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HOW’ NOW
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Green apprentices in amphibious warfare in the days of Gualalcanal and bloody Tarawa, “Unch
Sam’s P:giﬁc fighter’s nol:v have their master’s degree—but they got it the hard way. Their grat
uation thesis” was the winning of almost impregnable Iwo Jima. Illustrated above the steps
the invasion pattern that has now b lassic: my air power grounded and planes knock;d
out by weeks of aerial bombardment; the foe driven from beachheads and under cover by poutx‘xni
ing shells and rockets from warships, which also aims to knock out shore batteries; the acti
landing, under covering fire; the battle to “secure” the objective; Seabees, on heels of invasion
forcesjrepair airfields for our use, bring in tons of gupphel, set up mechanical and engineering
equipment; finally, the mopping up of last-ditch survivors.

REUNION IN SCHOONDYKO

NON-BOUNCER

United States fliers bombing rail-
ways in Burma found that often a
bomb would ricochet into the
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Nature was almost too bountiful out in central Nebraska, where there was such a bumpe®
crop that storing and preserving it is a critical problem. In photo above, 24,000 bushels lie
gound outside an elevator, at Shelton, Neb. Elevator is full and has a heavy backlog.

DON'T BE AN ABSENTEE

=keep working regularly.

Everybody's happy as Mr. and Mrs. Marten Zgonevylle welcome
to their home near $Schoondyko, Hclland, the granddaughter they
haven’t seen since 1921. She is WAC Pfc. Neeltje Zoonevylle,
whose parents took her to Sodus, N. Y., when she was 16 months
old. She grew up there and now is serving with the USAAF 9th
Bombardment division.

FRIEND AND FOE FIND REFUGE

o

German prisoners and their American guards take cover beneath
a tank destroyer as a hail of Nazi shells whistles over head. Pris-
oners were taken by 4th Division troops of the U.S. Third Army
during advances across the Pruem Valley. °
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“You know it?” Pam leaned for-
ward, her own face flushed. “What
is it> What's the matter?”

He had collected himself, but he
held the god hard in one of his
powerful hands.

‘Where did you get this —
thing?” he demanded, and, for the
moment, even the girl herself seem-
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the thing he held!

“It’s uncle’s” She was shaken
by his eniction; she felt the ten-
sion, the excitement of his discov-
ery. “He wouldn’t give it to me —
I put it liere for — fun!”

He looked at her for the first
time without seeming to be aware
of her; his face was so white that
his eves lcoked black.

“Where's your uncle?” he asked
excitedly.

“He ought to be here soon. It’s
late now for him,” she glanced to-

ward the window.
* * -

Mark, holding the jade god in his
hands, looked down at her and
seemed to come to himself.

see your uncle,” he said
Tha ~iel’s  awves alld
The girl's cyes travel
ace to the ugly green jade

haoda
Tands.

“That’s the key to something.”
she said excitedly, “I see that! Will
it — help you?”

“It will — if your uncle will tell
me about it — tell me where he got
it. I know when — I know almost
to a minute about that!™

She rose and came over to him,
touching it in his hands, wonder
in her eyes. “It has always held
me -- was this why?”

He did not touch her; he knew
that she cared; but she might bave
been wrapped in fire, he would ne-
ver take her in his arms until he
was cleared! But his eyes held hers.

“If you hear hard things of me,
unbelievable things, will you trust
me? Will you believe in me?” he
demanded passionately. “Can you
— believe in me, Pam?”

* * -

It was the first time he had spo-
ken her name thus, and she was
touched by it. It had a new sound
on his lips, he made it a symbol of
love — the love he could not claim.

“I'll believe in you!” she smiled
back bravely, but her eyes were
wet with tears; she suddenly saw
his hands again and now she un-
derstood — they were the hands of
a prisoner, knotted with work!

They were still standing thus,
looking at each other, when there
was the stir of an arrival in the
ball. Mark.looked at her question-
ingly; she nodded.

“It's Uncle—and Aunt Lynn.”

Something like triumph came
into his face; he gripped the jade
god in one powerful hand, the other
fell at his side, clenched.

“You're going to ask him now
the girl breathed. She was only
vaguely aware of the thing it meant
to him, but she knew that it had
some deep significance.

He nodded.

* * *

They were standing together on
the hearthrug, the light of the lamp
cast a soft glow behind them, out-
5 them. They stood waiting.
They were  still waiting silently
when Mrs. Lynn came rustling.in
and, behind her, a little bowed about
the’ shoulders, looking a little older,
the millionaire himself. Mrs. Lynn,
seeing the two, exclaimed.

‘Why, Pamela, 1 thought you
were cut! Mr. Byram, please touch
that Jight-switch behind you. I hate
gloom!”

Burleson laughed a little harshly.
“Butterflies like light,” he remarked
humorously, smiling at his sisier-
in-law.

“Pam, I want some tea=" her
aunt began, and then she stopped.
She had become abruptly aware of
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You Will Enjoy Staying At

The ST. REGIS HOTEL
TORONTO .

@® Every Roowm with Bsth, Show-
er and Celephone.

@ Single, $2.50 up—
Dduble, $3.50 up.

@ Guod Food. Dining and Daac-

Scme up and coming young-
sters are pictured here. At left,
Helen Sue Goldy, 3, balances
on one foot on the thun.b of her
father, Sid Goldy, of Los An-
geles. Helen regularly enter-
tains servicemen with her ex-
traodinary balancing feats.
Above, youngest children in the
world to perform on the high
wire, Marion, 4, and Carla, 6,
of the famous Wallenda circus
family, have poise of vet-
erans asgthey practice at Ring-
ling Brothers’ Sarasota, Fla,
winter quarters.

iheir aititude, and she saw Mark's
face. “Why, Mr. Byram!”
- - *

Mark did not seem to hear her.
He walked slowly over to the lib-
rary table where Burleson stood,
and the older man, searching his
face in the new strong light, did
not move, He seemed suddenly to
see something in it that held him.
Mark came necarer and opened his
hands. In the hollow of his palms
the jade god squatted like a tead.
Burleson stared at it and stared up
at the young man. He apparently
linked the two by some. chain of
circumstances, arnd the age in his
own face deepened, the lines- grew
sharp, his eyes dulled. The two wo-
men watched them, Mrs. Lynn in
amazement, Pam with a beating
heart. It seemed eons before Mark
spoke.

“1 know this thing,” he said slow-
ly; “it has a curious mark under-
neath—see?” He turned it over,
holding it close to Burleson. “Will
you tell me when it ~ame to you?”

* L -

Burleson’s hands clenched, he
grew grayly white, then, suddenly,
that red Streak ran up between his
eyebrows to his hair. The eifeci was
ghastly. Mrs. Lynn caught Pam’s
wrist in clutching fingers and
whispered:

“Send that man away—your un-
cle’s going to have a fit!”

Her voice was only a murmur,
but it broke the spell that held them
—staring at the jade god.

“Will you tell me?” Mark re-
peated, in his deep voice, “you
know me, Mr. Burleson?”

“Yes,” he said slowly, “I know
you now!” As he spoke he took an
unsteady step forward and laid one
hand upon a chair.

“Then—tell me!” Mark demand-
ed hoarsely; “help me that much
nowt” and he followed the older
man, holding out the mocking god.

Burleson turned and looked back
at him. He was breathing hard;
suddenly a fire leaped into his eyes,
he stretched out his shaking hand,
seized the god and flung it with all
his force into the corner. It struck
the edge of the great mantel, slant-
ed, spun like a top against the brass
fender. and fell, broken in a thou-
cand pieces on the floor,

(To Be Continued)
—

How Can ”

By Anne Ashley

Q. How can I make a glove
stretcher?

A. A curling iron is excellent
for stretching the fingers of wash-
able kid gloves.

Q. How can I make « wall paper
cleaner?

A. By making a paste by mixing
3 cupfuls of flour, 3 tablespoonfuls
of ammonia and 14 cupfuls of
water. Roll this into balls of con-
venient size to fit the hand. Rub
a ball over the paper and it will
clean thoroughly.

Q. How con I make an iron
smooth?

A. One of the best methods for,
making an iron slick and smooth
is to run the iron over a piece of
an old candle, used on a folded
newsnaper.

Q. How can I remove acid staine
from marble?

A. Try rubbing with ammonia.
But one should avoid allowing any

- acids, such as lemon, to come in

contact with marble.

Q. How can I make better win-
dow shades?

A. Some persons prefer oilcloth
window shades to cretonne, as it
keeps out the sun better. All nec-
essary is to cut the oilcloth the re-
quired width and tack it to the rol-
ers. Stitch a hem at the bottom to
hold the stick, or make scallops if

ing Nightly.
Sherbourne at Carlton
Tel RA 4135

preferred, though the stick holds
the shade better.

Modern Etiquette

By Roberta Lee

1. Is an unmarried woman pre-
sented to a married- one when
making an introduction?

3. How soon after a visit, should
a house guest write a “bread and
butter” letter? -

3. In general conversation is it
ever permissible to contradict a
person?

4. If a womanr is staying at a
hotel, would it be all right for
a waiter to bring a breal:fas¢ tray
into- her room while she is still
in a robe?

5. Should 2 person who talks
exceptionally well monopolize the
conversation at any social affairs?

6. Is it proper to number the
pages of a social letter?

Answers =

1. Yes, unless the single woman

is considerably older’ than the -

married one. A bride of twenty
years should be  presented to a
woman of fifty, regardless of whet-
her the latter is married or single.
2. Immediately upon arriving home,
the same day if possible. Under
ne circumstances should she delay
this letter for a week or more. 3.
While flat contradiction is said to
be always rude, in exceptional in-
stances a contradiction may be done
tactfully. 4. Yes, this is customary.

A woman would hardly care to get

dressed for the day before break-
fast. 5. No. One person should
never try to do all the entertain-
ing, even if he does enjoy the spot-
light. 6. No, but the long letter
should be written on consecutive
pages.

Drift From Farm

In 1921, according to the Domin-
ion Bureau of Statistics, 38 of every
100 Canadian working men were
farmers; by 1941 the proportion
had fallen to 32. This is the first
time in the history of Canada that
farmers have formed less than a
third of the working population.

Flowers in their natural coloring,
combined with a crocheted edging
2% inches wide, make the loveliest
kind of adornment for your linens

You may use embroidery or cro-
chet alone. Pattern 617 has transfer
of 6 motiis averaging 42xI2 in.;
crochet directions.

Send twenty cents in coins
(stamps cannot be- accepted) for
this pattern to Wilson Needle-
craft Dept., Room 421, 73 Ade-
laide St. West, Toronto. Print
plainly pattern number, your name
and address.

Help The + Red Cross
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By
Gwenaoline P. Clarke -
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When boy meets gi-l that’s fine.
When iwo boys meet two girls
that’s generally all right too. But
when two bcys meet one girl, that
isnt so good. I remember when
son Bob and his life-long chum
were in High school, the chum
develcped a girl complex. Bob
didn’'t—at least not at that time—

had to find other interests—not so
easy after two boys have gone their
way togethei for so long, both in
the same form all through school;
both interested 1a the same hobbies,
the same sports. Such a dilemma
may well mean a bov’s first tesscn
in adjustment to changing con-
ditions ia lif-. A boy’s family can
do much ai such a iwe to bridge
the gap by creating other interests
and encouraging new friendships.
But it has to be done unobstrusively
—an adolescent boy is like a young
colt and will shy away from any
obvious means to help him meet a
difficult situation.

Bob survived the ordeal and now
young John is going through the
same experience—losing his chum
to a girl. But he already has some-
thing to take his mind off his
troubles. A graraophone—no less!
He has it in his bedroom, which,
unfortunately, is above our litile
sitting room, so that quite often i
write to the accompaaiment of old
time dance music, complete with
cowboy yodelling. Oh well, so long
as he doesn’t tuy Frank Sinatra
records . . . .

o~ . *

At long last a letter arrived
from son Bob. It was an airmail
letter, censored, crumpled and
dirty. And after reading it we knew
no more of the whereabouts of our
boy or of what he is doing than we
did before. We don't even know
what country he is in. The enemy
wouldn’t get miuch information if
it were left to that lad. However, it
was a letter and set our minds at
rest for a little while anyway.

Mother Nature is surely making

4897
SIZES
a7
@218

Make your new Spring suit! A
cardigan s voung, smart, and easy
to sew — no collar to finish! Pat-
tern 4897 includes instructions for
making it from a man’s suit.
Pattern 48¢7 comes in sizes 11, 12,
13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18. Size 13 takes
23% yards of 54-inch materal.
Send twenty cents (20c) in coins
(stamps cannot be accepted) for this
pattern to Room 421, 73 Ade-
laide St. West, Toronto. Print
painly size, name, address, style
number.

So there he was at a loose ¢and and,

a good job of snow removal. Al-
ready there are large bare areas
of land showing in the fields but,
unfortunately, the lane is still well
covered, and that doesn’t help our
transportation problems at all. Yes,
snow in the lane is too deep tor
car or wagon wheels and the high-
way too bare for sleighs. Thus one
day when Partner went for chop
he thought at first it would be
necessary to load the bags on the
sleigh at the barn, then transfer
them to the wagon at the road,
which would have meant a lot of
heavy, extra - work. Finally he

45 Db nn o seeallon 1oad
0 putl on a4 smanlr isad

and take a chance on the wagon.
I watched him go and how that
wagon rocked and lurched.
- * -

While the men were away I paid
a visit to tke car. More than that
I got behind the wh:el and step-
ped on the starter.  After three
months rest, don't forget. What
happened? Yon don’t know my old
Lizzie or you wouidn't ask chat.
One step on the starter and away
she went! That is, her engine, not
the wheels. But to hear the purr
of :he motor, to know the battery
wasn't cracked, nor the radiator
frozen, that was really quite a load
off my mind. First thing you know
we'll be going places and seeing
things. Maybe!

Wettest Spot

Burnley, the British cotton town,
in Lancashire is claimed the wet-
test town in.Britain, i

Residents have nmow written to
the board of trade asking 18 ex-’
tra clothes coupons to each in-
habitant to be used for raincoats.

Local weather experts claim
that Burnley has 272 wet_days a
year, and an annual rainfall of
42.8 inches. Their raincoats soon
wear out.

AreYou Overtired

Whether you overwork, worry or
expend your energies in the social
whirl, the result is the same — chronie
fatigue or nervous exhaustion.

Your nerves and bedily organs are
also tired so that digestion fails and
you lie awake at nights unable to
sleep.

Perhaps there is nothing that can so
definitely heip you as Dr. Chase’s
NERVE FOOD. Many people find
this io be the case. Why not benefit
by their experience.
Ask for the new econ-
omy size bottie ‘of

.Dr. Chase’s ¢
Nerve Food

60s,—60cts.
180s—$1.50

ILLIAMS

CAMPHORATED
MYSTARD CREAM

aches and breaks up head colds Gives prompt
relief and prevents further complications.
WLUANS CANPHORATTR WUSTARD CREAM 25¢ o jr of drug storms




