We respectifully submit Bob
Heitzman's recipe for leftover
shingles: take one small

SUN CLASSIFIED AD~ '

"I
expose this o0 the searching
eyps of Lhe Bremerton Publie
for one evening.

uss.
U.S8. Honoluts.

Presto! The shingles were Uss.
not hashed. They were U.SS. Teal -
D, USS. Oriole.
Cash YOUR Leftovers— VS8 Breese

Now
15 Words—7 Days

LEFT OVER -3 squarea 0. 1
Sx16-in._shingles, 33 sq. 3608 | Albert L. Beaudet ot
Prebie. St. . at'Walla Walla, Oct. 10.
[Pkt oA o'

Vessels In Port .
Lexington,

Retsil,

kL

and $5.00 for
advertising representative,

© New York, N. Y.

one year,
Gi

‘Member: The Audit Bureau of Circulstions and the United Press

OFFICIAL NEWSPAPER, THE (ITY OF BEEMERTON
‘will not assume finangial responaibility for any

‘The Bremerton Sun
errors which may appear in advertisements
In those e the paper is at
of the advertisement In which the

in

ita columns.

To Draft Eligibles:

Dear Men: Wednesday, Oet. 16, is registration day for

all men between 21 and
indivi 's own 3y
is going to hunt you up for your signature.
with Uncle Sam you better keep.

To the Snifflers:

ears of age (inclusive). It's the

v to get regi d, and
Here's one date
CHIEF KITSAP. JR.

i

Dear Fellow Sufferers: This is the beginning of the

cold-in-the-head, cold-in-the-nose,
Take cave of that sniffle before it

To the County Health Officer:

cold-in-the-chest season.
takes care of you.
CHIEF KITSAP, JR.

Dear Doctor: Your action in isolating children in Su-
quamish and Little Boston because cases of infantile paraly-
si& were found in those communities may be regarded by

some as a drastic measure,

But a pretty wise guy once said,

“An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure.”
CHIEF KITSAP, JR.

To Motorists:
Dear Folks: It's
when you may strike a surprise rain any day or
. We suggest you make
©effeetively.
the caution.

To the Gallup Poll:

Dear Prophesier: Have a heart'
Anguish you are causing in those manly (and

CHIEF

getting to be that time of the year|

night. So

certain your windshield swipe works
When a shower does come you'll be repaid for
KITSAP, JR.

womanly)
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vt ee oo The "Roumd Towner By The Stati

Glimpsad by the 'Round Towner: Winona and

‘bosoms on which Willkie buttons rest? How do you expect Bonale Olsen walking on 4th st.—Don Adams going
them to carry on gallantly for three more weeks if you keep | into the power company office Al Warnick enter-
pouring kerosene in their soup by predicting Roosevelt will

get a third term?

To the Telephone Company:

CHIEF KITSAP, JR.

taining some friends—Mm. Al Huguenin crossing
Pacific ave.—George Benbennick in the bank—
Willard Bennett showing war movies at a club
| meeting—Harold Anderson running a total on an
| adding machine—Irene Fritz going inta the Diets

2 { 3 |
Gentlemen: Seriously, now, isn't thgre something you | bullding—Howard Twiford crossing 4th st
can do to shorten that interval between the time we pick up | e

the receiver and when we hear a pleasant, *
from the operator? CHIE!

To the Bankers:

Dear Money-Handle:

could use Columbus Day as an excuse to close up| shop and |
take a day off. CHIEF KITSWP, JR
To Tobacco Yendors:

Dear Sirs: You fellows should all get together on the

price of cigarets.

cents, plus tokens, in one place; 16 cents, plus tokens,
Really, it's an

other, and 17 cents, plus tokens, in a third

You lucky stiffs! Wish we, too, |

We can buy our favorite brand for 15

n an-

awful nuisance to inquire about the price each time we buy a

pack Whatsa matter with a happy medium?

CHIEF KITSAP JR.

To the Kids:

Dear Boys and Girls:
lowe'en
honar at Roos

Don't make any dates for ilal-
The town folks are arranging a ing party in your
t field, with games and treats. Be seein’ ya!
CHIEF KITSAP. JR

IN HOLLYWOOD

By JIMMIE FIDLER

: TF 3 on. | Kay Bobrer, the lovely MGM re- ming
ENROUTE HOME, Oct. 12.—Dear Staff- A transcon-| .ol erom ¢ jocal soft ball team, | attempt. Onlookers howled—and
tinental air jaunt, at some 15,000 feet, gives one a nice van- s the gal who prompted Ha Georgia, certain that her career
- e i v | Marx' classic crack, “There’s the | had been tumbled in the dust (an
tage point from which to view America. Almost simultaneous- | S, SEE PR " CUMCL LT SC cavie impression, for that's
ly. ane sees great, congested cities and far-reaching, sparsely | to kiss'" what had happened to her) went

agrieultural areas.

‘umber Please ?” | ABOUT HOUSEKEEPERS
" KITSAP, JR.

| We're mighty grateful this day to D. W. Shaw,
| 325 8o. Wycoff ave., who has taken pen In hand
|and written this lttle essay anent a competent
housekeeper. = Read on:

Dear ‘Round Towner: Your article of Oct. Sth,
“Judging the Housewife,” where your mother
judged her nelghbors by their kitchen floor, car-
ries me back many years in my memories to the
time I was a “yearling” boy In the low lands of
southern Georgia.

In the fall of the year, when hunting was at itg
best, our course In the woods always carried us
by the log home of Old Aunt Lou, an old Negro
woman who was old—just how old, no one knew,
not even Aunt Lou. Whan we haled at the gate
trightening the long-eared rabbit dog under the
front porch, Aunt Lou would appear in the door-
way scolding us for not coming on In without so
much fuss, After entering and being seated she
began stirring with kettle and pan, for what pur-
pose we all well knew —steaming cornbread with
butter and long strips of lean bacon from hogs
fattened on meorns which were in abundance in
the nearby swamp

While waiting for this feast and feast it was
to hungry hunters—our attention would rest on
the floor of this humble home As clean and

white as the freshly washed deck of a battleship
at sea. On top of this would be a sprinkle of
fine, glistening sand that she carried in wooden
buckets from the white river bar that lay just
a few hundred feet away.

So old Aunt Lou's kitchen floor many years
ago is why a clean floor is my standard, too, by
which T judge a houseékgeper.

POETRY DEPT.

An evening of listening to the radio, trying vain-
Iy to dial music Instead of political hash, and we
were inspired to this:

Despite their many
Imperfections
I guess we have to
Have elections.
But they would be
Less aggravating
If there were not
So much orating

HAVE YOU NOTICED. . .

The unumial maze of fences furth south of the | in

Keyport intersection on the Poulsbo-Silvgrdale high-
way?
south on that road; It's & sight which never fafls
to capture our interest, for we're certain no Jig-saw
puzzle could be put together with more Intricate
design “than are those fences. B

That the Narrows bridge no longer sways? We
almost felt like démanding our money back when
the toll keeper told us Sunday that all the motion
had been curtailed. Tain't half the thrill it used
to be.

The new transparent spike heels some of the
girls are wearing? Looks as though milady is
walk on glass. Copying buh?

bosses sre so pleased with his'role
performance in “Golden Hoofx" Stars”
that they're talking term con-

tract, and Buddy likes to act | cne

Rambean ia putting
touches on her autob

home

final

n “Light of the Wi
No one thought to
if she could ride a herse-—and no

needed
her first before-the-cameras

o shed
cedless tears. Harry

x| Pointed .

after witnes-

The best view can be obtained when driving | yard
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democratic ideals.

This is the great lssue of the
Ppresent palgn. The tradition
inst long nued - tenure
stands as_the ultimate “oundation
of democtacy. f §t should be

ined America
which we have known may be
moving _toward

ing rest of victary.

cratic states friendly to quy jdeals

are prosecuted, enslaved and

Krossly mistreated. What are we

doing to protect ourselves, to pre-

pare ourselves for trouble threat-
the

ening us from across c
and the broad Atlantic? One of
our greatest efforts is ex-
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ation along this line? How al
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CHAPTER XII
Amd:enenmomm.mh
was in a fever of impa-
tience, waiting to hear from
Todd about the fate of the last
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