RUTH WYETH SPEARS

EVERYONE knows that quick

meals in the kitchen save time,
but it was both time and space
that had to be saved in this kitch-
en where breakfasts were eaten on
the run and the children had but
a few minutes for lunch. The
problem was solved by building a
16-inch-wide counter under a win-
dow and then making simple
\Htonls to be slipped under it when
not in use, The dimensions and
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construction of the stools are
shown here. A saw, a screw driv-

er and a wood Chhtl are the oaly
tools that were used.

The stools were painted cream
pﬂlur te match the woodwork and

h) the counter was covered with
lue linoleum like the floor cover-

ing. Cream colored place mats,
napkins and window curtains em-

roidered in colorful Mexican fig-

res were then added to give a
smart note of gaiety.
« ¢ 0@

NOTE: These curtains, mats and nap-
jkins were made of flour bags and the gay
filgures tell a story of life down Mexico
iway. A flower seller; a peon on his burro:

caballero with his guitar; a man lead-

R & pig to market, and girls carrving
Jugs and baskets on their heads are all
jworked in simple outline stitch. Trans-
I’ler pattern including enough figures for
sIx mats, six napkins, borders for one
Ppair of curtains and extra figures for
several pot holders, is available to our
syeaders. You will find directions also for
Jnany other fascinating things to make in
'‘Mrs. Spears Book 7, Send order direct to:

MRS, RUTH WYETH SPEARS |
Bedford Hills New York
Drawer 10

Enclose 10 cents for Book No. 7 and
15 cents for pattern.
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J. Fuller Pep

By JERRY LINK

“Fuller,” says Aunt Netty, the
other day. “"Folks are like wine,
Some sour with age, and some,
like you, get better!"

“Mebbe,” says I, plckin® up that
little compliment, “that's because
i Teel 80 good most of the time
For, 5'.”1 Know, folks, when you
Jeed good your dispositi -:; s apt to
tl'* hll_.li t-'n...l'u._} ljuL Lo |t AL, :n- 'u
got to eat right, wh fJ. 1!.1','.!
gettin' all wyour 1.11;1."..'.:.:- .-’x:.-,
BRELLOGG'S PEP {s extra-rich 11
the two most HfT.i-‘IJ. short 1
NAry meals A ‘n. B,
Lllh"ll} fin t‘-xL‘wtl 00
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Hillyggs g

A delicrous cereal that supplies per serving
LI oc.)i the full mmimum daily need of
vitamun [D: ] 4 the davly need of vitamm B,
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oo NERVOUS
IF YOU'RE

on“certain days' of month

If functional monthly disturbances
make you nervous, restless, high-
strung, cranky, blue, at such times
~try Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound - famous for over 60
years — to help relieve such pain
and nervous feelings of women's
“difficult days."

1aken regularly - Pinkham's
Compound helps bulld up resist-
Ance against such annoying symp-
toms, Follow label directions. Well
worth trying!

i

~—that will save you many a
dollar will esca you if
you fail to read carefully and

regularly the advertising of
local merchants » » »
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QUEENSTOWN NEWS

By ARTHUR STFIINGER

THE STORY SO0 FAR: To help save
Norland Alrways Alan Slade agrees to
fily a supposed sclentist named Frayne
and his assistant, Karnell, to the Ana-
wotte river In search of the trumpeter
swan. With the proceeds Slade's part-
ner, Cruger, buys a new Lockheed, which
Is stolen. When Slade returns from the
Anawotto he starts out to find the
plane, alded by an eskimo named Uma-
nak and by his old prospector friends,
Zeke and Minty. Slade goes to Frayne's
camp, where he learns that the missing
plane is being used by Frayne to take
something out of the country. Slim Tum-
stead, a no-good flyver who has lost his
license, Is Frayne's pilot. When Slade
attempts to investigate the plane's car-
g0 he is knocked unconscious by Karnell.
He Is “‘rescued” by Tumstead, only to
be abandoned by him on a deserted is.
land. Zeke and Minty find Slade’'s plane
and stay to guard it. Slade escapes to
the mainland. Umanak is found, exhaust-
ed, by Dr. Morlock and his daughter,
Lynn, and he tells them he has found
the missing plane. He has also brought
a sample of the plane's cargo, which
turns out te be pitchblende, source of a
new kind of power. They decide to take
Umanak home and then look for Slade.

Now continue n‘th the story.

CHAPTER XVI

But taking Umanak home had its
difficulties.

““No like devil-bird,"”” was his stub-
born protest,

But the Flying Padre was insist-
ent. And Lynn, after much talk
and argument, finally persuaded the
old Innuit to climb into the cabin.
There he crouched down in a cor-
ner, with his hands covering his
face, He moaned aloud as the plane
took off. He continued to sweat and

| shiver on the trip back to Iviuk In-

let. And once there, disdaining
Lynn's help, he disembarked with
unexpected celerity, to be surround-
ed by an admiring group of natives
exclamations of envy did
much to restore the old man’'s shat-

| tered morale

But Lynn's father was no longer
interested in Umanak.

“Our next job,"” he said, *'is to

' get in touch with Corporal McGarry
| at Great Bear.

This begins to look
liIke a case where the territorial au-
thorities ought to get busy.'’

Lynn showed no active interest in
that suggestion.

“Our first ]ub"
““i1s to find Alan.'

Some unlooked-for timbre of de-
termination in her voice brought the
Flying Padre's glance about to her
face.

"“But 1 feel we ought to swing over
to Echo Harbor first. Umanak's an
Eskimo, and you can, of course, dis-
count his story a little. But if he's
found what he says there it ought to
be confirmed."

*That can wait,”

Lynn studied the country over
which the faded blue wings of the
Flying Padre's plane drifted like a
shadow. It was country that was
new to her, yet In its general as-
pects it was oddly familiar.

She sighed as the Flying Padre
banked and turned and settled down
on a blue-watered lake where the
wild fowl scuttled away at their ap-
proach. She remained silent as the
pontoons I:rm.ui slowly In toward
a pebblec re fringed by a scat-
tering of {*11*‘1&* ood.

*“That's all for today,” said the
man at the controls. He sat for a
moment in silence. His face looked
tired and dispirited. But when he
glanced at Lynn’'s equally dispirited
face he roused himself.

‘“This 1s exactly what we're look-

" he said with a forced

“Firewood waiting for us
a clean shoreline without mos-
quitoes.’’

“"But we t'._n'en't found
1!11- :-L Il motionless girl.

Wwe'll hLJ him,"" was the other's
quietly assured response to that,
After getting out his mooring line
he rummaged through his cabin
equipment for a jointed rod which
he kept there. He ignored Lynn's
clouded eyes as she sat watching
him make ready his rod and tackle.
““There's fish in these waters,"” he
announced. ‘‘And if you'll get things
ready we'll have a beauty or two
for supper.”

“But we haven’'t found Alan,"
repeated to herself as she
eally set about her work.

The question uf Alan's where-
abouts was still in her mind as they
took off, the ne ‘\l morning, and head-
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“It’s you who mustn’t take chances,” she reminded him.

Lynn's eyes were on that island
as they bore down on it. It lost its
vagueness, as they drew nearer,
and took on a new irregularity of
outline, Then she saw it was not a
dot of land. It was a gray-winged
E}ane floating there in its bath of

ue.

She could feel her heart come up
in her throat.

“The ghost
aloud.

But the Flying Padre, apparently,
had also sighted the gray wings
against the blue of unruffied north-
ern water. He turned and circled
the lake, dropping lower as he
looked.

“It's Alan’s plane,” he shouted as
his pontoons took the water. ‘“That’s
the Snow-Ball Baby."”

Lynn could feel her heart pound
as they drifted nearer. But no sign
of life came from the plane so lazily
dragging at its mooring line.

““That's queer,” he observed.
edge closer .-.md climb aboard.”

But an abrupt interruption came
to that movement.

A rifle barked from the lake bank
and a bullet went whining over his
head. As he looked up, arrested, a
second detonation echoed out over
the lake water and a second bullet
whined perilously close to his ear.
Then a voice, husky but authorita-
tive, called across the water.

“Keep off that plane,”” it com-
manded, ‘“‘or I'l drop you where
you stand."”

The Flying Padre's eye, searching
the shore, made out an unkempt
and ragged old figure with a leveled
rifle. On a rock point behind him,
a moment later, he detected a sec-
ond bewhiskered old figure, also with
a leveled rifle.

“Keep down,” was the Padre's
warning cry to the girl in the cabin.
"““I'hese fools are firing at us.” Then
he turned to the threatening figures
on the shore. ‘‘Stop it, you idiots.”

“*Not on your life,"" was the huski-
ly shouted response. ‘“‘You back
away from that plane and taxi in
here or we'll blow you out o' the
water."

The iIndignant man of medicine
considered that threat. But it failed
to stir him into action.

“Where's Alan Slade?”
n"].;."lf‘.l'il"d.

**What's that to you?"
shouted response,

“We're friends,"” called back the
Padre, ‘*who want to find him.”

He could see the rifle-barrels, at
that, waver and lower.

"“Then you'd best swing in here
and prove it,) was the call came
back to him.

“It's all right,” Lynn was saying
from the cabin hatch. *They must
be Alan’'s old miners from the Kasa-
kana."

She dropped into the pilot's seat
and started the motor, her still in-
dignant father balanced on one of
the floats as she veered about and
taxied in to the shore line.

There, as he waded ashore, the
old man with the rifle regarded him
with a skeptical eve.

“*Now, who're you?"
man's prompt challenge,

“That's not important.,” an-
nounced the Flying Padre. ‘“I'd
rather know who vou are.”

“We're a couple o' peace-lovin’
lone-panners who've been prospect-
in" back on the Kasakana. 1 an-
swer to the name o' Zeke Pratt.
And this is my bunkie, Minty Buck-
man

““Then vou know
cried Lynn

“Sure, we know Alan,” conceded
the embattled Zeke. “"And that b-.j}"s
a bit of all right BL.t what's worry-
in' us is why he n't back here
with his plane. "w e's been sittin’
there empty, day after day, and 1
don't like the looks o' things.”

“That's why we're guardin’ her,”

ncurred Minty.
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“I'll
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The Flying Padre's face remained

' thoughtful a moment.

“Could you take me to the camp

he de- |

| doing,"”’

of these people with the plane?"”

“Sure,”” said Zeke, “if you're
ready to dodge bullets on the way."

““And you have no idea why those
people are in this territory?' pur-
sued the Padre.

“From the way they've been
strippin’ and dikin' and pittin’ along
the ridges I figgered out they was
after gold. But they ain't workin’
in the right rock for color.”

“Supposing,”” said the Padre,
""they were after pitchblende?"”

That failed to impress the two
old lone-fire prospectors.

""There's pitchblende in this neck
o' the woods all right,”” conceded
Zeke, ““but what in heck would they
be doin’ with it out here?”

The Flying Padre had his own
ideas about that., A plane ferrying a
ton a trip could carry a ponderable
amount of uraninite from that un-
inhabited interior to tidewater.

“But what good would that do
Germany,” asked Lynn, ‘‘or any
other country on the other side of
the world?"

From an unmolested port like
Echo Harbor, the Padre pointed out,
a disguised Japanese whaler or even
a furtive Russian freighter could
pick up the cargo and quietly carry
1t on to Yokohama or to Vladivostok,
where it could be transshipped and
hurried on to the reducing plants
north of the Rhine.

“This thing goes a trifle wider
than you think,"” proclaimed the
Padre as his gaze went from the
two empty-eyed old sourdoughs to
the disappointingly unresponsive
face of his daughter.

“But this isn't helping us to find
Alan,” she objected.

The Padre studied the deepened
hollow in her cheek and the sharp-
ened line of the valorously poised
chin,

“I know i he agreed, ‘‘but one
seems to weave in with the other.
And I'm wondering which approach
will bring the best results."”

“If you take the one we took,”
iInterposed Minty, “vou'll git results

Il right. You'll git 'em in the shape
o' four-ounce slugs o' lead.”

“Then we'll loock 'em over from
the air first,"” said the Flying Padre.

He turned to tr e two ragged figures |

beside him.,
ever flown?"

“Sure,”’ was the prompt response.

But again Lynn interrupted.

“That’'s what we should both be
she Insisted. ‘‘While you
take Alan's ship I could take ours
and be looking for him."

“Where will you look?"
father.

“l1 can't be sure vet,"” was her
none too satisfactory answer. ‘‘But
he wouldn't be away from his ship
without some good reason.’” She
stared out over the lonely spruce
ridges. ‘“And he'd come back to it
if he could. That means he's somes-
where out there waiting for us.”

The Padre stood silent a moment.

‘““Have you old-timers

asked her

She had, as a rule, been singularly |

And the best antidote
he had learned, was

dependable,
for anxiety,

| activity.
was that old |

““All right,"” he acceded,
can't stand around idle at a time
like this, any more than I could.
But keep some system in your scout-
ing."”” He smiled at her prompt nod
of understanding. ‘“And no over-
night stuff, remember."”

“*Not if I can help it.”

“You've got to help it.,”" said
Lynn's father. ""We can’'t afford a
second searching party in these
wilds. Mark this as your base and
keep a close check on vour course.
And if the weather gets bad, head
back here. One of these men will
be keeping a signal-fire going. But
the important thing, remember, is
to spot your landmarks and know
your o

He found some ‘*'ng reassuring in
the girl’s quiet smile,

“It's you uhu mustn’'t take
chances,”” she reminded him,

For jJust a moment the firm young
jaw quivered with some darker emo-
tion. **You're all I'll have left, if any-
thing's happened to Alan.”

The Flying Padre forced a laugh.

“I'm still betting on that bush
hawk,” he stoutly maintained, ‘‘He
comes out of too hard a school noé
to know how to take care of hims
self. And toda
tomorrow we worrled about yesters
day."

ko Do din
iklrll.:

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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NATIONAL
AFFAIRS

Reviewed by
CARTER FIELD

Sub Chasers Instead of
More Ships? ... What
About Over-Optimism

Concerning the War?
Bell Syndicate—WNU Features,

WASHINGTON. — Cancellation of
the contract for a new shipyard near
New Orleans has been distorted by
some persons into a belief that the
administration is figuring on a short
war. The explanation given by the
Maritime commission—that the steel
a new yard would require is needed
for other war purposes—is correct.

As a matter of fact the starting
of aluminum plant in New York,
which is not expected to get into
production for a year, is the best
answer. New York is far from an
ideal site for any war plant—too con-
venient for a surprise bombing at-
tack. However, there was another
consideration which entered into this
decision. Unemployment in New
York city has become a problem,
and the government wanted to do
something about it,

Adding one more plant would not
greatly complicate the bombing
risk, It is frankly admitted that
bombs dropped anywhere around
New York would do plenty of dollar
damage, and, In entirely too many
locations, war damage as well.

Folks are accustomed to mag-
azine articles telling what big
bombs would do to the New
York skyscrapers. Actually the
government would infinitely pre-
fer the destruction of half a
dozen of them to 10 per cent of
that dollar damage in other
New York areas, where plants
are turning ocut badly needed
war material,

Safe From Bombing

Fortunately, most of the alumi-
num plants of the country are locat-
ed In spots as safe from bombing as

though they had been planned for

war conditions, which they definite-
ly were not. But the whole situa-
tion of war production has developed
to a point where safety from bomb-
Ing 1s not the most important con-
sideration.

The No. 1 requisite now has be-
come human transportation—that is,
the selection of a site convenient to
a large supply of labor.

Cancellation of the ship yard
contract, however, is a straw Iin
a4 more important direction so
far as war policy is concerned
than either the location of plants
or guesses as to the duration of
the war. It indicates that the
group which has been advocat-
ing more submarine chasers in-
stead of more submarine tar-
gets has scored.

It has been known for months tha
Harry Hopkins, closest person to the
President, was favorably impressed
with the idea of building more cor-
vettes, destrovers and other PTs to
combat the submarines rather than
putting additional steel—over esti-
mates already approved—into more
ships.

The idea here is that if our
forces sink one submarine we
have saved an indefinite number

of merchant ships.
L] L L ]

War Situation on
8 Fronts Critical

High administration officials are
worried about what they regard as
the excessive optimism of the people
generally with respect to the war.
The war, they tell you privately, is
not going well.

The situation on eight different
fronts is critical,

These are:

1. Russia — specifically the Nazi
drive toward the Caucasus.

2. Shipping—because enemy sub-
marines are actually increasing in
number, and because ship sinkings

exceed new construction, and have
for some time

3. The North Pacific—where
the Japanese landings on the
Aleutians seem to cause more

worry than newspaper articles
indicate,

4. North Africa — where no on
knows when Rommel may begin an.
other successful offensive threaten-
ing Alexandria and the Suez canal.

9. China—where the Japanese are
making the possible air bases for at-
tack against Nippon more and more
distant from their hoped-for targets.

6. The Southwest Pacific—where
the Japanese, ::iu_;p”r_ occasional
losses, are steadily increasing the
efficiency of a possible springboard
against Australia.

7. Burma-—from which an attack
on India can be lau: d wheney
the Jdl anese desire.

Iche

8. Murmansk—which is in
tant danger from German
1..11.';':.
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In every one of these theat
war, which are not listed here
order of their importance, the
tion i1s menacing. In no one of them
is there any reason for the well-
informed United Nations military
observer to take any comfort. There
is not one of the eight which might
not suddenly boll over into a tragedy

ers of
In the
situa-
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Embroidered Chair Set,

‘ FTHAT fun to embroider this

pretty bowl of flowers in gay
colors!—And when vou've made
the last lazy daisy stitch and fin-
iIshed the cut-work bowl, you're
ready to add beauty to chair or
buffet!

Pattern 411 contains a transfer pattern
of a 12'3 by 142 inch chair back and two
o' by 10'; inch arm rests: illustrations

of stitches; materials required. Send your
order to:

Sewing Circle Needlecraft Dept.
82 Eighth Ave. New York

Enclose 15 cents (plus one cent to
cover cost of mailing) for Pattern

NL}-
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Address

Acid lndlgestlon

What nln{ Doctors do for it

When excess st acid canses gus, sour stomaeh
or heartburn, doetors prescribe the fastest - acting
medicines known for symtomatie relief — medicines
like those in Hell-ans Tablets, No laxative. If yvoar
very first tral doesn't prove Bell-ans better, returm
bottle to us and get double your money back, Se.
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Everybody wants to know what
to send a soldier, sailor, Coast
Guardsman, or Marine. The an-
swer 1s simple if he smokes a pipe
or rolls-his-own. Send a pound of
tobacco. Tobacco, according to
numerous surveys among the men
themselves, is the gift most ap-
preciated, and most wanted. Fa-
vorite smoking tobacco of many
service men 1s Prince Albert, the
National Joy Smoke—a title well-
deserved since Prince Albert is
the world's largest-selling smok-
ing tobacco. Local dealers are
featuring Prince Albert in the
pound can as ideal gifts to men
in the service.—Adyv.

JUST A
DASH IN FEATHERS ..

OR SPREAD ON ROOSTS

HOUSEWIVES: * % %

Your Waste Kitchen Fats
Are Needed for Explosives

TURN’EM IN! % % %

Feet Itch? Do This

Get New scientific formula called PERMEEN
- Helps bring quick, blessed relief from itching,
sore, irnitated, cra: l-u.-d feet. Kills Fungi upon
contact Flumm will notstain Hc bef or money
hn k. :‘:r—ﬁf‘rr—-!.! at your druggist or direct to
Chemical Research Prod Jnc., Roselle Park,N.].

pEnMEE FOR QUICK

RELIEF
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When Your
Back Hurts -

And Your Strength and

Energy Is Below Par

It may be caused by disorder of kid-
ney f{unction that permits ; isonous
waste to accumulate, hlr truly many
people feel tired, weak and miserable
when the kidneys fail to remove excess
acids and other waste matter {rom the
blood.

You may suffer magging backache,
rheumatie pains, headaches, dizziness,
EH‘ ng up nights, leg pains, swelling.
Sometimes [requent and scanty urina-
tion with smarting and burning s an-
other sign that something s wrong with
the kidneys or bladder,

T here should be no doubt that prompt
treatment {8 wiser than peglect. Use
Doan's Pills. It Is better to rely on a
medicine that bas won countrywide ap-

roval than on something less {avorably
Enuwn. Doan's bave been tried and test-
ed many vears. Are at all drug storea.
Get Doan'» today.

DOANSPILLS
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