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Plans Music 
Festival of Many 
Countries in 1947 
On April 20, 21 and 22 Miss 

Helen Hosmer attended the War 
Emergency Council meeting of the 
Eas te rn division of the Music Ed­
ucators National Conference, held 
a t the Hotel Pennsylvania in New 
York City. The Eastern Cnnfpivm-e 
has a membership of 2.000 to 
30,000, but because the request 
request from Washing-ton for can­
cellation of large conventions, Ell 
music consultants were called to 
gether from the eastern states. 
President of the Eastern division 
is Dr. Alfred Spouse, director of 
music in Rochester, N. Y. Miss 
Hosmer reports that clear think­
ing, his ability to keep a group of 
fifty heading straight ahead, in 
conference technique, and his re­
markable wit and sense of humor, 
made possible an intense proce­
dure, which showed definite re­
sults after three days of meetings. 

A number of small committee 
meetings were held to discuss var­
ious pert inent and important ques­
tions in the field of music edu­
cation. The group as q whole heard 
preliminary reports of the work 
of each committee, made con­
structive suggestions and approv­
ed a final report of each commit­
tee. 

Analyze returns of survey 
Among several major discuss­

ions was the Armed Forces Sur­
vey concerning music which has 
been going on since January 1, 
conducted by a committee of four, 
of which Miss Hosmer was a mem­
ber. About 1500 letters were sent 
out by some 30 schools and col­
leges in the east, and the replies 
may have significance in plans for 
post war music curricula. Forty-
nine letters were sent to graduates 
and former students of the Crane 
Department, and to date 41 re­
plies and two "lack-of-time" apoio-
gies have been received. 

A second topic of interest was 
the fact that one and possibly 
mole than one music specialist is 
tn be added to the Department of 
Education in Washington. A re­
quest was submitted to the meet­
ing from that department to out­
line what the delegates consider­
ed desirable for such a position. 

Plan for Montreal festival 

A thiivl discussion had to do 
with an International School Music 
Festival to be started as soon as 
possible after the war. Tentative 
plans to hold this Festival in Mon­
treal in 1947 were made with the 
hope that school children might 
then he bs ought at least from the 
United States and Canada as well 
as some of the Central and South 
American countries, to combine 
with the Festival. An invitation 
was extended to the Eastern 
Music Educations Conference to 
hold its meeting in Montreal. A 
committee was established to con­
tinue work on the International 
Festival to work with Mr. Irvin 
Cooper, director of Mr. Osboume 
MacConathy of New York. They 
are, Miss Lilla Belle Pitts, profes­
sor of Music at Teachers College, 
of Columbia University and past 
president of the National Confer­
ence; Mr. George Gartlan, direct­
or of Music in New York City, Mr. 
Ar thur Brandenburg, director of 
instrumental music in Elizabeth, 
New Jersey, and Miss Hosmer. 

THE COURIER'S NEW SERIAL 

GOD IS MY ^ 
«, CO-PILOT 
Col. Robert L.Scoft 

WINTHROP GRANGE 

A regular meeting of Winthrop 
Grange was held Saturday evening, 
May 5th. a t which time Deputy 
Master and Mrs. Walter Cook 
made their official visit. 

Communications were read from 
Mrs. Blanch Gil man and the Amer­
ican Dairy Association. As Mrs. 
Mae Pet tys is moving away, Maud 
Hunter was installed as Ceres in 
her place, by Deputy Cook. 

Harold Green, insurance agent, 
gave his report. 

Veda Tuggey, Lawrence Wag-
staff were reported ill. 

Reports on the officers' confer­
ence a t Malone were given by 
Daphne Davis and Edna Chatell. 

The Grange voted to buy two 
more $10(1 bondH. 

The Lecturer opened her pro­
gram with all singing a song in 
tr ibute to Deputy Cook; a letter 
was read from Vernon Guertin, 
who is overseas, expressing thanks 
for remembrances from lbo mem­
bers; the mothers were seated to. 
gether, while the Juvenile Grang­
ers marched in and presented each 
with flowers; Mrs. Charles Young 
was presented with a buquet of 
rosebuds by the Juveniles for he 
ing t h e oldest mother present; 
then the mothers of hoys in the 
service funned a xcmi-rin-li- around 
the al tar , while Orma Page sang 
"Kay A Prayer For the Roys Over 
There"; an impromptu liuiiior<iii> 
playlet entitled "The Gnllieniin ,,r 
the Nu t s " was enacted hy sewral 
members; reading on "Milk Pro­
duction' by Eugene Thompson; 
song, "lieautifnl Grange Hall." A 
leading, "The Hand That Rocks-
the Cradle" was given by F n d 
Crane. 

A covered dish -upper \\;r- wrv 
ed and dancing and a fncinl limn 
was enjoyed by all following the 
meeting. The next meeting will 
be May 19. 

FOREWORD 
The author, Col. Robert L. Scon Jr., 

served under my command from July 
1, 1942, to January 9, VJ43, as com­
mander of my filthier force. The only 
criticism of his actions as group com­
mander was that he consistently sched­
uled himself as a pilot on all possible 
missions. He led all types of combat 
missions but specialized in the most 
dangerous, such as long-range flights to 
strafe from minimum altitude Jap air­
dromes, motor vehicles, and shipping 
deep in enemy territory. It was often 
necessary for me to forbid /its partici­
pation in combat missions in order to 
enable him to discharge the many other 
duties •/ a group commander. 

Fits story is a record of persistence, 
determination, and courage from early-
boyhood. Having determined early in 
life that he had to fly, he overcame all 
obstacles in the MWY to the attainment 
of hit ambition. This story alone should 
be an inspiration to every American 
boy. Having become a military pilot, 
his determined struggle to meet the en­
emy and his glorious record first, as a 
"One Man Air Force," and later, as com­
mander of the American Fighters in 
China, should be an inspiration to all 
Atncricans of all ages. 

Colonel Scott's group of fighters al­
ways operated against greatly superior 
numbers of the enemy. Often the odds 
were five to one against them. Their 
planes and equipment were usually bat­
tered by hard usage and supplies were 
extremely limited. Both Scott and hi* 
handful of pilots had one resource in 
unlimited quantities—courage. They also 
possessed initiative and a never-failing 
desire to destroy the enemy. They wore 
themselves out doing the work of ten 
times their number. They demonstrat­
ed time and again that American pilots 
and planes are superior to the Japs. 
The results which they achieved prove 
indisputably "that the enemv ran be de­
stroyed or drwen from China if ade­
quate equipment and supplies are 
made available. The offensive, spirit 
displayed by Scott and his early pilots 
lives on in the men who replaced them. 
They impatiently await the weapons 
needed to drive on into the heart of 
Japan and to final victory. 

C. L. CHENNAVLT, 
Major General. A. V. S„ 

Commanding, 14th Air Force. 

AUTHOR'S NOTE 

My decision for the title of this 
book was probably made back there 
In Kunming one afternoon as the 
doctor dug those five rivet heads 
from my back. They had been driv­
en in when a Jap explosive bullet 
hit the armor plate behind my seat. 
To keep my mind off the pain the 
big Cantonese intern of Doctor Man-
get's kept talking to me. He seemed 
to find it hard to believe that I flew 
the little fighter alone — that I 
dropped the bombs—fired the six 
machine guns — changed the fuel 
tanks — navigated and landed the 
fighter. Finally, with disbelief in 
his eyes, he looked at me and said, 
"Colonel, you are up there all alone 
—even talk over the radio when you 
shoot the guns?" As I waited for 
him to go on with another question, 
I heard the old doctor say, "No, 
son—you're not up there alone—not 
with all the things you come 
through. You have the greatest co­
pilot in the world even if there is 
just room for one in that fighter 
ship—no, you're not alone." 

I believe when this war is over 
that we will be closer to God than 
at any time in the past. I believe 
this because I have seen instances 
of real faith on all fronts. Take for 
instance: Just the other day a song 
came out, "Coming in on a Wing 
and a Prayer." That could have 
been conceived as a title or as the 
theme of the song only by some real 
event. A ship landed with an en­
gine shot away—the fuselage gutted 
by fire and the plane riddled with 
bullets. One oj the war correspond­
ents hurried out to the wounded pi­
lot and asked, "How in the world did 
you bring this ship in . . . ? " The 
pilot shook his head, smiled and re­
plied, "I don't know—ask the Man 
upstairs." 

We who»fly are going to get to 
know that Great Flying Boss in the 
sky better and better. My personal 
ambition is that He permit me to 
go again into combat against the 
Jap or the Hun; that He help me 
just a little to shoot down a hun­
dred Jap ships-—even a thousand. 
Then I hope He lets me come back 
to tell another story. I'm going to 
name that one—the sequel lo this 
one—GOD IS STILL MY CO-PILOT. 

R. L. S. 

CHAPTER I 

Even the angels hi heaven must 
have shrugged their wings after the 
few seconds of my first flight. For 
back home in Macon, Georgia, in 
1920. I must have been, even at age 
twelve, the "vandal" type. There 1 
climbed the steeple of the Baptist 
Church, and from the belfry took 
twelve whitish pigeons, carried them 
to a tent-mccling of Holy Hollers, 
and at the tense moment of fanatic 
prayer released them. I can re­
member nearly splitting my sides 
laughing at what happened—the 

But I had reckoned without the 
old preacher, who had me arrested 
for disturbing the noisy peace. When 
I got out of jail, more embarrassed 
than anything else, I swore ven­
geance on the Holy Rollers and the 
old preacher. Early one morning 
while delivering papers I took a ra­
zor blade and cut off fifty feet of 
canvas from the side wall of the 
converted circus tent—took it away 
and hid it in the woods. 

I had no xise for the purloined 
canvas, and to excuse myself from 
a nagging conscience I tried to for­
get it. But every morning I saw 
the jagged hole that I had made 
for vengeance. Later on I decided 
to build a glider, and for wing-
covering the canvas was ideal. 
Then, with the cloth stretched over 
the ribs of the airfoils and varnished 
for tightening, even with American 
insignia painted on the fuselage, I 
found myself ready to fly. Two of 
my friends helped me pull it to 
the roof of a high colonial home in 
Macon, and with them steadying 
the wings I ran down the sloping 
roof and flew out into space. Now 
in those days I knew nothing of 
"main-spars," "center sections," or 
"wing-loading." With a crack like 
the closing of the jail door, the wing 
buckled in the center and I crashed 
sixty-seven feet to the ground. The 
Cherokee rose bush—that sacred 
State flower of Georgia into which I 
fell—probably saved my life, but 
the thorns stayed with me" for a 
long time. 

After my father had pulled me 
from the wreckage—more scared 
than hurt—I was ordered to tear 
the glider apart. I did, but saved 
the ill-fatad canvas for other plans. 
Later on it was used to cover the 
barrel-stave ribs of a home-made 
canoe which was intended to trans­
port me down the Ocmulgee River 
to the sea, some twelve hundred 
miles away as the winding river 
ran. I had made about six hun­
dred miles of the trip when the sail­
ing canoe caught on a snag and 
the current rolled us to the muddy 
bottom, tangled in the rope rigging 
of the sail. In the seconds that fol­
lowed I nearly drowned—I saw my 
whole misspent life parade before 
my eyes. Finally the rope broke , 
and I swam ashore; but I had al­
ready decided to leave the sacred 
canvas, seasoning forever, at the 
bottom of the Ocmulgee River. 

Once again my mind turned to fly­
ing. I confined my aircraft con­
struction to scale models, and final­
ly made a flying one which won the 
first Boy Scout Aviation merit badge 
in that part of the country. I re­
member when General Mitchell 
tBilly Mitchell) led a flight of fast-
looking MB-3's through the home 
town. I crawled into one of the 
baggage compartments in hopes that 
I would be flown on to Florida in 
this dawn-to-dusk flight. But the 
mechanics found me, and I missed 
making the pursuit ship any tail-
heavier than it normally was. 

It was far back, when I was four 
or five, that I had seen my first air­
plane. A pilot by the name of Ely 
spun in and was killed, and my 
horrified mother dragged me from 
the scene. It most certainly should 
have been an ill omen for my fly­
ing future. However, I know that it 
whetted my appetite to fly. I liked 
anything that flew and freed one 
from the earth, but most of all I 
prayed that destiny would make me 
a pilot of. the fast, little single-seat­
ers—a fighter pilot. 

In 1921 I read of an auction sale 
of war-time Jennys in Americus, 
Georgia. Gathering the largest for­
tune that I could collect, I drove 
my cut-down Modcl-T racing Ford to 
buy myself a real plane. As the auc­
tioneer's hammer hit the block for 
the first time that morning I opened 
with my maximum bid—Seventy-
five dollars! The auctioneer did look 
my way, but the look was merely a 
frown. Far in the back of the 
hangar a heavy voice called, "Six 
hundred dollars." And to this fat 
man the Jennys went, one by one. 
I must have bid over a hundred 
times before the morning had gone 
—the sale had stopped for lunch 
and had been resumed. 

That afternoon I kept bidding, and 
as I said "Seventy-five dollars" for 
about my hundredth time, I heard 
heavy breathing over my right 
shoulder. I turned to look at the 
man who had been overbidding me, 
and the deep voice said, "Now lis­
ten, son, I'm going to let you have 
this one for your seventy-five dol­
lars. Get it and get the hell out of 
here, because I'm buying all the I 
rest for an airline." Anyway I had 
a real plane, all crated up. I hauled 
it home on a truck, hid it in an­
other boy's gurage so my parents 
couldn't find out about it, and be­
gan trying to assemble the part;. 

For days and weeks I worked, 
but couldn't get the knack of it. Fi­
nally I received a letter from a 
street-car conductor who said he 

The partnership began. He taught 
me some fundamentals, like taxying 
faster and faster until the ship was 
almost ready to ti.ke off. I went to 
Chandler Field in Atlanta and took 
several lessons with the instructors 
there in Eagles and Jennys, until 
one day I trusted myself to lake 
off from the racetrack of my home­
town fairgrounds. I still don't see 
how I got by wdth the flight, be­
cause I knew nothing about co­
ordination of controls or the tech­
nique of flying—though no one 
seemed to know much about them in 
those days. But the ship was a 
pretty safe old crate, the wing skids 
saved me from digging a wingtip in 
on the forthcoming ground-loops, 
and I got away with murder. 

All of this ended very suddenly. 
The street-car conductor instructor 
of mine came back to land one 
night and hooked the Jenny's right 
wing on the guy-wire of a smoke­
stack. That was the last of him and 
the last of my Jenny, because they 
both burned. 

darkies were rolling on the sawduit i hud been a pilot in the war. He of-
floor. They wore rolling their ryes | 
and jelling. "Gideon, Gideon—hal­
leluiah—glory, glory!" I suppose the 
pigeons really did look like doves 
of peace. ! 

fried to help me put the Jenny to­
gether, and teach me to fly and 
lifivi^utn, if I would give him use of 
the plane for "barnstorming" over 
the Slate on woe.k-ei.dg, 

As the years went on I moved up 
in the Boy Scouts until at seventeen, 
in 1925, I was one of the highest in 
the country, and had more merit 
badges than any other Scout in the 
South. With all of them, however, 
my schooling had suffered, for to 
me flying and athletics came before 
books and such. I sometimes think 
the only way I ever completed high 
school was for my patient mother 
and father to promise to let me 
work my way to Europe on freight­
ers in the summer only when I 
could pass studies like Spanish and 
English. I don't think, though, that 
my parents knew I had resolved to 
go to West Point. For after talking 
to men in the Air Corps I had dis­
covered that if a boy went to the 
Training center at Brooks Field, 
near San Antonio, as a Flying Ca­
det, his future was rather indefinite. 
The Government would train you to 
fly, give you the best course in the 
world. Then they would order you 
to active duty as a Reserve Officer 
for about a year. After that, due 
to economy programs, it might all 
be over. 

Wanting to fly for the rest of my 
life, I bad charted my course. I 
reioived to go to the Military Acad­
emy and become a regular a rmy 
officer first; then to be ordered to 
the Air Corps Training Center a s a 
student officer. After completing the 
flying course, I would have a life­
time in front of me as a pilot in the 
Regular Army. 

The greatest, fight I had was to 
get into the Military Academy, for 
appointments were scarce in the 
South. I wrote all the Senators and 
Congressmen in Georgia, but found 
they had promised their quotas long 
before. All such refusals merely 
made me more determined to win 
the opportunity. I wrote not only 
my own State political leaders but 
those of other States. Finally, the 
Congressman of my Georgia dis­
trict—at the earnest plea of home­
town friends who knew of my Boy 
Scout record—-gave me second alter­
nate. This proved of little value; 
the principal won out by merely 
presenting his high-school credits 
and passing the physical examina­
tion. The next year I was given 
a first alternate from a Senator but 
again the principal won. 

Hope of entering the Academy 
seemed to wane, for I was approach­
ing maximum age limit for appli­
cants. The same year I tried a 
competitive examination with the 
National Guard, but failed the alge­
bra subject. This failure at least 
proved to me that though my studies 
in high school may have been 
passed, I had learned very little. 
My stock in myself was a t a low 
ebb, there in 1926, when the high-
school principal did me the greatest 
favor in the world by his remark; 
"Well, you really didn't expect to 
go to West Point, did you?" And 
the smile that accompanied the slur 
made me swear that by all that was 
high and holy I would get there. 

The things that followed were 
chronologically peculiar for any boy. 
Til bet I'm one of the few in this 
world who was graduated from high 
school, attended two colleges, and 
then returned to high school to real­
ly get the foundation I had missed. 
I know I had at last learned that 
what one of the old professors said 
was right: "Not for school, but for 
life, we learn." 

Returning to my old high school, 
I choso my own courses and sub­
jected myself to several periods of 
mathematics, history, and English 
every day. The professors, who re­
membered me as seldom opening a 
book, Rlanced at one another as 
though they thought they had a psy­
chopathic case on their hands. Bui 
I acquired some of the knowledge I 
had missed, and the next s u m m e r -
June, 1927—1 wont to Fort McPher-
son and enlisted in the Regular 
Army as a private. There I be­
came Private Scott, Serial Number 
8355544, in Company " F " of the 
22nd Infantry. Three months later, 
after a preliminary examination, I 
began training in the Fourth Corps 
Area—West Point Prep School, 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

Nicholvillc 
Mr. E. S. Skit" has been ill with 

bronchitis the past week. 
The regular monthly meeting of 

the W. S. C. S. of the Methodist 
church was held a t the home of 
Mrs. Oscar Foley Thursday May 
10. A covered dish lunch was ser­
ved at noon. 

Mr. and Mrs. W. Merrill of 
Watertnwn visited Mrs. May 
Chambers and Mrs. R. Sheldon 
last Wednesday. 

Mrs. Wilson Phelps who has 
been quite ill the past few weeks 
is much improved. 

Mr. and Mrs. Guy Rhodes were 
business callers in Canton, Wed­
nesday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Oscar Foley visit­
ed relat ives in Potsdam the past 
week. 

Charley Reed who is a patient 
at Alice Hyde hospital, Malnne, is 
reported much better at present. 

Fred Newtown litis been very ill 
the pasi week. 

Mrs. DeForest Troinhly is spend­
ing a few weeks with her mother, 
Mrs. Bandy of St. Regis Falls. 

Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Donovan 
visited Rev. Henry Wilcott of Long 
Lake, Sunday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Cordon Niles who 
spent the winter in Massena, have 
returned tn their home here. 

The ladies of the Holy Cross 
parish served about 100 Potsdam 
K. of C. and their wives a t a com­
munion breakfast held in commun­
ity hall at Hopkinton Sunday 
morning'. 

Pfc. Paul J. Barnes 
Wounded in Set en, 
Home On Furlough 

Pfc. Paul J. Barnes is spending 
a thiity day furlough with his par­
ents, Mr. and Mrs. Raymond 
Barnes a t West Potsdam. 

P f c Barnes was wounded by a 
sniper's bullet in Belgium, Dec. 
:!lst 1044. while serving- with Gen­
eral Patton's Army in the S7th 
Division. He participated in the 
battles of Metz, Saarbucken ami 
Bastogne. 

One erf the major duties of the 
87th Division was the mopping up 
of Pill Boxes by-passed by the 
rapid advance of Patton's Third 
Army. 

Pfc. Barnes was awarded the 
Purple Heart, the Good Conduct 
Medal, the Combat Infantryman's 
badg'e and has two s ta is on hi.-. 
European Theater ribbon. 

At the expiration of his fu-'-
furlough he will return to Camp 
Putnei General Hospital in North 
Carolina. 

^Btcoch 

Courier & Freeman 
ON SALE 

at 

Healey's Store 
NORWOOD, N. T. 

Craig Gift Shop 
for 

Gifts of Dls»«««**'-

- T O Y S -

71 Market St. Potsdam 

Phone 2319 

The Brooch is of 
everlasting use— 
it 's n jewel every 
woman likes and 
w e a r s . Inspect 
our exquisite, col­
orful designs. 

$3.95 up I 

I 

\ 

Always A Big Stock of 

FEEDS 
NO LIMIT ON QUANTITIES 

CAR LOAD LOTS AVAILABLE 

* C A R E Y 
* J E W E L E R + 
3 M A I N ST. P O T S D A M . 

20% and 24% 
DAIRY RATION 

Chick Starter — Chick Grower —• Scratch Feed 
Laying Mash — Cracked Gorn 

M A C H I N E R Y 
Lime Sowers — Tractor Plows — Dump Rakes 

Hammermills 

Montgomery Ward 
Maple St. Potsdam, H. Y> 

/vt 7$m &y, 7?te wazj^ajTrfepafc... 
THEY missed him terribly dur ing the m o n t h s he 

was away a t camp; bu t it was like sending a 
boy off to school . 

You hate to see him go , but that ' s where he 
belongs, and he wants t o go . 

So you wave him off with a. smile, and comfort 
yourself witli t h e t h o u g h t that there' l l b e letters and 
phone calls and he trill b e coming h o m e for visits. 

But our there in the Pacific . . . that 's different 

. . . fr ightening. There will be fewer letters, anxious 

weeks with no letters at all. Back here he was in 

t raining; o u t there he 's in danger. For their boy, for 

them, the war isn ' t as g o o d as over. I t ' s just begun! 

They've been g o o d soldiers r ight a long, gone 

easy o n gas and tires, saved their scrap and their 
waste paper, tilled their Victory G a r d e n , b o u g h t 
their B o n d s . They' l l be better soldiers than ever 
now! For they k n o w that slacking off at h o m e can 
needlessly p r o l o n g t h e war . . . tha t giving t h e j o b 
all we 've g o t can he lp wind it u p in a hurry. 

And e n d i n g the war a m o n t h , a week, even an 
hour sooner , is vital t o them; it may save their son . 

I 'M, it's wonderful to have Germany out oj it; 
hut don't forget the boys who'll have to be hurt 
between now and the final headline, "War's over!" 

Help write that one sooner... buy a Bond today. 

This War Bond message prepared andpublished by the brewers of B a l l a n t i n e A l e < © B e e r 
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