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Radio Towers Crown Funchal's Anclent Fort

A by ® § Horiety
v t | W U Be Ire
HANGING seamona do  not
C touch Madelra, the beautiful
Portuguese Island on thie
ringe of the eastern Atla Its
relvely green mountains cleft by
feep ravines, 1ts terranced hillsides
wrilliant with flowers and flowering
vines are the same, summer and
winter

In December the peaks of the
owering mountalns, which rise like
an amphitheater back of Funchal
hief «¢ity f Madelra, are some
imes tipped with snow ; but all else
s vividly green, with a riot of
nulti<colored bhlossoms on every ter
cnce of this quaint old town, which
‘imbs the hiils above a sapphire
wn

Gardens are the striking feature
f the Madelran capital, They hang
e above the other like balconles,
radiant with fowers of many
lmes,

Most effective In winter are the
flowering craepers—the deep magen
a and brick-red bougalnvilleas and
the blazlug orange bignonia, which
form solld masses of color on thi
high walls. Flaming poh settins and
red, pink and white enms llins grow
an tall as trees Clinging to the
sheer face of the cliffs which bor
‘er many of the gardens Is a varl
sty of aloe which thrusts out star
tling scarlet flower splkes above the
blue sen

Madeira Is an oceanic Amazon

whose helght from her crown, on
the summit of Pleo Rulvo, to her
base In the briny deep south of
Funchal 1s nearly 20,000 feet, Only
about one-third of this mountaln
queen ls visibie above water, her
head and shoulders draped In »
vivid emerald searf

The islands forming this archl
pelago, Madelrn, Porto Santo, and
two uninhabited groups, are of
voleanle  origin Consldering the |
depth of the surrounding sen, and
the nbysmal chasms which every
where cleave Madelra's mountaln
ous surfanece, It s evident that n
vagt perlod of time must have
elapsed since the beginning of the
countless eruptions which went
toward the making of thls island,
Today no live eraters exist in this
group, a8 on the Canary and Cape
Verde lslnnds,

Muoch traditional lore 18 nsso
cinted with the discovery of Mn
delra, Romans, Arabs, Ttnllans,
Spaninrds, French, English, and
Irish have all been credited as the
first to glimpse the Island, The
most romantie of the legends con-
cerns two English lovers of the

Fourteenth century, Robert Machin

and Anna A'Arfet, who eloped from
Bristol In a eraft and
hlown southward to Madelra'y east
ern shore,

With the coming of the Fifteenth
century history Is on firmer ground.
It Is Kknown that the

small were

Portuguese ma

riner, Zarco, sent out by Henry the A second nuninhabited group of
Navigator, reached 1orto Santo in | Islands in the archipelago, tnree
1410, then salled across to a larger | ID number, the SBalvages, lle more
Island, 23 miles away, braving a | than 180 miles from Madelra, near.
dark clound which hung over It, an | er the Canaries. In summer men
evil omen to the superstitious | sall to them to slnughter the shear
sallors of that day I'he forbld water, a sea bird which nests In
ling cloud proved to be vapor hang | large numbers on these low-lying
'.r.;; over the moontalns of a beau- | Islets. The fesh, dried and salted,
tiful, densely wooded land Zarco | 18 eaten by the poorer classes |n
and his followers landed on the | Madeira; the fat and down are also

shore of a sheltered bay aboot 12
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By WINNIE LIGHTNER

Actress
ug UDDEN gusts of wind are
. dreadful to me,” confessed

Winnle Lightner, “They bring to me
the ghost of a man who was always
fleelng from the wind, a man who
one night, In the middie of a vaude
ville skit, to me that bhe
was a8 murderer,

“From the day this man,
called ‘Sloe” our
gusts of wind
the theater whenever
company played.

confessed

who wis
company,
W eep
our

Jolned
seemed to
nCross

had a habit of enter-
ing suddenly, as though he
had come on a run—propelled by a
power greater than himself—and of
slamming doors behind him so that
windows rattled

“This man
doors

“We alwnys knew when he ar
rived through the stage entrance
because of the slamming of doors

and a rush of alr which seemed to
sweep ncross the stage and to rush

down the halls and through the
dressing rooms,

“He never left a door open be
hind him. It seemed that, almost

without his help, doors slammed
behlind him, People In the company
who erossed his path declared that

he seemed always to walk In a
wind; and that when he would rush
awny from em, they all agreed
that the wind would seem to dle
away as If it followed him, and
that, moreover, the sweet odor

which seemed to fill the wind which

followed him would die out, too,
“LCvery one around him grew to

drend and fear his presence,

| on elther side
|

miles northeast of Funchal, Be
cause of its forests the new land
was opamed “Madelra,” the Portuo
guese word for wood,

Sugur cane, Introduced from Slcily,
war responsible for Madelra's pros |
perity during the early years of Its
coloplzation, Negro and Moorish
slaves were lmported from Africa

to work on the sugar plantations
and to bulld roads and aquedocts
The wstone Irrigating canals, or
“levadan,” extending for wlles |

down the steep mountnin sides stil)
render efficlent wmervice. Without
them the lower reglons would be
waterless a large part of the year
Madelra Is a small island, lttle
more than 30 mliles In length and
less than half this In width: but 1t
is 80 mountalnous, and #o0 gashed |
by deep gorges and guarded by gl
gantle headlands, that access |s
dificult to certaln of Its sun-klssed
constal villages, cool, mist-envel
oped uplands, and deep, fern-hung
canyons, Motor busses, which eon
nect the villages on the paved high-
wuys, have made a marked change
in the manner of life and outlook of
the country people, |
Looking eastward from Funchal
the horizon Is broken by three pur-|
ple islands: the lonely, uninhab- |
ited Desertas. In the center Is Des
erta Grande, with Bugio and Chnao|
On Deserta l;rnnu'l.»|
wild goats, I
descended from animals|
brought long ago from Madelra. Col |

there Are rabbits |

and ecats

onles of wsea birds frequent these
shores: and In coastal caves the
monk, or Mediterranean seal 1s stil] |

to be fonnd,

utilized.

“One night, when he was to glve
one of the poor little lines against
which 1 was to erack my silly little
jokes and smart comment, I was
suddenly terriffied at his Intensity.

“He was to say, ‘You wouldn't go
back on a chap ke me, would you?

“Instead, a sudden swish of alr
filled with a strange unpleasantly
sweet odor blew across the stage,
he shuddered and, brandishing his
arms before me, cried In terror-
stricken tones:

“*You wouldn't go back on a mur.
derer llke me, woult you?

“Then he flew off the stage with
n great slamming of doors and the
rattling of stage fixturea

“l1 don't know what comments 1
made on the stage, I was complete-
Iy baffled until a few hours later,
when the police telephoned me to
say that a man who worked In my
company had killed himself, and
that I should come to identify the
body.

“Sloe had made a full confesslion.
It seems he had killed his young
wife In a sudden burst of fury over
some trifle and had burled her In
the garden of thelr small home on
the outgkirts of an Illinols town, He
then fled, No one had missed them,
because they were a strange couple,
who made no friends,

“After his confession they found
her grave, Across their little gar-
den, police reported, was a wide
row where the trees and the lllac
bushes and the grass were pressed
flat toward the east, as though =
gremt and continuous wind had been
blowing across that place for many
days and nights,

“The thing that impressed me
about his confession was the flnal
sentence. It read: “The wind blew
all night.

“That's why I don't like to hear
the wind at night. Can you blame
me 1"
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DANNY HAS THE SHAKES
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MEADOW MOUS]E

f

ns he reached

|Jf the Laughing Broo Ly WAy
the old log which had falle OsH
it, thus making a bridge To
sure he was a2 long i r wny Tre
his snug little home, evhiere Nanny
Meadow Monse wns nxionsly
walting for but at et |
wins on the right side of the 5o

ing Pool and the | ok
He no longer needed 1L af
the Blg Plckerel or of Snapper the
Turtie He ha eft B Mink
Reddy Fox way back by the Sm
Ing Pool, so he felt quite safe from
them

Of course en he should reach
the edge of the Green Meadows
and start across to his snug little
home he would ha to watch -
Reddy or old Granny Fox, but just
now he felt saf nd | YOS 0 Very
good feellng indes

Being at last on the right side of
the Laughing Brool Danny felt
that he had earned a rest, but hav
ing the wisdom of experience
he flrst looked for a place where he
could rest In safety. Just a few
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feet from the end of the log on
h he crossed the Laughing
Brook was another old l At
onee Danny scampered over to It
r e long ago le |r|al-l Th.ll old
5 are quite likely to be hollow,
ind when they are they make the
very finest reireais In all the Great
W 1 for tl 1 it people who

1 to en out of sight.
! 18 he hoped, this old log
was i and the only entrance
was through an old knot hole hare

r enough for Danny to squeeze

Making sure that no one

the Danny squeezed Ir
1 prom forgot all his recent
troubles and was happy, which for
tonately Is the way of the little
wple of the Green Forest and
the Green Meadows, If it wers
not they know very Mttle
hapnine
In two minutes Dunny was fas

isled How long he slept he didn’
know, but suddenly he was wide
iwnke He heard nothing, but he

1l a Teeling of UNneasiness He

I to the entrance and peeped
out The woonlight lay full on the
old log across the Laughing Drook
and even as he looked a siim dark
form leaped up on the farther end
and began to run swiftly across
with nose close to the old log.

It was Bllly Mink, and Danny
knew Billy’s wonderful nose had
r--' il his scent somewhere on the
other bank, and that it would lead
l'..f stralght to the hollow log
And so it happened., It was scarce
ly a minute before Billy's noss
wns poked In at the knot hole and
Billy took one long solff. “Ah, ba”

gald Bil's

are., Come ont like a

“So this Is where you
gentleman and
be eaten.
hing, but he began
» & with the cold. It was the
chill of fear. He was trapped.

¢ T. W, Burgesa. —WNXU Service

Danny said
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Rumania's History
Rumania’s history began
colony.

is Yolande, ting some bread;
With sweet golden butter and jelly it's spread.

Find two other diners.  Right side down, slong bottom of dress; top side down, along anm and baje
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