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*";S" GOES TO WAR .Jf,-.

rKA| T W.N.U. RELEASE -"V^.
TIIE STORY Tlll'S FAR: Forty-four-

year-old Wilbert Winkle, who If the pro-
prietor of a general repair shop In
the alley back of hit home. Is notified
by his draft board that he is In 1-A. He
had thought that the doctor who exam-
toed him would not overlook his dyspep-
sia, his near-sightedness and his caved-
la cbest. He breaks the bad news to his
wife. Amy, and goes to work without klsi-
Ing her goodby. The next day a news*
paper photographer calls on him at his
shop and takes bis picture, which ap-
pears later on the front page under the
capUon, "Winkle Proud to Fight." The
story explains that Winkle was the first
married selectee In SpringvUle to be
called.

CHAPTER 111

"The telephone's been ringing
ever since the paper came out," she
announced. "People I haven't seen
or heard of .in years have called.
One woman I didn't know at all?l
mean, she was a perfect stranger."

"What did she want?" asked Mr.
Winkle.

Amy looked baffled. "I don't
know," she replied. "She said she
just felt she had to call. As if?oh,
Wilbert, as if you were dead al-
ready."

Mrs. Winkle had often glared at
him as ifherself wishing him dead,

The Pettigrews were first to ar-
rive. Mrs. Pettigrew was red-eyed
from weeping.

and now her concern that he might
be killed seemed a little outlandish.

Mr. Winkle merely said, "Well,
I'm not dead."

"Wilbert, how do you really feel?
This morning there wasn't time to
find out." Mrs. Winkle gazed at him
doubtfully.

Again, at her hesitancy, at this
suggestion that the upper hand was
being returned to him, Mr. Winkle
had an impulse to remind her of
certain things. And again he re-
frained, not thinking the urge was
quite decent. But he did protest,
"Amy, don't you look at me like
that."

"Like what?" she asked.
"As if I?that mouse-look," he ac-

cused.
She looked abashed. At first Mr.

Winkle could not accept the fact that
the expression was on her face.

"I didn't mean to," she replied.
She sounded humble.

"I can't help being the way I
am," Mr. Winkle stated.

"Of course, dear. No one can."
Mr. Winkle was amazed. But still

he didn't say anything about the
miracle occurring before his very
eyes. He didn't care to embarrass
Amy.

"I feel," he said in answer to her
previous question, "like taking two
doses for my dyspepsia." He fum-
bled in his pocket for his pills and
brought them out.

"Some people are coming in to-
night," Mrs. Winkle revealed as she
bustled to get dinner. "Just the
folks on the street."

Astounded, Mr. Winkle asked,
"What for?"

"Well, they wanted to see you.
Especially the Pettigrews. Their
boy, Jack, has been called, too. He's
twenty, you know. He'll be going
off with you."

The evening, when it came around,
was something of a combination of
a funeral, a wedding, a family re-
union, and a celebration for a per-
son about to leave on a dangerous
expedition.

The Pettigrews were the first to
arrive. Mrs. Pettigrew was red-eyed

from weeping, and she burst into
new tears when she saw Mr. Winkle.

"They probably won't take you,"

she wept, "but Jack?Jack?they'll
take him, and he's only a baby."

Mr. Pettigrew himself said, "This
is crazy, Winkle. Here's Jack, hard-
ly over sucking his thumbs. And
here's you, old enough to be his fa-
ther."

Mr. Winkle and Jack eyed each
other. The boy was self-conscious,
as the young are in the presence of
their elders who discuss them. Mr.
Winkle, in his position as an adult,
felt called upon to say something

even though he really had nothing to
say.

"Well, Jack," he told the boy, "it
looks as if we're being called by our
country."

"Yes, sir," Jack said. He could
make no more of Mr. Winkle being
drafted along with him than Mr.
Winkle could make of Jack being
selected along with him. Mr. Win-
kle wished that the boy wouldn't be
quite so respectful.

More people came. They chat-
tered, and gazed curiously at Mrs.
Winkle, as if they couldn't believe
what their eyes saw nor what their
ears heard. Some of them were
earnest about Mr. Winkle's predica-
ment, some wondered, and others
were amused. Mr. Winkle liked the
last least of all. He didn't see why
people should laugh at him.

Mr. Wescott, their next-door neigh-
bor, a rather pompous individual,
cornered Mr. Winkle and stated, "If
you're the kind of soldier we're go-
ing to have, God help us." He stared
at Mr. Winkle as if to ask him how
he ever got himself into this.

Mr. Winkle didn't think this was
very patriotic.

Mr. Wescott, who was prone to tell
anybody all about how anything was
conducted, and who could well afford
to inform Mr. Winkle about his fu-
ture because he was over forty-five
and not subject to military duty,
went on to say, "Of course, you
know they won't use you as a com-
batant."

"You don't think so?" Mr. Winkle
asked hopefully.

"Think it out for yourself, man,"
Mr. Wescott lectured. "They'll have
enough young fellows to do the actu-
al fighting. They want men in their
proper places, according to their
abilities. That's why they're calling
you in the first place, so you can
release a fighting man to fight."

Mr. Winkle was encouraged.
"They won't waste you as a kill-

er," Mr. Wescott assured him.
Mr. Winkle didn't know whether

to feel flattered or insulted.
His neighbor looked at him criti-

cally, as if gauging him for the first
time. "You wouldn't be any good,
anyway. They'll use you in some
Kind of mechanical work."

"Well," said Mr. Winkle, "I could
handle that." His courage took hold
of him at this talk. "But, under-
stand me, if I thought I was capable
of using a gun, I'd do it anywhere
they say."

"No, sir," Mr. Wescott went on,
"you'll never see active service. I
can tell you that. You don't have
to worry about that for a minute."

Mr. Winkle ceased to worry, but
only for the allowed minute, for Mr.
Wescott then looked thoughtful and
amended, "Of course, men of your
age are being used for combat in all
the other armies, and if things get
to that stage with us, I suppose
you've got to consider that you
might have to do a little shooting
or bayonet work."

When it was time for their visitors
to leave, they shook Mr. Winkle's
hand as if bidding him goodby be-
fore he went into action. Mrs. Pet-
tigrew's tears had dried, but her
perturbation remained. She plead-
ed of Mr. Winkle, "You'll look after
Jack, won't you?"

Mr. Winkle, despite all his timidity
and ineffectual outer character,
could appreciate the humor in a situ-
ation. "I think," he said, "Jack
ought to look after me."

He and Jack glanced at each oth-
er, and both smiled. The condemned
men had at least that mutual un-
derstanding.

It was nearly eleven before the
last of the guests left. Penelope

came out from the corner where she
had sulked all evening at the inva-
sion of her own peaceful life. Mr.
Winkle, out of habit, took her to
the back yard.

When he came in again he started
for the radio, to turn it on for the
nightly war news broadcast he usu-
ally favored. Then he stopped and
didn't go near it, but turned to-
ward the stairs.

"Aren't you going to listen to the
war news?" Mrs. Winkle asked.

"I don't think I will tonight."
"But why??" Mrs. Winkle began

to speak as if she were the same
person as of before this morning.
But she caught herself and then
said merely, "Oh."

Mr. Winkle felt like pinching him-
self to be sure he was awake and
that this was Amy showing such
tact and consideration. He smiled
a little, but not so she could see
him, and he decided that it was
very nice indeed to have her this
way.

They went upstairs and there,
while they prepared themselves for
the night, Mrs. Winkle commented
in a small voice that seemed to in-
dicate she had other things to say
but couldn't say them, "It was a

nice party, wasn't it?"
"Except," said Mr. Winkle, "I

don't see exactly why it was held."
Mr. Winkle found his imagination

running away with itself until his
mind was possessed of a nightmare.

He saw himself packed into a
troop transport. He had seen pic-
tures of how it was done. The
bunks, one on top of another in many
tiers, with only a narrow aisle be-
tween, made the men look like sar-

dines. Across the ocean the ship
throbbed. And then in the night
there was a dull, jarring thud. The
ship shuddered. It began to list.
Its engines stopped. Flames rose
and men pushed and fell and
screamed and struck and jumped.
Mr. Winkle was in the water, which
was covered thickly with oil. The

oil caught fire and the flames raced
toward him.

He tried to blot out this picture.
But it came again, and made him
cold all over. He was bathed in
perspiration. He began to shake
slightly and found he couldn't con-
trol it, no matter how much he
tried.

At that he learned how far Amy's
reformation had gone, and how real
it was, and that she was good-heart-
ed all along as he always knew, and
that now he was to become a sol-
dier, she was willingto express her
feelings about it, even if only silent-
ly.

Without a word, Mrs. Winkle
turned in the bed beside him. She
slipped a soft warm arm under his
neck and put the other over his
chest, and held him tightly. She
seemed to understand.

Mr. Winkle was ashamed that she
did, but greatly comforted, too.

? ? ?

The President of the United States,
To Wilbert George Winkle,

Greeting: Having submitted your-
self to a local board composed of
your neighbors for the purpose of
determining your availability for
training and service in the armed
forces of the United States, you are
hereby notified that you have now
been selected for training and serv«
ice in the Army.

Mr. Winkle had never before re-
ceived a communication from the
President.

Following his prominent newspa-
per appearance and the gathering
of the people of Maple Avenue, he
would look very foolish indeed if
he were turned down and returned
home after being sent to the Induc-
tion Center.

He understood that, even though
accepted, he had the privilege of
returning home for a week to put
his affairs in order before leaving
again for good. But his fellow
draftees had all announced their in-
tention of waiving the week's fur-
lough, and now he followed suit.
He had heard the jokes to the ef-
fect that if you could breathe or
were warm, the Army would ac-
cept you, and though he didn't like
to believe them, he prepared for
going away and staying away.

As a precaution against a drastic
circumstance, Mr. Winkle made his
will, a ceremony that not even Pe-
nelope regarded as a happy one.

He finished the few jobs he had
in the shop and would take no more.
He packed away his tools in grease
and oil, and tacked up heavy pa-

in its place over the doors fa
placed a small sign "Closed."

per over the windows. He took In
his sign and placed it on the floor
with its face against the wall. In
its place, over the doors, he placed
a small sign saying, "Closed."
He reflected that people who didn't
know his establishment wouldn't
know what was closed because he
had taken in the other sign, but
finally decided that this didn't mat>
ter in the least.

He was ready to leave.
The evening before his departure

he investigated the bag Amy had
packed for him and brought down-
stairs. In it she had put those few
articles listed in a pamphlet Mr.
Winkle had purchased at a news-
stand for guidance.

"Travel light, Mr. Selectee," this
advised. "Don't load up with bag-
gage because you won't have any
use for it. The Army is going to
clothe you, Mr. Selectee, complete
to underwear, socks and handker-
chiefs."

Only on one point had Mrs. Win-
kle deviated from the instructions.
Upon examining her packing, Mr.
Winkle found that she had included
his rubbers. He now took them out.

Firmly, showing a spark of her
old spirit, Mrs. Winkle put them
back again, rewrapping them in the
tissue paper he stripped away. "With
the rubber shortage," she said, "the
Army may not have a pair for ev-
ery man."

"I don't think they have rubbers
in the Army," Mr. Winkle protested.
"They won't let me wear them."

(TO BE CONTINUED)

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERNS

'Date' Dress Is Slim, Graceful 1-jJH

§
gathered skirt to make you look ttgj
slim and graceful. Pretty for fall Itk «r V
and winter in velvets, velveteens, S& Mj&Sttea* \.
taffetas or rayon crepe.

Pattern No. 8711 comes In sizes 12, 14. HHFST 110111 TIGHTNESS
16. 18 and 20. Size 14. short sleeves, re- wiifcVi Wtil#
quires 4','« yards of 39-inch material; QUICKLY When chest muscle.three-quarter sleeves. 4»i yards. feel "tight"and sore,

Due to an unusually large demand and RELIEVED due to a cold, rub on
current war conditions, slightly more time Mentholatum. Two vital action*is required In filling orders for a few of bring quick relief: (1) Mentholatum
the most popular pattern numbers. stimulates surface chculation-

Send your order to: helping to "loosen" the tight
muscles. (2) Soothing medicinal

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT. mp
P
m Thma't530 South Wells St. Chicago r, ? ?i . »

_
, , , Get Mentholatum. Jars, tubes, 30A,

Enclose 25 cents In coins for each
pattern desired. H 4 LJ 1fllI*lJI P IPattern No Size

?Buy War Savings Bonds?-
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* America's Favorite Cereal! *

I tfk&ye* |
: CORN FLAKES :
J "*Th« Grains are Craat Foods"? ifalfiiygj j

W
A Fashion 'Must.' ? Kellogg's Corn Flakes bring you \ "WitE KNOW what a "date" dress JL nearly all the protective food elements /P/l/)|f /Jsshould have?and this one » of the whole grain declared essential /C/%J ffN ASw

has everything! A close-fitting J to human nutrition. /flj »?* /M ?
waist and peplum a fashion I ' MI\FQ Itxf W
"must" this year?and a softly *W nwC m "H?~ %«. " aw*+

FACTORY-COHTROILED

RECAPPING
Grade A Quality Camelback Used

Why You Get a Better Job With
Firestone Factory-Control Methods
(1) THOROUGH INSPECTION / I
Before any work is done, your tire I/ I
is thoroughly inspected. Any weak <raßjEjQKJ^\J 1/(S*)/ \u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0 m
spots or nail holes are marked for f
repaif ' M 6.00x16 /
(2) EXPERT REPAIRING fS > S (? I
When repairs are needed, a trained /C r$ £ \ jßJssSy OTHER SIZES M
specialist using latest approved }}\CC r

PROPORTIONATELY \u25a0

methods builds up weakened or jßfl v
LOW J

(3) CONTROLLED BUFFING
The worn tread is precision-buffed

(4) ACCURATE TREADING
New tread rubber of highest quality
is carefully applied to the buffed <r iT^
tread base. Care and precision insure

(5) SCIENTIFIC CURING
> \ (f

S ee Us for the Finest f
j ruc k anc * Tractor Tire [

11mLl *mKP ' 1 Recapping with the Very f
Best Quality Materials |;|
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