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HELP WANTED_ 
• Persons now engaged in essential 
industry will not apply without state- 
ment oi availability from their local 
United States Employment Service. 

WANTED—Two Tractor Mechanics 
W. F. HOLTZ 

SHELBY IOWA 

BABY CHICKS 
BUY ROSCOE HILL CHICKS for greater 
profits. Their fine quality breeding will help 
produce eggs and meat our country needs 
and offer you an outstanding profit-making 
Investment this year. Improved breeding 
stock, hundreds males from 200 to 311 egg 
trapnest hens in our Leghorn and White 
Rock flocks have established profit-making 
ability. 10 leading breeds—sexed chicks. 
Write for prices. Free Catalog. 

ROSCOE HILL HATCHERY 
•IS B St. Lincoln, Nebraska. 

CATTLE 
ANGUS BULLS—CHOICE REGISTERED 

Also some females for sale. 
WILL STITZ Atkinson. Neb. 

CEDAR POSTS for SALE 
IDAHO CEDAR POST maker wants sale 
carloads. Write— 
HUGH CHISHOLM. Bonners Ferry. Idahe. 

FEATHERS WANTED 
FEATHERS—new. used. Write for prices. 
or Ship to SIOUX CITY FEATHER CO.. 

Jf 2125 Fourth Str., Sioux City. Iowa. 

FOR SALE 
DIRECT DRIVE PROPELLERS for car 
generators and regular 6-volt wind charg- 
ers $2.50 each postpaid. Guaranteed satis- 
factory or money back. Emil Magnuson, 
12 N. 6th St., Grand Forks, North Dakota. 

SPRAYING GUNS 

SPRAY PAINT GUNS 
WORK OFF ANY TRACTOR OR AUTO 

MADE BY BINKS ABSOLUTELY OUARANTIID 

FREE DEMONSTRATION Limited Quantity 

Buy Now for Spring-$109.50 complete 
Also Fino Quality Paints 

Dipt W, MORRIS PAINT COMPANY, 15tH l Capitol Onihi 

WOOL BLANKETS^ 
BLANKETS—ALL WOOL 

Probably last shipment of season, just re- 
ceived. Nice lot. Guaranteed 100% all 
wool. Better get them now. Various col- 
ors. Single. Sizes 68x84 and 72x84. Weight 
3 to 8 pounds. Priced $6,00 to $8.00. 

SCOTT TENT & AWNING 
15th A Howard Sts. Omaha, Nebr. 

Buy War Savings Bonds 
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Cold Pnparatlaat at dincted 

| Do you suffer 

| from MONTHLY 

| NERVOUS TENSION 
4 with its weak, tired feelings ? 
If functional periodic disturbances 
make you feel nervous, tired, restless— 
at such times—try this great medicine 
—Lydia E. Plnkham's Vegetable Com- 

I pound to relieve such symptoms. Taken 
regularly—It helps build up resistance 
against such distress. Also a grand 
Stomachic tonic. Follow label directions. 

c/jjdui£.(Pi/nJihwmA compound 
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; really soothing because 

2 they’re really 
_ 

2 
t .medicated j 

)' COUGH 
LOZENGES I 

: Millions U3e F & F Lozenges to ! 
I give their throat a 15 minute sooth- ! 

jC ing, comforting treatment that I 
■I reaches all the way down. For S 
|j- coughs, throat irritations or hoarse- ! 

• «oothe with F & F. Box, only lOp. ! 
S.......: 

^CLARK M'MEEKIN W.N.U.^CR.VICC 
THE STORY THUS FAR: Lark Shan- l 

non, whose horse, Madoc, was sold to 
clear a debt when her father died, tails 
from England for America. David North, 
whom the loves, was to make the trip 
with her but sails the night before. 
Lark's ship goes down, but she reaches 
land and Galt Withe, a bound servant, 
finds her on an Island and helps her 
but refuses to bring her to the mainland, j 
The two manage to hobble Lancer, a fine 
horse who had escaped from the sinking 
ship and on which a price of 100 pounds 
has been offered. After some time Galt 
returns to the Island with Cony, who plans 
to hold her for ransom to David North's 
firm. They reach the inn and Lark finds 
herself being carefully watched. 

CHAPTER IX 

Mag had gone indoors now and 
Cony returned to his oyster shuck- 
ing. He was, for the moment, on 
the far side of the mound, raking 
the shells with his long wooden fork. 
Surely she could slip away for a 
few minutes, Lark thought. Surely 
she could! 

Slowly she edged toward the cor- 
ner of the inn and stood there in its 
shelter for a moment, watching, 
holding her breath. Nothing hap- 
pened; nothing at all. With cau- 
tious deliberation she slid past the 
outhouses and, still slowly, saun- 
tered toward the bridge. She gained 
the bridge and crossed it, was in 
the woods now and started to run 

after the four who were in sight just 
ahead, their bright garments glow- 
ing like exotic tropical flowers 
among the shadowed undergrowth. 

Lark had time to call out and the 
satisfaction of seeing the gipsies 
turn and stand waiting expectantly 
before the sound came to her. The 
baying of Old Dog, the rush of his 
padding feet on the swinging bridge, 
the sniffing rustle of his paws in 
the dry grass behind her; it fright- 
ened her terribly. She screamed 
and drew back into the bushes. 

It was less than a minute till he 
found her and fastened his teeth in 
the fabric of her skirt. 

She stood prisoner there till Cony 
came up on the lope. ‘‘I seed un,” 
he panted, “I set Old Dog loose to 
learn un not to go sneakin' off. 
Never seed no Roms afore, did un? 
I seed that boy an’ gal smile at 
un.” He nodded sagely. “I wuz a- 

spyin’ on un from 'hind the oyster- 
slope all the while.” He threw back 
his huge yellow head and laughed 
uproariously. "I didn’t tell Mag, 
sweetmeat, but she’ll hear Old Dog 
bay an’ know what-for.” 

Lark glanced in the direction of 
the gipsies and called out to them. 
They shrugged their shoulders with 
real or feigned indifference and, 
when Cony made threatening ges- 
tures toward them, continued on 

their way. 
Cony broke a switch off a near- 

by bush and pointed toward the inn. 
When Lark started back without 
comment, he ordered Old Dog to re- 
lease her dress and followed along 
behind, flicking the switch vaguely 
in her direction. 

Mag was waiting for them in the 
courtyard. “Go up-attic,” she or- 
dered. ’No dinner for un this day, 
girl!” 

She came behind Lark up the 
steep and narrow steps and shut the 
heavy door quickly, turning the key 
in the lock on the outside and stamp- 
ing down without any more words. 

It was then that she realized her 
luck in having Galt’s spy-glass hid- 
den under her straw pillow. It was 
still there. She was thankful Mag 
hadn’t thought to rummage round. 

Lark focused the glass eastward 
toward Ghost Island. How she 
wished she could see Red Raskall 
hidden in the dip where the grass 
was so green and the rock-basin 
held the water like a cup. She 
could imagine him there so clearly, 
awaiting, like herself, his hour of 
freedom. 

&ne turned me spy-giass men to- 

ward the castle. She could distin- 
guish the glint of its red roof among 
the trees. She could see the gipsy 
camp below it. spread out on the 
plateau; the tents, bright patches 
among the trees, the figures of the 
men and women moving about in 
the open space where the cooking 
fires smoldered like dusky jewels. 

David was there somewhere 
among them, Lark thought. It was 

a thing scarcely to be believed, that, 
almost, she could reach out her 
arms and touch him. 

It was nearly dark when Mag 
stumped up the stairs and unlocked 
Lark’s door, telling her in a surly 
voice that she had need of her down 
below. 

Following Mag down the steps, 
she saw now that the long trestle ta- 
bles had already been set up, and 
that wine casks had been rolled in 
and lined the length of the room. 

Cony called to Lark, “Here, un, 
come give me a hand with these 
platters.” He stood in the far corner 

of the big room beside the wide 

open-faced Dutch dresser whose 
high shelves were stacked with 
trenchers and platters and bowls of 
every description. 

Cony’s eyes fell on her and lit up 
with astonishment and pleasure. 
“By God,” he said softly, “but un's 
a beauty-bright if ever I seed one. 

Un looks like that Sheba-queen Par- 
son Withe preached about onct in the 
brick church at the crossroads. Un’s 
a pretty peach, for sure!” 

His voice was soft, but not too 
soft for Mag to hear. “Sheba-queen, 
indeed; J-szzybel, more like!” She 
came at Lark with an upraised 
hand. 

Lark drew back, her eyes blazing 
in fury. Mag's hand fell to her 
side. "Go back up-attic,” she or- 

dered, "an’ see to it that un stays 
there. I’ll soon up an' lock un in. 
Un’s more hinder than help, cozzen- 

ing up to every male-crittur in 
sight.” 

Lark was afraid that if she made 
a scene it would be Galt and not 
she, herself, who would suffer from 
it, so, under Mag’s sharp urging, 
she went up to her room again. 

It was not long till Lark heard the 
crowd gathering in the room below. 
Snatches of song and rough loud talk 
came up to her. She strained her 
ears to hear David’s voice among 
the others. Finally, she crept from 
her room and stood at the top of the 
darkened stairway, bending down, 
trying to peer into the big room. 

She couldn’t see the entire group 
from where she crouched and so, 
after a moment, edged lower, step 
by cautious step. Here, from the 
shadowed corner of the landing she 
had a good view. 

The bright scarfs of the group of 
gipsy folk splashed color in the far 
corner of the dim-lit room. They 
stood a little apart from the sailors. 
Lark saw. The white haired woman 
was there, and Dosta and Chal and 
Ginko. The men’s arms were woven 
around the women’s waists and they 
were swaying and twisting to the 
tune which Ginko was playing on 

his fiddle. Their feet moved in an 

intricate, hypnotic cadence. 
It was impossible to tell whether 

or not David was among the group. 
Several had their backs to Lark and 
a few were hidden by the dark shad- 
ow of the Dutch dresser. 

It was at this moment that some 

quick dispute flared by the oak set- 

The sailor crumpled In a heap on 
the dirt floor. 

tie which banked the fireplace. 
Lark’s eyes shifted to the sudden 
movement there and discovered 
Matson, still wrapped in his long 
black cape. Lark saw at once why 
Mag had spoken of him as the Span- 
ish Cat. The nickname was an apt 
one, she realized, as he stepped from 
the darkened corner. 

He stood now, electric with an- 

ger, staring haughtily at the black- 
bearded sailor who had knocked the 
tray from Galt’s hands a few mo- 

ments ago. Presumably the man 
had taken some liberty with him 
which he resented deeply. Almost 
more quickly than Lark’s eye could 
follow the swift motion, a rapier 
was gleaming like a silver streak in 
the air; gleaming one moment and 
buried deep out of sight the next, as, 
with a groan, the sailor crumpled in 
a heap on the dirt floor. 

Matson drew a silk handkerchief 
neatly down the rapier's blood- 
stained length as he stood, smiling a 

little, like a dancer, poised beauti- 
fully on the balls of his slim feet. 

“Pick him up,” he said softly, 
“throw him out into the courtyard. 
The dog’s ready for the dung-pile.” 
His summoning gesture brought two 
gipsies from the group. With ut- 
ter unconcern they tossed the dying 
man into the yard. 

Galt was bending over the man, 
holding a cup of water to his lips. 
Lark whispered his name so softly 
that when he turned it was as if 
he had sensed her presence, rather 
than heard her. He followed her 
quickly to the shadows of the 
trees. 

"Galt!” Lark’s cold hands clung 
to his. "Oh, Galt, I’m going to the 
church. I’m going to try to get 
there, to the cross-roads. If you 
could go with me, GaU—" 

He shook his head, glancing back 
fearfully. “They’d miss me,” he 
said, his voice less than sound. 
"Run, Lark! Once you get away 
from here you can find help. It’s bet- 
ter for you, without me. Past the 
church you’ll—” 

He stopned, darted away from her, 
stood still as Cony opened the door, 
peering out. Lark slipped away 
among the trees and out-buildings, 
running now, making for the dunes 

and the direction of the church, run- 

ning faster than she had ever run 
in her life. 

After a time the terrified beating 
of Lark's heart quieted a little. The 
very effort it took to walk through 
the loose sand calmed her. She was 
out of breath now and gratefully 
sucked the cool, damp night air 
down deep into her lungs. Present- 
ly a new strength seemed to enter 
into her. 

Though she was still deeply per- 
plexed and frightened, that last 
glimpse of Galt had been a comfort 
to her. She felt it had taken a 

certain courage which she had not 
known him to possess to be aiding 
the dying man. A craven would not 
have done that thing. 

Galt would know her whereabouts 
at the parson’s and would get word 
to her somehow. Their two fates 
were linked together. Lark knew 
that and it renewed her own cour- 

age. 
Lark pushed forward. It was good 

to thrust her feet deep into the sand 
and let it seep through the rough 
sandals. She could feel it under her 
toes, damp and firm, packing hard 
under the arches of her feet. 

She was strong and young. The 
tug of the sand was, as yet, no im- 
pediment to her. Walking fast and 
free like this, she felt the night wind 
behind her, urging her on. 

Not far ahead of her Lark could 
see the church, four-square and 
white-steepled. The parsonage must 
lie behind it, just out of her present 
vision. Lark wondered if the man 
of God would be angry, being wak- 
ened in the middle of the night. May- 
be he was deaf, sleeping on his good 
ear as her father used to do to try 
and give himself a good night's rest. 

She tried the door of the church 
but found it locked. She crept 
through the little cemetery where 
the tombstones stood all awry until 
she came to the parsonage beyond. 

Lark stood for a moment, look- 
ing. Then, as the moon came out 
from behind the clouds, a feeling 
of desolation and fear came over 
her. The paling fence was broken 
and falling away. The windows of 
the house were gaping wide, and the 
doorway was a hollow open shell. 

Behind Lark there was a sound, a 

step, quick, pursuing. 
She swung round and called out, 

"Who’s there? Galt, is it you?" 
The answer came, not in Galt’s 

voice, but in David’s. 
“Lark, child, what in the world 

are you doing here?” 
In an instant she was in his arms, 

clinging to him, sobbing out all her 
fright and dismay. She knew only 
that David was holding her; David, 
whom she had loved ever since she 
was a little girl. 

He was holding her close now, as 
if she were still that little girl, need- 
ing the comfort of his protecting 
care. 

"Don’t cry that way, Lark,” he 
■aid gently, "it makes me feel real 
bad. There isn’t anything to be 
scared of. I’m here with you.” 

"But, David, you wouldn’t speak 
to me last night. I kept thinking 
all day you'd come to me and you 
didn’t.” 

"I couldn’t speak to you last night. 
You shouldn’t have called out to 
me.” 

"I’m sorry, David. But I was so 
glad to see you.” Lark tried to calm 
herself now, to take some assurance 
from David's reasonable tone. His 
arm was still about her, holding her 
shivering body against his own. He 
was "o warm, so safe, so strong. 

“David, you knew about the Tem- 
pora?” 

Mot till alter l saw you yester- 
day, Lark. Then somebody told me 
of the shipwreck.” 

“It was horrible. I still wake up 
in the night dreaming about it.” 

“But you’re safe now. You were 
one of the fortunate ones.” 

“When I was out there on that 
dreadful island I didn’t feel fortu- 
nate. When Clink Swalters, the 
mate, died and left me, I almost 
wanted to go with him. I would 
have wanted to if it hadn’t been for 
the thought of you, the hope I still 
held onto that we might be together 
again, be be .” 

“Be married, Lark? Was that it? 
We will be married some day, after 
a bit, when I’ve got this business 
with Matson straightened out. I’ll 
be rich then, and safe. Now it’s too 
risky a thing.” 

“What is it, David? Tell me about 
it. I don’t understand the least little 
bit. I was so unhappy and confused 
when I got your note." 

“I tried to send you a message by 
Mother Egypt this morning,” he 
said, “but she had no chance to de- 
liver it. Chal and Dosta said you 
attempted to follow them. Thq,t 
wasn’t wise, Lark.” 

“But I had to know, David. I 
wanted to talk to you, and now you 
won’t tell me anything!” 

“Darling, I’m ready to tell you ev- 

erything. What was it specially?” 
“Why didn’t you come with me, 

David? Why didn’t you keep your 
promise?” 

“Business,” David said, “I told 
you that, honey. My company sent 
me over to catch Matson who has 
been black-birding slaves in for' 
years, insuring them for a good I 
round sum and then claiming he 
loses nearly half on every trip. He 
sneaks in those he makes the false 
claim on after his ship has been 
cleared and hides them away at 
his castle up the hill till he can dis- 
pose of them.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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CUE’S A SHE-DEVIL to some Hol- 
^ lywood people; to others she’s an 

angel. Joan Fontaine is one of those 
persons who never could be accused 
of being wishy-washy. She's elec- 
tric, giving off with dynamic im- 
pulses, sometimes a sparkling posi- 
tive, sometimes a crackling nega- 
tive. 

Joan Fontaine is never neutral. 
When she's angry she’s lightning in 
a summer storm, 
and just as dead- 
ly; when she’s 
gay she's a ver- 
itable pinwheel 
on wheels. 

Exploded into 
the ranks of the 
screen’s first la- 
dies back in 1939 
with a haunting i 

performance in 
"The Women,” 
Joan has fre- 

Juan Fontaine 

quently been a storm center, and 
'most always town’s gossip conver- 

sation piece. 
Joan, when she wants to be, can 

be a witch right out of ’’Macbeth." 
She once said: "I express my feel- 

ings by action. I have a frightful 
temper, and I can fly into rages 
about almost anything that gets on 

my nerves at any time of day or 

night." 

Surprise, Surprisel 
The big news of the moment is 

that she went through one whole pic- 
ture without once losing her temper. 

That was "The Affairs of Susan,” 
for Hal Wallis at Paramount. 

Producer Wallis, a wise man (he 
must be—anyway he won 27 Oscars 
during a 10-year period), provided 
Joan with everything an actress 
could set her heart upon. She had 
not one but four leading men— 

George Brent, Dennis O’Keefe, Don 
De Fore, and Walter Abel. In the 
picture each of these men falls in 
love with her and wants to marry 
her. 

In "The Affairs of Susan” Joan 
played her first comedy role, and 
that scared her, she confided to me. 

Says I to her: “You’ve got one of 
the finest comedy directors in the 
business—Bill Seiter. He knows 
more than many of our supposed 
big shots, whom he’s taught all they 
know, but can’t remember because 
their hats are now too high for them 
to balance the hat and the brain 
underneath ’em. So with Bill just 
let yourself go. He’ll carry the ball 
over the goal line, and you’ll get the 
credit.” She did, and now says. "I 
prefer comedy to those droopy roles 
I’ve been playing.” 

It's Contagious 
But it wasn’t always sweetness 

and light with Joan. On her last 
picture, the $4,000,000 "Frenchman's 
Creek,” there was more than a little 
trouble between her and Arturo De 
Cordova, the technicolor pirate. 
Joan was very unhappy on that one, 
and when Joan’s unhappy every one 

within shouting and shooting range 
is apt to be unhappy, too. 

All due to a misunderstanding of 
the language. He apologized, she 
apologized, and they were friends 
again. 

Many of the reports circulated 
about Joan are pure malice. Joan 
just never bothers to answer back. 

"But I don’t let those things both- 
er me any more,” she told me. "Aft- 
er all, by this time they've said ev- 

erything and written everything that 
could be said or written about me, 
so why explain anything?” 
Don t You Believe It 

The Fontaine-De Havilland "feud” 
rumors, for instance, are a part of 
the legion of legends about her. Joar 
contends there isn’t any feud, neve 

has been one. "Why,” says she, “i 

Livvy ever needed help I’d be th 
first one she came to, and vie 
versa.” 

No, there is no feud, but the fac 
that she took the name Fontaine 
and not Livvy’s made talk, as Joan 
knew it would. She wanted no one 

to write a story about Livvy’s baby 
sister, said she. "If I can’t win on 

my own, being tied to Livvy’s apron 
strings won’t help me. So what the 
heck! Just call me Joan Fontaine— 
or don’t call me.” 

Regarding the reports that she 
has trouble with her directors she 
answers: "How’s any one going to 
undermine a Hitchcock or a Cukor 
or a Bill Setter? It’s ridiculous!” 

Joan is a determined person with 
a will of iron. II something comes 

up she disagrees with she just plants 
herself in the position she intends to 
maintain—and she maintains it. Ask 
David O. Sehinick. He knows. 

"I was sick of being the sad sack 
of the screen,” said she. "I wanted 
to play comedy, and now that I’ve 
done it, I’m happier than I’ve 
ever been in Hollywood.” 

• • * 

Unknown Becomes Known 
A new guy named Tommy Trout, 

six footer, 185 pounds, appeared at 
the studio, asking for a job. They 
thought he wanted to work as a la- 
borer. Said he, “I want to act.” As 
a joke, he was sent to Lillian Burns, 
Metro’s coach. After five minutes 
with him she phoned the boss, and 
said, “If we don’t sign him we ought 
to have our heads examined.” They 
signed. He’s finished his first, "Main 
Street After Dark.” They swear 
from his performance he’s been act- 
ing all his life. 
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SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLECRAFT 

Charming Garden for Bed Linem 

AN OLD-FASHIONED garden, 
** quaint and charming, blooms 
in natural colors on sheet and pil- 
low cases. Worked mainly in lazy- 
daisy stitch. 

Borrower Finds Rope 
Has Many Possibilities 

An Oriental story tells of a man 

who was asked to lend a rope to a 

neighbor. His reply was that he 
was in need of the rope himself just 
then. 

“Shall you need it a long time?” 
asked the neighbor. 

“I think I shall,” replied the 
owner, “as I’m going to tie up 
some sand with it.” 

“Tie up sand!” exclaimed the 
would-be borrower. “I don’t see 

how you can possibly do that with 
a rope!” 

“Oh, you can do almost anything 
imaginable with a rope when you 
don’t want to lend it!” was the re- 

ply. 

You can have "story book" bed linens. 
Pattern 7ld2 has transfer of one 6% by 
20',». two 5*,i by 15-inch motifs; edging 
Instruction. 

Due to an unusually large demand and 
current war conditions, slightly more time 
Is required In filling orders for a few at 
the most popular pattern numbers. 

Send your order to: 

Sewing Circle Needlecraft Dept. 
564 W. Randolph St. Chicago SO, 111. 

Enclose 16 cents for Pattern 

No_ 

Name 

Address 

CHILD’S 
Colds 
Most young mothers use this modem 
way to relieve miseries of children’s 
colds. At bedtime they rub Vicks 
VapoRub on throat, chest and back. 
Grand relief starts as VapoRub... 

PENETRATES to upper bronchial 
tubes with its special medicinal vapors, 

STIMULATES chest and back sur- 
faces like a warming poultice. 

Often by morning most of the 
misery of the cold is gone 1 Remember— 
ONLY VAPORUB Gives You this spe- 
cial double action. It’s time-tested, 
home-proved... the best-known home 

DrDDrOI Yta.wrhavelll Gener- 
rtrrcn S ous sired box Include* 
attractive glass shaker as premium. 1 

Postpaid, >1.00._ 
BOBBY PINS! sHp'r?„hg 
a supply while they last. Ten card*, 
postpaid, $1.00. 

■lain uptcI Silk or human hair. HAIK let Id! Regular 25c qual- 
ity; four nets, postpaid, $1.00. j 

BABY PANTS! wers a worried I 
mother'* prnyer. 50c quality; two 
pairs, postpaid, $1.00. 

Send money order or currrnry; add lOo 
la cherkl for exekango 

GENERAL PRODUCTS CO. * Ubmy, Cm. 
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CALLING ALL 

EXPERIENCED SEAMEN [ 
BACK TO SEA! 

"The Need 
is Urgent/' 

says the 
High Command! 

43,000 experienced sea* 

men now working in shore 
jobs are vitally needed 
back on ships — if our 

fighting men are to get 
supplies to finish the job I 

ADMIRAL LANDt “Ships can’t sail without 
experienced men — and we just don’t have 
enough men for our expanding Merchant 
Marine. If you have ever been a Mate, 
Engineer, Radio Officer or “AB,” your 
country needs you now 1” 

"Up-Grading 
is Fast," 

say 
Men Now at Seal 

What are your chances 
for advancement in a 

shore job when the war 

ends? Read what this 
seaman says and you’ll 
get a hint of what the 
Merchant Marine offers! 

L. O. WARRIN, a Captain at 27, says: "I 
came up from Third Mate to Ship Master 
in three years because of the big oppor- 
tunity now in the Merchant Marine. I 
know I’d never have made that rate of 
progress in a shore job." 

"The Future 
is Bright," 

say 
Industry Leaders! 

Government heads, large 
shipping companies and 
union leaders agree that 
the postwar prospects for 
the Merchant Marine 
exceed anything ever 
before known. 

FRANK J. TAYLOR, Pres., American Mer- 
chant Marine Institute: “With nearly 
every country in the wdrld to be rebuilt, 
there is every reason to believe the Mer- 
chant Marine will move into a great era 

of expansion after the war.’' 

•To sign up with the Merchant Marine, report to your nearest 
War Shipping Administration Office, your maritime union, 
U, S. Employment Service, or wire collect to Merchant Marine, 

Washington, D. C. 

RECRUITMENT & MANNING ORGANIZATION 
* WAR SHIPPING ADMINISTRATION ★ 

Prepared by the War Advertising Council, Inc., with the cooperation 
of the Office of War Information and U. S. Maritime Commission. 


