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Live Stock Commission 

BYERS BROS & CO. 
A Real Live Stock Com. Firm 

At the Omaha Market 

FEATHERS WANTED 
WANTED— FANCY FEATHERS, pheas- 
ant whole or loose tail leathers, body dry 
skins, quills, goose and duck, new or old. 
FARMERS STORE. MITCHELL, 8. D. 

Stove & Furnace Repairs 
DrDAlDC FOR ANY STOVE 
If tr A I ft 9 FURNACE or BOILER 

Prompt Shipments Since 1883 

Order Through Your Dealer 
Compliments 

OMAHA ITOVI REPAIR WORKS 
OMAHA. ME BRAS HA 

Ill-Fated Chesapeake Has 
No Namesake in Navy 

Owing to the misadventures of 
the first American naval vessel to 
be called the Chesapeake, the U. S. 
navy has never given this name to 
another combatant ship, says Col- 
lier’s. In 1807, the captain of this 
frigate, unprepared to fight, struck 
his flag and allowed his vessel to 
be searched after being fired upon 
by H.M.S. Leopard. 

Again in 1813, the crew of the 
Chesapeake, unwilling to continue 
a battle, surrendered and the ship 
was captured by the H.M.S. Shan- 
non. 

WANTED DENTAL 
MECHANICS! 

Experienced men are desired for 

positions in critical war area of Pa- 
cific Coast States. 

GOOD OPPORTUNITY 
FOR ADVANCEMENT 

Agreeable Working Conditions 
— Inquire — 

Box S*515, Western Newspaper Union 
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 

NO ASPIRIN FASTER 
than genuine, puro St. Joseph Aspirin. 
Worla s largest seller at 10c. None better, 
none surer. Why pay more? Why ever 

accept less? Demand St. Joseph Aspirin. 

VIAVI USERS 
Old, new customers! Celebrate with us 

A the 86th birthday of Dr. Law, famed 
■“ founder ot Jhe Viavi Company. Send 

your name and address and 1 will mail you 

a FREE Viavi gift. H. W. LAW, 50 Fell 
Street, San Francisco 2, California. 

FREE BOOKLET 
on ARTHRITIS AND RHEUMATISM 
If you suffer from Arthritis, Neuritis, 
Sciatica, Lumbago or any form of Rheu- 
matism ask your druggist for a free 
booklet on NUE-OVO, or write to Nne- 
Ovo, Inc., 412 S. Wells St., Chicago 7, 111. 
for YOUR FREE COPY. 

Successfully used for over 29 years 

For Relieving Miseries of 

CHILD’S COLDS 
The modem external treatment most 
young mothers use to relieve discom- 

forts of children’s colds 
... muscular soreness or 
tightness, coughing, irri- 
tation in upper bronchial 
tubes ... is Vicks Vapo- 

■"gVx. Rub. So easy to use. You 
just rub it on—and right away blessed 
relief starts to come as VapoRub .. 

pgfiETRATSs 
to upper bronchial 
tubes with its special 
medicinal vapors 

chest and back 
surfaces like a 

wanning poultice 
Often by morning most of the misery 
of the cold is gone. Remember this... 
ONLY VAPORUB Gives You this 
special penetrating-stimulating action. 
It’s time-tested, home-proved, the best 
known home rem-^ m m Am mgt a 

edy for relieving V# | V* 9 
miseries of colds, w VAPORUB 

WNU—U 42—44 

Watch Your 
Kidneys/ 

Help Them Cleanse the Blood 
of Harmful Body Waste 

Your kidney* are constantly filtering 
waste matter from the blood atreara. But 
kidney* sometimes lag in their work—do 
not act a* Nature intended—fail to re- 

move impurities that, if retained, may 
poison the system and upset the whole 
body machinery 

Symptoms may be naggingsackache, 
persistent headache, attacks ui dizziness, 
getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes—a feeling of nervous 
anxiety and loss of pep and strength. 

Other signs of kidney or bladder dis- 
order are sometimes burning, scanty or 

too frequent urination. 
There should be no doubt that prompt 

treatment is wiser than neglect. Use 
Doan't Pills, hoarii have been winning 
new friends for more than forty years. 
They have a nation-wide reputation 
Are recommended by grateful people the 
country over. Aik your neighbor.' 

GOD IS MY < 
*. CO-PILOT 

5* Col. Robert L.Scott WNU RELEASE 

The story thus far: After graduating 
from West Point as a second lieutenant 
Robert Scott wins his wings at Kelly 
Field and takes up pursuit dying. When 
the war breaks out he Is an Instructor 
in California and told he Is too old for 

combat dying. He appeals to several 
Generals for a chance to dy a combat 
plane and Bnally the opportunity comes. 

He dies a bomber to India, where he 

become* a ferry pilot, but this does not 

appeal to him. He visits General Chen- 
nault and Is promised a Kittyhawk, and 
when he gets it he becomes a “one man 

air force” over Burma, doing much 

damage to the Japs on many a lone 
mission. One day he gets orders to re- 

port to Gen. Chennault in Kunming. 

CHAPTER XV 

These were led by five of the best 
men of the AVG, and there was one 

great ace-in-the-hole that only the 
General and the AVG could have 

arranged: Two squadrons of these 

Flying Tigers had agreed to stay 
behind for a two weeks’ period to 

help the newly formed 23rd Fighter 
Group. I think this gesture by those 
men such as Bob Neal, Charley 
Bond. George T. Burgard, Frank 
Lawlor, John E. Petack, Jim How- 

ard, and others who were suffering 
from combat fatigue and ill health, 
was one of the bravest and most 

self-sacrificing incidents of this war. 

In the two weeks that they remained, 
two of them gave their lives, and 
their sacrifice was beyond the call 
of mere duty. These men, with those 
five who stayed with us to lead our 

squadrons — Hill, Rector, Schiel, 
Bright and Sawyer—and the AVG 
radio, engineering, armament, and 
ground personnel, were our back- 
bone and our inspiration. We of 
the 23rd Fighter Group salute you. 

That Fourth of July, as the over- 

confident enemy ships came in over 

Kweilin, they brought a new twin- 

engine fighter that was supposed to 
murder us. They came in doing 
arrogant acrobatics, expecting to 
strafe the Chinese civilians in the 

city without opposition. General 
Chennault watched them with field 
glasses from outside the cave and 
called directions to Bob Neal, Ed 
Rector, and Tex Hill, who were sit- 

ting with their ships ‘‘in the sun” 
high overhead, at twenty-one thou- 
sand. At his radio order of “Take 
’em,” the newly formed 23rd with 
the AVG attached dropped down and 
massacred the Japs. There were 

soon thirteen wrecked Zeros and new 

twin-engined I-45’s around the field 
for the Chinese to celebrate over. 

Thus was the 23rd Fighter Group 
organized, initiated, and activated 
in combat. When I took over things 
at Kunming there were three fighter 
squadrons and one headquarters 
squadron. Major Tex Hill had one 

squadron at Hengyang. China, and 
with him were such deputy leaders 
as Maj. Gil Bright, Maj. Johnny 
Alison, and Capt. Ajax Baumler. 

Maj. Ed Rector had another squad- 
ron at Kweilin with Capt. Charlie 

Sawyer for his assistant in leader- 

ship. These outlying stations are 

about five hundred miles in the di- 
rection of Japan from our head- 

quarters on the plateau of Yunnan 
at Kunming. The third unit was 

the squadron under Maj. Frank 
Schiel, who was very busy training 
the most junior members of this 
new fighter group in the way of 

fighter aviation. I got the Group 
headquarters to running and stood 
by for orders to begin leading the 
fighter forces in action to the East. 

On July 10, Tex Hill led a small 
flight, including Baumler, Alison, 
Lieut. Lee Minor, and Lieut. 
Elias, up on the Yangtse. Their 

prime job was to escort a few B-25 
medium bombers against the docks 
of Hankow. This objective of mis- 
sion with our China force was nev- 

er all we considered to be the duty 
of our fighters, for if any other tar- 

get presented itself after the bomb- 
ers were on the way home, we’d 
have some fun. Tex Hill led his 

flight along with the bombers, who 
were led by Col. C. V. Haynes. After 
the bombs had been released and 
the B-25's were heading back for 
base with their bomb-bay doors 
closed, Tex called for an attack by 
the fighters on the enemy shipping 
in the river. 

One of the bomber pilots said that 
Tex rolled his ship over from six- 
teen thousand feet and streaked 
down for the Jap gunboats below. 
The little gunboats were shooting 
everything they had at the Ameri- 
can fighters—but that, I’ve learned 
since, was what Hill liked. Tex 
Hill’s guns were firing even as he 
pulled out right on the water, and 

they swept the decks of the enemy 
gunboats. The bomber pilot said 
that as the fighter ships would turn 
low to the water and come in, each 

cbncentr^ting on one of the little 
Jap warships, he could see the six 
lines of fifty-calibre tracers cutting 
across the water. At long range 
they seemed to meet out in front of 
the fighter and then fan out and cov- 

er the deck of the target. Then, as 

the speed of the fighter narrowed 
the range, the point where the fire 
crossed—the zero or convergence 
point of the guns—was right at the 
waterline of the Jap boat, and it 
must have knocked in a hole that 
crippled the boat right away. On 
the second attack one of these gun- 
boats was sinking and on fire. Hill’s 
four fighters sank all four of the lit- 
tle metal gunboats. 

Next day, on another flight such 
as this one, Hill led eight fighters, 
four with wing bombs, for dive- 

bombing Nanchang. While these 
four went down with their bombs. 
Hill was to stay aloft with the other 
four to act as top-cover—just In case 

some Zeros tried to surprise the 
dive-bombers. Ajax Baumler said 
that he saw the whole thing: Johnny 
Petack dove for his target, one of 
the gunboats on the lake, but as his 
bomb hit the boat the P-40 was seen 

to explode, evidently hit by ground- 
fire. Ajax followed the burning ship 
almost to the ground and saw it 
strike in a rice paddy near a Bud- 
dhist temple. 

So Petack, one of the AVG who 
had stayed for the extra two weeks, 
was killed in action. It’s peculiar 
how a man could fight all through 
those last nine months and then go 
down from a lucky anti-aircraft shot. 
John Petack had remained for the 
purpose of training the new pilots 
and his job was that of airdrome 
defense. He was killed on this of- 
fensive mission. It was one that he 
could have refused with honor; in- 
stead, he had volunteered for this 

dive-bombing flight and had been 
killed in carrying it out. It was the 
most inspiring thing he could have 
done. 

I kept sweating out the organiza- 
tion of the Group, and finally on July 
17, I received orders from the Gen- 
eral to proceed to Kweilin area and 
take charge of fighter operations. I 
know my heart nearly beat my ribs 
to pieces, for I was at last being or- 

dered to go out and lead the fight- 
ing. Just as I landed on this air- 
drome in the Kwansi province I 
saw the remainder of the AVG get 

Major Ed Rector, AVG ace and 

squadron commanding officer, who 
took heavy toll of the Japs. 

into a transport to begin their long 
trip home to the U. S. A. They 
called to me as they got aboard 
and I saw Bob Neal, their greatest 
ace, wave from the door as he 

stepped in. We were on our own 

now, except for the five AVG vet- 
erans who had accepted induction 
in China, and the thirty-odd ground- 
men. 

As the transport got away and the 
dust settled down, I climbed out of 

my fighter and looked around at the 

country. I could but marvel at the 

geographical situation. Colonel Coo- 
per and I—Cooper had been in the 
movie production business—used to 
discuss the peculiar beauty of the 
place, and he’d say that it would 
make the greatest location in the 
world for a moving picture. 

It was a flat, tableland country, 
and over the ages it must have 
been under water. From the level 
plain rose vertical, rocky hills, like 
stalagmites. These were honey- 
combed with caves where water, 
when they were submerged, must 
have dissolved the limestone that 
had been in the pockets. Evidently 
the glacier period had planed the 

valley flat as the glacier moved 
South, but the jagged rocks had 
withstood tne pressure. men, as 

the glacier melted, the caves had 
formed under water. Now the gray 
pinnacles of lava-like rock pointed 
straight towards the heavens. These 
one-thousand- to two-thousand-foot 
sentinels gave the valley an eery ap- 
pearance that always subdued my 
general feeling of cheerfulness. As 

long as I went to Kweilin, I dreaded 
the extra nervous tension that I 
knew it would produce. Add to this 
a summer temperature of over 100 

degrees, a humidity of almost 100 

per cent, and a fine powdery dust 
that gagged you, and you can real- 
ize that Kweilin was not a summer 

resort. 
There was just the single runway 

for the planes, cut there between 
those silent needles of stone. We 
had operations office in one of the 
natural caves, and the radio set in 
another. As I climbed out of my 
P-40, I could see neither. 

Here in Kweilin I first had ex- 

plained to me the air-raid warning 
system on which we depended. It 
was of course a working dream that 
General Chennault had developed. 
Many times it has saved our fighter 
force in China, and without it our 

chances there against the Japanese 
would have been hopeless. 

It seems that the General had al- 

ways known that Japan was our 

natural enemy. When he was re- 

tired from the Air Corps, instead of 

staying on his farm in Waterproof. 
Louisiana, for the rest of his life 
and living an easy life shooting 
ducks and fishing, he had gone to 
China. Here, in a rugged exist- 

| ence, he had told his story to the 
Generalissimo. With the approval- 
of high Chinese officials he had built 
this air-warning net. had caused to 
be constructed many strategic air- 
dromes in China, and had preached 
the doctrine of pursuit aviation. 

The warning net is of course se- 

cret and cannot be discussed in de- 
tail. But if you imagine two con- 

centric circles, one with a radius of 
one hundred kilometers and the oth- 
er of two hundred kilometers, around 
each of most of the Acids and large 
cities in Free China, you have a 

general picture. In these circles 
are thousands of reporting stations 
—some within the enemy lines, some 

right on the enemy Aelds them- 
selves. There may be a coolie sit- 
ting on a city wall watching for air- 
planes or listening for engine noise 
and reporting it with a visual signal. 
There may be a mandarin in a watch 
tower; a soldier in a Aeld with a 

walkie-talkie radio. All reports Anal- 
ly get in to the outer circle, where 
some of the information is reAl- 
tered, and Anally it goes to the plot- 
ting-board in our cave or opera- 
tions shack. There Chinese inter- 
preters get the reports and move 
little pin Aags along the map of 
China—and we know where every 
enemy ship is in our territory and 
can see where ours are. The net 
works so efficiently in certain areas 

that we don’t take off until the 
Japs are within the one-hundred- 
kilometer circle; this gives us more 
fuel with which to Aght. 

When the Japs come we know at 
what altitude they are approaching 
and from exactly what direction. We 
know their speed and their num- 
bers. It’s kind of a joke, too, that 
in several places we know when the 
Japanese roll their ships from their 
hangars or revetments, when they 
start their engines, and when they 
take off. Also it not only works for 
the obvious purpose of defense but 
has permitted us in many cases to 
locate lost pilots, for the navigation 
facilities in China are not the 
world’s best 

Of course the locating of lost, 
friendly ships took another element 
besides the warning net. It required 
the existence of intelligent radio op- 
erators who knew the country and 
had common sense. These men, 
like Richardson, Mihalko, Miller, 
and Sasser, with others, stayed out 
there with us, and if you count the 
AVG aces as the Arst factor that 
permitted us to carry on in a man- 
ner that didn’t discredit the Flying 
Tigers, then these men who helped 
us by radio were the close second 
factor. 

Suppose that one of our pilots, re- 

turning from a Aight, loses his posi- 
tion on his map because of a cross- 

wind, because of unfamiliarity with 
the country, because of his own stu- 
pidity—which we call a "short cir- 
cuit between the head-phones’’—or 
just because the maps of China are 

very inaccurate. In many such in- 
stances we would have lost an air- 
plane worth virtually millions in 
our combat zone, and perhaps the 
pilot too. 

•ine pnoi wno is lost cans tne ra- 
dio station that he thinks is closest 
to him, and in code tells the trou- 
ble. The radioman tells him to cir- 
cle the next town he passes for a 
few minutes. Down in that town, 
marked on his map with an unknown 
Chinese character, some member of 
this warning net sees him and re- 

ports one P-40 circling. In a few 
minutes the radio operator gets the 
report and tells the pilot: “You’re 
reported over Lufeng—fly fifty-eight 
degrees at two hundred miles an 

hour and we'll have supper ready— 
we’ve got grits tonight—yeah." 

One amusing but near-tragic in- 
stance of this orientation by means 

of the air-warning net happened 
about the time the AVG induction 
board came to China. Another fight- 
er group commander had waited for 
several days over in India to come 
into China with a large flight of 
P-40E l’s. He finally came over on 
a transport and eventually got tired 
of waiting for the fighters. He didn’t 
know that the weather was very 
bad in Burma, and that the mon- 

soon winds from the South could 
take them so far off course in a 

few minutes that the entire flight 
might easily get lost. 

After a long wait he came back 
to Assam in the transport and led 
his pilots towards Kunming. First 
of all, he corrected too much for 
the southerly wind, and in a very 
short time he was fifty miles South 
of his course and near two Japanese 
fields. His unbashful deputy lead- 
ers herded him to the North. And 
then the monsoon wind from out the 
Indian Ocean began to work on his 
navigation, and in another hour he 
was lost far to the North of the 
course. Night was falling, and the 
hills of North China were rising 
threateningly. 

Then the net, if it hadn’t justified 
its existence long before, would have 
begun to pay for itself. The leader 
called Kunming, and the operator 
there, a tough old former Navy man, 
heard him and gave the instruc- 
tions: “Circle the first town you 
see." The group commander began 
to argue at once—said he didn’t 
have enough gas to waste circling; 
but the AVG radio-man talked him 
into doing it. Then the net report- 
ed, and Kunming operator said, 
"You’re over Yangpi—fly 240 de- 
grees for twenty minutes and you’ll 
see the lake Kunming is on." 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

What You Should 
Know About Frills 

"CO MANY women have learned 
^ to run intricate machines in the 
last few years that it is doubtful 
that ruffler or hemmer will ever 
seem awesome again. If you have 
a power machine and have 
learned to use the attachments 
there is quite a saving in making 
your own frilled curtains, dress- 
ing table skirts and bed valances. 

If you do not have a power ma- 

chine or the use of one, by all 
means buy your frills. Sometimes 
an extra pair of curtains makes a 
skirt for a dressing table with very 

<r-iu-i uk ioo* 
FULLNESS FOR , 
RUFFLES. CURTAIN 
TOPS. SKIRT6 AND 
FLOUNCES OF 
MATERIAL WITH 
CONSIDERABLE BOOT- 
EH-TO-I OR iso* 1 

FOR 
LIMP 
6OOOS 

MEASURE 
SPACE 
TO BE 
FILLED 
WITH 
THE 
FULL 

FABRIC 
THEN 

MULTIPLY 
BY 2 OR 2>* 

little waste. Curtains that are ruf- 
fled all the way around may often 
be split for bed valances. Also, it 
is possible to buy ruffled material 
by the yard. Avoid skimpy full- 
ness. 

* * * 

NOTE: Here Is news for homemakers 
This sketch is from a new booklet by 
Mrs. Spears called MAKE YOUR OWN 
CURTAINS. This 32-page book is full of 
smart new curtain and drapery ideas with 
illustrated step-by-Btep directions for 
measuring, cutting, making and hanging 
all types from the simplest sash curtain 
to the most complicated lined over-drapery 
or stiffened valance. Whatever your cur- 
tain problem—here is the answer. Order 
book by name and enclose 15 cents. Ad- 
dress: 

MRS. RUTH WYETH SPEARS 
Bedford Hills New York 

Drawer 10 

Enclose 15 cents for book "Make 
Your Own Curtains." 

Name. 
Address. 

Leave It to the Irishman 
To Find a Bright Side 

Two Irishmen, employed in a 
ptone quarry, were blasting with 
dynamite when one of them was 

killed by an unexpected ex- 

plosion. His mate was given the 
unpleasant task of conveying the 
hews to the newly created widow. 

Slowly and thoughtfully he 
plodded to her home. 

“Mrs. Flanagan,” he began, 
when she opened the door, “isn’t 
it today the collector will be call- 
ing for your husband’s life insur- 
ance payment?” 

“Sure it is, but what is that to 
you?” replied Mrs. Flanagan. 

“Then ’tis yourself that can be 
snapping your fingers at him,” the 
man responded cheerfully. 

So Crisp-SoTasty 

RICE KRE SPIES 
“Tho Grains am Graat Foods’’— 

• Kellogg’s Rice Krispies equal the 
whole ripe grain in nearly all the 
protective food elements declared 
essential to human nutrition. 

fr RADIO 

THIS SIGN will mean. • 

BETTER RADIOS 
at No Greater Cost 

i;. just as soon as your CLARION dealer is permitted to 
make civilian sales. 

Then the lid is off, look for the CLARION emblem— 
select the beautiful model you want—then proceed to enjoy 
these advantages, made possible by CLARION’S precision 
work for the armed forces: 

Long life of your set, due to sturdy construction with materials 
that so resist dampness as to make reception possible under 
the worst weather conditions. 

Super-selectivity in tuning, so your local station will not be 
drowned out. 

Startling new developments in FM receivers with exclusive 
Clarion features. 

It will pay you to look for the radio dealer who can sell 
you a CLARION. 

WARWICK MANUFACTURING CORPORATION 
4640 West Harrison Street, Chicago 44, Illinois 

TOMORROW’S HOME 

WILL BE A BETTER HOME 

" 

IF EQUIPPED WITH 

ROUND OAK PRODUCTS 

. 1" 1 iwya fvr 

BUV ANOTHER WAR BOND TODAYI 

ROUND OAK 
HEATING EQUIPMENT 

KITCHEN APPLIANCES 

HOUND OAK COMPANY • DOWAOIAC, MICHIGAN 


