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Parishville 
A must dt'li^btful sbimci' \\:u"-

t( micrt'ti Mr.s. Lyle SU-IIIIILM-JJ,, m-r 
MISS Kathleen Thomas, a rfvent 
bride. Saturday aftf'nuu.n at the 
Hale residence by Mis. Douglas 
Kirk and Miss Frances Champney. 
Ab«'ut forty friends and relatives 
gathered to honor this very charm­
ing and popular young bride. A 
feature of the entertainment was 
a mock wedding at which Mrs. 
Harold Seaver, as minister, oifici-
ated. Mrs. Ralph Edwards acted 
as bride, Mrs. Floyd Bliss as bride­
groom. The couple was attended 
by Mrs. Barnett Corbin as na t ron 
of honor and Mrs. Royal Mojt as 
best man. Mrs. Gloria Henderson 
was flower girl. TIM- bride's 
father was Mrs. Fve i . t t Bassett. 
and mother, Mrs. Homy Gaiiough. 
The ring (curtain mil ring} cere­
mony was performed. The bridal 
par ty entered the spacious living 
room to the strains of the weudint, 
march played by Mrs. Fay Dutn 
and stood before the decorated tire-
place while "Rev." Seaver per­
formed the "solemn" service. Fa­
vorite recipes and wise ad\ Uc was 
donated to the honor guest by each 
one present. The gifts ivere num­
erous and lovely. Refreshments m 
ice cream, a beautiful bride s cake 
and decorated cup cakes were s e n -
ed. 

The ' regular s ta ted ' meeting or 
Par ish Chapter, O. E. S. will be 
held at 8 o'clnck, Friday evening. 
May 25 a t Masonic Temple. Me­
morial services are to be piesenled. 
A social hour and refreshment will 
follow. 

Officers for the Union Church 
Ladies Aid Society ha'.e been 
elected for the ensuing year to he. 
president, Mrs. Sumner E. Feuner; 
first vice-president, Mrs. Grace S. 
' lucker; second vice-president, idrs. 
Rsdpn Edwards; third- vice-presi­
dent, Mrs. F. Douglas Kirk; secre­
tary, Mrs. Ivy Robar; treasurer, 
Mrs. Roswell Converse; chaplain, 
lwrs. Veneshia Bump; and pianist, 
Mrs. rjrnest H. Tucker. At an of­
ficers meeting at Mrs. Fenner's 
home last week Monday evening 
these in 'iithly committees were ay-
poiiueu: May—Mrs. Kosweii Con­
verse, chairman, Mrs. Ivy Robar, 
Mrs. t»uy Delong, Mrs. Roy Wane. 
Mrs. Jennie Hart , Mrs. I \ emt 
Courser ana Mrs. Edmund Haigm; 
June— Mrs. Chester Champney, 
cnairnian, Mrs. Herbert Champney, 
Airs. Edith Riggs, Mrs. Harold 
Harriniaii, Mrs. Joseph Randall, 
Mrs. Belle Cook, Mrs. Clara Spear, 
and jura. Flint Russell; July—Rev. 
John s. Mci'hee, chairman, Fluyd 
Bliss, Barnett Corbin, Royal S. 
Hoyt, Roswell Converse, Ralph Ed­
wards, Lvereit Bassett, Sumner 
Feuner, Huyd Fennel", and Warren 
O. Daniels; August— Mrs. Frank 
Samson, chairman, Mrs. Douglas 
ivirk, Mrs. Lottie T upper, Mrs. Era 
Jonverse, Mrs. Fred Hoyt, Miss 
Frances Champney, Mrs. Frank 
Helmer, and Mrs. Alton Moses; 
September — Mrs. George Wolfe, 
chairman, Mrs. Clutord Bruce, 
Mrs. Lavalle Mathewson, Mrs. 
Harold Seaver, Mrs. William C raw -
ford, Mrs. Edwin Hitchcock and 
Mrs . Veneshia Bump; October — 
Mrs. Grace Tucker, chairman, Mrs. 
Ruby bheldon, Mrs. Morton Spear, 
hr., Mrs. Eulalia Feeley, Mrs. 
J ames Spear, Mrs. Dorothy Coch­
ran, Mrs. Lyle Steinberg, Mrs. 
Frances Campbell, and Miss Flor­
ence Page; November — Mrs. 
Floyd Bliss, chairman, Mrs. Gloria 
Henderson, Mrs. Barnett Corbin, 
MTS. John McPhee, Mrs. Alice M. 
Hale, Mrs. Henry Garlough, and 
Mrs. Maine Brown; December — 
Mrs. Alfred LaFounlam, chairman, 
Mrs. Rutiierfi.rd Sampler, Mrs. 
Lyle Hart, Mrs. Frank Cuyler, 
Mrs . George Richardson, Mrs. Ad-
die Wilcox, Mrs. Frances Thomas, 
and Mrs. Percy Har t ; January — 
Mrs. Ralph Edwards, chairman; 
Mrs. Fay Duffy, Mrs. Everett Bas­
sett , Mrs. Royal Hoyt, Mrs. George 
Campbell, Mrs. Warren Daniels, 
Mrs. Ernest Tucker, and Mrs. Ira 
Jordan; February — Mrs. Sumner 
E. Feuner, chairman, Mrs. Milton 
Seaver, Mrs. William Delancy, 
Mrs . Vina Thomas, Mrs. Amos 
Cheney, Mrs. Celia Covey, and 
Mrs. George Wood; March — Mrs. 
Jeremy Ford, chairman; Mrs. Don-
aild Smith, Mrs. Ida Cassida, Mrs. 
Lloyd Cary, Mrs. Sydney Tyler; 
Mr.s. Rachel Harper, Mr.s. Lelanri 
Gary and Mi's. Leon Stone; April 
— (annual dinner), Mrs. Roswell 
Converse, Mrs. Ivy Robar, Mrs. 
Ralph Edwards, Mrs. Grace Tuck­
er, Mrs. Morton Spear, Sr„ Mrs. 
Vina Thomas, and Mrs. William 
Gook; flower committee, Mis. Jer­
emy Ford and Mrs. Alfred La Foun­
ta in ; calling committee, Mr?. War­
ren Daniels and Mrs. Dorothy D. 
Coehi'an. 

Thursdav evening marked the 
annual spring concert presented by 
the music groups of Central school 
a t the town hall. A large crowd 
attended and fully enjoyed and ap-
preciated the effnrls of both in­
structors and students. The musi­
cal part of the program was under 
the direefion of Mrs. Erna Root of 
Colton and the vocal part under 
the direction "f Mrs. '"'lark ("hil-
tenden of Hopkinion. The arco'e-
panists weie Mrs. Chittenden, Mr.s. 
Fay Duti'y and Miss Eakins. 

SINCLAIR. CORNERS 

COD IS 
MY 

CO-PILOT 
By COL. 

ROBERT L. SCOTT 
WNTT Features. 

Callers at the Hart Homesleail 
recently were Mr. and Mrs. Frank 
Sampson of Southville, Mr. and 
Mrs . Leon Jenkins of Parishville 
and Hugh Pa r r of .Nurth L a u r e n c e 

CHAPTER II 

Scott put in six months of study 
there, for there were some eight 
hundred of us soldiers trying in com­
petition for about fourteen vacan­
cies. As luck would have it that 
year, these fourteen were cut to 
eight. Once again West Point 
seemed a long way off. I got down 
to business then; I would shut my­
self in my room and almost memo­
rize the lessons, especially every old 
West Point examination as far back 
as 1920. The study bore fruit. I 
kept at the top of the class and in 
March took the dreaded examina­
tion. 

One day, some weeks after the 
annual . dompetitSon Ibr entrance 
from ths Regular Army, I was t a l k ­
ing guard duty. I was called from 
Post Number One. around the 
guard-house; I had just heard the 

i familiar call. "Number One — two 
I prisoners," and had replied, "Turn 
! 'em in." The General had sent for 
j me. As I stood before him my 

heart felt as though it would* beat 
: out through my blouse. He smiled 
! and spoke. 

| "Son, you have won in the West 
' Point competitive examination and 
I I want to tell you you're starting 
I out on the same road I started out 
1 on a long time ago. It 's the great-
I est school in the world—but learn 
I some common sense too. I'm send-
I ing you on furlough until you report 
for duty at -the Military Academy. 

I Congratulations." 
The world was never so sweet. I 

gained two inches in the chest that 
day. 

I Thus, in July of 1928, I walked 
! through the sally port with my suit­

case and began the routine that is 
I familiar to nearly everyone. I had 

heard of the strict discipline of West 
Point and the difficulty of studies 
for one handicapped by a Southern 
accent. My year of hard work had 
made me haje books again, but I 

| resolved that after the work I had 
i gone to I most certainly would not 

be kicked out or "found," as we 
say in Kaydet slang. I remember 
my father's ambition for me. He 
waf of course proud of my appoint­
ment, and used to wonder why I 
didn't rank about number one in 
my class. During my Plebe year, 
which was easy because I had just 
about learned the first year's work 
at the prep school, he used to write 
and tell me that while it wasn't too 
disgraceful to be number fifty in a 
class of over three hundred, he 
couldn't see why I didn't study a 
little more and get up into the first 
twenty. Well, as the first year went 
by and I got into the more difficult 
studies, I went lower and lower in a 
class that dwindled finally to some 
two hundred and sixty. During the 
last year, when I was very far 
down, Daddy would write: 

"You just stay there, Son, just 
stay there." 

I still heard the planes flying over 
and try as I would, I could concen­
t ra te on nothing but the Air Corps. 

In 1930 I wrote an essay on fly­
ing, and it almost got me kicked 
ou t You see, in Military History 
you have to write a monograph on 
the strategy employed in one of the 
major battles of the world. I had al­
ways liked military history and had 
been in the first section of that sub­
ject. (At the Academy each stu­
dent is in a section commensurate 
with his scholastic standing.) My 
presence in that group permitted m e 
to choose my battle. I had had a 
grandfather killed at Bull Run, and 
I therefore selected the first Battle 
of Manassas. 

There was, as usual, many a slip. 
Before I was able to write the story 
we were permitted to travel to the 
West Coast to play Stanford in foot­
ball. Coming back under the cha­
grin of defeat, I did not bother to 
open my books, believing that even 
West Point would not expect a stu­
dent to recite withm one hour of 
his return from California. But I 
reckoned without the rigidity of the 
Academy. Our train arrived across 
the Hudson at Garrison at 0:55, and 
we marched into History at 7:55. I 
was immediately assigned to recite 
on the battle of Valmy. I did not 
know what war it was in, and there­
fore knew nothing concerning it. To 
say that and get a zero, however, 
would be fatal and in fact could 
mean disciplinary action. I there­
fore resorted to the time-worn West 
Point tactics of evasion—known as 
"bugling." 

Going to the blackboard with- an 
air of confidence, I stood at atten­
tion with pointer in hand and be­
gan, "Sir, my duty for today is to 
explain the battle of Valmy. Napo­
leon declared after this engagement 
that the forces of an army must 
be concentrated for battle . . . " 
At that instant the professor stood 
up and said he would wait Ave sec­
onds for me to begin the recitation 
correctly. I tried again and was 
ordered to sit down. 

The zeio I received dropped m e 
from the first section to the last. 

1 Furthermore, I found immediately 

Hint in this last section the sub­
jects for monographs were not se-
kctod by the cadet, but vvere as­
signed The new -instructor gave 
mo the battle of Sandepu—some in­
significant engagement in an insig-
nilici-'iil war. 1 looked for days in 
the library for data on the battle, 
and Anally found about one para­
graph devoted to it in the Encyclo­
paedia Britannica. It was Sandepu, 
Uaikcutai, or Yen Kai-Wan. fought 
during the Russo-Japanese War of 
1004-05. 

A person with my imagination and 
initiative, I reasoned, would simply 
wasie his talents on such a snii.il 
battle. I therefore decided to cre­
ate a fictitious battle. This extra 
work mattered not, for I had noth­
ing but time, having been placed in 
confinement fo" ' getting the zero in 
history. I worked out an elaborate 
plan for the battle and introduced 
the subject in a manner that I knew 
would attract attention to even a 
last-section monograph. I dedicated 
the work of art to the officer in 
charge of Field Artillery, Lieut. 
Pete Nuby—a contraband nickname 
of a very tough officer. I illustrated 
the monograph with pictures of New 
York street cleaners and wrote un­
der them that they were Japanese 
soldiers waiting to go over the top 
at the River Ho in 1005. Lastly I 
tied the book in red ribbon at least 
six inches wide, completed with a 
bow larger than the monograph. I 
doomed myself in the last para­
graph by saying that I had dreamed 
I had observed the battle, but had 
been awakened by reveille, which, 
as Napoleon declared at the battle 
of Maloyaroslavetz, is a hideous 
noise in the middle of the night. All 
of which went to prove, I contended, 
that history could be made in sleep, 
and it therefore did not require an 
"engineer" to be a historian. 

For the story of Sandepu, I imag­
ined that I went down to a Southern 
city to inspect the Army's first air­
craft. This was a free balloon—the 
latest invention of 1905. Becoming 
weary, I went to sleep in the basket 
of the balloon. But a storm must 
have torn the craft from its moor­
ings, for when I looked down I was 
being blown to the East across the 
Atlantic. For days we drifted over 
ocean and continents, until, coming 
close to the hilly ground, I used the 
first air-brakes ever known. They 
were composed of one mile of gov­
ernment red-tape and the anchor 
worn by the captain of the "goat" 
team of 1004. (This was readily in­
terpreted by the professors, for the 
traditional football game of the year 
is one played between the first thir­
ty men in the Second Class, called 
the "engineers," and the last thirty 

General Henry H. Arnold, chief of 
the United States Army Air Forces, 
to whom this story is dedicated. 

men, known as the "goats." I was 
of course in the last thirty; I had 
been Goat Captain, and had worn 
the anchor sewn on my football 
jersey.) These improvised airbrakes 
worked, and the anchor caught on a 
hill which I identified from maps as 
the hill of Chan-tan Honan—the the­
ater of the Eusso-Japanese War. 
From this vantage point, swinging 
in the balloon, I watched the two 
armies in battle. Merely rank face-
tiousness, I admit, but even then 
I was completely air-minded. 

I was reported for submitting a 
facetious monograph in military art 
and for casting reflections on the 
Engineering Department. For this 
offense, I was brought before a 
board of four officers, known as the 
Battalion Board—or, as we called it, 
the "Batt Board." My explanation 
was that I knew, after being dropped 
from the first section to the last in 
one recitation, that I must have in­
ferior intelligence. I therefore had 
no chance of writing an interesting 
and worthy monograph on the ma­
terial of the actual battle, and ac­
cordingly I had decided to make my 
battle fiction, and so interesting that 
it would be read completely Instead 
of merely being graded according 
to the tradition of the last sec t ion-
that is, either barely passing or be­
low. I argued that I had evidently 
accomplished that purpose, for my 
grade was perfect. 

This explanation had just about 
won the Batt Board around to my 
side when one of the Board mem­
bers—a stumpy little officer noted 
for his precisencss, called behind 
his back "Fanny" Macon—asked 
me: "Mr. Scott, I see your point 
about making the monograph in­
teresting. But what is the red rib­
bon for, what does it represent?" I 
looked at him almost with pity. 
"Sir, how long have you been in the 
Army?" "For seventeen years ," he 
said, intimating that it was none of 
my business. Even then I think I 
could have saved the battle, but the 
opportunity was *-* J—-"-1-
"Wcll, Sir," I said, "in that time you 
certainly*should know aboul*mili-
tary red tape." 

The Batt Board agreed unani­
mously that I should walk the Area 

j>ne year. For all that. I finally 
graduated—even if it was just about 
as the anchor man. 

In the summer of 1932, after being 
graduated and commissioned a sec­
ond Lieutenant of Infantry, I went 
to Europe. * In Cherbourg, France, 
I bought a motorcycle and set out to 
ride to Constantinople. The one-cyl­
inder Soyer took me down through 
Paris, then Southeast into Switzer­
land, and over the Simplon Pass to 
Italy. I spent some time in Venice; 
then I went up through the dust into 
Jugoslavia. 

One day I had ridden some four 
hundred miles into the town of Novo 
Mesto. Tired and dirty from the 
heavy dust of the roads. I went to 
the best-looking of the hotels, and 
after some delay in making myself 
understood among Serbians and 
Croatians, I ordered beefsteak. Dur­
ing the explanation I gathered that 
someone who lived there in the town 
spoke English. This of course was 
pleasant news, for I was, after all, 
a lonely tourist in a very foreign 
land. They now sent a small boy 
to bring back this connecting link 
between us. I waited and waited, 
while they all pointed and jabbered 
about me. Finally the steak came, 
and got cold while my mouth wa­
tered, but I felt I had to wait and 
ask the American if he would eat 
with me. At last there was a com­
motion at the entrance, and I turned 
anxiously to see my American 
friend. 

Through the door waddled a dark, 
dirty little man—evidently a former 
fruit-vendor in New York. He saw 
me, stopped his Croatian talk, threw 
out his arms, and cried, "Son of a 
beetch! Son of a beetch!" To my 
discomfiture, that was the only Eng­
lish he seemed to know. But I 
halved my steak with him and pat­
ted him on the back as he tried to 
talk, and in the end I guess his com­
patriots really thought their friend 
spoke American anyway. I could 
hear them calling me Americanski. 

I continued on, keeping clear of 
the tourist routes, and finally, after 
a forty-five-day trip from Cherbourg, 
I rode into Constantinople. Here I 
came close to getting in a real jam. 
Back through my life I had concen­
trated on scouting, archery, and fly­
ing—anything but girls. I could re­
member crossing the street to keep 
from having to talk to them. But 
that real bashfulness was far behind 
me. Now I had about gone to the 
other extreme; I had found dates in 
Paris, Venice, and other cities, and 
had had a fine time. 

Before reaching Turkey, I had 
been warned by the head of the 
American Express in Sofia that I 
should be very careful in Istanbul 
and should confine myself to the 
Americanized Turks in and around 
the Pera part of the city. They told 
me above all to stay clear of Ga­
lata—the old Greek and Turkish sec­
tion. As luck ruled, however, my 
first acquaintance was "from Galata, 
and that night I headed for the city 
of the veiled women. 

Well, even with right ideas the 
men in that quarter had the wrong 
idea. I saw Hie danger just in 
time, and even then I had to jump 
through a window—glass and all— 
into an alley. I can hear the yells 
even these years afterwards as I 
ran through Galata back to Pera tor 
my motorcycle. Stopping at the ho­
tel just long enough to check out, I 
was off in more dust for Scutari and 
East in Asia to Ankara. 

So raising the veil of a Moslem 
female shortened my stay in Con­
stantinople. Even in my return to 
the West from Ankara, I found a 
way to dodge the city on the Helles­
pont by getting a Black Sea steam­
er and crossing North of Istanbul to 
land at Varna in Bulgaria. F rom 
here I crossed the Danube at Rust-
chuk and went to Bucharest. 

My spirits had risen a little after 
missing the Turkish knives in Ga­
lata, but here I found a cablegram 
awaiting me. The Comptroller Gen­
eral had ruled that the Economy 
Act of June, 1932, affected all offi­
cers on leave. He had decided that 
I, like many others, was on leave 
without pay. My orders were to 
report to the nearest American Em­
bassy for duty; I remember that 
they were signed by McColl. I sent 
my champagne back and ordered 
beer, for the money for this trip 
had been borrowed against my three 
months' leave pay. Here I was, 
thousands of miles from home and 
Randolph Field, where my flying 
training would start. If I reported 
to some ground officer in Europe, I 
would* probably never get to fly. 

Anyway, just to make sure, I 
hopped on my motorcycle that night 
and headed for Texas by way of 
Budapest — Linz — Bingen-on-the-
Bhinc—and Paris. I sold the motor­
cycle in Cherbourg and boarded the 
Bremen for a quick trip home. I 
had used pay that I was expecting 
to get during leave, and I 'd be pay­
ing the bank for a long time. But 
I resolved right then and there that 
1 would pay that money tlack from 
the Air Corps at Randolph Field and 
not from some desk in an Embassy. 

And so I came at last to the Air 
Corps Training Center at Randolph 
Field, Texas. 

It's hard to describe my feelings 
as I walked into the North gate of 
that field and down the nearly mile-
long road to the Bachelor Officers 
Building, where I was to report. I t 
seemed that all my life I had wait­
ed for this moment. Now at last 
the great day was at hand when I 
would begin my government flying 
training. There , above me . against 
the blue Texas sky I could -see the 
roaring airplanes in their Army col­
ors, A* my leet carried me into the [ 

W. Parishville 
Mrs. Minnie Curtis is quite ill 

ta this writing. Mrs. Edwin Cran-
dall and Mrs. Susie Stark are help­
ing1 to take care of Mrs. Curtis. 
Mr. and Mrs. Horace Benson of 

Detroit, Mich., have been visiting 
lis parents, Mr. and Mrs. A. F. 
Jenson, also Mrs. Benson's mother, 
Mrs. Minnie Msclntyre, Potsdam, 
and other friends and relatives. 
They leave for Detroit, Wednesday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Harry Clark have 
moved onto the Adah Bicknell 
bouse. 

Mrs. Arthur Crump is "ill. Her 
mother, Mrs. Margaret Clark, is 
spending a few days with her. 

Mr. and Mrs. Edwin Crandall 
were dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs. 
Benson, Tuesday. 

Darwin Bump is on the sick list. 

Toad Hollow 
Mr. and Mrs. Winford Halford 

ipent Friday evening with Mr. and 
Mrs. Harold Herriman. 

Mrs. Joseph Randall called on 
ler sister, Mrs. Flint Russell Wed-
lesdaji. 

Mrs. Cora Champney, Mrs. Lot-
ie Champney, Mrs. Alice Cary, 

Mrs. Alton Moses and daughter, 
Mrs. Beulah Spear, Mrs. Helen 
Spear, Mrs. Helen St ra ter and 
•hildren, Mrs. Ralph Moses and 
laughters, Mrs. Joseph Randall 
spent Thursday with Mrs. Glen 
Spear. I t was Mrs. Spear 's birth­
day. 

Mrs. Herbert Champney spent 
•i few days with her parents in 
Norwood. 

field I could hear tne rhythm of the 
steps seeming to say in cadence, 
"This is it! This is what* I've waited 
for all the days of my life!" 

In October, 1932, I was assigned 
to Lieut. Ted Landon for primary 
flying training. I imagine this as­
signment was about as momentous 
for him as it was for me—for after 
all I must have been quite a prob­
lem, with all I thought I knew about 
flying and the eagerness with which 
I approached military aviation. 

(TO BB CONTINUED) 
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CAKE-MAKING IS 

Fun 
when you use the new 
Betty Crocker Method 

Recipes in Sacks 

Gold Medal 
James Sullivan 

BEAL ST. 

25 lbs—SI.48 

Wards T.V?spers 
are Eacl3r ID Hang! 

As "_w as 6 c 
a roll 

W a r d s lovely wal!p2~"r? ere ca r ie r to hang , because 

6f the pe r fo ra ted I rim-Easy E ^ge. I t just tears o f f . . ; 

n o kni ie o r "straight- edge*' necessary. Gives you 

c leaner seams, a n d saves you t ime W a r d s wa l l ­

pape r s save you money, t o o , gm any type pa t t e rn o r 

quality, for any r o o m in y o u r h o m e . Come i n a n d 

see W a r d s lovely se lec t ion of p a p e r s for 1'945. 

IVJLoiitgomery Ward 

Charles Emerson of the Hopkiri-.; 
Inn tiiad called on Mr. and Mrs. B. 
Hazen recently. 

"Here I've been going around 
dreaming about getting a 
new car as soon as the war's 
won." 

"But I know better. It may be 
2 or 3 years after victory 
before I .can make that dream 
come true." 

"In the meantime, the Gulf 
man is helping me to keep my 
old car from being a night­
mare. He says with Gulf pride* 
and Gulflex** it can be kept 
going until I get a new one." 

"So now, I'm not worrying. By 
giving it the best lubrication 
I can buy, I expect to keep 
on the road." 

GULFPRIDE 
FOR YOHR MOTOR 

An oil that's TOUGH in 
capital letters . . . protects 
against carbon and sludge! 

* 

* * 
GULFLEX 
FOR YOUR CHASSIS 

Knocks out friction at up 
to 39 vital chassis points! 

Protection plus! 
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