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3 “Oh, why not let it go"’ cut in
GO INTO YOUR the smooth voice of Lyle Crenshaw.
T “Personally, I'm all for the idea.”
. CLINCH That gave Audrey an uriexpected
shock, . [
B She stared at him Lrigidly, with
a noticeable lack of gratitude:
Bﬂcg‘%ﬂfiﬁwvﬁgﬁ Mr. Crenshaw was lighting a cig-
WNU Serv arette. He seemed rather bored.
Newsom exploded: *S¢_you're
HEN Audrey March “an- |[both gaing to tell me how to run
nounced her engagement to ||this, huh? Al right—we'll find out
Dr. MacGregor, Hollywood.||whether I'm" the director "around.
ayinced only a mild inter- here. or just a stooge!”
est. With that, he stalked oft in the
In the light of later circumstance, fener# direction of the administra-
i sing. . ion offices.
mghze;’ﬁ; n::\?-nm,irgly misses a || Crenshaw raised  his vshoulders
chance fo wagits collective tongue. | Slizhtly and murmured:
On the morning of the day that Tch—mn'bad.”
later papers carried the news of her ||, Audrey tried one more glare, but
betrothal, Audrey was seated in Ar- it roused no visible reacqom .
nold MacGregor’s office. She left the stage battling against
The good doctor—a pleasant look- | [FTEEY G“uslmlmn- : :
Ing, pinkfaced man past .thirty- || oof dmsbr had gone. : -
five—perched upon the desk corner e discovery fed Audrey's. frri-

tation.
near her, wiping his spectacles. .
‘“You know," said Audrey in her It was like his silly squcamlsh

: : S oy id Audrey I iy ||ness o pussyfoot away ata time like

b . : g;ﬁ:skfg.‘s*")‘:ﬁs’baﬁ“fh’]’ S o ro s {|this.  Probably find him. waiting

‘ n ) u 0 cc1 en S ‘ P mean, o few. couples plan things meckly somewhere, ready to apolo-
, gize for his existence. .

out sensibly the-way we havi Sh
w ‘ e quite ¢ passed the half oén door on
Yes, my dear, youre d the way- to her own dressing room.

right”’ In the first instant the voice that

“Of course,” she went on brightly,
“ji's been a sane arrangement from “{:e dimly from beannd it meant
nothing.

the very beginning: I'm tremen-

dl:xsly x;:?Iznd ;gc;u {ecgl the same as I || Then she stopped short ‘at sound

do about too mmuch emotional non- °f.,§q::,mllé«';;:?uckxmlm “ames
- t of the . doctor, e

sense. When l see how mos' cooed 1 Just Know hbre's Somer

You May Be Next!
men and women I:work with act

. . ’ ! men 1w H ! | thing the matter with me. Take a
. toward each -other—well, it's per: real good look.”

el

. . i fectly MarGrogoe carefully pinched | | Audrey turned her head and found

. . . - on h}s glasses and :amended: she could.cbey that injunction.

- ) . “Vety upsetting to the health, Through the hingeside door erack

00" Dr. MacGregor was to be scen look-
' .o | ing very closely at a young woman’

e E;f‘:_‘;‘;f;%;"g’;f"ﬂz:“ﬂf‘; whose hands were on his houlders:

E § s . r i
= . - : we're announcing this, I'm going to He repeated the soft!chortle and

Every Day . . . In Michigan . . .

remarked:
see that theyput no more love | o
sceries in my pictures. ‘These silly | , "Seems to be 2 biological prob-’

After that, the 1wo. forms be-
came somewhat indistinguishable.

Audrey clenched her hamds un-
il the nails dug in.

A surge of furious and partly new
emotions swept her asishe walked

! . : clinches, I mean. I suppose there's
i a certain class of people who de-
mand what fhey call ‘heart in-
| terest,” so far as the plot's con- |°
cerned; but I'm through with pro-

)
A dead man never gets a second chance! Let s use our brains Tmistuous Kidsing and caressing.
think a flance has the right to ex- away and up the stairs.

while we're Shu living—the trouble with us mOtorISts ls that we i pect that. And, anyhow, it's dis} TS By intensely active when
think- we're pretty good drivers—accidents can’t happen to us. ' ’ BusHng  eal Thank ou, my she sounded a comer grd bumped
But don’t kid yourself, that’s just the attitude that death grows doan said the docior: beAmINE B | “Sho gazed up t him for & splt
fat on-—oderconfidence! Overconfidence is just a ritzy word for pNow most certally Bere e o Wil him mathommatie:
careléssness—carelessness that will send you to your grave or R e e p—
years of crippled living. But your life isn’t the most important ol B vamst

thing—no sir, we know plenty of motorists who'd gve their. lives

and more if they could bnng back to life those they had killed.

strategy, it not her mind. . .
Perhaps the- tactical aboutface | IS grin and his embrace were
was due in some measure to the “,’:“‘"E
assignment that next week of Mr. T think so. Any
Lyle Crenshaw, Zenith studio's lat- me.”
est'Brogdway, recruit, as her lead- She trica 0 80 on scunding mat-
ing: man, Or it may Rave been ter-of-fact, but the dimples at her
{hat Audrey felt a more subtie op- | MU comers secmed.ig interlere.
4| pronch was neednd to carry the “Well,” she sighed, "ol course it's

day. N Bill I'm thinking of, 'so perhaps
At all events, though her, new pic- we'd bcl‘t.cr have somc mare. re-
turé was replete with good old fash- | hearsals:
joned trappings, she went through =
each stipulated piece of business | Peanuts Popular; Bring
during rehearsals, in a reserved but Huge Income to Growers
adequate fashion. In the tidewater region of Vir-
Hollywood shooting schedules are | ginia and back and arotind the Dis-
traditionally arranged with a fine | mal swamp, and down into North
disregard for continuity. Carolina and Tennessed; and in the
Thus it came about that when the and
picture was ready for actual film- | parts of the Uniled Stales there ex-
ing, its last sequence went before | ists a slrange plant calléd Arachis .

it su\ls

ay,

Let’s knock some sense into otir heads—let’s drive carefully
—let’s save 5 lives a day! Or would you rather learn by exper-
1ence—a]l right, go ahead—Xkill yourself .. . that will teach you a
lesson you won’t have to worry about forgetting. But hsten——
don’t kill an innocent victim—because living as far:as you're con-
eerned is all washed out. Youw'll always hear the sickening im-
pact of flesh against car—a heart-rending scream—a bloody the cameras first. hypoga

i H . o N ‘This .was - largely Director New- It exlends its yellow flowers to the
body' and gruesome death—yowll wish it was you who had died. ‘ | som's doing. sun and its straggling roots Into the

. - N N N : He had a penchant for starting | sandy soil, and having yeached ma-
We know people who had that experience—some of them went every production with the major | turity bends down its stems in mod-
! . . ° i . - |a¥ | love scene between the esty and ion and buries
€razy. . . i : 4| Said it broke the ice and made | them in the ground, Two to three
. . 4| for a Imcndly‘ informal feeling all } months later men came with dig-
around. gers.

Thgy gathered early one morning ‘The harvest is a rich h:\y!or ztnck
on sound stage 9. fodder and- from underground a
There were just 12 of them, in | small legume pod used for human

cluding techniclans and Lhe camera | food. The pod is a peanut.
orew. Last year from about 1,700,000
When Audrey and Lyle Crenshaw | Southern acres came a peanut har-

bhad taken their places on the set, | vest of 1,300,000,000 pounds, repre-
i | BIll Newsom urged: senting an American consumption
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Space for this advertisement Is donated *by
this paper jn the interests of Iife-saving.

“Now let's have everything you
can give it. Remember, this is
the big thump--where you finally
admit for the first time that you
love each othér! 1 want sincerity,

41 ardor, and a real honest-to-God

clinch!™

Just what Audrey might have sald
or done if left to her own devices
remains a matter of conjecture, for
at this point fate took a hand.

Ot course the hardened pragmat-
ist might say ‘‘coincidence”; but
the fateful elqmenl seems hard to ig-
nore.

‘Anyhow, what happened was that
a door shut softly somewhere off to

{ | the left, and of those on the stage

only Audrey heard it.
She glanced around and saw Dr.

of 10 pounds per capita. ‘This coun-
try produces 99.8 per cent of alt
the pganuts it uses, snys a writer in
Fortune Magazine.

Although it produces less than
one-tenth of the world 'crop of be-
tween 15 and 20 billion pounds, it
nevertheless ranks fourth in pro-
duction behind China, India and Af-
rica. And it {s peculiar among pea-

nut-growing countries in that it likes
peanuts-as peanuts.

Most of the world supply of pea-
nuts is pressed for oil. ! Most of the
American supply of peanuts is con-
sumed as roasted peanuts in the
shell, salted peanuts, peanut butter,
peanut bars and other peanut con-
fections.

At least 1200 scparate manufac-
turing are engaged

| Arnold slowly

ing tirom the wings.

He stopped when he caught sight
of her and “waved with a motion
that ended in a deprecating ges-

ture. 1

Audrey flashed him a quick smile,
and turned io Newsom with a most
decisive alr.|
* “T'm. sorr¥, Bill—the clinch is out.

d | I meant tolell you before: the man

I'm going {mnrry agrees with me
that it's ofly fair.””

Tae geri(s of expressions which
switlly cro|sed- Bill Newsom's face

| would havé!made a swell closeup.

It took huh a full three seconds

Y | to find words enough to splutter:

“What the—say, bre you trying
to—well, cut.me down for a sea-
horsel It this is your ldea of 2
g

“Not at all; dun( be

in the peanut business in one way
or another. At least 450,000 farms
grow peanuts every year and last
year their direct. income’ from the
peanut harvest was around $34,000,-

Girls Glven Tiile of !‘Mrs,"”

In olden times all women in this
country over twenty-ode’ years of
age, and sometimes even young
girls, were given the title of “'Mrs.”,
says London’Answers Magazine. In
the register of burials for the parish
of St. Margaret's, Westminster
the burial of Milton's second - wite

aged five
registered as
“Mrs. Katherin Milton,” the
mark of distinction being the letter
“C* for “child” nﬂer the second
name.

Bill," she said, very cool and dom-

inating pow.’ -

“1 mean every word of lt, 50 you

may as well stop arguing.” .

“Now you look here, younx ‘wom-
o )

Flaming Torch Lake
Lac du Flambeau in! Wisconsin,
*lake of the flaming torch,” was so
named by the French because the .
lake abounded'in fish which were-
caught by torchlight: v

' [



