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CLASSIFIED
D E P A R T M E N T

H E L P  W A N T E D

•  Persons now  en gn ted  in essen tia l 
in du stry  w ill  nof apply w ith ou t s ta te ­
m ent o! i v i i l i b i l i t f  Irom their local 
U n ited  S ta tes  E m ploym en t S e m e n .

WASTER—Job press feeder or a ss  (G r o s­
m an fam iliar  w ith K elley. R ice autom atic  
and 9x12 C handler & P rice  p ress . W rite 
E A ST  O RE41O M AX. fe n d le ia n . O regon.

WASTE»—M ake-up m an for 6. 8 10 p a g e  
dally (Union'. Steady Job to right m an.
W rite  E a s t  O r eg o n ia n , P e n d le to n . O r eg o n .

Business Opportunity
SE L L  OK TR I B E - E q u i t y  tn G roc.. M eat 
and C onfect. S tore and bldg. Stock  at in­
vo ice . Approx *3.500 WM. 1». B E N N E T T , 
MMO N. E dison  S t.. P ortland S. O regon.

FA R M S & R A N C H E S
GET OVR NEW  LIST

(A' D airy and stock  ran ch es. 
fB» Sm all farm s and acreage.

Scen ic  fertile  P u g et Sound country.
Don Peters Land Office

Issaqaah. Wash. - - Lakeside 3JK-J.

IR R IG A T E D  STO C K  R A N C H
John D ay va lley , e a ster n  O regon: full 
equipm ent, 100 head o f ca ttle , w ith  h ay; 
m odern 6-room house Call • i - 7  N . W oolsejr  
C ou rt. 5-d e v e n in g s .  P o r t la n d . O r eg o n .

F O U N T A IN  P E N S
An Ideal G ift for m an or w om an. L im ited  
am ount Im pervo fou ntain  pen s w ith  14K

Lincoln Songs
The more than 500 songs on the 

life of Abraham Lincoln constitute 
the largest number of musical 
compositions ever written about 
one man, says Collier's.

They consist of approximately 
420 n o m in a tio n  and campaign 
pieces, p re s id e n tia l  numbers, 
emancipation selections and min­
strel and comic compositions; and 
about 80 funeral marches and me­
morial hymns.

TOD CAN’T BUY
more in aapirin than the Meuranre of 
quality and purity guaranteed when you 
buy St. Joeeph Aapirin. world'« largest 
gelleratlOg. Demand St. Joseph Aapirw.

R A B B IT  S K IN S
POULTRY. Hides. Wool Good w hite  

frier tame rabbit sk ins 60c to SI 00  
a lb. Ship or ask prices. Baby k
Co.. 935 S. W. Front. Portland. Ora- 
gon.________________________

HELP W ANTED
FORMER TEACHERS: The schools 

need you. Call for inform ation.
N o r th w e s t  T e a c h e r s ' A s s o c ia t io n .  
Guardian Bldg., Portland, Ore. 9 9 -  
0564.

FOR SALE
REAL BUY— 60 a., 671 a. irrigated, 

35 a. a lfa lfa . Put up 150 t. hay a 
year. Balance potatoes and grain. 
200 a. leased pasture. 15 head 
bred Herefords, 1 bull, 5 meaner 
calves, 1 milk cow. $600 a lfa lfa  hay 
In barn. 1544 SC Case tractor and 
a ll necessary attachm ents. Good 
house and barn. Orchard. School 
bus and RFD past door. 1 ml. to 
store. 7 mi. from Bend on good rd. 
$10,500 com plete or $650« w ithout 
stock and equipment. Bt. 2, boa 222, 
Bend, Or.

NUTS pay o ff  every year'. And you  
have all winter to play. 200 acres, 
lncl. 65 of 18 yr. w alnuts in ter-set 
w ith  prunes, 25 A. 35 yr. so ft-  
shells. 40 acres cleared land. Fin« 
water system , good buildings. $29,- 
000 or 22,000 without cro p  D a n  H a r ­
mon, B r o k e r ,  Newberg, Oregon. 
Many others listed.

Not being able to hire com petent help 
I have decided to se ll my business 
consisting  of Stock of general mer­
chandise, F ixtures, B u i l d i n g  and 
Locker box plant, 107 boxes located  
In prosperous wheat section. T. N. 
M ayfield, M ansfield. Wash.

FOR SALE: Complete restaurant equip­
ment including fountain, doing good 
business. Priced to sell. Owner,
Nonna Sommerfeld, Sandpoint, Ida.

REFRIGERATORS — Large variety  
commercial sizes for stores, restau­
rants, institutions. No household  
types. ___

S. BIBKENW ALD CO.
310 N. W. 5th, cor. Everett BB. 120! 

Portland, Oregon
600— Registered Berkshire, Fall-Spring  

Bred Gilts, sows, boars, weanlings. 
From 5 champion boars. Priced to
sell. Ivea Stock Parma, New Boston, 
m .

REGISTERED Hereford hogs. Bred 
g ilts  and sow s, open g ilts  and fall 
boars, weaner pigs either sex. John  
Pritchard, Spalding, Nebraska.

GOOD farm home, W enatchee valley, 
grow anything; large modern house, 
133 acres irrigated, lots o f build­
ings. W. C. Banter, Cashmere, 
W ash._______________________________

SPECIAL
SONG POEMS WANTED! You send 

the words. I’ll compose the m usic 
Free examination. E liot W right, Boa 
3361-Y, Portland, Ore.

School Daze
Teacher—How many Insects can 

you name that pollinate flowers?
Smarty—Oh, hundreds.
Teacher—Yes? Name a few. 
Smarty—A swarm of bees!

Head of the Class
i Teacher—Name three kinds of 
blood vessels.

Smarty—Arteries, veins and cat-
erpillara.

GOD IS MY
CO-PILOT

C o l. R o b e r t  L .S c o tt  W N U  R E L E A S E

The story thus Hr: Robert Scot!, a 
B est Point graduate, becomes an air 
cadet at Randolph Field. Texas, realising 
his life's ambition. He wins bis wings 
at Kelly field and Is now an army pilot. 
Ordered to report to Hawaii, but wanting 
Io marry a girl In Georgia, he pleads 
with his General lo keep him In the coun­
try, and Is ordered to Mitchel Field, N. V. 
To gain more fiylng time he carries the 
mail for Uncle Sam. Makes more trips 
to Georgia and finally talks Catharine 
Into marrying him. From Mitchel Field 
he Is sent to ranam a where his real pur­
suit training Is begun in a P-12S. He Is 
given a Job constructing flying fields 
which would some day protect the Canal. 
He begins lo train other pilots.

CHAPTER V

By this time, war with certain 
countries appeared imminent. I had 
always believed that we would fight 
Japan, and had always believed that 
Japan would make the first thrust. 
And I tried to "figure out” every 
cadet that came through our school 
—tried by talking to him to find out 
whether or not he had the urge for 
combat, for I knew that the urge 
was positively necessary. Not only 
did a man have to have that cer­
tain incentive to fly and keep on 
flying, until flying became second 
nature, but he had to have the defi­
nite urge for combat. When he 
learned to fly automatically he 
would control the ship without think­
ing about the controls and have his 
mind free to concentrate on naviga­
tion and the aiming of his guns— 
besides watching his tail for the 
enemy.

From Ontario I went to Lemoore, 
in the San Joaquin Valley of Cali­
fornia, and there I went through 
one of the low periods of my life. 
It was not that Lemoore was bad, 
for the people were wonderful—but 
war was getting closer and closer, 
and I was getting farther from com­
bat duty. Finally, after war had 
opened on December 7, I began to 
write Generals all over the country 
in an effort to get out of the Train­
ing Center. After all, I had been 
an instructor for nearly four years 
and it was pretty monotonous. I 
knew that instructors were neces­
sary, but I wanted to fight, and I 
thought that if I could get out to 
fight with my experience, I could 
come back later on and be even 
more valuable as an instructor of 
fighter pilots.

At last things began' to happen. 
On December 10, I was hurriedly or­
dered to report to March Field. 
When these secret orders came, I 
thought the day for my active entry 
into the real war was near. Hardly 
taking time to get my toothbrush— 
the radiogram said, “ immediately” 
—I jumped into a car and drove 
madly through the Valley and over 
the pass of Tejon through the snow 
at the summit at nearly ninety miles 
an hour, to March Field. I arrived 
there in a blackout, and though I 
was to see plenty of combat later on, 
I’ll take an oath that the nearest 
I’ve been to death in this war was 
when I rode into March Field with 
my lights out, trying to follow the 
line in the highway that was not 
there. Army trucks went by with 
dim, pin-point blue lights, and as I 
looked out of my car the trucks 
would almost hit me.

When I finally got on the post 
with my radiogram for admission,
I tore up to the headquarters and 
operations office, expecting any min­
ute to be told to jump in a P-38 
or a P-40 and go up to protect Los 
Angeles. There were many others 
like myself, for apparently all pi­
lots with pursuit experience had 
been assembled.

Squadrons of pursuit planes would 
come through daily on the way up 
the coast and we all grew envious 
watching them. The only cheer­
ing thing was the radio broadcast 
which told of Capt. Colin P. Kelly 
and his crew sinking the Jap battle­
ship Haruna. In this engagement 
Kelly became the first hero of the 
war, and I was very proud. For 
Captain Kelly had been under my 
instruction at Randolph Field. I 
could well remember that fine stu­
dent’s excellent attitude for a com­
bat pilot. He had broken his collar­
bone in a football scrimmage at 
Randolph and had told no one on 
the flying line. Looking in the rear­
view mirror, I saw him flying with 
his left hand on the stick; when I 
corrected him, I learned of the ac­
cident. Fighter Kelly had been so 
anxious to get on with the course of 
instruction that he was completely 
ignoring broken bones. Of such ma­
terial are heroes made.

I still wanted to fight myself. I 
could well remember the years and 
years I had trained in Panama with 
the 78th Pursuit Squadron; I had 
always been too young to lead an 
element, a flight, a squadron, or 
anything. Then suddenly I was told 
here that I was not only too old— 
imagine that, at age 34!—to lead a

squadron, but also too old to lend 
even a group. In fact I was too old 
to fly a fighter plane into combat.
I used to tell the Generals that from 
being too young, I had suddenly 
jumped to being too old. There had 
never been a correct age.

But all the argument was to no 
avail, and after waiting around 
March Field for ten days we were 
ordered back to our home stations.
I returned to Lemoore in the San 
Joaquin. I know there was no man 
on Bataan any sadder that night 
than I. Then came orders to report 
to Victorville—at least here was a 
change, and I welcomed it. I found 
myself director of training in a twin- 
engine school—I was still getting 
farther and farther from the war.

It seemed to me now that all 
was lost. I had tried desperately 
for the last six months to get out 
of the Training Center, and now 
that war had come it seemed that 
the powers at the top had decided 
that all of us, whether we had been 
trained as fighter pilots or as com­
bat pilots, bomber pilots, or trans­
port pilots, were nevertheless to stay 
there in the Training Center. Decem­
ber, January, and February went 
by, and in these months I wrote 
from Victorville to General after 
General. I remember saying to one 
of them:

"Dear General, it you will excuse 
me for writing a personal letter to 
you on a more or less official sub­
ject in time .of war, I will certainly 
submit to you for court martial after 
the war. But if you can just listen 
to me I don’t care whether that 
court m artial comes or not. I have 
been trained as a fighter pilot for 
nine years. I have flown thousands 
of hours in all types of planes. I ’ve 
been brought here as an instructor 
and I think I've done my job. Please 
let me get out to fight. I want to 
go to Java, I want to go to Aus­
tralia, I want to go to China, India, 
and anywhere there's fighting going

Capt. Colin Kelly, who sank* the 
Jap battleship Haruna.
on—just so you get me out of the 
monotony of the Training Center.”

An answer came back from this 
General: He would do all he could, 
he would even forget the court mar­
tial, but men were necessary in the 
training centers. Even with these 
kind words, it appeared that my 
cause was lost. Then, when the fu­
ture looked worse than at any time 
in my life, a telephone call came 
from Washington, from a Colonel.

"Have you ever flown a four- 
engine ship?”

I answered immediately: “ Yes, 
Sir.” I had flown one for a very 
few minutes, at least I ’d flown it in 
spirit while standing behind the pilot 
and co-pilot—but that was the only 
time I’d ever been in the nose or in 
the cockpit of a Flying Fortress. His 
next question was, “How many 
hours have you flown it?” I told him 
eleven hundred; there was no need 
to tell a story unless it was a good 
one, and after all, I considered this 
a white kind of lie.

After giving this information I 
went back to waiting with my hopes 
way up. One night in early March, 
1942, they came true — and to me 
they read like a fairy tale, too good 
to be true. I was to comply with 
them immediately, reporting to a 
field in the Central States. There I 
would receive combat instructions 
from the leader of our mission.

As I drove over from Victorville 
to my home in Ontario that evening, 
it seemed as though I was already 
in the air—adventure had come at 
last. Even then the fear tugged at 
my heart that the orders would be 
changed before I could start. I told 
my wife that I was going to com­
bat, but the nature of the orders for­
bade my telling her where, or what 
type of mission. Not even at the 
look of pain that crossed her face 
did I lose my feeling of victory. She 
was trying to act happy, but I knew 
it was only because she remem­
bered that I wanted duty in combat.

That night I began to pack hastily, 
resolving at the same time to take 
my wife and little one-year-old 
daughter back towards Georgia, 
where they could be among rela­
tives. As I packed and arranged for 
the furniture to be shipped 1 still 
had my exalted feeling of victory. 
When I got into bed, very late, I 
thought I would drop right off to 
sleep. But us my mind relaxed for 
the first time after the orders had 
been received, 1 felt myself come 
to complete wakefulness. I even 
sat up in lied, for I had realized for 
the first time whut I hud done.

Here was my home, with the two 
people whom I loved more than 
any others in all the world—my wife 
and my little girl. Here, in this 
wonderful place, I could possibly 
have lived out the war, behind a 
good safe desk ut Victorville or 
some other training field. By my 
love of adventure, by my stubborn 
nature, I had talked myself out of 
this soft and wonderful job of stay­
ing home with my family. I wus 
about to leave thut girl I had driven 
all those thousands of miles to see— 
for even ten minutes . . . Tears 
came to my eyes—I knew I had 
been a fool.

For hours I lay awake. And then, 
in the darkness, I think I saw the 
other side. Suppose I called that 
officer who had telephoned me from 
Washington. Suppose I called and 
told him that I had liad that I hud 
never flown a Flying Fortress. I 
could easily get out of this mission 
—but the thought was one that I 
couldn't entertain even for a second. 
For now the seriousness of war had 
gradually come to me. Unless men 
like myself—thousands and millions 
of them—left these wonderful lux­
uries in this great land of America 
we could lose it all forever. I loved 
these two with all my heart, but 
the only way in all the world to 
keep them living in the clean world 
they were accustomed to was to 
steel myself to the pain of parting 
with them for months or years—or 
even forever. The actuality of war, 
grim war, had come. I knew then 
that the theoretical word "Democ­
racy” was not what we were to fight 
for. I knew it was for no party, no 
race, creed, or color. We were go- I 
ing to fight, and many of os were to | 
die, for just what I had here—my 
wife and family. To me, they were 
all that was real, they were all 
that I could understand. To me, 
they were America.

Next day we got the household 
goods packed. We piled on an east- j 
bound train and left California. That 
ride for me was the saddest thing 
that has ever happened. I would 
look at those two and see that my 
wife was thinking my own thought; 
even the little girl seemed to sense 
that all was not well. At Memphis,
I almost casually bade them good- 
by, and we parted. But as I watched 
their train disappear down the track 
I knew that part of my life was 
gone. My world was grim.

Reaching my assembly point for 
instructions, I found that 1 was re­
porting to Col. Caleb V. Haynes, one 
of the greatest of big-ship pilots— 
the pilot in our Air Force who had 
devoted much of his life to making 
the four-engine bomber the weapon 
that it is today. The entire group 
of officers and men made quite a 
gathering. I learned that they were 
all picked men, and that they had 
volunteered and almost fought for 
places on the crews of the For­
tresses. And as I heard the expla­
nation of the flight from Colonel 
Haynes I saw the reason for their 
excitement.

This was a “dream mission”—one 
that was a million kinds of adven­
ture rolled into one.

We were to fly thirteen four-engine 
bombers — one B-24 and twelve 
B-17E’s—to Asia. There we were 
to “ bomb up” the ships after we 
had gone as far East as we possibly 
could, and then were to bomb ob­
jectives in Japan. Our orders read 
that we were to co-ordinate our at­
tack from the West with another at­
tack that was coming from the East.

The sadness that had been with 
me since leaving my family van­
ished. Once again I saw the war in 
a spirit of adventure. Here was 
what any soldier might have prayed 
for—here was what the American 
public had been clamoring for dur­
ing the months since Pearl Harbor.
I was fortunate to be one of the pi­
lots; it almost made up for my 
failure to finally get into single- 
seater fighter ships again—almost, 
but not quite.

I climbed into the control room 
of my ship and met my crew. Each 
man was a character, each man 
wanted badly to get started.

The co-pilot was Doug Sharp, an­
other dark-haired Southerner, a first 
Lieutenant who was destined to get 
shot down in another Flying For­
tress over Rangoon. He coolly got 
most of his crew out of the burning 
ship; then, with those who were un­
able to parachute to safety, he land­
ed the flaming ship in the rice pad­
dies of central Burma. From this 
point he led his men—those whom 
he did not have to bury beside the 
ship—out through the Japanese lines 
to safety in India. He was made a 
Major after this gallant act.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

’ 'ONE THING /  
K N O W  I  A M

GOING TO BUY 
AFTER THE WAR

IS  A
CLARION RAD/O.'

And it's a wise decision she's nude, 
because all the engineering and 
m anufacturing sk ill that have 
helped us do a good war job will 
he applied to the production of 
line radios for civilian use.

A great line o f table and portable 
models, farm sets and combina­
tions will be available right after 
the war. It'll be worth while 
utliltltg Jor Clarion!

WARWICK M ANUFACTURING CORP. 
4540 W. Hantaan Slraat, Chlcaga 44. Minala

RADIO

HEARTBURN
■shaved la $ ahaata* ar OaaMa awaay back

Buy War Savings Bonds

A Dab a Day
keeps

P. Oí away!

DEODORnm CREAm
— is n 't s tiff  or a llckjrl Soft — it 
spreads Ulta (aca cream.
— is actually soothing I Use right 
• ite r shaving —w ill not irritate.
— haa light, pia* «ani acent.Noaickly 
amali to chng to Angara or clothing.
— w ill not «poli delicata fabric«.

Yat tasta In tha tropics—mada by nuraaa 
— prove that Yodora protacta under try­
ing ennditiona. la tube« ar /a r t ,  10c, 3 Sc, 5Ob 

AtcKanoe 4 Bobbins, Inc., Oridyopoct, Conn.

IL L !5 4
LICE
L_J ÂLeaf 40 ■B out"CapÖ 'gsK App!««Io« , 

makotllM* UM 40Â
« O  MUCH I  ART

OR S P R E A D  O N  R O O S T S

(WOMEN : . . '4 0 'h
Do You Hate HOT FLASHES?

If you suffer from hot flashea. feel 
weak, nenoua. a bit blue at times— 
all due to the functional "middle- 
age" period peculiar to women—try 
Lydia E Plnkham'a Vegetable Com­
pound to relieve auch symptom«.

Taken regularly—Plnkham'a Com­
pound help» build up realstance 
against such annoying symptoms.

Plnkham's Compound I» made 
especially for women—it  helps na­
ture and th a t’ll the kind of medi­
cine to buy! Follow label directions.

J.YDIfl E. PINKHAM'S comi'qum^

4 >

WNU—13 3 8 -4 4

When Your 
Back Hurts-
And Your Strength and  

Energy 1» Below Par
I t  may be cauaed by disorder of kid- 

nay function that permit! polaonoua 
waste to accum ulate. For truly many 
people feel tired, weak and miserable 
when tha kldnaya fall to  remove aicaaa 
acids and other waste matter Irom tha 
Wood. .  .  t  ,

You may suffer nagging backache, 
rheumatic palna, headaches, dizziness,

Kitting up nights, lag pains, swelling.
ometlmea frequent and scanty urina­

tion with smarting and burning Is an­
other sign that something Is wrong with 
the kidneys or bladder.

There should he no doubt that prompt 
treatm ent la wiser th in  neglect. Use 
Doan’s Pitta. I t  la better to rely on a 
medicine that has won countrywide sp-

Erovsl than on something less favorably 
nown. I loan’» have been tried and test­

ed many years. Are a t all drug atoraa. 
G et /loan's today.

DOANSPILLS


