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“Widow Maker”

ELLO EVERYBODY:

William Pellegrinetti of Chicago comes to bat today | 5

with a yarn about a place where tree stumps grew on trees.
You know, at first glance a fellow would be liable to say
that a tree is a natural place for a tree stump to grow. I

ought to explain that these stumps didn’t grow down at the |

bottom of said trees, where they were supposed to. No—
you found them hanging in branches of other trees—trees
they didn't even belong to.

The fellows had a name for those dangling stumps.
Pellegrinetti will tell you about that later.

Bill

being a man of iron nerve.

Bill says he doesn’t deserve that reputation at all. It's
true, he stood his ground when death came bounding to-
ward him—but Bill says he stood there for a totally differ-
ent reason from the one the other fellows attributed to his
action. It was in August, 1933, that it happened, and Bill
was a member of a CCC outfit in a camp twenty-three miles
from the town of Mehama, Oregon.

They were building a mountain road, and Bill explains
that the road builders worked in three crews. The first gang

to follow up the markings made by the surveyors were the
timber fellers. They went up the line cutting down all the trees that
stood in the way of the road.

Then followed the dynamiters, who blasted all the stumps and roots
out of the ground. After the dynamiters came the laborers.

Crew Ordered to Lay Small, Temporary Bridges.

Bill was with the laborers. He was with a crew whose job it was
to lay small, temporary bridges over all the mountain streams that the

road crossed. And now, before we go any farther, we'll let Bill himself |

take the floor and tell us about those tree stumps.

“When the blasters were dynamiling the stumps,” he says,
“large parts of them flew into the air. Often stumps, with the
roots still on them, flew great distances, and became lodged in
the tops of standing trees, We called those hanging stumps
‘widow-makers' and they were rightfully named. For a slight
breeze woukl often dislodge them, and when they came crashing
down, it was very bad luck fto be on the spot they picked to
land on.”

It was one of those widow-makers that started all the trouble for
Bill. They were laying a cedar log foundation for one of the bridges
they had to build when all of a sudden things began to happen.

The stream they were bridging ran through the bottom of a deep
gully. The mountains rose sharply above them and the trees, at that
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It kept on coming, looking bigger at every bounce.

point, were few and scattered. Up that steep mountainside, there was
one tree, standing by itself, with one of those large stumps swaying from
its upper branches.

It was about three feet in diameter, and parts of its roots
were still sticking out like the tentacles of an octopus. Nobody
paid any attention to it until, suddenly, as the boys were working
busily away at their bridge foundation, they heard a loud crack-
ling noise above them.

“Widow Maker’’ Crashes Down Through Branches.

It was the stump—crashing down through the branches. Once it hit | of dispensing it taxes tempers of .

the ground it would come hurtling down that slope at express-train speed.
And it was right above the spot where that crew was working. One
of the men yelled, “Widow-maker!” And immediately every one in the
crowd started making for shelter.

That is, everybody started making for shelter but Bill Pelle-
grinetti!

He was absorbed in his job and didn't see the stump coming until
he heard the first man cry out. Then he looked up just in time to see
the stump make its first bounce.

“It came down that slope,” he says, ‘‘gaining momentum
with every fraction of a second. It bounded in enormous leaps,
straight toward me. For a moment it fascinated me. Then, I
tried to run and found to my horror that I couldn’t, 1 couldn't
move a muscle!’

Afterward, Bill's pals called it cool nerve. They told other
fellows in the camp how he stood still, never flinching, while
that great stump came huriling right at him. But Bill says it
wasn't nerve at all. In fact, it was just the opposite of nerve.
Bill was scared stiff,

“It kept right on coming,” he says, ‘looking bigger at every bounce
it took. Somehow those long spidery roots shooting out from its sides
looked like arms reaching out to grab me.

“It all happened in a few brief seconds, but in that time a million
thoughts raced through my mind. Already I was figuring that I was a
goner. I wondered what people would say about me, and recalled small
incidents, long since forgotten, about my parents and other members
of my family,

The Hurtling Stump Was Taking Its Last Bounce.

“Some folks say that when you're faced with death you think of

all the evil things you've done in the course of your lifetime. Maybe I
had never done anything really evil

‘At any rate, all my thoughts in that long, ageless moment were of

my home and loved ones. I realized, then, how much I wanted to live.
But up ahead of me that hurtling stump was taking its last bound before
it would reach me.”

That stump was high in the air, and coming down again
straight at Bill, when all of a sudden, he snapped out of it.

In that instant the power of motion came back to him. He
flung himself down and to one side with the speed of lightning.
And as he fell, he could hear the stump whistling by in the very
spot where, a second before, his head had been.

The fellows all said that Bill stood his ground and dodged that
Only Bill knew that he

stump like a bull fighter would dodge a bull
stood there because he simply couldn’t move from the spot.

*Now, when things go wrong,” he says, “I recall that picture of the
I remember all the things I thought
I was leaving, and how much I wanted not to leave them. Then I say . K

‘widow-maker’ bearing down on me.

to myself, ‘Bill, you dope, you're not so bad off after all.""
(Released by Western Newspaper Union.)

Steno’s Cosmetic Tax Bill Boston's Fires

The National Consumers Tax com-
mission says the average city
stenographer pays $7.32 in hidden

taxes on her annual cosmetics bill

fires.

1889, 1893,

But now let’s |
get on with the story of how Bill won the reputation of |

Boston has suffered severely from
Destructive fires occurred
there in 1676, 1679, 1711, 1760, 1872,

HOW TO DO IT-

Break Your Dog’s Bad Habits
By Using Hollywood’s Method

AN
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Since national dog week comes September 17 to 23, it's a good
time to train that pup Junior got last Christmas. Carl Spitz, who
trains Hollywood's dogs, says any half-way intelligent beast can
learn these tricks. First (above) is teaching him to carry objects.
A newspaper is recommended as the first step. But remember, the

dog can learn only one trick at
a time and patience is all-im-
portant. Never hesitate to praise
the dog.

' Right: If he jumps up on peo-
ple, hold his front feet and walk
 him  backward 10 or 12 feet.
After doing this several times,
your hound will think twice be-
| fore leaping again.

Bl

FEE

| Dogs, like humans, have a way

of getting sick—and disliking
| some medicines. The hard way
| both man and dog. The easy
way is shown at the right. Take
the left thumb and forefinger
and pull the loose skin of cheek

'and corner away from teeth.

| This forms a natural funnel. But
keep his head up and prevent
him from shaking it until swal-
lowed. Below: This unusual
| association is the result of per-
fect training. Only a properly
taught dog can be expected to
' show such helpfulness towards a
fellow creature.

i

Above: A bad dog habit is chasing vehicles. The above bicyclist
is braced against a nasty fall. But curing this trick is a simple pro-
cedure. Following the arrow, you'll see Mr. Spitz making the dog
crawl several times around the vehicle he has chased.
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| ute.
| wants anything.”

ELIZA
8B

By JOHN C. HAYWOOD
(McClure Syndicate—WNU Service.)
E made three trips up and
down stairs for the new
boarder. First with a suit case, then
with hot water and finally with
matches, which the woman seized
almost rudely. Eliza watched while
she lit a cigarette, laid her head
with its chalk-white face back in the
cushions of the chair, and inhaled
vigorously. Eliza was fascinated.

She had mumbled, **That be all,
mam?'" and was glad to receive no
answer. The woman swallowed all
the smoke, then with her eyes closed
she very, very slowly let it out
through her nostrils, after which she
gave a long, shuddering sigh and
opened her eyes.

“You still there? What's your
name?' she asked in a husky voice.

“Eliza, mam. You look sick. I
was wondering—""

‘‘Don"t wonder. Where's your mis-
tress?"

*Out, mam.
in any minute.”

“What's she like?”

“Different folks has different ideas
-—she's my mistress, mam, and a
good one. I ain't talking about her.”

Eliza spoke with as much dignity
as her freckled face and mop of
bronze-colored hair could assume.

She was beginning to hate the
woman with her painted face, strawy

LIZA, maid of all work in
Mrs. Small's boarding house,

1 expect as she’ll be

| hair, natty figure and bold gray eyes
| behind double lens glasses.

She looked what Eliza termed *‘a
bad 'un” and Eliza was a church
goer of strong views.

The woman, Mrs. Agnes Hart she
called herself, had answered Mrs.
Small's advertisement for boarders
from Albany, said she was a widow
out of health and wanted a quiet
room with meals served in it, for
which she was prepared to pay ade-
quately.

As she was then traveling with
friends she would not write again
but might arrive any time. So she
had come.

Mrs. Small was marketing and
Eliza was quite sure her mistress
would not have taken the woman
had she seen her first.

This Mrs. Small confirmed later
but said she had paid well and in
advance, and Eliza did not grumble
at the liberal tips which came later,

It was on the second day that

| Mrs. Hart asked if there were no

other boarders.

““Yes, mam. We got a man room-
er. He don't eat here. He's away
mostly. He’s a policeman, though
he don’t wear no uniform as I ever
see.”

A policeman! What sort of po-
liceman?"’

Mrs. Hart looked startled.

I dunno what sort. He's a very
nice man!"

‘“Well, don’t bring him near me.
It was through a policeman my—my
troubles began. I hate 'em!"

She watched Eliza narrowly and
seemed satisfled that she had im-
pressed her and accounted for the
agitation that had overtaken her,
which the girl must have noticed.

In the middle of the afternoon
Mrs. Small called Eliza.

““Mr. Lang has returned from his
trip. He's lying down in the front
room all nervous and broke up. I
just got word Mrs. Bates is took
gsick and I'm going round for a min.
You keep handy in case he

“Yes, mam."”
The front door had scarcely closed
when Mr. Lang called. Eliza went

[ In

The detective was on the sofa; in
the shadow Eliza saw that his gray
hair was tousled, his eyes bright.

““Come in, Eliza,”” he said in his
soft voice. ‘'Sit down and talk to
me. I'm all in!"’

‘““Where you been, Mr. Lang

*Boston. Picking out the threads

e

| sewn into a case by a woman. Queer

dick she must be somehow."
“I'd love to hear about it."
Eliza clasped her hands.
In her spare hours she read de-

| tective stories and had always sus-

pected Mr. Lang was a detective.
But she never asked him. She
kept him surrounded by a halo of

| romantic adventure.

““There ain't much to it,’' Mr.

| Lang commenced in a slow drawl,
| watching

Eliza with interest.
“Seems there was a dentist named

| Mount who sort of tired of his wife,

8o he took up with another woman
and the other woman took up with
him so as to set him plumb crazy.
The wife wouldn't stand for no di-
vorce but pretty soon she took sick,
died, and was buried.

“So he could marry the other
. | woman,"” Eliza said.
““That's what he thought. The oth-

er woman was crazy about him all
right, but he sort of miscalculated
how crazy she was. She suspected

| all wasn't quite right and not want-
| ing to harbor any unjust suspicion of

her husband that was to be she
wanted to make sure, so she
dropped a letter to the police which
she forgot to sign, suggesting that
they dig the lady up and look for
poison.”

“And did they prove it?
hope they didn't.
in love.”

“Wait a minute. The police don't
act on such letters right away. They
tried to find the writer but she had
disappeared and as she had maybe

Oh, 1
Poor girl and she

=
hinted to the dentist what she'dl
done, he disappeared, too.”

“They ran away together after
all.” .

“No; the girl’s mother said—they |
found who she was easy—the girl's
mother said she was going to hide |
away until she was sure. A very
proper thing to do, I call it.”

Mr. Lang. clearly enjoyed telling
the tale and watching Eliza's ex-
pression.

"“And she's hid away somewhere,
maybe” — Eliza's eyes told the
thought that was behind them—
‘‘playing sick so she could keep to
her room."

*‘Maybe. I dunno about that. Any-
way they dug the lady up and there
was the poison!”

“‘Oh, Mr. Lang! And the poor girl
that loves him. Her life wrecked,
you might say, by a poisoner. It's a
wicked world, ain't it, Mr. Lang?"

“It sure is. My heart bleeds for
that poor girl."

He studied Eliza attentively.

She was clasping and unclasping
her hands nervously.

“Mr. Lang," she said, leaning for-
ward and whispering, ‘“maybe it's
the lady upstairs."”

“'Tain’t likely. She's too old.”

“Old! Say, Mr. Lang, she's not
old. She's made up a bit but she
washes it off night and morning,
'cause I hear her splashing before
she lets me in. She looks like a
long, thin doll with her fair hair an’
everything."

Mr. Lang could read Eliza's
hopes, hopes that would surround
her life with a touch of romance.

‘“No, I think 'tain’'t likely—but I
got her picture here—her mother
give me. They had some sort of
theatricals and this was one of the
lady parts.”

He fumbled in his breast pocket
and drew out a photograph.

“There is nothing against her, Not
a thing.”

He handed the photo to Eliza.

“My Lord!" she gasped., *“‘That's
her.”

Mr. Lang asked Eliza to go to
the corner for a package of ciga-
rettes. When the front door closed
he ran quietly upstairs, opened a
door, and before the occupant could
move had leveled his revolver.

“Don’t stir,” he said quietly.
'"Tis a good make-up you've got,
Robert Mount, but I guess you're
wanted on another stage.”

Museum Displays Birds
Of Prehistoric Vintage

Grotesque birds which became
extinct millions of years before the
earliest prehistoric human beings
existed have been ‘“‘brought back"
in restorations made in the zoologi-
cal laboratories of the Field mu-
seum in Chicago. Their public ex-
hibition was announced by Clifford
C. Gregg, director of the museum.
The display includes all types of
prehistoric birds for which sufficient
fossil material has been found to
make possible the construction of
restorations, and so far as known
it is the only exhibit of the kind in
the world.

Included is Archaeornis, which
shares with its ally Archaeopteryx
the distinction of being the earliest
of all known birds to inhabit the
earth. They had distinct character-
istics indicating their emergence
from reptilian ancestors, but they
had feathers instead of scales, at
least in the tail and wings.

Another restoration is that of
Diatryma. giant feathered inhabi-
tant of the Wyoming region, which
probably preyed upon and devoured
the horses of its day. They were
four-toed creatures about the size
of a modern collie dog.

Also shown is a model of Aepyor-
nis, the largest bird ever known to
exist, which grew to be as much
as 12 feet tall. It possibly became
extinct only after the island of Mad-
agascar, its exclusive habitat, be-
came populated by human invaders
from the South Sea islands. A fossil
egg of this bird is exhibited in the
museumn’s department of geology.

Another comparatively recent bird
in the exhibit is Dinornis, one of the
moas, a giant almost as large as
Aepyornis, which lived in New Zea-
land and may have been extermi-
nated within the last 10,000 years by
the Maori people, who migrated
into its homeland from other South
Pacific regions. Others of the an-

cient birds restored in the exhibit
are:

Ichthyornis, whose name means |
“fish-bird,”” an early inhabitant of |
the Mississippi valley; Hesperornis, !
a loon-like aquatic species which
was also a resident of North Amer-
ica; the quail-like Gallinuloides, of
which scientists have found only a
single fossil specimen and which |
lived in western North America; |
Phororhacos, a crane-like preda-
ceous bird of South America.

War or Natural History?

If you think the ‘‘Battle of the
Herrings'' was a great naval en-
gagement, or that the "Pig War"
was a matter of barnyard politics,
you are mistaken. According to the
National Geographic society, the
“Battle of the Herrings" was fought
in the Fifteenth century between
English and French forces when the
latter were besieging the French
town of Orleans. The fish name was
given the battle because the Eng-
lish were attempting to transport
Lenten supplies of herring to their
troops when the French intercepted
them. As to the "Pig War,” this
term has been applied to the tariff
struggle between Austria and Ser-
bia in the early 1900s, arising out of
differences concerning the export of

Serbian pigs across Austrian terri-
tory.
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An Amateur Decorator

Uses a Curved Needle

By RUTH WYETH SPEARS

HDEAR MRS. SPEARS: Soma

time ago in an article you
suggested using a curved needle,
such as upholsterers use, for sew-
ing heavy cord trimming in place.
I found that these needles are also
used in making candle wicking
bedspreads and are on sale in
most notion and fancy work de-
partments. Mine has been very
useful to me; especially when re-
upholstering an old chair. This
is just one of the many useful

hints I have found in your articles
and books. Thank you so much
for all of them.—G. H.”

Here is the picture of the curved
needle used to sew bright con-
trasting cord to an upholstered
couch. It is a useful tool when
you are sewing to fabric that is
stretched tightly. Everyone who
finds pleasure in making a khome
attractive needs to know these lit-
tle tricks that give work a profes-
sional touch.

Original ideas with complete di-
rections for slipcovers; draperies
and other furnishings are in the
new Sewing Book No. 3. Every
homemaker should have a copy;
as well as everyone who likes to
make gifts, and items for bazaars.
The price is only 10 cents post-
paid. Send coin with name and
address to Mrs. Spears, 210 S. Des-
plaines St., Chicago, Il

Strange Facts

‘ dir to Float Wood '
Easter Lily Is Out
® | Real Wash Out ®

Like water, the pressure of air
increases with depth. For in-
stance, if a mine shaft were 35
miles deep, the air at the bottom
would be about 1,000 times as
dense as that at the earth's sur-
face, or heavy enough to float sev-
eral kinds of wood and even water.

In northern Ireland it is a seri-
ous offense, punishable by a fine,
to wear or carry an Easter lily
on Easter Sunday, as this flower
is a symbolic reminder of the un-
successful Easter rebellion in
Dublin in 1916,

In several towns along the Ital-
ian Riviera, a balcony is consid-
ered to be such an essential deco-
rative feature of a house that
those without one usually have a
painted substitute, some being
made more realistic by the inclu-
sion of the family wash, which is
generally hung to dry on such rail-
ings.—Collier’s.
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Constipation, and

Pepsin-ize Acid Stomach Too

When constipation brings on acid indi-
gestion, bloating, dizzy spells, gas, coa
tongue, sour taste, and bad breath, your
stomach is probably loaded up with cer-
tain undigested food and your bowels don’t
move. So you need both Pepsin to help
break up fast that rich undigested food in
your stomach, and Laxative Senna to pull
the trigger on those lazy bowels. So be
sure your laxative also contains Pepsin.
Take Dr. Caldwell's Laxative, because ita
Syrup Pepsin helps you gain that won-
derful stomach-relief, while the Laxative
Senna moves your bowels. Tests prove the
power of Pepsin to dissolve those lumps of
undigested protein food which may linger
in your stomach, to cause belching, gastric
acidity and nausea. This i8 how pepsin.
izing your stomach helps relieve it of such
distress. At the same time this medicine
wakes up lazy nerves and muscles in your
bowels to relieve your constipation. So see
how much better you feel by taking the
laxative that also puts Pepsin tn_work on
that stomach discomlort, too. Even fm-
icky children love to taste this pleasant
family laxative. Buy Dr. Caldwell's Lax-
ative—Senna with Syrup Pepsin at your
druggist today!

Bureau of Standards

BUSINESS organization

which wants to get the
most for the money sets up
standards by which to judge
what is offered to it, just as in
Washington the government
maintains a Bureau of Standards.
® You can have your own Bureau
of Standards, too. Just consult
the advertising columns of your
newspaper. They safeguard
your purchasing power every
day of every year.




