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SOUTHERN OREGON MINER

In New Role

Pictured above Is Capi. Herbert
W. Underwood, 55-year-old expert
on naval experience and techniques,
who has been appointed to head the

women's naval auxiliary scheel,
““Waves.” The school will be opened
at Smith college, Northampton,

Lost and found columns of
Tokio newspapers are crowd-
ed these days. Every time an
American buys a War Bond,
the Japs lose face. Buy your |
10% every pay day.
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School Frock

Pattern No. 8162—Right up in
the top rank as a favorite school
fashion is this tailored button front
shirtwaist frock. It is a style the
teen-agers love for its brisk sim-
plicity and it is just as becoming
for chubby figures as it is for
glim ones! Convertible collar,
shoulder yokes, patch pocket and
neat cuffs for the sleeves are at-
tractive details and the buttons
and belt buckle can furnish smart
decoration. For chambray, ging-
ham broadcloth, pique and other
washable cottons.

Pattern No. 8162 is in sizes 6 to
14 years Size 8, short sleeves, re-
quires 2% yards 35-inch material.
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Pattern No....ceeee Bize.

Send 15 cents In coin, (for
each pattern desired) to—

Patricia Dow Patierns
208 W. 17th 8t., New York, N. ¥,

Not everybody with a dollar
to spare can shoot a gun
straight—but everybody can
shoot straight to the bank and

buy War Bonds. Buy your |

10% every pay day.
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REEPF SCRAP HEAP GROwiINg Dave abead us and each day . MER VI

We have the Scrap lron drives should make us dig a little deeped CHAPT
and Rubber drives and Ajununum to the ibbish  heap in  owr SYNOPSIS
drives—and each one has, uncoy. CCASCIESS Search for more and ever —
ered greal masses of desperawe,y o scrap. A little bit more will dave Bruce, out of a job, arrives at
needea materials. We may have tUrn up cach time we make a Wilbur Ferris’ Cross-Bar panch. Curran,
drives 1o salvage everything from “edrch. Sometimes it will be t00 ¢t \ICL*Y foree salled Biack Down.
corn husks to old shoes —ana each Small amount to send In or 0w, he succeeds, he discovers Curran
drive will produce more great sell but we start our own per expected the horse to kill him A mirl
quantities or material. The ongy SUINM SCTAP piles won't be long | mamed Lols rides up, angry with Dave
troubie with drives is— that as before they will grow to saleable 1 caking “her”” horse. She refuses
soon as one is officially over wi giveable dimensions i s iy o (e mariems o e
relax and wait for another I'here are six million farms in | g, ranch ahe Shares with ber foster

There is one outstanaing item vhe United States. If only half of ' 1 a man named Hooker When
which our factories must have these collected and turned in regu H er s killed by a shot fired through
large and continuing quan...es. @Uly all their accumulated and ge. !0 W4 'hlnr l-l-”!‘ rMt‘r !:m1|":.||‘m.1_u-.d!h.-r
| on the stock piles wnich the drives Ve¢ry malerially haster the c¢on- Curran goes to call on Lois
| produce--they must have a steaay, Struction of the ships and otha e
unending stream of this material. 4rmaments which are needed fo = .

We think we cleaned up apou, Victory Well ““:‘ Lois “":" shore is
all the rubber and scrap around It is always possible to find out D3d news,  Curran said and Lois
our plact- l.hillng the recent big where (o deliver old rubber, s¢i W ll\l'“”: 60 that his l'u.'.'.“l_uﬁ h'm.ll:
“pushes.” But it is long odds that \ron and other useful salvage. Ask ¢0ed and his {p badly "“":""
we didn't. This writer made an. the town banker, or the preaches, '™ the hesting that Dave had
other search around the farm ©OF the chamber of commerce, or Siven him the day before.
which he operates and was shock l'u women’'s club, or the Red Cross !'.. dosimt Maue i 4 '.h”' —
| ed at the amount of rubber and ©r the Boy Scouts or corner gro- "OW sald Lols gravely. "Hooker's
particularly of scrap iron \\hlx h'cer or the garage man. Someone ‘.s"'“} I e h‘ll."\w v
Im- had missed. All sorts of little Will know ing to Bang Leve Bruce.
pm(‘es turned up, and he changed At this very moment one of our ! . You Iu-tt-rm we are shouted
hls mind on a good many heavie: troubles is a shortage of steel with - U”"'”' ¥ We don’t l'l_.'”.' to have
pieces which he thought might be| Which to build ships-—and ships t" ‘.':,'t" “':'”"”:""T '_“"':f. "I”'!f“;l'l
too useful around the place at mean victory. Every pound S P e I
|80mt‘ time or other. scrap iron which every one of us town 'I”"i_ ‘“‘_1‘_l‘lm us with the “'f't
|~ Now as a matter of cold calcula- | can sell or give i8 needed right °f & jury trial at Hampton We

| tion that *“some time or other”|now. We have got to win this war 'l":‘“?h l;l.wl.““ l.h'lt' P[:”-“II;:‘. .l:-‘
might not arrive unlesy we civil-| and this is one way in which al. J€Te @WAYS EBH 0 o to
ians get as hard boiled as the mil- | most every farmer has helped and There's g to be some fun I
| itary does. Wars are won back of | can steadily continue to help night, Miss Lois’
A . ' ‘T'll be there,"” sald Lois
| the fighting lines just as much| “Keep the Scrap Heap Growing _“‘I sin’ vk want to ses the
|as on them. Each day makes us| might well be another useful .|..'_,',',"”,':,.--- : y :
realize what a long hard road we | slogan bl‘,.in.,- '”“HHM Chibiic Shchisl &l
— e e e At her curiously at first; then, as his
eves took in the lines of her slen
der body, his face flushed. He
took another step toward her and
stood looking down at her. She
hardly reached to his shoulder
UDGET “What yuh aimin' to do now
yore dad's dead?"” he asked us the
1—To win the war the United States is spending (1) 90 million, sheriff had done : _
(2) 110 million, (3) 160 million, (4) 275 million dollars a day? (] I “-l\';-n '{'{“m\.m I,“'VII':”H.‘. {'::
2—You've heard of the QATTARA DEPRESSION? Where is | [0 0 S carran
it, or what is it? (1) in North African desert, (2) illness from eat- Curran flushed. “Why the Mis-
ing too many soybeans, (3) panic following a bank collapse, (4) ter?” he asked. "And how come
hollow space behind left ear? [] you call yore dad Hooker?"
3—The silver eagle on an officer’s shoulder means he is a (1) “Maybe you can tell as well as
major, (2) colonel, (3) lieutenant general, (1) major general? [) [ [ can” answered Lois
" . That was Curran's first intima-
4 Rostov, recently taken by the Nazis, is very important for tion that she knew Hooker had
it is the terminus for (1) transcontinental Russian railroad, (2) not been her father. He had sense

deep sea shipping, (3) oil lines, (4) air lines? [
5—When it is completed, how long will the Florida canal,

across the northern section of Florida, be? (1) 47 miles, (2) 150
miles, (3) 85 miles, (4) 196 miles? [
ANSWERS»
1—1680 million. 3—_Colonel.
2—(1.) &—13.)
5—1908 miles.

Expcrt Urges Undersea Cargo Carriers
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enough not to pursue the subject,
but it acted like the fuse-cap on a
stick of dynamite, clinching his
resolution

“You never acted very warm Lo-
ward me, did yuh?" he asked

“I don't know why 1 should,”
sald Lois. “You were never a spe
' clal friend of mine, far as |
remember.”

“Maybe 1 could be/ said the
foreman. “Maybe I've tried to be
Listen. I guess you know [ stand
in purty well with Mr. Ferris. Fact
couldn't git rid of me even
wanted jo. It ain’'t no secret
that Lonergan's got the
on the Cross-Bar and
put me in to run it?"

Lols was silent and Curran con-
tinued, “1 shouldn'e be s8'prised if I
was to be the owner of the Cross-
Bar one of these days. Half-owner,
anyways. And that time ain't far
away. 1 been watchin' you for a
good while, Miss lois. You're
growed up to be a woman now, It
ain't fair to yoreself livin' up here

us

if he
Lo you

{ in the hills and runnin’ wild as a
scrub pony. And now Hookers
gone, yuh can't go on livin' here
| alone."

“What d'vou want me to do
about it."”

“I'll tell you what I been think-
in',” answered the foreman, su-
premely confident “How about

you and me gittin’ hitched ? You'll
find yoreself livin' like a queen,

|u:mparul to this."

Simon Lake, one of the inventors of the submarine, who advocates
the building of underseas cargo carriers capable of carrying 7,500-ton
loads of , oll, tanks, etc., to the fighting zones, shows the sen-
ate mill affairs sub-committee a model of a new freight-carrying
submarine which he designed. Lake is in foreground. Lef! to right,
Senator Edwin C. Johnson and Senatlor Josh Lee.
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‘That's sure some pu ture you're
drawin’, Mr. Curran,” answered
Lois. “Only it don't seem to regis-
ter somehow. I'd rather have my

| brones.”

Curran glared at her, a self-pos-
sessed little figure, standing erect
| in her chaps and stained overalls
With one hand he could have
swung her into the air. Desire and
thwarted will united in the resolve
| to overcome her here, to break her
| as Dave Bruce had broken Black
Dawn.

He seized her in his arms and
tried to press his lips to hers.

A resounding slap reddened the
foreman’'s cheek, Lois broke away.
confronting him with fists clench-
ed and heaving breast.

“You try that trick again,
(‘u:ran. and I'll set the herd
you,” she said.

Mr. I
|

He had seen enough of |
over the wild |

fear in it,
Lols’ strange power
broncs.

He turned away,
back to where he
horse, climbed into

|

slowly |
left his |
saddle. |

went
had
the

“You think over what 1 said,"” he
called. “You'd be crazy to turn
down a proposition like that,
Think you'll be gettin’' a better

one, huh? I'll see yuh at the hang-
in', and I'll be comin’ back here
for my answer soon.”

L.ois watched him ride away
She felt perfectly secure, A whis-
tle from her would have brought
the herd running headlong with
Black Dawn leading, a fighting,
| tearing, kicking, crunching fury

“T hate him,"” whe said to herself,
“You're bad medicine, Mr., Curran.
I'm glad that you got beaten up
yesterday."

on |

Curran's glare had something of |

“You try that trick again, Mr, Curran, and 'l set the herd on you "

Suddenly, to her astonishmen
she felt tears upon her
Wils YEOArs sincd
tears. She had learned to take ev
erything philosophically. Life wns

cheeks, It

tha had hed

n't meant for happiness. At least
Lols had had no happiness in hers
save for rare talks with Hooker
when he was sober. She tried U
search her mind to find out what
she was crying about. The
eIy came Lo her as a4 shock
Suppose he didn't do It I

\\fh-ihllt! Lo herself Sup
Dave Bruce 18 innocent, Supj
it was  Lonergan

She WHS thinkin ol LMV
against he will. She wa
bering there had b I !
different ibout Uha Al 1 i
looked at her and spoken to |}
different i hi NVILY S i
the other men she had Knowl

xoeept Hooker and rir o 'R
well

1 wouldn't like im bhi

he didn’t do it Laois whi

As the aftermnoon wore «
Knols of mwen in Ll e
Mescal became 1t () 1 a
WAS recognized a n
it he window., He heard

l-"" \'.‘n "-IIA :|\T ) 14 9.1

8 direction

It was a little be A
when Sheriff Coggswell brought
him another meal and a packags

of cigareties that he himself had

bought for him Well, how yuh
feelin' Bruce?” the sheriff asked
gruffly

Might be worsd 1 suppos:

answered Dave When's the con
ner's jury golng to sit?"

Tomorrow moming. Yul Iye
wanted there to Ore t v
if yo're lucky. I s well te
yvuh, Bruce, the Cross-Bur bu
is sort of worked up over Hook
er's killin

Friends ol his, vas Ll
asked Davi You ean Curra
worked up ver that beatir I
gave him Yyesterday Wel hu
sure got what he had comin to
him, af tryin' to get me tramp
led by that outlaw stalho

Coggswell fingered his clipped
mustache I ain't got nothin’ to
do with Curran's motives he re
plied. “I'm thinkin’ of my reputa
tion. 1 been sheriff here for two
years now, since Mr. Brown died
and theres been nary nchin bee
since 1 took hold. 1 don'l mim tol
have my record spolied

‘Well, 1 ain't going to tn b
spoll that record of yours, shenftt
answered Davi Hghting a cliga
stte. So what's the ldea”

“Yep, I'm goin' to do my best |
to purtect yuh, Brucs Meanwhile |
I'm tellin’ yuh straight, the Cross
bar i8 a tough bunch to handle
S0, if yuh got anything to leave, |
yuh might as well make out yore
will, and I'll have Sims and my
self sign it. And if yuh gol any

money yuh want to send anybody
I'll take care of it. That's how
serious it looks to me."” 1
Dave opened his wallet and drew |
out the partnership agreement he)
had made with Hooker. He hand-

ed it to Coggswell, |
“You tear that up, sheriff,” he
said, “that’'ll give Miss Lois the

ownership of that valuable proper-|
ty I bought a half interest in yes-
terday. And you can see that the
duplicate that Hooker had ia torn
up too. That's all I got to leave,
except a dollar or two, which'll
buy drinks for the lynchin' party.”

Sheriff Coggswell stared at the
document in his hand. “T'll hold
it," he announced, "Dang it, it's
hard for to believe a feller ik

you would shoot an old man asleep,
Bruce. But that ain't here nor
there, If they git you, they'll have |
to git me first.” '

He left the cell room, slamming |
the door hard behind him

“That fellas white,” Dave Hillr:‘
to himself. "1 sure would like to |
have a gun in my hand, though, if |
it comes to a showdown." |

The sunlight faded abruptly
of the cell., Dave finished his meal
and resumed his station at the
window, Lighte sprang up on the
street, And now the dull mur
mur of voices that had come to
his ears all the afternoon through
the barred, closed window began
to change to a hoarse, menacing
undertone,

The crowds in

out

the street were
growing denser. The sllhouettes
surged backward and forward
about the front of the jail. Then
of a sudden there sounded the
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mob vid  hand D and
hustled him out

Mauled mnhandled, beaten and
kicked unmercif v, Dave instine
tively ;'J' Ip what resistance he
wans capal f. He drove hins
fisls right and left into the savage
faces of th nob, but It was only
f A few 0 | that he was
ibhle to | e thelr efforts to drag
nim from tha room

He felt & revolver bult descend

| upon the back of hiy head, and

| his knees began to buckle under
him., The room became a dark
vold, lit by the pin-point flame
of the dancing lamp

“"He's out h heard Curran
say. "Handle him gentle hovs
When he comes to be touched off
we want him to know about It

Incapable of further resistance,
Dave was dragged through the
anteroom and down the steps of
the jail, into the street, where
his arvival was greeted with an-

lother outhurst of savage execrn
tion from the assembled crowd

A little distance bevond the
Wayside Rest stood a tall cotton
wood, with a limb projecting some
twelve feet above the ground
About this more members of the
mob were gathered, some on foot
others on horseback And then
Dave's heart thumped, and his
wits came back to him with a
rush., For almost immediately be
neath the tree, seated bareback

on black Dawn,
(TO BE

he saw Lols
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