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AUTOMATIC
SPRINKLER

Here's convenience you've always wanted
in a sprinkler—desired distance and spray

aurtomatically a2 a turn of a dial!

Speed of the revolving arms breaks up
the spray-—provides a natural rain-like

shower that's best for all lawns.

Beautiful, rich green. Long-lasting qual.
ity. See this automatic and other famous
Sunbeam Rain King sprinklers at your
dealer’s. $8.50. (Denver and West, $8.7.5.)

EXCLUSIVE
FINGER-TIP CONTROL
Avtomatically sets re-
volving arms to sprinkle
any orea you wont from
5 to 50 feet.
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THE ORIGINAL — ALL FINE HAM
ZESTFULLY SEASONED
For 86 years America’s favorite spread

dark, Swift and Mannix washed and
cleaned their mess kits and dropped
them off at the schoolhouse. There,
Mannix picked up certain tools and a
GI flashlight, and he and Swift set
forth on Operation Shave. After some
difficulty, they.found the cable they
were looking for, and started to follow
it out of town. Not wishing to attract
attention, Mannix didn’t keep the
flashlight on all the time, just snapping
it on and off intermittently. Once they
stopped.

‘It don’t look like the same cable to
me,” Swift said.

Mannix himsel looked doubtful for
a minute, then said, “Sure it is. It's
gotta be. We been walking right in a
straight line, haven’t we?"”

' There was a fork in the road back
there,”’ Swift said. It seems to me this
morning ——”’ He stopped, because he
found himself unable to remember
which fork they had taken that mom-
ing.
“It’s the right cable,” Mannix an-
nounced positively.

“Anyway,” Swift shrugged, “ what’s
the difference?”

They walked on a little farther. The
road, which wasn't the main north-
south highway, was completely de-
serted. The night was jet black.

“This’ll be as good a place as any,”
Mannix said. “*Shield the light and put
it on the cable.”

As Mannix worked, he chuckled, *'1
guess the damn army won't care if we
steal a little of their juice!”

After a while he clamped onto the
cable a short length of wire, on the end
of which was a standard appliance out-
let.

"* Courtesy of the Air Force machine
shop,” Mannix chuckled. *“Now just
plug your razor in there, and we’ll see
how it works.”

Happily, Corporal Swift plugged in,
grateful that he hadn’t shaved that
morning, and thus could appreciate
this luxury all the mcre. For a moment,
nothing happened, and then Swift spun
the flywheel.

Immediately, the vicinity was bril-
liant with a bluish light. There was a
crackling, and a great puff of smoke
belched from the razor. With a cry of
astonishment, Swift dropped the razor
and stood there stupidly watching the
plastic case melt away.

“Too much juice,” Mannix said
sadly. It was the wrong cable!”’

While the razor was still erackling on
the ground, throwing off its blue bolts,
there was another sound, just as star-
tling and far more ominous. It was the
sharp ripping of a submachine gun, not
too far distant. Furthermore, ears
thoroughly attuned to the noises of
combat informed Swift and Mannix
immediately that the shots came from
a Russian-made chopper. They both
hit the deck, and the slugs from an-
other burst sang over them. They lay
there still for a moment, then got up
and, crouching low, ran away from the
direction of the shots. Shortly, a hand
grenade blew up at approximately the
spot they had just vacated and there
was some more automatic fire.

From somewhere off to their left,

they heard a voice cry out, "Turn out

"Advance and be recognized!”

“Don’t throw no light on us,” Man-
nix warned, not moving, ‘‘or it might
be the last light you ever flash. We're
two soldiers of Able Company, Tenth
Regiment.”

“Who won the National League
champeenship last year?” the sentry
demanded.
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Big catalogues are in; the mail
will run

A little late 10day. For sixty miles

Weomen will sit 1onight 1o ponder
styles

In drapes and dresses. Many a
wistful son

Will price a compass or a BB gun.

Husbands will thumb through
drills and roofing tiles,

And pretty girls will wait with
secret smiles

To pick from patterned silks the
loveliest one.

Dream in four colors, spring and
summer dream

(Exactly as described; state actual
measure)

Nothing the hand could close
upon would leaven

The heart like this or wear this
pictured gleam. ‘

A thousand pages spread their
gaudy treasure;

We all sit late tonight along
Route Seven.
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“Philadelphia,” Mannix answered
promptly.

*“Who were their pitchers?”’

Just as promptly, Mannix answered
again, ‘‘Roberts, Simmons, Meyer,
Konstanty and some Dutchman—
Heintzelman, his name was. The catch-
ers was Seminick and Lopata, the first
baseman was Waitkus, the second 7

“That’s enough,” the sentry inter-
rupted. ““Advance.”

Corporal Swift arose, full of grati-
tude that he was accompanied by Man-
nix. Being a native Californian, Swift
had never been very much interested in
major-league baseball. They advanced
very cautiously until the sentry could
see them in the starlight. Behind him
was some kind of structure, the door
of which now opened, flooding the area
with light. A man with two stars on his
collar stood in the doorway, and Man-
nix and Swift could see now that this
was the trailer which they had in-
spected that morning.

“What the hell’s going on out here?"
the general demanded irritably.

“General,” Mannix said crisply,
‘““either shut that door or put out the
light!*

As if to punctuate the advice, there
were several bursts of fire out toward
the road, and a bullet slapped into a
nearby tree.
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*Ever since Statesided
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