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In Colorful Applique

OU can retain the Ilovely
beauty of the tulips by making
this flower-like apron. Sprinkle it
with vivid tulip-colored patchwork

pieces. It will brighten your ap-
pearance with its dainty fresh-
ness.

To obtain pattern .for Applique Tulip
Apron (Pattern No. 5400) send 15 cents
and one cent for postage in coins for each
pattern desired, your name, your address
and pattern number.

HOME NEEDLEWORK
149 New Monigomery St
San Francisco California
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Production of Mints
During the past 150 years, the
mints of the United States have
uced 19,559,000,000 coins, of
which 10,892,000,000, or 56 per
cent, were pennies.

_MORE "DATES")

with its heat rash misery.
Bprinkle on Mexsana, for-
merly Mexican Heat Pow-
der. Costs little, and you
save lots in larger sises.

RESINOL.

Son of the Future
I don’t know who my grand-
father was; I am much mére con-
cerned to know what his grandson |
will be.—Lincoln.

DON'T LET

CONSTIPATION

SLOW YOoUu upP

® When bowels are sluggish and you
feel irritable, headachy, do as millions
'do — chew FEEN-A-MINT, the modern
‘chewing-gum laxative. Blnpl, chew
FEEN-A-MINT befors you go to bed,
hﬂn. only in accordance with ;-chcl

FEEN-A-MINT. Tastes good, is handy
and economical. A generous family supply

FEEN-A-MINT “10¢

10¢
HOUSEWIVES: & *

Your Waste Kitchen Fats
Are Needed for Explosives

TURN’EM IN!  * % %

OR SPREAD ON ROOSTS

Heaven-Sent Prophet
Hope is a prophet sent from
heaven.—E. R. Sill.
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That Naggin

Backache

May Warn of Disordered
Kidney Action

lld-l lllo with Ita harry and worry,

improper eating ;o‘

u risk of exposure and infee-

ﬂm-—t rows heavy strain on the work

d the klduﬂ. 'rhq are apt to me

fail to filter exrees acid

and mt-mu- from the life-giving
blood.

You may sufler nagging backacha,
headache, an- getting op nights,
leg swelling—feel constantly
tired, nervous, all worn out. Other signe
of kidney or bladder disorder are some-
times burning, scanty or too [requent

urination.
Try Doaw's Pills. Doon's help the
pass harmiul excess body
H“” ':cy hv‘:.hdr:on than haill »

of publie approval. Are recom=
mtm b pu d’

users everywhers

DOANS PILLS

THE STORY SO FAR: Private Marion
Hargrove, former feature editor of the
Charlotte (N. C.) News has been In
ducted into the army and has completed
the frst few days of his training at camp.
He has glven prospective inductees ad-
vise to “paint the town red” before
geiting into the army and once in he
tells them that “the first three weeks are
the hardest.”” He has gone through the
experience of the army physical exam,
has beem fited with a wuniform, been
classified as a cook and has had a good
taste of KPP duty. In fact,
so much of the latter thai his sergeant
is begipning to despalr. So is Private
Hargrove. He has completed & KPP ses
sion and returns to his quarters.

CHAPTER 111
I tiptoed into the squadroom so
that the sergeant wouldn't notice
that I was wearing fatigue clothes

| His voice rang out to me as 1
| passed his door, and I slunk in
|su:m1_\'.

The sergeant's face showed that

| -

e was hurt. “You were on KP
| again today, weren't you, Har-
| grove?™

{ Ilowered my eyes and scuffed my
|!ne against the floor. “‘Yes, sir."”
| *“Oh, 1 get so discouraged some-
| imes,"” the sergeant said. “I try
so hard to make something of you
|and what good does it do? Every
time I go through the kitchen I see
you in there scrubbing the sink!
How many times have you been on
KP this week?"
“Only three times,
avoiding his eyes.
| *It was all the corporal's fault,
sir,”” I said, leoking around to make
| sure that the corporal wasn't there
to defend himself. *‘Just because I
right-faced a few times when I was
| supposed to left-face, and I zigged
| when I should have zagged, and be-
cause | forgot and smoked in ranks
—and a few other things like that."
“And,” said the sergeant shaking
(his head sadly, “you just turned
| around casually every time he or-
dered ‘about-face." And you kept
| watching your feet all through drill.
| And you stayed out of step all morn-

sir,” 1 said,

he sald,

“That's all, Hargrove,"
mopping his brow; “you're not sup-
:pned to salute a non-commissioned
| officer—just go to bed.”

llng and you took those plowhand
| strides of yours and walked all
| over the man %n front of you. And
’you sassed the drillmaster three
|times. And you generally spoiled
| the whole morning's drill. Why can’t
|you be a good boy and learn the
| drills?""

‘ “I don't mean to be bad, sir,” I
| said.

“And that's another thing,"” the
| sergeant moaned. ‘‘Why must you
| say ‘sir' to the noncommissioned of-
| ficers and forget to salute the com-
missioned ones?" He mopped his
forehead wearily. “Do you know
| what the top sergeant told me to-
day?"

“No, sir,”” 1 sald, twisting my
cap and awaiting the worst.

‘“‘He said—and don’t ‘sir’ me—that
when the battery commander had
you on the carpet yesterday you
stood there leaning on the table, and
you shifted your feet eight times.
And you saluted four times during
his talk—and when you saluted you
gave a European heel-click and
bowed. And when the captain dis-
missed you, you told him, *‘Thank
you, sergeant’ and forgot to salute
when you left.”

‘““Was there anything else, sir?" 1
asked in a whisper,

““That's all, Hargrove,"” he said,
wiping great drops of perspiration
from his forehead,
| **Thank you, sir,” I said. 1 sa-
luted, clicking my heels, and turned
| to go.

““Hargrove,” the tired voice said.
“You're not supposed to salute a
noncommissioned — Never mind,
Hargrove. Just go to bed.”

——

“Just look at me,” the exercise
sergeant roars in a voice that would
go four miles against the wind. *‘Just
look! I weigh two hundred and eight
pounds and I'm in the worst physi-
cal condition I've ever been in! I
ought to be busted for the way I've
allowed myself to get fat and flab-
by! I'm ashamed!"

You look at the exercige sergeant
and wonder what he's leading up
to. To you he looks like the “‘after
taking” part of a malted yeast ad-
vertisement. He could probably lick
| his weight in police dogs,
| His next statement explains ev-
| erything. “"Now I'm going to show
| you ,an exercise that's so simple
| it’s almost ridiculous, Even I can
do it. Now, 1 don't want to hear
anybody down there admitting he's

he has had |

See Here,
Private Hargr

by Marion Hargrove

| in worse shape than 1 am It 1
can do it, you can do It—or else!"
He outlines the exercise and you

begin wondering how a contortion-
happened to wind up at Fort
Bragg. This self-styled *‘fat and
flabby" calisthenics master doesn't
have any knees or elbows You
stand there waiting to hear his spine
fall apart under the strain, but he
comes up all in one plece.

“That's the way 1 want you boys
to do it,"" he says, beaming cheer-
| fully, You begin to feel your face
| geMng gray and you wonder why a

bolt of lightning doesn't come to
deliver you from the prospective tor-
ture

One, Two. Three. Four. Five,
Six. Seven, Eight. One. Two—-""

The first three or four times are
the hardest. Afier that, you get the
swing of it. It's really tame stuff,
you decide

“The next exercise,' says the ser-
geant, “is what we call the quar-
ter, half and full knee bend. It
goes like this." He shows you. When
you see it, the corners of your mouth
Eo up in a sneer of derision (unless
the corporal is looking), Ho Hum,
you say to yourself. Why do they
take up time with this play?

“"Exercise one, two, three,
four—" Quarter, half, full recover
Your knees get That Tired Feeling
after the third time. After the sixth
time, you feel your eyes getting
glassy. After the ninth, you're float-
ing in space. By the time the ex-
ercise is over, nothing matters any
more,

Before you have marched off the
drill fleld you notice that you still
haven't collapsed. In fact, you find
to your disappointment that you're
beginning to feel good. All lim-
bered up.

Quarantine has been lifted for us
of the July 17 contingency. 1If the
sergeant wasn't looking over my
shoulder, I'd say it's about time
Before our release from isolation,
Army style, I was able to get around
and swap lies and gripes with ev.
ery one of the boys in our group.

A little under 100 per cent of
themm came up with the same ac-
count, which reads as follows: *‘Our
battery has the worst food in the
Army. We've got the worst ser-
geant in the battery. No kidding,
though, our platoon makes all the
others look crummy. Here two
weeks already and I haven't pulled
KP or had the sergeant jump me a
time yet. Don't tell a soul, but I
think they're going to make me a

ist

corporal’ All of which is a lot of
hot air.
Actually, they're fighting to get

into the mess hall fifst at every
meal. They're gaining weight and
tanning where they used to blister,
They're sassing their sergeants, who
deplore them as the sorriest bunch
of rookies they ever sweated over,
Every one of them has been on KP
at least once.
__._..-

By the time Congress says [ may
go home and be a mere civilian
again, I suppose I'll be the best sol-
dier at Fort Bragg. At least ] seem
to get more individual attention than
anyone else. Private tutoring, I al-
ways tell the boys.

We were at work the other morn-
ing learning how to handle a rifle
The sergeant was putting us through
our paces.

“Hargrove,” he sald with Infinite
sweetness, “‘where is the balance of
your rifle?"”

““This is all the supply sergeant
gave me, sir,” 1 said. "1 thought
it was all here."”

The sergeant slapped his forehead
and mumbled something furiously
under his breath. ‘““Wonder-child,"”
he said, ‘‘this (pointing) is the bal-
ance of your rifle. I can't imagine
why they call it that, unless it's be-
cause when you hold the rifle there
| with one hand, it's balanced.” He
then went on for a few minutes, ex-
plaining a few of the things I bad
| still failed to master.

““Now do you understand it?" he
asked, beaming at me with a look
made of all sweet accord.

“No, sir,”” I said.

The sergeant sighed wearily.
“Private Hargrove," he said, "right
down by the next barracks there's a
group of young people who are prac-
ticing with rifles for the first time.
They haven't had theirs for three
days like you have. Run along
down there and see if you can keep
up with them."”

I tried. There was some confu-
sion about the orders, however. At
the end of a movement where I
wound up with my rifle on my left
shoulder, the rest of the detail had
theirs on the right. I noticed alse
that I usually finished a command
long befgre the others.

The sergeant in charge of the de-
tail commenced on this. *“You know,
Shorty,” he said, *“you have all of
these routines worked out much bet-
ter than the War Department was
able to do them. Where it took
them sixteen counts to complete the
sixteen-count manual, you always
manage somehow to complete it in
twelve."’

I was still blushing modestly when
he called the corporal over. He
sald something to the corporal, who
took me by the elbow and guided
me gently around the building at a
spot where, he said, the battery offi-
cers wouldn't see me drilling and
thereby be discouraged.

““This," he said, pronouncing each
syllable slowly and distinctly, *is
what we have come to call a rifle,

| the rifle.
| don't hang onto it or you'll have a

ilnvu.l

R-i-f-l-e. It is used for the purpose
of shooting. Primitive man, we are
told, did not have a rifle. Primitive

man was forced to bring down his |
supper with a knife, a spear, a |
stone, a bow and arrows or his own
little primitive hands."

I nodded automatically and paid

scant attention to all this, 1 al- |
ready knew it !
“Today,"” he contifued, *‘eciviliza-

tion has been improved upon to the

“In the first place you can peel
potatoes with & bayonet."

extent that—'" and he went on and
on. After that we began at the be-
ginning of the manual of arms and
took each command slowly. The
corporal sweated for forty-ive min-
utes

““Are there any questions now, Pri- |
vate Hargrove?"

I thought for a while. “Yes, sir,”
I said. **That is, ‘ves, corporal’
What use will I have for a rifle? I'm
going to be a cook.™

The corporal mopped his brow.
““Well, Private Hargrove,” he sald,
patting me lovingly on the shoul-
der, “you'll ind use for it. Ha! ha!
In the first place, you can peel po-
tatoes with a bayonet. And in the
second place—if you're as good a
cook as you are a soldier—you'll
need it every day. After breakfast,
lunch, and supper you'll need It to
protect yourself from murder at the |
hands of your comrades in arms."”

. -

“See here, Private Hargrove,” the
sergeant sighed. “Can’t you try
just once to do something right?

Don’t you want to be a credit to the
platoon? You don’t want us to be the
worst bunch in the battery after
we've been the best for so long, do
you?"

“Please, sergeant,” 1 begged him,
“couldn’t § just stay inside for this
once? They'd never miss me at rifle
inspection. I'd be very quiet and
nobody would ever know."

He igntred the request. ““Try hard
to remember, private, these few
simple things. When the officer

reaches the man next to you, open
When he grabs your gun,

bellyache for two weeks. When he
throws it back to you, don't catch it
with your chin. And when you get
it back, snap the trigger. And heav- |
en help you if you ball this thing |

up!”

The forces of Destiny placed me
second in the front rank at inspec-
tion. We stood at attention for three
minutes before the Inspecting offi-
cer approached. For seconds after
we brought our rifles up for inspec-
tion, a fly which seemed to be a lit-
tle larger than a June bug landed on
my forehead., The sergeant shot a
warning glance across my bow and |
I decided to humor the fly. It would
go away soon, 1 told myself, al-|
though I knew it wouldn't,

The inspecting officer still had not
begun his rounds. He was waiting
for us to get off our guard. The
fly demonstrated its impatience by
stepping up to double-quick in its
pacing. *Oh, if I only had you
alone!” I thought. The itching nose |
became more insistent. A gnat made |
a three-point landing on it and began
playing about the left nostril.

I gave the sergeant a glance
which sald distinetly, "“This can't |
go on much longer. Something's go-
ing to pop!" His return glance sald,
in italicized words, “Bat just one
eyelash and I'll break your neck!"

Suddenly the inspecting officer
grabbed the rifle from the hand of
Grafenstein, who stood beside me.
His lightning swoop on the gun, cou-
pled with the speed with which Graf-
enstein relinquished it, completely
paralyzed me. An almost inaudible
groan made me look at the sergeant.
He was making furious grimaces at
me and his face looked as if he was
going to burst a blood vessel. He
kept wagging his eyes down to the
bolt of my rifle. A split second be-
fore the officer reached me, I man-
aged to pull the bolt,

1 could see the sergeant unload-
ing freight carloads of potatoes for
me to peel. 1 could see the next
weekend, with me restricted to quar-
ters while the rest of the platoon en-
joyed ihemselves in town.

The officer reached me several
lifetimes later. He looked at my
tace and sighed wearlly. Then, with
infinite tenderness, he gently lifted
the rifle from my grasp, He inspect-
ed it and handed it back to me as
though he was laying a brick on an
orchid or giving a hundred-pound
weight to his aged grandmother, He
sighed again and passed on to the
next man, whose rifle he grabbed
with the confildence that the man
wouldn't fall apart when he snatched

it.

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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| v 3 piece 9 cinten 1 | chairs covered with plain material
| s ..- "y SQUARES FIRST or o fabric with an Inconspicuous
", ¥ THEN PIECE figure
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used for luncheon mats as well as |
foro ccasional tables. Pieced and MRS, RUTH WYETH SPEARS
quilted sets protect the backs and Bedtord Mills New York
arms of upholstered chairs and Orawer 1§
keep your new slip covers clean _“'_I,'I'"rf""“ 13 cents for each book
These sets also have unusual dec- | | o o5
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NO ASPIRIN

can do more for you, so why pay morelP
World slargest seller at 10¢. 36 tablets 204,
100 for only 3i¢. Get St, Joseph Asgunin,

CABINET SINK UNIT

e ||

I Russian Newspapers

Not one of the 8,000 newspapers
published in Soviet Russia carries
L:l:'n‘.:ll l'l']llfl".f]'l' comic 'TI'.']'! or
Crime news,

58“-60"-62"-64"-66"-68"

-70".72" I

From $36.40 to $39.90

Will take any size sink up to
and including 21"x33"

unita both

1 fit any ‘

We maka 55 wmizes of
uppers and lowers that w
They
gether easily on the job

size kitchen are buolted o

individually

ted

Cases Are packed

it hardware and un

SNAPPY FACTS

ABROUT

RUBBER

withot pal

Write for free circunlar and com-
plete Information.

BRIGHTER HOMES STORE
858 Pearl -

L]

| 3
Eugene, Ore. ' A‘
|

. o | The first privately owned
Remember that stufMing | turnpike toll company to be
when heated. Never pack it in too orgunized in this country weis

expands

tightly - the Philadelphia and Lan-
ightly. If it doesn’t have room to caster Turnpike Co., Incorpo-
expand, it will become soggy. rated In 1792, New York
L T was the first state te charge

Always add a little melted but an outomobile reglstration
ter to uncooked frosting. It im fee 1o pay highway costs and
proves the flavor and prevents in 1901 coliected 9954 In

| such feoes.
- . - |

Never let colored clothes lie in
a clothes basket or with other
clothes. Handle them separately,
and hang them to dry as soon as |
possible after they have been laun-
dered.

cracking.
In 1843 on English womon abtoined
a potent for 0 pavemen! material
consisling, among other things, of
“oll rubber.”

Flaven per cont of the tires
‘ of the 25,400 passenger cars

on MNew Jersey farms were
found te be “bald” in a check
made by Rutgers University,

g

One thing a soldier is afraid of
is a display of emotion. That's
why his slang so often sounds
derogatory. For example, he re- |
fers to the silver ecagles on his
colonel's shoulder straps as ‘‘buz-
zards." But when he speaks of his
favorite cigarette, he says: “Cam-
els."” They're first with men in the
Army as well as with Sailors, Ma-
rines, and Coast Guardsmen, (Ac-

service men's stores.) And though
there are Post Office restrictigns |
on packages to overseas Army |
men, you can still send Camels to
soldiers in the U, 8., and to men |
in the Navy, Marines, and Coast
Guard wherever they are.—Adv.

Every minute counts in
wartime. That's why so

mnylthounmil ddbuly

families depend on a
Kellogg’s Corn Flakes for ‘*
fast, easy-to-fix (but nutri- 8

tious!) breakiasts, lunches, @
suppers, Great for bed-
time snacks, too.
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Kellogg's Corn Flakes are re-
stored to WHOLE GRAIN NU-
TRITIVE YALUES of Thiamin
(Vitamin By ), Niscia snd |ron
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