Events in the Lives of Little Men
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when he went on a trip to the Grand
Canyon in America dusing a world
tour,

“The soft curtain of night was
just falling,”” he orated. ‘‘There I
stood, drinking in the scene, with
the giant abyss yawning before
me—l’

One of his listeners interrupted
at this point.

“I say, old chap,” he asked,
“was that abyss yawning before
you got there?” 3

Figures

“The star we have discovered,”
said the astronomer, “is revealed
by light which started 3,000 years
ago, traveling at the rate of 186,-
400 miles per second, which would
make—""

“Go ahead!" said the political
economist. ‘“‘Make your string of
figures as long as you like. But
for the love of Heaven, and also of
earth, don’t put a dollar mark in
front of them!”
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Sister—Ben says he'll give you a
quarter to go to the movies when
he calls this evening.

Jimmy—1I'd rather stay home and
see real life.

Take a Couple of Days Off

First Veteran—They've just in-
vented a new type machine gun
for the next war.

Second Veteran — How many
rounds in a belt?

First Veteran—They load this
gun on Sunday and shoot it for the
rest of the week!—Foreign Service.

Didn’t Enow It Was Loaded
Judge—You admit you drove
over this man with a loaded truck?
Driver—Yes, your honor.
Judge—And what have you to
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“Are you going to send your con-
gressman back to Washington?”

“No,"” replied Farmer Corntossel.
“We've found out that he’s such
good company that we've decided
to keep him home.”

Business as Usual
Abe (who has discovered a bur-
" glar in his house)—Hands up or
I'll shoot.
Quick-witted Burglar — Twen
dollars for the gun. - * :
Abe—Sold.

Opportunity

Ho—I read that the Treasury at
Washington launders old dollar
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RUNNING- ; Plum Sill
'
HOT %OE!:EH To TE S‘NELL! GET Bud—How much are the plums?
TODAY U= (LL e THE CAR OUT— Huckster—Six for a nickel. -
SAY TAKE A ; Bud—Gimme one.
Y= 'LL GET THE Huckster—Throwin' a party?
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TIPF TO DADDY

“Pa, what a funny word ‘whole-
some’ is."”

“What's funny about it?"

“Why take away the whole of it
and you have some left.”

Out of Respect
First Fisherman: I saw ye oot
wi’ the new meenister this morn-
in’. Did he hae a guid catch?
Second Fisherman—No, he had
nae whisky, so oot o' respec’ for
his teetotal principles, I took him
where there was nae bass.—Mon-
treal Star.
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‘““Hand-Made Inferno™
By FLOYD GIBBONS
Famous Headline Hunter

ATHER ’round the soda fountain, boys and girls.
Foley is standing treat. Mike lives at Jackson Heights,

N. Y., and he’s going to treat us to a swell yarn.
He was doing it
professionally as far back as Juhe, 1884—the month and year in which

Mike’'s an old hand at this treating business.
he had his big adventure.

But don’t get the ides that Mike went around handing out
ten-cent cigars like a guy that’s trying to be elected alderman.
Not on your life. Mike was an oll treater—one of the Ilads
who processed kerosene so it could be burned in lamps. And a

mighty dangerous job that was, too.

Mike worked for the Standard Oil company at a big refinery ands
storage yard that was then located in Long Island City.

Lightning Strikes Huge Oil Tank!
The tanks in which the oil was treated, and on which Mike worked,
were huge affairs twenty feet in diameter and thirty or more feet

high. You got to the top of them by wooden stairways. And up the side
of each tank ran a pair of six-inch pipes that carried the chemicals with

which the oil was treated.

Well sir, to get down to the story, Mike Foley was up on the
top of one of the big tanks giving its contents a good, thorough
treating. Part of that job consisted of blowing compressed air
through the oil, and that was ofien a messy procedure. Oil
would slop over the side of the tank and saturate the wooder
staircase. That was not only messy, bui dangerous—as subse-

quent events amply demonstrated.

A thunderstorm was brewing while Mike was inside, under cover
of the tank’s sheltering top. The storm broke, about quarter after two
in the afternoon, and about two-thirty he heard a loud crack. Light-

ning! It had struck the tank.

Mike Moves Swiftly to Close Trap Doors.
Mike’s two bosses had gone to the office to give in their reports.
Mike was all alone in the tank, so it was-up to him. He ran out from under
the shelter-roof to see what had happened. The lightning had struck

— — - -l

The Whole Stair Was a Raging Inferno of

all right. The oil-soaked, wooden stairs were on fire. The blaze, start-
ing apparently from the top, had spread down four or five steps by the

time Mike got there.

There was one thing that had to be done, then—done mighty
quickly, too. Around the top of the tank were five trap
wide open to let out the gases that formed in the tank during
©

treaiments. Those doors had

to
through them and the whole tank went up in flames.
Mike dashed for the doors. He got one closed—then another.
that point he turned and took a look at the burning stairway. The
flames had spread down four or five more steps. The fire wag blazing

with even greater fury.

Casabianca Really Had Nothing on Mike
And that wasn’t all that was worrying Mike, either. Any minute
now—doors or no doors—the tank might take fire and go up with a big
WHOOSH! And where would that leave Mike? Not much of anywhere,
to tell the truth about it. Just let that tank get going good, and Mike
would be trapped. There wouldn’t be much-left of him but a few cinders

when it was all over.

raging inferno of flame. The timbers that su

eaten through by the blaze. If Mike wasn’t buined

the way down, he’d be killed in
ports broke and sent him crashing to earth.

“So there I stood,” says Mike, ‘“forty-five feet from the ground, like
young Casabianca—the boy who stood on the burning deck. A crowd
had gathered down below, and about eight hundred men who worked in
the loading sheds near the dock were yelling to me to jump. I didn’t
want to do that—it would have been almost as bad as burning to death.
Still, I couldn't stay up there, either. Most any minute that tank
might go up with a roar—and take me along with it."”

Mike Was a Good Hand on the Flying Rings.

It looked pretty bad for Mike—but-he still had a trick or two up his
sleeve. “At that time,” he says, “I was a member of the Star Athletic
club of Long Island City, and I was pretty good on the flying rings.

I swung over the edge of the platform.”

What followed afier that brought gasps from the men dc
below. Like a circus acrobat, high overhead, he began !
himself along on the braces that held the platform B
aiming at. Then they set u

traveled eight or ten feet around the side
spectators saw what he was

as Mike reached one of the six-inch pipes tha
of the tank and began sliding to safety.

-

““That pipe was so close to the tank,” says Mike, *‘that

my legs around it. I had to grip it with my knees and
about two inches at a time. But I got down all ri

skin I lost off my hands, and a new pair of pants I had to

the ones I was wearing. They were ruined.”
©—WNU Bervice.
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Ancient Legends Account

for Eclipse in Odd Ways being devoured was
Whether or not we believe that ‘WI::' the monster |
o pse is a portent of evil, the ncg 8. ‘I'hendChlnese
ancient races invariably linked it Gm;d‘me b"t;‘ k,
with disaster. In mythology an Tty

evil dragon was said to be lurking

in the heavens and that he made | P2nged kettles and p¢

legends the sun and the moon: were | believed to have b

Portrait of Kittens i
Done in Stitchery,

ing pair of kittens? Their ‘“‘por-
trait” on a pillow top or picture

will add charm to your homo

aside from your pleasure in mak-

ing it. And how effective it is, I

worked quickly in colorful floss,
the crosses an easy 8 to thé inch.
Since the motif requires but the
merest outline, you're finished be-

for you know it! * i

In pattern 5604 you will find a,
transfer pattern of these kittens,

13% by 14 inches; a color chart' -

and key, material requirements; H
illustrations of all stitches needed.

To obtain this pattern send 15"'

cents in stamps or coins (coins:
preferred) to The Sewing Circlel
Household Arts Dept,, 259 W.!
Fourteenth St., New York, N. Y.

Write plainly pattern number,;
your name and address.

45-Foot Tide

The largest known periodic tides
in the Atlantic ocean and in th
world as a whole aocour in
Basin, Bay of Fundy, Nova Scotia,
where a mean range of 42 feet
and a spring range of 45 feet have
been reported.
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DOLLARS & HEALTH
The successful ‘person is a healthy per.
son. Don’t let yourself be handicapped
by sick headaches, a sluggish condition,

stomach “nerves” and other dangerons |

signs of over-acidity.

How can you resist tlﬂs-appnll . '




