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THE SHORTEST DAY OF THE YEAR

Today is the shortest day of the year with about two
hours less light than in the corresponding day in June. Short
days means that most of us will have to travel in the dark
whether on foot or by auto. Holiday traffic is the most haz-
ardous of the year, made hazardous by the unusual activity of
shoppers and by the weather with wet and slippery

The best safety deviees yet practiced have not climinated
traffie aceidents, but they have helped. Last week we heard a
business man relate an experience which seared him within an
inch of his life and ruined him physieally for the day. He was
driving to work early one morning and almost ran over two
hoys on bicyeles because the bicyeles had. no reflectors and he
was within three feet of the boys before he saw them. He was
able to stop because he was driving slow. Since this was told
us we have scen not only children but adults riding in the
dark without reflectors.

Another thing we have observed is there seems to be no
regulation of motor and pedestrian traffic along Main strect.
If a motorist enters Main from 5th, 6th or Tth, his progress is
likely to be blocked on the opposite side of the street by a
slow moving pedestrian and if the motorist is trying to eross
the street, he either has to run the risk of being hit in the
middle of Main or run the risk of running over the pedestrian.
The situation gets the motorist or pedestrian in a  tight spot
almost every day. One way to eliminate this hazard is to widen
the streets, but we are afraid this would not be very practical,
otherwise we may have to come to a traffic light during part
of the day.

3 months $1.00.

streets

POST WAR HEADACHES

The post war is being painted a rosy hue by some and the
same impressign went out following the first world war. The
average individual isn’t deluded. He knows there are many
adjustments necessary and the sooner we start work on the ad-
justments, the better off we shall be and the more chanee for
peace; at least for a breathing spell.

One of the major questions facing the west coast is the
resettiment of the Japanese in the relocation ecenters. This
question does not bother us mueh here beeause we had no Jap-
ancse and the prospeets are remote that we shall ever have
them, but in some sections of the state this question is acute,
particularly in the Portland and Hood River areas.

A good deal of fecling against the Japs is based on the
vecord of the native Japanese soldier during the present war
and to the fact that he_has an oriental mind. Feelings such as
exist in many places on the coast makes good political fodder
for the politicians and we venture the assertion that many poli-
ticians will not pass up the opportunty in months to come w hen
it’s so easy to capitalize on the problem of raeial heroies.

Commenting on this question the Oregon Voter says: No-
thing short of the utter extermination of the Japanese will
eliminate the Japanese problem from post war consideration.
To be guilty of so monstrous a wholesale murder, we would
have to change our nature into a ferocity, such as now we ab-
hor in the German and Japanese war lords. It is likely that,
like Germans who migrated to this country and became some
of our finesteitizens, we have enjoyed so many of the ben-
efits of our kind of American civilization that we will not be
willing to give up those benefits for the sake, of being like the
Jap or Nazi gangsters are now.”

There is another way out and this would be to deport
all native and foreign born Japanese to Japan. Before we
could do this however, we would have to take into considera-
tion the services of the Ameriean born Japanese who are
fighting with the native Ameriean hoys on several fronts, we
might also run into further difficulties !
some of the loyal American born Jap ecitizens and we might
also have to deal with the soldies of Hawaii, about 60 pereent
of whom are of Japanese aneestory and also many loyal Phil-
ippine soldigrs. :

Such a move certainly would not promote understanding
and the peace we say we want.

When (or If) V-E Day Comes

Under the head of ““Warning to Editors,”’ an item in a

recent report of the Writers’ War Board is phrased in these
blunt words:

You have a problem. You may not know it, but you have, |

and it’s serious. Surveys have convinced Washington that war
workers are cherishing a grave misapprehension and plan to
act in accordance with it. They admit that they expeet some
sort of Armistice or Vietory day in the European war. They
further believe that on that day they’ll be miraculously
freed from their labors——and from labor regulations—and mor-
ally free, teo, to quit and take whatever other jobs they vhnnﬂfl.

It’s up to you editors to convinee your readers that this
is all nonsense—a dangerous fairy tale,

As you know, there may never be a V-E Day at all.
Some Allied commanders have already  publicly declared
that they doubted that any German of group of GGerman
leaders could command a surrender and be widely obeyed.
Much guerrilla and ecivilian opposition is expeeted. It will
die hard,

To avoid frietion later, start now to eduecate
ers . .. Tell them to forget V-E Day .. ., that
kill just as quickly as Nazi ones, : :

This is timely warning, coming as it does when an in-
creasing number of serviee men overseas are expressing
their coneern over the unrealistic optimism in regard to an
carly end of the war, which they find in letters from the
folks back home. GI Joe, who has fought the Germans in
North Afriea, in Italy and in France, has no illusions about
the enemy’s resistanee “‘folding up’’ suddenly, or even soon.
“Don’t kid rself—we’ve got a long way to go before we
have these Krauts thoroiighly beaten’” is the tenor of their
letters, in reply to their family’s wishful thinking about
having them home soon. ““So you folks back there had bet-
ter keep on the job, buying war bonds and knopmg produc-
tion of war materials up to schedule instead of making plans
for what you're going to do on V-E Day.”—Publishers

Auxiliary,

our read-
ap bullets

= o
GOD IS MY
CO-PILOT

Col. Robert L.Scoft
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Uld Mill Stream |
The famous song ‘‘Down by the |
0Old Mill Stream’’ refers to the Blan. |
chard river running through Fre
mont, Ohio. It was written by Tell
Taylor, who was born on a farm
near Fremont in 1878 and lived there
until his death in 1987,

Prevent Clouding
A little glycerin rubbed over fresh-
ly cleaned windows or mirrors will

' prevent them from clouding over

in damp or foggy weather. This may
also be used for eye glasses, when
the wearer is forced to stand over
steaming hot water,

. By

(Continued from i{ast week.)

i CHAPTER X: Scoll's group carries
refugees out of Burma, heavily overload-
Ing the planes. He pays a visit to Gen
Chennault and tells him he is a fighter
pilot and not a ferry pilot and is promn.
ised the next P40 that arrives hom
Alrica.

CHAPTER X1

I couldn’t waste much time In
practice, for after all Burma was
just over the Naga Hills and the
Japs were coming towards Myit-
kyina from the South and up the
Chindwin and the Irawaddy. It was
open season and I needed no hunt
ing license. Now I definitely knew
that adventure was near.

On that afternoon of April 30, 1942,
with a full load of ammunition and
| the shark-mouth seeming to drip
saliva, it was so eager, I waited by
my ship for an alert. Jap observa-
tion planes had been coming over
at high altitude very regularly. If
they came today I hoped to sur-
prise them.

At two o'clock the alert came, but +

it was not observation. Many ur.
identified aircraft were reported by
a British radio somewhere over the
Naga Hills. 1 didn't ask for more
than that scanty information—I was
in my fighter and climbing over the
“tea ranches,” as Colonel Haynes
| called them.

| High over the field at 22,000 feet,

I cuddled my oxygen mask and
circled, watching for enemy ships to
the East, South, and Scutheast—
down in the direction of & cuiiise 1o
Mandalay. I searched until my eyes

| hurt, but saw nothing. After about
an hour, turning to a course that
would take me in the direction from
which an enemy had to come, I flew
off to intercept—I now had barely
two hours’ fuel, and the farther
away from my base I met them, the
more successful my attack would be.
Lord! the ego that I possessed! 1
honestly believe I thought I could
shoot down any number of Japs with
my single fighter. Again I say, more
of the valor of ignorance.

After forty-five minutes I turned
for home and began to let down to
eighteen thousand. Thirty miles
from the fleld I suddenly tensed to
the alert. Off ahead of me was a
dark column of smoke, rising high
in the air right in the position on the
world's surface that the home fleld
should be. My tortured mind flashed
back to other results of bombings
that I had seen.

“My God,” I moaned, *“while I've
been away looking for the bastards,
they've slipped in here and bombed
hell out of the home base!" ™

With tears in my eyes | nosed
over and dove for the Zeros that
should be strafing the fleld. (Later
I was to learn a lot about this meth.
od too.) The smoke was from base
all right, but I could see no enemy
planes. The only thing in the sky
was a single Douglas transport,
making a normal landing on the
runway. “Calling “NR-Zero—NR-
Zero,”" 1 asked what the fire was
The reply was muddled, but every-
thing seemed to be in order, for [

in trying to deport{noticed two other transports clear-

ing the field for China. I circled,
then dove on the smoking ruins of
the RAF operations “basha.”” That
building had been the casualty, and
it was a total loss. 1 could see the
operations officer sitting out in the
| open, some hundred feet from the
charred ruins, calmly carrying on
his duties.

When I'd gotten my fighter parked
again I went over and heard the
! story. No Jap attack had come,
| and I felt relieved—my single-ship
war and 1 had not let the station
. down. But as I heard the embar-
| rassed operations man tell his story
I remember choking disereetly and
leaving before I laughed myself to
| death,
| When the alert sounded, “Opps"' —
the operations officer—had hurried
| to the window of the thateh and
| bamboo ““basha™ to see me take off
[ in the *bloody kite—that Kitty-
| hawk.” Seeing a transport from
| China about to land, and fearing that
| the Japs would bomb it on the field,

| he had then fired a Very pistol out |

of the operations window: the red
| Very light would be the signal for
| the transport not to land but to fly
| in the “stand-by"’ area. The Very
| light had gone nonchalantly out of
| the operations window, into the
| wind, had curved gracefully back
into anotLer window, and had
burned the bloody building in five
minutes. Operations was being car-
ried on as usual from operations
| desk, which was located in front of
the site of the former office. Bloody
shame, wasn't it?

Well, it was tragie, but 1 guess
it was better than a bombing. And
so my first mission ended,

Came May Day, and I began the
greatest month in my life. [ flew
every day in that long month, some-
times as many as four missions a
day. By putting in a total of 214
hours and 45 minutes, I averaged
over seven hours a day for the
month. Most of this was in fighter
ships—my little old Kittyhawk and
I learned a lot, and we were very,
very lucky. When I had come in
from my first sortie, the day oper-
ations burned down, my pal Col
Gerry Mason kidded me a bit. Since
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WHNU. RELEASE

' IMvowed thiEn on e sacred rellés
of my great-grandmother that dur-
ing lhose thirty-one davs 1 would
destroy a <apanese plane if 1 had to
go all the way to Rangoon.

We got pretty confident, the trans.
pert boys and I, for I used to go
with them across Burma, and Jop-
lin and some of the other daredevils
would try to lure the Jap in to at-
tack them. Jop would call over the
radio, In the c¢lear: “NR-o from
transport one three four—Il'm lost
near Bhamo-—give me a bearing.”

Up there, some three thousand feet
above them, I'd be sitting with my
fighter, just praying that my ‘‘de.
coy”" would work and some luckless
Jap would come in for the kill. Then
I'd imagine myself his
tail, my six guns blazing. But the

div ing on

ruse never worked. Sometimes 1
think the “‘Great Flying Boss in the
Sky" was giving me a little more
practice before he put me to the
supreme test,

May the fifth was one of the big
days in my life. Waving good-bye
10 Gerry Mason as | taxied out, 1
saw him hold his thumb up to me
to wish me good hunting. 1 waved
back and was in the air on a sweep
towards central Burma. I went
siraight to Myitkyina; then, seeing
nothing, I swung South along the
Irrawaddy over Bhamo. Continuing
South I went right down on the Bur-
ma Road, North of Lashio, and
searched for enemy columns. North
of the airport at Lashio 1 saw two
groups of troops in marching order.
I would have strafed them imme-
diately, but I was afraid they might
. be Chinese; after all, there were two
' Chinese armies coming North some-

where in Burma. I made as though

to ignore them and they partially
scatlered to the sides of the road

Twelve trucks in the column kept

rolling to the North.

Then | momentarily forgot abaut
the troops—for in the northwestern
corner of the field at Lashio was a
ship. From my altitude of 2500 feet
1 saw at once that it was a twin.
engined enemy bomber, later iden.
tifled as a Mitsubishi, Army 97. It
was being serviced, for there were
four gasoline drums in front of it
and a truck that had evidently un.

! loaded the fuel My gun switches
were already on, and had been since

1 had seen the troop column. Now

I was diving for the grounded bomb-
er and getting my “Christmas Tree’

sight lighted properly.

Hurriediy 1 began to shoot. [ saw
men running from the truck and

jumping into the bushes to the side
My first shots hit in front of the
plane, probably striking the fuel
drums, for heavy dust covered the
enemy ship. I released my trigger
as I pulled out of my dive, just
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Chinese soldicrs and coolies look
over Jap plane shet down by Col.
Scott.

clearing the trees behind my tar.
get. As | looked back 1 saw the
red circle on one wing, but the other
, was covered by the body of a man
| who either had been shot or was try-
ing to hide the identifying insignia.
| Keeping the ship very low, I
| turned 180 degrees for the second at-
' tack. This time I did belter. 1 saw
| my tracers go into the thin fuselage
i and then into the engines. At first
{ I thought that what I was seeing
was more dust; then I realized it
was smoke pouring from under the
| ship. It was on fire. Foolishly then,
'T pulled up to about six hundred
i feet; if there had been anti-aireraft
fire, I know now they would have
shot me down. Again I turned and
shot at the truck and the gasoline
drums, and once more | saw the
tracers,. converge on the enemy ship.
Smoke was floating high in the sky—

I could smell it over the odor of cor. |

dite that came from my own guns.
Keeping very low again, 1 turned
East and found the Burma Road,
turned up it and started looking for
| the columns which I now knew were
Japanese. I approached them from
the rear, fired from about a thou-
sand yards, and the road seemed
to pulverize. The closely packed
troops appeared to rufsh back to
wards me as my speed cut the dis-
tance between us. [ held the six
guns on while 1 went the length of
the troop column and caught the
ucie Thore weore ()l gl now,
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THURSDAY

DECEMBER 21, 1944

| BUT T ttred Thto all of (F®in Gind two
I saw bum immediately. On my
second pass, as | "S'ed"” across the
road, | shot at each truck individu.
ally, then turned for the troops
again. The road was so dusty that
1 could barely see the bodies of
thoge 1 had hit on the Arst pass. |
suppose the others were hidden in
the brush to the side. As I pulled
up, 1 could see the black plome of
smoke to the South—my s
ship was burning flercely

I made as though te leave the
arca, then came in agmin from the
South on the iroops after the dust
had settled. They bad reformed but

L onemy

were not as closely packed gs bes

fore. Aguin | strafed them, but this
time | saw that they were firing ut
me. The trucks couldn't get off
the road, and | exhausted my am:
munition on them in
passes. Oae truck that I caught
dead center with a full twe-second
burst seemed to blow up. When 1
left, | knew that four of the trucks
were burming, and farther to the
South 1 could still see the smoke
of my first Jap plane rising high
above the trees of Burma.

Stralght baek (o base | went, feel
ing very intoxicated with sueceesy
At last I'd been able to see Japs and
draw blood. In this case they had

been treated just as they had been
treating Allied ground troops, and |
was happy.

That afternoon 1 went back on
the second mission. 1 found the
wrecks of four trucks and baggage,
and objects thgt could have been
men, scattered all over the road
The place where I had caught the
troop culumn showed about forty
dead men. The grounded plane had
burned. and with it had burned about
len acres of the jungle. | fired a
long burst into the truck and into
the four fuel drums in front of the
debris of the enemy bomber, but
they didn't burn; | guess the morn-
ing fire had finished them I
searched the country to North
for mere troops, but didn't intercept
any

I went back home highly elated—1
had drawn my first blood. 1 felt that
the world was good again. With
pride I radioed General Chennault

the

that his “shark" had been in use
that 1 had caught lots of rats walk
ing along the Burma Road, and that
one Army 97 bomber would fly no
more for the Japs

Well, at last I'd seeén an enemy
ship. It was u grounded bomber

but after all, I've learned since then
that these planes on the ground
are sometimes pretly rugged busi
i

ness 1o get when you're fiving down
on them with all the anti-aireraft
fire in the world seeming to con

verge on you. You've got lo worry
about small-arms fire from every
enemy soldier, too, and it takes only
one little slug in the prestone radia-

tor or the oilcooler to stop you
migkty sudden
The next ddy 1 went to Lashio

again and strafed the hangar that
had once been used by China Na-
tional Airways Corporation—CNAC
—but I couldn’t burn it. There were
nu ships on the field except an RAF
Blenjeim that had been strafed by
the Japs on the ground on the North
end of the runway

I turned back 1o the North to look
for the gasoline stores that I knew
had been at Myitkyina. [ was de.
termined they were not gomg to fall
into Jap hands. Not finding them,
I spent the rest of my time Nying
low on the Irrawaddy, looking for
enemy barges. It was a pretty un-
profitable day.

When Myitkyina fell, I went over
thére every day to burn the gasoline
that had been stored in tins in
the woods to the Northeast of the
end of the runway. [ had found out
its location from British Intelli
gence, but the RAF Group Captain
ha exacted from me a promise
that 1 would not fire into it until he
gave me the word

It seems that he was afrald that
the firing and the burning of the fuel
would excite the native Burmese
who were in the village. 1 couldn’t
see what difference that would

( make, for after all the Japs would

capture the thousards of gallons of
aviation gasoline, and the nalives
were more than likely helping them
anyway. Though | held off, every
time 1 saw the shiny four-gallon
cans in the trees my finger itched
to burn the cache before the enemy
could use it. I passed the three
days of waiting in burning three
barges on the Irrawaddy, South of
Bhamo, and in setting a fuel barge

wo more |

on fire down on the Chindwin. In |

this last raid my ship picked up a
few small holes; evidently some Jap
sympathizers had managed to get
my range.

Later in the week, the RAF Group

Captain told me that his Comman. |

dos in Myitkyina were going to
knock holes in all the fuel ting with

| picks before they left the field to the

Japs. Nevertheless | kept watching

moved to the North, On May 8,

| the gasoline stores while the Japs

when I got in my ship and started |

the Allison, my friend the Group

| Captain ran across the ficld to tell

me that the Japs could not get the

L gasoline—it hnd been destroyed with.
- out fire, and thus the villagers would

|
|

not be panicked. Over the roar of |

the engine 1 yelled that in that case

it would not burn when I fired into |
it. For I had waited long enough; |

the Japs were in Myitkyina and 1
wasn't taking any chances on thelr
acquiring over 100,000 gallons of avi-

ation fuel less than two hundred |

miles from our base.
When I came over the fleld at

Myitkyina, the enemy fired at me '

while 'l was yet ten miles away; 1
could see the black bursts of the

37 mm AA in front and below me. |

I started “jinking” and moved to
the Northeast, so that I could come
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|

I could get rrom the fleld. With my |

first burst the whole woods seemed
to blow up—1 have never seen such
a fNash as that. which came when
that veritable powder-train of high
octane fuel caught fire from the trae-
ers. [ also fired at two of the gun

installations on the fleld: But the
bursts from the Jap guns were so
close to me that | decided to let

well enough alone, and turned for

home in Assam., Many times on the
way home | looked over my shoul
der, and the smoke from the thou

sands of gallons of gasoline was vis
ible when | was sixty miles from
Myitkyina

Next day, May 9, 1
raids into Burma. On the first af
these 1 escorted two transports pi-

made four

loted by Sartz and Sexton to Pao- !

shan, where they were golng to land
to pickup the baggage of the AVG,
who were going on to Kunming, |

waited for them to land and take o |

aguin, and then ealled goodby, Thew
were going on East within the air
controlled by the AVG, and I wanted
to look for Japs to the South any.
way. Two hours later Paoshan
was badly borroed Ly the Japs,
and so 1 missed a good party b3
not staying around.
(Coutinued next week)

Keeping Christmas

By Dr. . A. Hagen

It is a good thing to observe
Christmas day. The mere marking
of times and seasons, when men
agree to stop work and make
merry together is a wise and
wholesome custom. It helps one to
feel the supremacy of the common
lite over the individual life It
reminds 4 man to set his own little
wautch now and then, by the great
clock of humanity which runs on
sun time

But there is a better thing than
the observance of Christmas day,
and that is keeping Christmas

Are you willing to forget what
you have done for other people,
and to remember what other peo-
ple have done for you; to ignore
what the world owes you, and to
think what you owe the world: to
put your rights in the background.
and your duties in the middle dis-
tance, and your chances to do a
little more than your duty in the
foreground; to see that your fel-
lowmen afe just as real as you
are, and try to look behind thei
faces to their hearts, hungry for
Joy. to own that probably the only
kood reason for your existence is
not what you are going to get out
of life, but what you are going to
give to life; to close your book of
complaints against the manage-
ment of the universe, and look
around you for a place where you
can sow a few seeds of happiness

are you willing to do these
things even for a day? Then you
can keep Christmas

Are you willing to believe that
love is the strongest thing in the

world stronger than hate,
stronger than evil, stronger than
death—and that the blessed life

which began in Bethlehem some
nineteen hundred years ago is the
image and brightness of the Eter-
nal Love? Then you can keep
Christmas

And if you keep it for a day,
why not always?

But you can never keep it alone

Henry Van Dyke

OREGON ANSWERS FLORIDA
A local resident received a
Christmas card. It was decorated
with a blue lake with a sail boat,
palm trees, flowers and a tropical
garden scene in Florida. The front
of the folder was marked “Christ-
mas Greetings From Florida.”
The verse inside was thus:
When the wintry winds are
blowing
Way up North,
And its raining and its snowing
Way up North,
We don't mind it, for down here
It's summer all the year,
So we send our Christmas cheer
Way up North!
The receiver of this eard Jbeing
a loyal Oregonian, not to be out-
done sent this reply:
Christmas Greetings From Oregon

When the summery sun s
blasting

Way down South,
And the hot sticky feeling is
lasting

Way down South,
We don’t mind it, for up here

Its ecool nights and green all
year
So we send our Christmas cheer
Way down South!
Shiny Glaze

Acetate ruyon fabrics on which
hume pressing has produced a shiny
glaze cannot be re-dyed.

MERRY
CHRISTMAS
and a
HAPPY NEW
YEAR

to my friends and
patrons

DR. C. R. SIMKINS

|
|

]

|
|
|

enforcement

CHRISTMAS TREES ARE
AGAIN GLEAMING IN
THE WINDOWS!

Just about time for us to he

thinking of how much we
are indebted to you

And just about time Tor
call little
words that earry more cheer

all the

have ever

us to upon two

and good will than

big words that

|||'|<|| |'|J||I|'||

Merry Christmas

Sixth Street
Grocery

8. T. Eastburn, Prop,

FINDING
Are you one who looks for evil
In everyone you see?
Are there shrouds sent down by
Satan,
O'er every shrub and tree?

Or do you think that all is good,

hat comes  berore your eyes,
And that the world is beautiful
Until proved otherwise ?

No matter what our status Is,
To see “good” & no chare,
And  people  usually do find

What they are looking for.
Mrs. Arthur F. Denney,
Creswel), ( Iregon

ENFORCEMENT DRIVE ON
USED CAR SALES

Launching the first phase of an
drive agninst viola-
tions on sales of used passenger

cars, Portland district OPA en-
forcement  officials have asked
approximately 360 persons who

bought used cars during the past
few months to come Into the
OPA office bringing all papers
pertaining to  the transactions,
Sol Stern, OPA enforcement at-
torney, reported today. The OPA
wili help buyers to get refunds if
actual overcharges are found, he
said,

Passing Plate

When passing your plute for a sec.
ond helping or when you are through
eating, place the knife and fork
paraliel across the plate with the
tines of the fork turned up and the
cutling edge of the knife turned
townrd the fork

FREE AIR

A column of
Fun 'N Facts
By Mike

Howdy Folks; A Chicago
newspaper  points  out that

the government prints and
distributes  the  speeches
made by congressmen en-
tirely at a loss.
L L L]
It might be added that
they are read the same
way.
(] L] L]
One of our customers has
decided that congressmen

must be heavy drinkers. He
heard about one who made
a speech from the floor of
the house,
L] L L]
The writer came from a
long line of politicians.
His grandfather ran for
the border, once,
L] L] L]
And we ran for work, once,
when the alarm failed to
go off.
BULL-ETIN

Windnw screen--An arrange-
ment for  keeping flies in J.
the house.

. L] L

We'll try 1w koep you as a
steady customer if you'll
come and pay us one wvisit,
Making friends out of cus-
tomers is another one of
our hobbies,
v L] L
Kelly Springfield and
Norwalk Tires

CLARK’S
SUPER SERVICE

120 North 9th
Phone 252




