson's mouth widened to the
correct proportions-of his best bui-
ness smile. “Yod'll never regfet
lnkmg Daddy's advice, my dear."
, have to think it over, Dad.”
Betty's dimples.and eyes were pds-
tively frisky in their attempt to cloak
a bursting elation. .
: Every few seconds she turned Y
head gnd looked down the wide hall
to the base of the broad stairs.
the little silence that fell at
breakiast table, energetic footsf
were heatd on the floor above,

“Mother—please tell Hilda to
another place.”

Father and Mother both lookedin-
quiringly at thelr thoroughly upito-
date daughter. Above the now fde-
scending tread, rose the soft twang
of ukelele strains in that partiey-
lar number, “‘Stormy Weather."

Mr. Simpson’s horrified starebe
tokened apoplexy. Lydia Simpson
smiled a knowing smile. . Betty|ad-
dressed Hilda, the mald, wbo E
at her side.

“Hilda, that's my husbu.nd,
Leeds, comipg down.'We were
ried last night. Get him. som

ange " ju]c! “und mas' and e ee,

Betty
laugh,
e that,

you reg

n.

et

please.”
“Y-yes, yes—Madam.”
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