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NO DELINQUENCY THERE

Juvenile delinquency, much discussed in these days, is
evidently a city and not a farm problem, according to Wheeler
MeMillen, editor-in-chief. Farm Journal. ‘At least 1 haven't
heard mueh about farm youngsters getting into more troubls
than usual,’’ he says. “‘Could it be that they are too busy
Could there bhe some relation between the urban varities
jil!\l‘!l“l' ill“.ri!ll"'tl‘_\ and too much freed m from work."

A family in Wisconsin habitually paid 30 cents to an Indian
for a pail of blueberrics. But one day last swamer he upped
the price to §1.00. ““Why!" they asked. **Hell of a big wa
some plaee,’’ was his laconic reply.—Wichita (Kas.) Demoerat

The following was sent to Mrs.
Vinal Randall by her husband, Dorena
Vinal T. Randall, C. C M. 2 Mrs. Ralph Hand and daughter
who is with the Seabees stationed Carole returned to their home in
in New Guinea: Poulsho, Wash., Thursday after
THE SEABEE SPEAKS AGAIN vending two weeks at the home
So you're tired of working, mister, ©f Mrs. Hand's mother, Mrs M.
and you think you'll rest a bit Mosby. Mr. Hand came Tuesday
You've been working pretty steady and returned with them being
and )”u']"- getting sick of it called l'} the death of his father
You think the war is ending so Fred Hand in Oakland.
you're slowing dewn the pace, The Henry Cooper family is
That's what you think, mister, but spending this week on a trip to
you bet it ain't the case Eastern Oregon,
What would you think, sir. if we Fourth of July guests at the

quit now because we're tired
too?

We're flesh and blood and human,
and we're just as tired as you.

Did you ever dig a foxhole and
climb down deep inside,

And wish China,

It went to S0
you'd have some place to hide?
While buzzards with motors in

them circled over head,

And filled the ground around you
with hot exploding lead.

And did you ever dig out, mister,
from debris, rocks and dirt.

And feel yourself all over, to see
where you were hurt.

And find you couldn't move,
though you weren't hurt at all

And fell so darned relieved you'd
just sit there and baw]?

Were you ever hungry, mister not
the kind that food soon gluts,

But a gnawing, cutting, hunger,
that bites into your guts?

It's a homesick hunger, mister,
and it digs around inside,

And it's got you in its clutches,
and there ain't no place to hide
Vere you ever dirty, mister, not
the wilty collar kind,

But oozy, slimy, mcss dirt, or the
gritty kind that grinds?

Did you ever mind the heat sir,

not just the kind that makes
sweat run,
But the kind that drives you

crazy, till you even curse the
sun?

Were you every weary, mister, 1
mean dog tired you know,
When your feet ain't got no feel-
ing, and your legs don't want

to po?
But we keep a goin’, mister. you
bet your life we do,
And let me tell you mister, we
expect the same of you.
COTTAGE GROVE LAKE NOT
CONTAMINATED

Reports that the Tottage Grove
lake was contaminated and unsafe
for swimmers was denied Monday
for swimmers was denied here
Monday by several local residents.
The water in the lake this year
better than because the
first water has been drained off
and last year the water tested 96,
wel] in the margin of safety.

is last

Louis Dodge home were Mrs. Ada
Jennings and Mrs. Mary Land of
Harrisburg, Mr. and Mrs Everett
Wright and family of Reedsport
and Mr. and .Mrs. Delbert Jen-
nings and son Gary, also of Reeds-
port, who are spending a few days
nere :

DAY APPOINTED

Freeman Day, Eygene attorney

has been appointed deputy dis-
trict attorney by William Fort,
acting district attorney and has

taken up his duties in the office

of the district attorney, it was
announced at Eugene Saturday

Fort has held the district attor-
ney's office since March 1st. when
Willaim Bartle was given a leave
of absence to enter military ser-
vice. Day was appointed by the
county court Saturday
LANE SHIPS 42
TIN CANS

TONS

During the first six months of
1944, Oregon civilians shipped 42
carloads, representing 711 tons, of
prepared tin cans to the detinning
plant at South San Francisco,
California, the state salvage com-
mittee disclosed this week.

Of this total Lane county is
credited with the shipment of 46
tons, or an average contribution
to the war effort of 1.27 pounds
per capita. The state per capita
average for the six-month period
is 1.21 pounds.

FISH PLANTED

A totzal of 46,000 cut throat
trout were planted last week by
the state game department in the
Cottage Grove lake. The fish were
liberated between Cedar Creek
and the Major LaLonde home,

'ANTED: LOOKOUT FOR RU-

jJada lookout siation. If inter-
ested contact the, U. S. rorest
Service, Disston, Oregon. Phone
10F2. 47-11p.

Salesbooks, receipt books, book-
keepin» systems. The Sentinel.

CHECK ILL HEALTH AND YOU
' CHECK DISEASE

There ar

many

expressions

of il health common to

all of us without the actual presence of disease. The languid.
the lazy, the indifferent, the moody, the easily tired, the sharp
tempered, merely thus express varying degrees of ill health.

Aceustomed as we are to consult a
expressions of

sick, we quite overlook thess

physician only when actually
ill health whieh

oseur daily in our vaork-a-day world and frequently are fore-
runners of disecase, They should be properly analyzed as such
and remedied ; we should by introspection apply these symptoms
to ourselves as a guide post to our own well-heing.

Children or adults who may be casily exeited or upset,
or may he peevish, irritable, intractable, eranky, hard to please

or to intercst, show that they
in a lesser degree than if they

a temperature. There is a cause personal to the individual

pr'uh.'ll:]_\' un'_\'
il and running
in

are not  well
were markedly

practically every departure from normal behavior.
The standard of health is not a rigid one. Symptoms shade

off mmperceptibly into diseose
processes of this impere ptibloe

with no announeement of the

change. We mislead ourselves

with the sugeestion that |J".' the morrow we will fee) hetter. or

that

in a few days at wost alarming symptoms will have de-

parted; we do not recognize that perhaps our whole hody is

being subjected to an ordeal that it is fichting an

internal

battle of whieh the perceptions are ignorant.

Thus discase ereeps into the body in an insidious
But to what extent can we protoet
have we permitted ourselves to he weakened? This,

estimation, is the real problem

Here's Health,

mannoer,
ourselves or in what w ay
M my
in thwarting disease.—From

Dr. H. A. Hagen, ;

e B months $£1.50

PRATT

CIHAPTER 1

It never ' the v 1 ev )
curred to Mr. Winkle that he would
be drafted and sent T to the wars
War was for voung men. not fur a
seltied married man of forty-four

There was talk the Army not
wanting the older en, but thing
aa vet T Cane about this
thing being done was what M
kle received in this mo i 3
When he reached in the mailbox and
ook out the communication fre his
draft board, his hands trembled a
“little Peering through his al
rimmed glasses, he read that he
was classified 1.A

He knew what that eant. After
ten days' tune, he was subject for
induction into the United States
Army

He s 1 there on the front steps
of his he e, a small r 1 engulled
by a tremendous eévent that t pled
over hus world and sent it b ng
ol into space like a camr bal
He thought

Not he b 1 bee arried f
LW W Not . a
careful ac h 5 he
conservative propriet fa les
general re i1r shop k ited the
alley back of his house N he
with his owverly 1 mur 1
imagination Not he, who was no
man of action, but s alr i Lo
death of guns or violence of any sori

Not he, with his stored Ip ot 1-
ory of how s a y with his .22

-

-
?

SN O

|

i of
A

23

FPeering through his metal rimmed
glasses he read he was classified 1A,

The

nix high
1igh

rifle, ke had shot a squirrel.
tiny anirm fell from the
branch where he aimed at it. land-
Ing with a thud on the hard ground
When he held the warm, fuzzy body

al

in his hand, he was sick at heart
at what he had done. In later life.
when he stepped on an ant. or

squashed a spider, or even swatted
a iy, Mr. Winkle felt squeamish at
taking life.

Upon being callad by his draft
board last week for physical exami-
Nir. Winkle had thought that
the strange doctor appreciated his
dyspepsia, his neursightedness, his
caved-in chest, his good be gning
on a paunch teven though other wise
he was skinny emough to bLe under-
weight), his

nation,

Jumped-up pulse at the

slightest exertion, and his general
make-up of no great muscular ty.

Never before had Mr. Winkle
known himszell to be such a physi-
cal wreck

The Hoctor pursed his lips at the
visual evidences of this close ap-
proach to the grave. He frowned
in such a manner as to give Mr.

Winkle reason for counting on his
not being recommended. And though
the doctor and the fhembers of the
draft board,-working their mysteri-
ous ways, had not committed them
selves on the result, it still hadn't
seemed real to Mr. Winkle that he
would be scriously considered as a
soldier.

The notice couldn't mean him He
looked at it again, to see if, possi-
bly, there had been some mistake.
But he his name typed out
boldly: Wilbert George Winkle.

The thought of going in and tell
ing Mrs. Winkle about it swept over
him. The procpect of this was one
of both panie and interest,
Certainly it would take a Int of the
strong wind out of her sails,

Mrs. Winkle durinz roe it
had developed into a pogitive indi-
vidual who was prone to run her
husband the way a locomotive en-
kept his hand on the throt.
tle. Mr, Winkle never liked to put
this into the term of hen-
pecking, but nevertheless that was
the true state of afTairs.

Now he wondered how Amy would
take it. There was litile she could
do about it. She wouldn't be
to argue with this, nor impose her
will in any way upon it. He felt
a liltle sorry for her, for he knew

gEaw

intense

years,

gineer

actual

able

Sy
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that deep down, in spite of her sharp
words and orders, she loved him and
he loved her Bevond his specula
tion on how she would receive the
news, he had a reluctance aboul
telling her

Yet he didn't see what else he
could do. With a s he went int
the bhouse

Mrs. Winkle was alrcady behind
her half of the newspaper in the
breakfast nook, which was all the
adining room their s: Il house pos
sessed Mr. Winkle, in his mind,
could look right through the paper
and see her, a well-illled-out lady of
exactly his ewn age. To & person
seemng her for the first time, she
appeared dainty In spite of her
plumpness, quite feminine, and eof
an eminently pood natlure It was
a shock, upon second glance. to
notice the way her lips pressed
themselves tugether and the per-
petual frown that cre ed the other
wise smoolh pink ‘ L Vi ner
blue eyes

Amy paid no attentic as Mr
Winkle carefully 1 ver Pe
nelope e U u er of |
{ ¥

Their sad-eyed spaniel was set
tled on the Nloor with ker black muz

e re . on her paws Al e il
Penelope in her d £ world was aj
proximately Mr. Winkle's con para

the human world

I mild

tive age in
lable a as

winkle himse vever having

NAS as am

isband, she |
i Now,
dle age, she had given up |
pretes led to any
the sight of a male it
1uiled iy or igr ed the

2 altogether

py disposition

Y

Mr |
prepared for
Berous

ne

"V —
Penelope,
+ large

things

Was no more

adventurous and da

of life, su

He sat heavily in his place in the
From behind
paper, Mrs Winkle demanded,
““Anything for me

cons .
OO0, a

ch as war, tha:

breakfast nouk her

e

i r
Al his druwifg out of

it her paper a
husband
had received, for

the table But

Winkle

the

nswered
word
Mrs, Winkle de and
she didn‘t
he
trom

the look of Mr. Winkle and the tone
of his voice, she knew at once

Mrs. Winkle was the first to speak
again. Her frown deepened and her
lips were tight when she stated dis
approvin filbert, your notice
has coi

Silently Mr. Winkle handed over
the notice to her

Mrs. Winkle took it In at a ingle
glance. Her tace went white. Her
frown disappeared and her mouth

oftened. She
il props had beer

wked bewilderea, as
knocked out from

under her and she had no solid
ground to stand on. She said breath
lessly, as if caught off guard,

“You're going to war

Mr. Winkle cleared his throat so
as to be sure he could control his
own vaojce, trying it out this way

without first chancing how it might
sound It he explained,
“I'm just to
Army dociors

“You're going to war,” Mrs. Win-
kle repeated in a whisper. Now she
looked actually frightened, amazed,
and hurt.

It had been years since Mr. Win-
kle had seen such expressions on his
wife's face. They affected him deep-

means,”’

peing passed on the

ly. He began, “"Now. Amy

“You'll be killed!” Mrs. Winkle
vailed

At this excitement, and perhaps
at the new, strange tone in Mrs
Winkle's voee Penelope began 1o
howl,

Mr. Winkle had counted on no
such behavior on the part of his

wife. He had become 30 accustomed
to her shrewish ways that he hadn't
pictured tkem being punctured so
abruptly.

He rcalized what a blow it was to
her. She was threatened with not
having him around to order about

To have him removed from
and sent off to war destroyed
defenses and left her bewildered and
alone. It revealed the basic af.
fection she had for him. Mr. Winkle
reflected that it was laking the
greatest war history to accom
plish this

From the look on her face.
Winkle almost expected Amy to be.
gin weeping. But she didn't. She
just sat there staring at him, her
eyes bright and wide and dry. and
he sat staring at her, They re-
garded each other awesomely while
Penelope continued to howl,

Penelope was interrupted by the
shrill ringing of the telephone. Mr
Winkle made a movement to g0 into
the living to answer it. but
Mrs. Winkle, with a rather wild look
on her face, started before he did
She appeared to want to do
thing definite,

Sitting in the breakfast nook, Mr
Winkle heard her voice.

“Why, yes . . . | suppose so,’
faltered. *‘Just a minute.”

Any hesitancy didn't soun® like
Amy at all. Rather, it sounded like
the Amy of years ago, when Mr.
Winkle married her,

her
her

n

room

some

she

Mr.-

I
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Her volce e again, calling b
to him, I's e newspaper - they
want to « € out and interview
you

Alarmed at 1) it Amy ask
INg Nis advice - P something

wad [ v i erself Mi
Wink!le ed 1 N Her

A W e \ " Vi

L o L3 ! ul | L} [ & i 5
€ A Is nd e 5 led
&

M Y } ght, d tely
Sudde y. he ed | t al
something L 1 ¥ not i

icant vy ! I nd here "y A
o get to the And 1 « 1
t |‘ '."I n [ [ W t | Ll L )
vViewed

Mrs Wink!le ed on hi ‘
over the tele ( They d
ecC! ! IR ( 1 L] n i
Mrs. W 0 ) « 2 o )
wis sald Kept Lre
doublifu Yes hut
I can s« that's | bl t

She hus I 1t ime K -
appeared t L y dazed

1 aatd 4 ' "

' $ B 2 ; g »
cele 1 f il
led n ) 1 older L 1

ali L} 1 d 1 that |
our pat t v it 8 guod
CxXampi 4 N e ¢ K B [
ol I Ire [ |

I nt do it he saud And
¥ sh

“"But. Wilbert M v ¢ pre
tested % t ' t I '

L [ t t t le . W r
my | e « i j 4
¢ Per ry \t s my !
L

He i e

ere kej t ! his dep
0 L tehed ther i

ost el 1 clamipe ¥
hat « t head He int felt s
' ed many years He {

Jite know what ke of the way

It wasn't until he had gone some
way that it eccurred ta him he had
forgollen to kiss his wile goodby.

he felt, for there was fear mixed in
him, too, lung with his unace
tomed anger fMainly, there wi
the sense of bels E unnerved by
insure Amy

He turned, and marched 1o the
front door M Winlkle fellowed
him. *“Wilbert." she said wenloly
“you have to, and you know it

By the time he reached the sleps
Mr. Wirkle had
calmed His small storm Wis near
ly over He blinked., 1 Buppose,’
he admitted, “I'll have to do a lot
of things I dou't feel like doing.”

oulside, somewhat

Abruptly, he strode away, down
the walk, and then along the street
It wasn't until he had gone
way that it occurred to him he had
lurgotten kiss his wife goudby
It was the first time he had neglect
ed this ritual in their whole mar
ried life. Ordinarily, he would have
been called back and given instrue.
tions. Dul there was no sound from
Amy.

Guiltily, he glanced once behind,
to see her still standing on the teps
her hand at her throat, watehing
him depart Penelope was at he;
feet, staring after him mournfully,

It though
Mr. Winkle's place of business wis
located right in back of his house
he didn't po oul through the rea
door and across the Lty feetl of yard
to reach his shop

To the Winl les this w

sMnNe

may seem curious that,

asn't strange

at all, 'I‘nl‘_l € Was quite a good rea
son for it

It originated from Mr Winkle's
career as a public aceonntant hav

ing disapprared during the depres

sion. Beeretly, he was Just as glad
for he had never cared much fu
dealing in long rows of someonc

else's Ngures. He greatly preferren
tinkering with mechanical things
tur vhich he had a decided flaiv and
9 delicu's triinh

CHAPTER 11

er parents and sthat on this
ccount she and Mg \\"mk!(' eould
ive managed, though their stand
ird of living would have been sharp
ly curt ed

At that time Mr. Winkle still wore

e leg of the trousers n his house
he proceeded on the basis that it
VAR IMore capectable for him W
provide and ¢ reasonable to
cat well, t to have a social stand
He t } vife at her word

i 1 it 1 hop o the reor

{ their | perty without an er
trance or even a window on the
se [ M Winkle had never

1 ! ever hen she found it

' fortal not to starve. And

0 then on she developed inte
hat he preferred to think of her
lead of by ¥ o er word: =

painiully,

He himsell
Kasplug fer waler

saw dying,

Aiey. Along this he went to his
hup, where he irhed until dinner
time, and then retraced his steg
The ey ! wihiich he had his
hop w nut epressing thorough
far but quite ar attractive one
It wa a dirt lane lined with trees
and o ber of privatle garoges
Mr. Winkle's shop was no evesore.
but =& ibstantial frame bullding
I 1L n cheery blue, with wide
couble doors (o permit the entrance
{ automaobiles needing his atlention,
ind Ltall windows Above the dours
AUl & sign announcing
THE FIXIT sHOP
We Repair Anything
Mr. Winkle had worried a little

Making
iral was more
existed o
The flact
except hime-
perhog But he
right about It when he con
that and the shop iself
counted ;
lived up to
He was

the trouble was

about the wording of this
in the pl
Lthere
workers

nis lJI MTiIIA®
ve, as |if
nf

HE |

Mipress
large
that
seil wa
felt all

sidered

there w no one

y deceptive,

he
two

the boast on his

at finding out

with any me-

what

could be

He
sn adept
what

chanical gadget and Is more,

al putiing it right. People from all
over his section of town, and many
from farther away, brought him

their ditficulties or called him in. He

accepted—with one exception—any
work that came along
The only thing with which he

would have nothing to do was fire-
arms

le didn't like or trust guns In the
least. It was also his convietion that
they caused much more trouble in
the world than any worth they had,
and that when a man had a gun in
his hand he felt beyond himself and
proceeded on a false basis of power,
If a eustomer had a rifle or a shot-
Run or a revolver needing repair, he
had to take it elsewhere,

This morning, as Mr. Winkle
walked a little over a block along
hig circuitous route to get the fifty
feet from he storted,
he v # thfughtful man

He opened his shop methodically,
throwing wide the doors and letting
in the sun. Usually, every morning
he looked at his place of work with
pride while he changed his clothes,
peeling all the way down before
donning his working outfit, He ad.
mired his own neatness, the spicks
and-span concrete floor, the shining
lathes and other power tools, the
benches 'ry Sscrew
dariver in Its proper place, and the
work in hand left and waiting in
Koud order from the day before,

away where

with ey

cleun

Today he didn't see any of
For one thing he was

this,
too shaken by
and the
nffected

Amy's astounding belavior
wiay draft notice had
her,

iis

I'or another thing, his Imagination
fgot to work instead of his hands, A
bullet sped into his fAesh, tearing
through his body, Ie aving a gaping,
bloody wound in which Rungrene de

Winkle, vpon learning that
} d ple ed 1o open & gen
I | LAl

d r She

a hand ered he
tandin red he
ave | | Y Lo
the enter d would
tarve than to so mueh as
t it She took this decided
pite the fact that she had
Lincome from a small estate

veloped with awful rapidity He
saw himsell dying, painfully, gasp-
ing for water. He saw his body In a
treneh with many other and the
carth of some sl ¢, foreign land
belng POW!E i H mind
iwelt on the uneny Lie picture
Even when le 1 wnaged to shut
it out, he didn't get right to work
After he had changed, he sat In the
worn but comfortable old chalr near

Rocking slowly and blink
he re-

the stove

Ing through his spectacles,
viewed the events leading up o the
tragedy

Mr. Winkle and the other men of

age had assured cach other that

they would never be used as sol
diers. They were of that lost gens
cration between rounds of the world
war, too young for the Arst sesslon,
and too old for the second

Even after the draft reglstration
for them, they had said the same
thir We couldn't stand the life,™
they proposed Muarching all night
ind cruwling on your stomaeh in a
Hteh is for the young lfellows

Yet Mr. Winkle had wondered, It
there wasn't some plan for using
hem, why were they registered?

There tollowed a period of listen-
ng to every scrap of further infor-
nation to be found in the papers,
ver the radio and In the magazines
Most of this was conflicting, with
o one able to make up his mind
Finall a few bold facts became
plain, at le t relation to Mr
Winkle's draft toard In the town of
pringville It began to call older
e ; Right ow It had reached
hose n ,|..- ed without ehtldren, but
with wives who had Independent In
O of their ows

Mr. Winkle met the first require-
ent Mrs Winkle lived up to the
econd regulatio Her small in-

me, 1 ether th the fifty dollars
 month allvimer 1 1 to the wives
of soldie would be enough for her
to support hersell

Sitting there his shop, Mr. Win-
kle 1t} ghit f his fAghting back
ground It had not been much. Up
until the time he was ten, he was

wn In his neighborhood for havs

' W several Aghts There was
A certain groug f boys he could
oully and bluff, or lick I It came
right down two It

MMen that prowe had come o »
ek  end His teeth, growing in
rookedly, were being straightened
by that ignominious process of Hav-
ng wire bands put around them to
Iraw them into place Returning
hor from school one day with
two ather boys, o discussion rose
imong them as te whether or not
he could lick one of thern

During the experiment of proving
he could not, the inside of his mouth
vas cul to ribbons by the copper
bands—the maln conlributing cause
f his humiliating and painfy! de-
feat

From then on Mr. Winkle hoy
and man, eeased to be a warrior,
That was the extent of Mr. Win-
kle fighting history Now, belated.

at forty-four— the moment mede

him think of his age as being only
SIX years untll he was Afty~it
soemed as if it were Lo have a future,
Why, he thought, this Is impassi-
Lile It's realiy incredible
Mr. Winkle wasn't in the least
sure about how he would Aght It

would be different i1 he were young-

er, or happened 10 Lbe a greal big
sirapping sort of fellow
Well, he wian't He was small,

almost frail, and InefMeclual physi-
cally, were lions and
some were mice. He was a middle.

Some men

aged mouse, And the mouse wWas-—
at least he admitted it, If only W
himself —the mouse was afraid

He wanted to uphald his country.,
He questioned not at all his couns
try's calling upon him to do it. But

he felt doubtful, beyond his terror,
of what kind of scldler he would
make

He hoped there was no quertion
about this matter in the mind of any-
one who detected in him signs of not
looking lorward 10 Buoing o war,

Mr, Winkle roused himself and be-
Ran to work on a bieycle. The rep-
resentative from the newspaper ar-
rived in the middle of the morning,
He was a tall, brash looking young
man with a wild mop of hair who
himself, “I'm Onward,
the reportographer,’

“The what? asked Mr Winkle,
staring at him with assurance that
he was not going to like Mr. One
ward any more than he cared for
being interviewed

Mr. Onward get down the eamera
he carried and explained with broad
patience, “'Reportogrupher., [It's "
contraction of reporter and photog-
rapher. Technically, I'm only the
last part. But with many re-
porters gone off 1o war, | Kol o be
both. I made up the name myself,

“Listen,"” he said us he opened his
camera, "l got one divorced wife,
two kids. 1 got one married wife,
three kids." 1 haven't taken a vaca-
tion the last two years becnuse |
couldn't stand belng home all day.
I tried to enlist to Ret away from
it. They wouldn't have me, | guess
they figured if I got killed they'd
have too much to support. '

The reasons why men went 1o war,
Mr. Winkle thought, were varied and
CUrious,

Mr. Onward regarded Mr. Winkle
with some amusement. He seemed
think it a little funny that he
was being drafted, When Mr. Win-
kle protested trat his activity was
somewhat premature, and thut he
might ret be aceepted by the Army,
Mr. Onward grinned and began or.
dering him to stand al different
places about the shop. He proceed
ed to take a serles of flashlight pic-
lures, meanwhile asking questions In
an indifferent, ofMhand manner,

“How do you feel nbout being a
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| soldier?"

(Continued on page 3)

. Bookkeening Outfits, all kinds, The Sentinel,


sdroewh.it

