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HI: man In the officer’s chalir Nt
a fresh cigar and angrily flung
the moteh aside.
“t'ockeved, Idiotie business!™ he
soaried

ws whole production tied up while
we git here walting for some wop bum
ta be drigged In off the sireets. It's
the damnedest thing T ever heard of I"

Stuart Booth eyed him contemptu-
ously and snid nothing,

Fiterg made a gesture of conclll-
ation.

“Now listen, Nick,” he begged: “be
reasomitble a little, couldn’t you? Ain't
the o chance we got worth anyhow
a try:”

“Yes: 1 should think, Hormell"
Booth put fn coldly, “"that after all the
fuming you've done over this part, you
 how my suggestion works
re youn start crabbing'
director twisted swiftly around
in the chair to face him, snapping :

“Look liere, Stuart; T never agreed
to this wild notion of yours, and I
won't pretend to now.  Here we have
& scene that needs an oneratic star,
and you tulk 'em Into golng after n

: hannna  peddler you've heard
v behind his pusheart. If I'm
to enthuse over that—waol),

exp
its & laugh, that's alL"

YAl right; now we'll just add the
rest of it: you want an Italian tenor,
yut can't sfford anyone big for
BIC sinall role. There's no forelgn
langunge singer available on the lot,
s0 ¢ are you? Stuck. And then

when [ ooffer the one ldea that may
solve your problem, you beef!"

“Well” Hormell grumbled, “it slm-
ply doesn’t sound sensible, If he was
going into a chorus. . . . But the
man's got to do a solo, and—"

“Hey, look!" Fiberg had turned to-
warid the sound stage entrance.

*is that him?"*

The ¢thers swung around.

Just Inside the door stood a litile
round man In baggy trousers and a
gay lavender shirt,

His great mop of black curls was
uncovered and the ollve moon face
beneath showed gentle perplexity,

Stunrt Booth went forward, calling:

“Iello, Pletro! Come right over
here,”

The Latin's teeth gleamed In a wide
slow smile.

“Al, Signor Boot'!l You send for
me, 1?7 Dey no tell me—Joost say,
‘You I'letro Pasquale? Come to da
studio.” 1 don't know what ees, but
here T am."

Horwell bad approached and was
Stariug critlcally at the Italian,

Before Booth could speak again, he
sald curtly:

“All right,
slng."

The small dark man gazed up with
polite incomprehension and replied:

“Excuse, plees; da name ghe's
Pietro, nn' I don't know joost what
you talk. Maybe you joke, si"

“Keep still a mionte,” Booth said
sharply to the director; “give me a
chance to explain to him. . . .
Listen, old timer; we're in a fix here;
Jou can help us out mnd, incidentally,
make yourself fifty dollars for a cou-
ple of hours’ work—just singing.”

The fellow made a quick little bow
and gnid:

“Sure, sure; she’s made me very
bappy to do semet'eengs for you."

The set across the stage, however,
had caught his eye and he started to
wander off teward It.

The uctor grasped his arm as Hor-
mell let out a snort of exasperation
and demanded @

“Well, are we golng through with
the farce, or 1s thik gentleman just
a sightsepr 7"

“Ihat's what I'm " Filberg

Bgreed, s

“He acts llke he was doing ws a
favor. What's the big idea?”

Fietro met the producers scowl
with grave dignity.

“Excuse, plees,” he cerrected; “she's
ouly for Signor Boot' I do eet.”

Fiberg gaped incredulously a mo-
ment; then:

“Say, what's the matter from yon?"
he yelped.

"Nobody's asking you should do any-
thing gratis, Fifty smackers you get
for Just one song—even it you don't
HOg very good, maybe"

Agaln that broad calm smile spread
O%er the swart features.

“That ees all right, signor. P'm

Onh seeng, anyhows."™

02 more he commenced to stroll
Wiy, Stua.t Booth erled:

0on—right now 1"
The Ifalian haltedeat once, a mildly
Shocked surprise enteriag ‘

Tony—let's hear you

Hon, his expres-
*0 ? . :
m‘m Excuse, plees: I'm not un
A savage groan from Hormell.
N"‘-'ﬂm.nwm.'h-h-m;m
htl?:;gﬁ::“ gobbler war-
® I
- &mr'm two minutes, or

are traveling along a
mountnin road and we come to a sman
inn. The proprietor's sitting an the
plazza, earrying wood andg singing
some alr from an opern. Now that's
:‘:I'Illl we want you for! Can you do
it?

Pletro langhel—a full and earefree
sound with no hint of scorn in ML

“Why, sure!" he exclaimed buoy-
antly.

“You mean lke deesy”

Back went his head,
taken, and suddenly the
a rich torrent of Bolden melody s he
began an aria from “I Pagliacel™

It rose ang swelled and filled the
great room with glorious musie,

In a moment people from all over
the stage had guthered round.

Not
than

a breath was
re poured forth

a mote in all that gong was less
Perfection,

Long before he had finished, Fiberg
and the director were huddled togeth-
er, whispering excitedly,

Even Stuart Booh was astonished.

At last It ended and the fittle Ital-
lan gnzed about him, a trifle startled.

Then Hormell and the producer wore
rushing forward in a dua) fever of
ingratiation.

“Say, that's the finest thing I ever
Eave a listen tol™ Fiberg chattered,

And the director:

“Marvelous! Where have you been
hiding @il these yoarsi"

In a quick aside to Sooth, he
breathed: “My G—d, man—why didn't
you tell mo nbont this « "7 Ie's
the greatest find Ive over run neross !’

Fiberg, an arm about the
shoulders, was talking rapidiy:

“Now, Mr, Pusquale, here's the way
I'mv fNguring it You'll want to do a
couple of small parts and then
star you. Ilow about a six months'
oenntract with options, at—waell,
two hundeed and fitty a week?"

The three studio men walted, thelr
€¥es upon the Latin's face,

For an instant bewilderment was
there ; then slowly he looked from one
to the other with something very like
disheller,

“Joost & meenute,” he said finally ;
“Maybe T'm don't understan' again.
You want that [ come heve every day
and seeng for da peectures, si”

They noddoed.

Pietro Pasquale made a queer small
nolse in his throat and stepped Laok,
shuking free of the producer's em-
brac

“Excuse, plees!™
ringing tirmness,
you—but, no!"

“You—you mean you're refusing the
contraoet 3"

“Si, signor™

Palpably he was In dend earnest.

“Listen, plees: When I am a boy
ren Miluno, always I seeng, joost for
lppiness, Den one day somebody
she's hear me an' say, You mus' study
for dn career! I am young fool, so
I do eet. Flve, six year I keep on,
at laus' get een La Scala opera an' pret’
soon have da name een lights, Bravo,
brave! Dut all da joy she's gone when
¢ach night I have to seeng so much,
$0 long. So now I have geeve al dat
up an' come here where I ean poosh
da cart to make enovgh for Rosita
an' da bamhinos an' me. Seeng?
Signor, 1 do eet for glndness, hut she's
not enough money een all da world
to buy from Pietro a song ever again!"

Nevada Marsh Yields
Rich Sodium Sulphate

Sodium sulphate, once a plentiful by
product of nitrie and hydrachloric acld
manufacture, has become relatively
scarce in thls country because of re-
cent changes in the manufacturing
processes of those aclds, writes P. C.
Rich in Chemical and Metallurgical
Engineering. Just when It began to
appear that the United States would
have to depend on Imports for its so-
dinm sulphate, an Isolated desert
marsh began to yield this chemieal in
practically pure form. This strange
depesit, where sodium sulphate, or a
“glnubers salt” ean be scooped up by
stoam - shovel s kmown ns Rhodes
Marsh, and s located In Mineral coun-
ty, Nevada.

A few years ago, P. 5. Williams, a
chemicnl engineer at one thne aa:.s:ocl-

ith a n I 4
:::h:tn from Carrizo lake, California,
came across an old report of Prof.
Joseph LeConte, geology professor at
the University of Californin, in which
mention was made of an enormous de-
posit of glaubers salt at Rhodes, In
1928 he was able to Interest & group
of San Franeisco men who spent con-
siderable time prospecting the deposit,
surveying the markets, and Investigat-
ing processes for recovery of the sul-
phate. The first plant was erected In
1030. With the experience thus gained
as a basis, a program of improvement
was initiated late In 1932,

Rhodes Marsh Is roughly circudar o
shape. The mineralized section is
about 200 acres In area and eovered
with 6 Inches to 2 feet of sfit. On the
south half of the deposit, a 15-feot lay-
er of glaubers salt is found Immedi-
ately under the overburden; In places
it has been found to be present at &

depth of 80 feet.
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I conies the clang and
A peal of eountless bells, The
din = siurt in ts unex.
Poctedness, It sounds like n

nattle call—or an alnem that Guadaly-

sira ig burnines

Hurrledls you get up and go out on

' snys n volee

g 1 overy hell with
a rent tone™ It 15 the man from

Xl o .
friend from (he sysar |.

n Spanish
ntations, in
Pajamas and straw sandals,

“I first

came here more than 40
years ago, from Spain,”™ he ndida, “We
made the last streteh in o tonrmile

¢h on leather

ringing.

Nothing here hoas
much — the  same  people,
churchea, and bells,  Fy the bats
are still here.  Read ot wizht, and

your light deaws the moths: turn om
the light, and the bAts iy In to eat the
Hivihs,  Bul they d T their wines
=next morning moth wings all
over ¥our Woor!™

In the street below now  black.
garbed women, thelr Is coverad,
nre walking quietly to mass—women
of all elnsses, peon and aristoerat, but
hardly any men. Iattling heavily, a
wiiter cart turns the corner, sprink-
ling the streets and raising that am-
monin gmell of old adobe towns whoere
humans and heast have long erowded
the absorbent soll too closely. You
meet that same smell, mized with the
geent of roasting coffee, when at early
morning men wet the dusty streets of
Aden or Baghdad.

“lee!™ “Bread!™ *“Marnlng paper!®
All volees of the awukening clty ns
truly ns cackles, crows, grunts, and
squenls are the alarm elocks of the
farmer. Defore the doorway halts an
ohl man on a mule, earrying two hig
cans, A sleapy girl, with n elay tar,
comes out and buys some milk, And
the man rides on, calling his singsong
“Leche, leche,™ milk, milk, In a de-
spalring wall, more like a cry of pain
than an invitation te buy.

Turkeys for Sale.

Now a country boy In a rngged straw
hat comes driving a flock of turkeys.
He carries a long stick, with a whip-
like plece of string on one end, for
Micking nuy errant tnrkey an the neck.
He urges them on by hissing sounds,
his tongue aguinst his upper teeth, in
the familinr Indlan warpning. They
market thousands of turkeys on foot
here, as in parts of Texas, the inquisi-
tive, shapcly  birds marching  with
yuick, graceful strides, necks jerking
sharply with ench step. One strutting
gobbler, with pendent red wattles long
ns & prophet’'s beard, ruffled his bronze
plumige and dragzed hls wings,

By the time you dress, clap your
nands for coffee, and read a Mexiean
paper still domp and smelling of frosh
ink. nll Guadalajora Is swarming,
Tramears are crowided; so are busses,

Robbed-haired senoritas, in bright
orzandie, silk hose, and high heels,
chatter and giggle their cheerful way
tn work In stores, beauty and curio
shops, at switehboards or typewriters.
Many are pure Andalusian types with
blue eyes and blond hair, small, shape
Iy hands and feet. The ense and joy
with which man may look upon wom-
ankind In Guadnalajara are nroverbial
“In all Mexico, no others nre so falr.”

“Surely St. Peter must have opened
the gates of heaven to let down such
a  beautiful damsel,” Méxieans say
when a maid of pulchritude Is pass-
ing.

Along with the ernwd, ogling the
girls, come sleek young bank clerks,
bookkeepers in the brewery, the fac-
tories, motorear and other agencles,
spick amd span In fannels of Hally-
wood cut, earrying sticks, smoking
pungens sative clgareites,

The sidewalks of Guadainjisa!
Walk them at this hoor and you see
the «ity eve-lilgh and close up.

Warkmen idly dig up the pavements,
as slwozs; traffic police In white
gloves blow whistles and wave cars to
«twg»  And they do stop: for ane dis-

nre

| halterns,

pute with an alert Guadalajara trafMig
cop and the big Jull yawns for you.
On an open space soldiers are drilling
and women walt belore the eolossal
prison to get In at visiting hours.
“They built the Jail big enough to

holdd everybody in town as a warning,”™ |

= n loeal saying.
Workers In Clay,

Through the suburbs you meet more
groups coming to work. In a flower
garden a sandal-footed man Is setting
out young plar o mnke a
pattern of birds and flngs,

From the tail of his bigz black dog,

fancy

JLsleep beside him, an old Indian artlst

plicks n few hairs, twists them deftly |

intn his tiny, frayed brush, and re
sumes painting eyebrows on n
head of Pancho Villa, muster outlaw.

Pase for your‘own bust, If you like,
nnd wateh your nose nnd ears forn
swiftly from the mud.  In half an hour
old Pandura (Hard Bread), famed In
dinn sculptor, makes n fair likeness

“This Guadulnjarn clay nrt 18 fra-
glle and hard to ship," says a buyer
from the "ot It sells weill
Not the busts so mueh, but these urns,
vases, aml water bottles, In old Aztec
These danecing girls ara
Eood, too, In thelr wide skirts and big
sombireros."

Aronmd  Tonala  village and the
suburh of San 'edro Tlaguepaque, In-
dians have worked in clay from time
Immemorial. The Spaniarda found
them at at it, making dishes for do-
mestle uses, making idols, imnges, and
fizurines of wen anl bensts.

Untaught, and working far from the
patter of studios and talks on art,
these Incians produce excellent seulp-
ture. Tiny pack mules, street hawk-
cors, market women with ehickens and
haskets of fruit, vaqueros on rearing
horsee—all are formed and palnted
with filelity to life. Sophisticated
and erotic pleces nlso anppear, with
miniatures, ornaments, and vessels
carrying a ralsed fretwork of deer,
rubbits, ferns or palms. A fat clay
pig, hollow, with a slit In his back
through which colns can pass, ls much
sold as a child's savings bank. Iap-
pily for the child, these figures break
ensily; all yeu have to do Is drop
them.

Sun Pedro Tlaquepaque, once the
retreat of Spanish wealth and fashion,
is linked with the city proper by tram,
through an old customs gateway.
Country people taking things into town
to sell had to pay a tax In the oid
days to pass this gate,

A tiny, bright-eved nurse girl, cer-

Siates.

clay |

There are beauty hints for anlmels
as well as human
score of mukeup dovices as  well
To the motlor-pleture eamoera all the
wers of the animal kingdom are
the only difference is In the
personnel of the respective make-up
departinents and the deessing rooms,
ohserves a writer In the St Louls
Glohe-Demaoerat,

The dressing rooms for the jJungle
heasts on the film lot of one com-
pany are a hundreed closely gunrded
cuges, The makeup man s as dif-
ferent from the manlcored attend-
nnts to the human players a8 are his
charges.

beings, and =

A thick beard hides his bronzed
skin. Hig beauty squipment eon-
sists of huge files, fantastie shears,

combs with yard-long handles—the
sort of tools a beautlcian might see
in a nightmare, He moves from cage
to cage, his hands deftly wiclding
the Instrumeits, For heaven forbid
that & cinema cat or a “movie” mon-
key should hear the call 1o “cam-
eral” without first primped
nml curried to the pink of palehr)-
tude.

There are mere Lhan 5W heasts
of all descriplions In the “movie™

menagerie. Defore the lens is  di-
rected toward any group of them
they are carefully groomed.  Nails

are clipped clifefly for the protection
of those working in the picture with
them.  Fur is combed and brushed :
everything 1= done to make them at-
tractively forocious or attenctively

Wax

aminhle

Mercolized

-

Keeps Skin young

chnr. arh blemishes and discolorations psis

fercolized Wax daily as directed, |

particles ol lghefl kin mro freed and all
tliuftcl.l such as blac M?i?i' ul:'til:"kir: m:_d
res disuppear. an n auti-
im B‘n’ar.. vtlv:l-y and so l—}a.m looks
Years fw.nuu-. Mercolized Wax brings out
your hidden beauty, Atall hnlmim
alf!

MM Sasolite in beit it
& g R |

KEEP COOL
SAVE TIME
SAVE WORK
SAVE MONEY
with the &
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n]?ﬂtc:l m?ﬁm and wmlﬂ -
$100.00 washi
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tanly not more than ten, by,
carrying a big fat baby. You feel the
baby should get down, for a change,
and carry the tired little girl
Gambling Is Prevalent.

On the curb's edge, three soldiers
are playing cards with a greasy deck,
One man deals, calling “Ocho de
espadas,” elght of spades, and other
fiees as they turn up,

Gambling is not thought a vice. Men
aceost you, holding up yard-long
strips of colored lottery tickets. You
can buy a whole or purt ticket. Such
peddlers. work on n commission for
the official lottery, which holds regulag
drawings, Is run in a strictly business
manner, and devotea net profits to
charities.

Police appear dragging two disor-
derly men, one badly cut In a street
fight. Certaln knlves here nre made
to fight with. Any battle-searred min-
Ing or cow-ranch veteran will tell you
he'd rather face a gun fighter than a
Mexiean tralned with the knife. This
business of kolfe fghting Is full of
fancy tricks. Ope is to throw the
knife; another is suddenty to hit your
cpponent In the face with your hat.
and then stick him while he's off
guard. Defense work Is equally skill-
ful. The trained fOghter wraps his
sernpe around his left arm, or even
grasps nhis big hat by the inside of the
crown, using serape or hot as g shleld,
while thrusting with the knife. In
*Old Mother Mexico,” Harry Carr tells
of a Mexican knife battle, fought to a
draw, in which the heavy wool serapes
were cut to shreds, but nelther man
hurt !

STANDARD MASHES

Properly Balanced, Vitaminized
and Mineralized

for yourself why Standard feeders get
onces t:f ::dumcn. from
every stage t

old chicks to maturity. Get quick, uni-
form growth— proper development—
better ege producti less lity
—by fﬁn g Standard Brand Mashes|

See Your Standard Dealer Today
Ed;hu'l no duleru:njm;r mﬂi:ﬂ. we'
siculars M»Aﬁm“l)aﬁrgww bE w

STANDARD MILLING CO.
8 Fairlie SL, N. W, Atianta, Ga.
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