
_OFFICE EQUIPMENT_ 
NEW AND USED desks and chalra. file, 
typewriters, adding mrh'a. safes bk-rases. 
8. L. DESK EX.. IS W Broadway. H L. C. 

_USED CARS—TRAILERS_ 
USED CARS—TRAILER COACHES 

Liberal Cradit Terma 

JE8SE M. CHASE 

Buy — Sell — Trade 
$61 So Main Street Salt Laka City 

Wholesale — Retail 
BOISE. POCATELLO. OGDEN 

_HELP WANTED, MALE_ 
EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITY for auto 
mechanics. Ideal working conditions—finest 
equipment. Liberal guaranteed salary. 
Phone or write Grant E. Hayes Co., Stude- 
baker distributors, 468 So Main. Salt I-ake. 

SCHOOLS :: TRAINING 
We need men and women, eapecially wo- 

men to train for aircraft work. Men 1 
to (0 — Women 18 to 55. Easy work — 

Good pay. Three weeks’ day course — Five 
weeks* evening course. Prices reasonable 
— Attractive terms. Classes starting every 
Monday and Tuesday. 

For full information, writ# 

Aircraft Factory Training Division 
Streator-Smith, Inc. 

451 Sooth Main St. Salt Lake City. Utah 

SHEEP AND STOCK RANCHES 
UNUSUAL YEAR AROUND 

SHEEP RANCH 
Runs from Colorado river up to 

summer range, 1500 acre* deeded 
land, controls another 1000 acres. 
Half mile off paved highway. Year 
arounu spring furnishes running wa- 
ter for home u*e. School for chil- 
dren across road from home. 200 
acres of good farm land with water 
right. Will sell for $12,000, 10 
per cent discount foi cash, or will 
accept first mortgage on 500 hem! 
good ewes m down payment. Ample 
time on hr. la nee 

LANDSDOWN THE LANDMAN 
Grand Junction, Colo. 

^12 0 No id h S^xt h s t. 
^ ^^Phone^M^ 

W.N.U. — Wffk No. <238 — SALT LAKE 

Are You Needlessly 
Suffering Constipation? 
Many people think that consti- 
pation Is "one of those things" 
you must put up with. That the 
only thing you can do Is take a 

purge or cathartic—and hope It 
doesn’t come soon again. How 
foolish that Is If you, like mil- 
lions of others, have the ordinary 
kind of constipation that’s due 
to lack of "bulk" In the diet. 

Kellogg’s All-Bran is probably 
Just what you need! This crisp, 
delicious cereal has the "bulk"- 
formlng properties your Intes- 
tines need to function "regular- 
ly"! It gets at the cause of your 
trouble and corrects It — helps 
you get back to normal, easy 
elimination. Eat All-Bran regu- 
larly, drink plenty of water, and 
help free yourself from consti- 
pation. All-Bran Is made by 
Kellogg’s in Battle Creek. If 
your condition is not helped by 
this simple treatment, it's wise 

^to see a doctor._ J 

Speed of Forest Fires 
Forest fires have traveled five 

miles an hour, lava has flowed at 
the rate of 50 miles an hour and 
clouds have attained a velocity of 
over a hundred miles an hour. 

BUNIONS 
Get this quick relief. Lifts 
■hoe pressure, soothes, > 
cushions the sensitive-/^- 
■pot. Costs but a trifle. V^, 

At Our Best 
If everyone would do as well as 

possible for even one day, we all 
should do well.—Henry Ford. 

JUST A 
DASH IN HATHtWS.. 

^ 
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Notes of an 

Innocent Bystander: 
The Magic Lanterns: The cinema 

has gone to war, all the newcomers 

being armed to the teeth “Wake 
Island” is one of the most meritori- 
ous of the battle stories. It sticks 
to the grim facts of the case, with 
no sugary heroics. It shows the 
marines are a tough and glorious 
outfit even with their backs to the 
wall. Brian Donlevy, Robert Pres- 
ton, MacDonald Carey, et al. snap 
it up “The World at War" is a 

newsreel catalogue of all the out- 
rages the easy-going world over- 

looked for a decade. It shows the 
snatch of Manchuria as the first act 

of a Jap plan of stick-up that built 

up to the surprise of Pearl Harbor 
“Across the Pacific” is hairy- 

chested meller of the spy school. 
Humphrey Bogart, Mary Astor and 

Sidney Greenstreet, the aces of "The 
Maltese Falcon," are reunited here 
to give your spine another fast work- 
out. Here again the Japs perform 
their familiar role of sneaks 
“Berlin Correspondent” means well, 
but it's as far-fetched as anything 
to come out of that town since Goeb- 
bels opened up his free service to 

the dopier U. S. newspapers. 

The Wireless: Ambass. Grew 
didn't fool around with any pep talk 
in his report from Tokyo. The Japs 
are tough, he warned, and won't quit 
till they’re carried out. The am- 

bassador seemed a little gloomy 
about the way too many of us are 

pretending the war is no worse than 
a bad cold Rex Stout deserves 
the biggest public. His propaganda 
spiels are tip-top. There is moxie 
in his voice as well as his werdage 

The Goebbels gabble now be- 

ing broadcast to the Nazis urges 
them to “forget how to be unbiased 
and just” and work up more hate 
for the enemy, especially the Brit- 
ons. Telling Nazis how to be unjust 
is as unnecessary as telling skunks 
how to smell. 

The Story Tellers: Frank King- 
don takes care of the isolationists 
who got patriotic after Pearl Har- 
bor. In “Dangers of a False Peace," 
in Free World, he points out they 
kept bleating “peace” and “ignored 
every voice that cried of our danger 
from those who kill and enslave 
civilians as well as soldiers.” And 
there are those who are running for 
congress on a platform of that same 

ignorance! Elsie McCormick 
reports “Boston's Fight Against Ru- 
mors” in the Mercury. It is very 
odd—very odd, indeed—that so 

many bits of chit-chat, calculated 
to disturb us in war time, can be 
traced back to the Nazi shortwavers 
... Pic's editorial, "Coughlin on 

Parade,” is crowded with dynamite 

Clark Gable has been praised by 
the army and the press for doing 
it The Hard Way—nevertheless. 
Clark is receiving some nasty let- 
ters from females throughout the 
land Claiming that The Hard 
Way “isn’t starting in as Corporal 
... The fact is this: Any man en- 

tering the Officer Candidate Scnool 
in Miami Beach is made a corporal 
at once. The army does this so 

that every man starts off equal 
However, as soon as a man begins 
classes he loses the temporary rat 

ing assigned him at the induction 
and from then on, until his gradua 
tion, he is addressed simply as 

“Mr.” ... In short, he is not Cor- 

poral Gable, but Mr. Gable ... II 
and when he graduates he will come 

out a 2nd Lt. In the last war. 

Gable probably doesn’t recall, being 
a 2nd Looey was really doing it The 
Hard Way The quip then went: 
“What’s your idea of a good time, 
soldier?” “My idea of a good 
time,” was the retort, “is watching 
a boatload of 2nd Lieutenants sink- 
ing!” 

Typewriter Ribbons: James Coz- 
zens Gould: He had a mind that 
hit and ran and got away Aim 
Hunt: Better to carry the torch of 
liberty and truth than have it come 

up and burn you from behind 
Margaret Culkin Banning: The fire 
burnt out and slept in its own ashes 

Correction: Kay Riley should 
have had the credit for: It's a 

wise bride who knows whether it’s 
Cupid or Conscription Austin 
O’Malley: It's twice as hard to 
crush a half truth than a whole lie 

Time: Shoebrush-mustached 
Tom Dewey Margaret L. Run- 
beck: The baby opened her little 
pink mitten of a hand R. L. 
Stevenson: She sat around sipping 
the conversation with her eyes 
M. R. Eliot: She looks for trouble 
as if it paid her a salary R. L. 
Martens: Criticism is what you 
get when you have everything else. 

Eleven others from Rudy Vallee's 
orchestra are following him into the 
service Petitions seeking 10,000 
signatures are being circulated 
among sporting circles here in be- 
half of former boxer Ernie Haas, 
doing 20 years for murdering a 

Nazi attache. He wants his freedom 
to join the Canadian Commandos 
He's Canuck James True, the 
Washington "publicist" (as he pre- 
fers to call himself) who has been 
exploited in Time and elsewhere for 
his Fascist comments—has opened 
offices in midtown Manhattan. 

■BOMBS URSrONCE 
t/SyORANVIU-E CHURCH,-"* 

THE STORY SO FAR: Jeff Cards 
and his wile, Lee, are already on their 

way to Tierra Libre when Jeff re- 

ceives a note Irom Zora Mltrhell warn- 

Inc them not to come. It la too late to 
turn hack, to Jeff decides n« to tell 

Lee, who was opposed to their return- 

Inc to the tropics. She Anally agreed to 

go only alter Jeff persuaded her 
that the Job of chief engineer for a 

newly organiaed fruit company la the 

chance of a lifetime. He nearly changed 
his own mind about going after talking 
long distance to Jerry Mclnnls, a former 
associate of his in Tierra Libre, who 

told him that Zora Mitchell's husband 

had been killed. It Is Mitchell's Job that 

Jeff has been called to AU. They are 

docking now at Cabeza de Negro. Jeff 

thinking of Zora’s note. "Don’t come." 

NOW CONTINUE WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER II 

Don’t come! And here he was w ith 
Lee in the curve of his arm. Buddy 
and Chuck tugging at his trousers, 
with Tierra Libre rising up out of 
the morning sea, the buildings of 
Cabeza de Negro taking shape. His 
arm unconsciously tightened about 
Lee. 

Long before they drew close 

enough to make out details of the 

sturdy new docks and receiving 
sheds they saw the motor launch 

cutting along the coast as though 
to intercept them. It, too, was head- 
ed for the port, and at last Curt 

recognized the figure standing in the 

cockpit 
He yanked off his hat to wave it 

wildly. 
"Jerry, you old muckle-head." he 

shouted. “I might’ve known you’d 
come down to meet us.” 

“Yeh, got your wireless you were 

coming through Cabeza. Hiya, 
Curt. Hiya, Lee,” called the stocky 
man in the launch. "It’s good to 

see you folks again. Where're the 
kids?" 

Curt and Lee each picked up a 

child and stood him on the broad 
rail. Buddy, from his new vantage 
point, piped up: “Mummy, what’s 
a muckle-head?” 

"A muckle-head. darling." she an- 

swered gravely, “is your Uncle Jer- 

ry down in the little boat. See?” 

There was no opportunity for dal- 

lying here. The launch drew away 

and by the time the Pisces warped 
up to the dock Jerry Mclnnis—leath- 
ered face. close-cropped hair, 
weather-stained clothes—was wait- 

ing for them. 
A docWiand delivered a message 

from Scnor Montaya on a company 
briefhead. The senor had been de- 

layed in getting down river to meet 
them but would reach Cabeza in 
another hour or so. 

“That one of their river beats?” 
•'Yen They have two. Eut we 

can talk later. Curt.” Jerry scooped 
up the children, one in each arm. 

“Let's find a more comfortable spot 
for the wait. Lee, you're looking 
great! If I didn't know better I’d 

guess you were twenty. Hard to 

believe these are yours. Marta 
sends her love and can’t wait to 

see you.” 
Mclnnis, chuckling, nodded from 

Curt's piled luggage to his own 

launch boy. and the mestizo imme- 

diately took possession to stand 

guard. Then the Associated man 

led the way from the dock to the 

one main street of the town. There 
were signs of recent construction. 
The new company was booming the 

village. 
“That’s a good dock they’ve 

built." Curt said. “I suppose Mitch- 

ell did it?” 
"Sure.” 
Just the one word, and it sounded 

strange. Clipped and odd. for Mc- 

lnnis. Curt threw his friend a side- 

long glance. 
“Looks like they’re really going it 

big here.” 
Associated rrun uiuwuj- 

Curt and Mclnnis, fresh from 

M. I. T had their first years of 

practical engineering — stretched 

along the north bank of the Rio 

Negro, a hundred kilometers or 

more of banana plantations in an 

almost unbroken line. These were 

fed by a narrow-gauge railroad, and 

there was one handling of fruit from 

farm pick-up platforms to conveyor 

belts at shipside. 
But the new Compania Agricola 

Tropical, south of the Negro, had 

more of a problem. It wasn’t pos- 

sible to run a railroad through to 

the sea. Salt marshes lay between 

their concession and the coast and 

made it necessary to handle fruit 

by rail from farm to river port, and 

by steamer or lighters from there 

to Cabeza where ocean vessels could 

pick it up. Not so good, two han- 

dlings of perishable fruit. Costly, 
too. And the delay and expense of 

hauling construction materials up 

river was sharp in Curt s mind. 

"Well, here we are.” 
Mclnnis stopped before a small 

cantina, the facade a blinding, bil- 

ious green in the raw sunshine. Mc- 

lnnis put the boys down, led them 

Inside. Lee and Curt followed. 
"It's nearly lunch time,” Mclnnis 

remarked. "Shouldn't the kids be 

fed, Lee? You know what the cook- 

ing is like here, but we can proba- 
bly get canned soups.” 

Lee smiled. 
"I don't need a brick wall to fall 

on me. Go a^ead, you two. Have a 

drink. I know you have plenty to 

talk over. I'll drag out my rusty 
Spanish and got along." 

The men turned to the deserted 
bar at the end of the room, mount- 
ed uncomfortable stools and ordered 

gin rickeys. While the native bar- 

tender mixed them nearby. Curt 
made conversation. 

“Jerry, it'll cost so much to pro- 
duce and ship fruit here that I 
don't see how these people can hope 
to compete with Associated. Not 
without a subsidy, and Tierra Libre 
does not grant subsidies.” 

Mclnnis grunted. 
"Well, that's their business." 
“Of course," Curt mused on. "it’s 

a pretty slick hombre who could 

put anything over on Old Man 
Moore. I could give even money 
the Old Man figures they’U go broke 

getting into production, then plans 
to bid in and take over the conces- 

sion cheap. Maybe throw a bridge 
across the Negro and handle the 
fruit once from pick-up to the dock 
at Soledad." 

Mclnnis grinned, but said noth- 

ing. The bartender placed the drinks 
before them, then left to lend a hand 
in the kitchen lean-to. 

Alone now, and with a furtive 

glance to be sure Lee was occupied 
with the children, Curt pulled forth 
Zora Mitchell’s letter. He spread it 

open before the other, and his face 
was serious, his voice low. 

“Jerry, what’ve I got into?" 
Mclnnis read the note, refolded 

it, slid it back to Curt. He frowned. 
He took a long pull at his drink. 

“All right, Jerry, out with it,” 
Curt spoke again. “What’s up?” 

"Well, Curt,” his friend said final- 

ly, "my reason for coming down 

"There’s nothing i can put a fin- 

ger on.” 

to the coast to meet you wasn’t 

altogether social. But now I'm here, 
I have my doubts. There's noth- 

ing I can put a finger on.” He 

paused. 
Come on, pal, we know each oth- 

er’s first name. Spill it.” 
It came out slowly and in pieces. 
"Well. Curt, I can't help feeling 

there's something fishy about your 
new outfit. They have more men 

on their payroll than we have, for 
! instance, Americans as well as na- 

j tives, trying to get things set be- 
fore the next rainy season. That’s 
all right. But Soledad's the only 
live spot—such as it is—within their 

range. You couldn't call Cabeza a 

satisfactory place to liven a fellow 

up over a holiday. 
“So—well, damn it all, you'd ex- 

pect that gang to come to Soledad 
once in a while. But no one ever 

does. The two Swedes and the 
Dutchman I told you about are the 

only ones who ever get to Soledad, 
and that’s only on business, to super- 
vise receipt of shipments. 

"And they don't talk! We tried to 

get up a ball game with your people 
once. No go. It's as though this 

Montaya was afraid his men'd spill 
something to our advantage. And 
that's carrying the rivalry theme a 

bit far for this business and this 

country. I—well, you see how vague 
it is, only a feeling ...” 

Curt reflected. He pushed his 

glass around in circles on the bar. 
“Ever get over to the new plant- 
ing yourself?" 

“No," grinned Mclnnis. "That 
wouldn't be etiquette. The Old Man 

paid them a courtesy visit once, 

but we're rival outfits. If I went 

over they’d think it snooping. All 
the dope I’ve had on them is picked 
up from natives. You know how 
stutT gets around. 

“And that leads right into what I 

really came down here for. It was 

especially to—uh, warn you. But, he 
held up his hand, "don't ask me 

against what. I don't know. That 

note from Zora Mitchell—I'd talk to 

her as soon as I could. Sounds like 

she knows something." 
He held an uncomfortable silence 

for a moment. Then: 
“I got hold of a rumor after you 

called me several days ago. There's 
no evidence, mind you. and it was 

too late to stop you by cable. Well, 
the natives working for me have 

their own ideas about Mitchell’s 

death. They say it was no native 

did the job. but a ;ouple of white 
1 men. But Curt," ne expostulated, 

"you know no white man would hack 
a guy to pieces the way Mitch was 

found.” 
Curt thought this out. 
"Huh, unless it was to hide the 

fact that it was a white man's kill- 

ing. And suppose it was a white 

man, Jerry, or a couple of them? 
So what? Old Mitch knew his job. 
but he certainly piled up enem.es. 

You and I know that well enough. 
He made engineers out of us. first 

job out of college, but we got plenty 
bruised in the process. Men with 
less sense of humor than we have 
can't take the treatment he dished 
out.” 

Curt pulled at his drink reflective- 

ly 
“You didn't give me any details,” 

he mentioned after another mo- 

ment. 
“There aren't many. A track- 

walker found him early in the morn- 

ing—fortunately before the buzzards 
did. Let’s see, the 11th, it was. 

About a kilometer outside of Tem- 

pujo, in a ditch by the track. The 
damn zopilotes were wheeling over- 

head, so he got the section handcar, 
loaded the body onto it—” 

"The 11th?" interrupted Curt. 
"That’s the date of their letter to 

me! They didn't waste any time. 
Wonder how they picked a man so 

quickly?” 
"Well, the date's correct. I re- 

member because we had an early 
evening dinner-dance on the Tekla 
at Solcdad the night before Mitch 
was found. And the Tekla pulled 
out for Cristobal about 9:00 p. m. 

on the 10th.” 
"It did! exclaimed Curt soltly. 

He looked at Mclnnis. "Their let- 
ter to me was dated the 11th, but 
air-mailed from Cristobal on the 
12th. Didn’t notice that discrepan- 
cy at first. When I finally did. I fig- 
ured the letter either made a plane j 
to the Canal Zone, or was misdated 
in error.” 

"We have no air service in Pana- 
ma from Soledad—direct. Course, 
it’s less than two hours by air to 

the Zone, but I doubt they’d make 
the flight just for a letter. Any- 
way, I know a messenger from Tem- 

pujo brought mail to the Tekla just 
before it sailed. Came as our party 
was breaking up and going ashore." 

“Then the chances are the letter 
to me, dated the 11th, was put 
aboard the Tekla which sailed the 
10th. Actually mailed before Mitch 
was found murdered. Right?” 

"By God, Curt, that’s so!" Mc- 
lnnis brought his palm down on the 
bar. "Mitch was killed some time 
after dark on the 10th and discov- 
ered early on the 11th.” 

"Meanwhile .” Curt fell silent, 
then looked up keenly. "The two 

Swedes are white men.” 

Mclnnis frowned. "And there are 

plenty more white men where you’re 
going. No, Curt, the Swedes are 

not what we’d want for bosom pals, 
but we've no right to jump to con- 

clusions. Besides," he dropped the 
scowl and grinned, “I did some 

checking up myself. Had my motor 

boy ask questions here and there 
The Swede made the run from Tem- 

pujo to San Alejo late that after- 
noon. while Mitch was staying in 

Tempujo overnight 
Another silence fell between them. 

Then Curt spoke harshly. 
“Jerry, there's more here than 

meets the eye. If Mitch's killing 
was a grudge payment, then, Tierra 
Libre being what it is, there’s lit- 
tle we can do about it. Nothing, in 
fact. And there’s nothing for me 

to worry about. I don't make ene- 

mies like Mitch did. But if there's 
more behind it 

Mclnnis heaved a sigh. 
‘‘Curt, be careful! Don t mount 

any white charger over Mitch. He 
asked for it. He’s been asking for 
it for years. And you’ve got Lee 
and the kids here now. But if—well. 
I don’t have to say it, but if you 
find you’re in a spot, call on me.” 

They downed the last of their 
drinks and swiveled to face the 
room. But before rejoining Lee Curt 
brought up another matter. 

"By the way,” he said slowly, 
studying his friend's face, “I saw a 

destroyer headed for Soledad this 
morning. American, I suppose— 
looked like ours. Any particular 
reason for it?” 

"No. The country’s quiet as a 

church meeting. Dr. Arecas only 
one step removed from being a dic- 
tator, sure, but a good one. Seems 
to be what the people need, they’re 
satisfied. He's solidly entrenched, 
too, there’s no oppos.tion to speak 
of. But ."He paused. 

“Well?" 
"Well, we had a Navy visit only a 

couple of weeks ago, and they cer- 

tainly aren’t scheduled to stop in 
again so soon.” He added, in a puz- 
zled tone. "Funny 1 didn’t see the 
ship as I came down the coast." 

"You were pretty low in the wa- 

ter and they were some distance 
off" 

"Huh. Well ."He shrugged. 
They started across the room to 

rejoin Lee and the boys. Mclnms 
dug his fingers into Curt's arm. 

"See Zora Mitchell, Curt, first 
thing you get to San Alejo. But only 
to find out if you have anything 
personal to guard against." he said 
insistently. "Don't borrow trouble. 
Y’ou're a family man now. What’s 
more, the family’s right here with 

you.” 
“Y'eh, 1 see what you mean." Curt 

answered dryly, his eyes on Lee 
and the children. 

Cl O BE CONTINUED) 

JUST how much training and hard 
driving can the human system 

stand? When it comes to a matter 
of lifting a human being to peak 
form, training is one 

of the most subtle 

of,all the arts. It 
is a job that calls 
for expert treat- 
ment 

For example, I 
was talking about 
this with Col. Bob 
Neyland.head coach 
of the army team. 
Colonel Neyland 
Knows wnai conai- ■ ■ 1^ 

tion means as well Grantland Rice 
as anyone I've run 
across. 

"The point you have to watch." 
he said, "is the human limit. You 
can't afTord to pass that point. In 
my many years of coaching I've 
seen squads brought up to 80 per 
cent efficiency when it came to 
blocking or tackling. When we tried 
to lift this 80 per cent to 85 per cent 
by harder work and longer time, on 

almost every occasion the squad 
would drop back to 75 per cent or 

even 70 per cent. They were willing 
enough to give all they had, but 
physical and mental fatigue would 
leave its poison and the extra work 
was worse than wasted. It was 

harmful." 

Football and IT ear 
If this goes for football, It also 

goes for training needed in war. A 
good many people, knowing that war 

is a tougher game than football, or 

any other game ever invented, can’t 
understand why a soldier shouldn't 
be worked from daybreak reveille 
io nightfall. They can’t see why any 
recreation is needed. 

But those who know their business 
in the army and navy understand 
he cracking point. 

When anyone is packed with men- 

tal and physical fatigue, there must 

be resting spots, as every good 
trainer knows. After that point he 
can’t absorb any further develop- 
ment in skill or condition for the time 
being. 

This is why both the army and 
iavy have been smart in getting so 

many physical conditioners who 
know what should be done. 

Golf, for another example, Is not 

a killing game. But a fatigued golf- 
er is rarely any good. The mes- 

sage that comes from a tired brain 
to tired nerves and muscles is al- 
ways badly blurred. 

The Surest System 
The surest system is to start train- 

ing kids from 13 to 16 years of age. 
They can be trained to walk from 
15 to 12 miles a day. As they get a 

little older this can be lifted to 15 
miles or 20 miles. We have too 
many hundreds of thousands of boys 
from 13 to 16 who have known far 
too little leg work. At that age 
body contact should be light, to be 
increased from year to year. 

Someone was smart enough in 
both Germany and Japan to start 
training these younger boys as far 
back as 10 years ago. Standing be- 
fore the Army-Redskin game in the 
Los Angeles Coliseum a few weeks 

ago several of us from the top tower 

looked down on the Olympic swim- 

ming stadium, recalling Jap swim- 
mers from 14 to 16 years of age 
winning distant swimming events. 

These youngsters had been started 
at the age of nine or ten. Some of 
them were among the Jap troops 
that swam to Hong Kong. 

nave menuonea utriuic auuui 

the hundreds of thousands of Ger- 
man kids from 12 to 16 who were 

in hard training all over Germany 
during the 1936 Olympic games. In 
this respect both Germany and 

Japan, knowing the inevitability of 
a war they were going to start, made 
this youth training a national plan. 

This youth training isn't a matter 

of surmise, but a matter of fact 
and of record. I still recall an old 
Southern Civil war poem to Little 
Giffen of Tennessee. Part of it ran 

like this— 

“Smitten with grapeshot and gangrene— 
Sixteenth battle—and he four teen.“ 

The Only ff'ay 
Almost every athlete of any im- 

portance started his game as a kid. 
You never develop stars who start 
ifter 25 or 30. 

Bob Jones began playing golf at 
Oie age of eight. Jack Dempsey was 

street-fighting at the age of 10. 
Babe Ruth was playing baseball 
at 11. 

You never make the Big League 
starting some game after 20. The 
knack comes to younger minds and 

younger muscles—to kids who came 

along to championships later on. 

If this is true in sport, it must be 
true in many phases of combat work 
in war—flying, marching, shooting, 
swimming, parachute jumping—any 
part of the war games that calls 
for skill and stamina. So far this 
has been overlooked in this country. 

For the army or navy I'd much 
rather have a 16-year-old boy than a 

civilian beyond 30 or 35. The latter 
are game enough. They will have 

just as much courage. But they 
can’t have that unbeatable gift of 

youth—so much more easily taught, 
so much more effective when the 
showdown arrives. 
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X\ You may lose your bud- 

\ ness, your home, and 
your money, but one as- 
set no one can take from 

you is an earning power based upon a sound 
business education. Once obtained, this remains 
a reserve—to be drawn upon indefinitely when 
needed. 
To be a sound Investment your education should 
be the best—collegiate grade—practical lnstruc- 
tion which will meet both war-time and post- 
war demands. 
Inquire about accounting, advertising, credit. 

JH foreign trade, management. Insurance, merchan- 
< dising, teaching and secretarial courses. Also 

selected special short courses In budness sub- 
jects In preparation for war work. Send for 
bulletin. 
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“<|M< Learn to earn uH«r« 
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profession 

DON T Let Our Fighting Boy* Down; ★ 

★ Subscribe NOW for U. S. War Bonds 
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WOMEN 
ATWAR 
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SHIRLEY OSBORN, 

Aircraft Worker of 
San Diego, California, says: 

w 
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AND NOTE THIS: 1 

The smoke of slow-burning 

CAMELS 
contains LESS NICOTINE l 

than that of the 4 other largest-selling brands tested less man any 

•f them — according to independent scientific tests of the smoke itself I 

it Z*4 U/ii<2.. • to read the adver- j 

/tisements in this newspaper before you I 
set out upon a shopping tour. / 

Apples and Honey: 
For something different that has a very- 

definite lift to it, try apple slices fried in 

honey. It is a tasty tidbit which calls for 
more than one return engagement. 

Ingredients: Eight apples, one-half tea- 
spoon salt, two tablespoons honey, three 
tablespoons bacon drippings, two table- 
spoons water. 

Directions: Cut washed apples into quar- 
ters, remove stem, blossom ends and seeds. 
Cut into medium thin slices. When grease is 
hot in skillet, add apples, salt and honey 
mixed with water. Cook over high heat for 
five minutes, then reduce heat for about 25 
minutes longer. 

For a variation on this recipe you might 
slice the apples as you slice a pineapple 
(whole slices with core removed) and saute 
until nearly tender. Add one teaspoonful 
honey to each serving. Good with ham, meat 
loaf or sausage. 


