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Chipman 
Mrs. TY'rrom-r l?:min<n, n hu svilli 

h<*r L'hilftvi-n l.Luty H;m.i<>u ni"i 
BUIIDR' Juan Haminn livt.*.- wiih 
her |mrunts Ml. :iuH Alt';-. riMn'nro 
baivla>, rui't i \ t ( | iv«r<| y.-stt'rd.i.\ 
thai h t r hm-Uni'l h:is ht-rn lil.i-iat-
etl, after beiiiii a iiricniMT fu. >ver 
:i year in (H-rm.-iny. Mis. Ilanni-n 
ha.l nut heanl I'mni S^t. Harmon 
sinue last NnvenibiT. 

Corp. Jnhn S, Fishi'.' is re^tv-
erinK' from an i'purali"it on hi:-, j 
no.su, in ;i Hospital at Np|i'>*s. | 
Italy in Uiv t 'uj-lf Valley. Cniw. i 
Fisher was' MII'IVI ins>" finni an in - | 
fueted root n1 a tooth ami il s|iivt'l • 
tn his Mmisr,-, He is tin- son < I'j 
Mr. and Mrs. K».y Fisher. He hopes | 
to he nhle to join his yroiip waen j 
he leaves the* hospital. | 

The Hev. and Mr.-,. CiHiii^.' R. I 
Harland called at Potsdam Hos­
pital on Mrs. Floiviy/r McKee nt' 
Waddin.uton. They found h e r ! 
slightly nnnroved. j 

Richard Grayson, son of S^t. ' 
and Mrs. Unhurt 1'. Crnysim wa-i ' 
in Henhnrn Hospital Thursday 
morning. Dr. M. J. Stearns re- | 
moved his tonsils and Dr. Howard 
Kelly removed two ieeth For the 
little fellow. His hn»ther remain­
ed with him and Rev. t^orpf* R. 
Harland hrou.uh them IHHTU nyain 
Fridav momintr. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ilaruld Hunter 
have nce'ed to a farm near Paw­
n ' s FautMj-y, wliieh tht--\ nvp!itl,\ 
pnrehased. They have lived t'nv 
teMiiy y-'ars "H the Alviu Merkley 
farm. They sold part of it to Mell-
ville Veiteh and Uenwiek Witch. 

-H\\. r n i | i H u i l i e r . sen nf Ml' . 
and Mis. HamM Hunter sent lln'oi 
the piunle h^.ut he !iad r'-reiverl. ' 
1,'on wrts badly wniindid in Ger- ; 

r.ianv and had been in a hospital in j 
Kngland for some time. He will I 
he i*'turned t«* duty si 

Mrr.. I'lmefit Kutlwfnrd was the 
i.-,ue.-,t Tnesda^' of her il-ni^hter. [ 
Mrs. George r.t ' j^s and family of ! 
Oĵ d ens bury. Mirf. Uegtrs and ehil- j 
nren reUirned home with her fo r ! 
Memorial Day. < 

Walter Brown, son of Mr. and ; 
Mi'.\ ( arl Brown is the proud ' 
pfi^^c-.,,- of a Japanese officii,.: fo • 
cap. The cap was new, having been : 
unearthed by a bull dnxer near I 
Siapan. hVt. Alton Brown, son ol" 
Richard Y. Broun was with 1b-
eontih^'ent that uncovered the loof. | 
Il Is a beautiful pek-e of fur with j 
sal in iinin.es and e:a laps. TV I 
holes so carefully finished beir-'a1 h 
the laps would indicate it was j 
mean) for a flkr. S,i«t. Br>t\:n \ 
liruin/hl it to his nephew wivn J 
home on fnrlouu'h. He is now . l a -
tinned in ihe Hawaiian Inlands.. 

Miss. Erin a Porteous ha.s f lush­
ed iiur y e a s eourso at ihe Ayri-
culrimit ivjlfue at. Canton. Shi» i^ 
speadiiiL' h.-o v.icatioii with he> 
parent , Mr. and Mr-;. Kail F'oi. -
eons and will [ey\v f..,1 Rochest. o 
N. V. Salurday the Oth of June, j 
Erma will take a special course i >r j 
dietician- at the Highland Hospii il I 
in Roche.-ter. She wail be accom­
panied by Mbs Nancy Holmes of 
Madrid. 

North Lawrence 
Norla ( h a p t . r (.1. K. S. will hold 

it.s regular stated meeting' at th<* 
Mat-ohic Hall on Friday evening' 
June 8th. Kac'h one attending is 
asked to brim:' refreshments. 

Mr*, ("heetnian of Burling'lon. 
Vej'jnfiid is a guest for a few day-
of her daughter, Mrs., Fiernard I,a-
Omib and Al . LaO.inb. Mr-. 
( heesnian was the -uie^t of honor 
at a party at the home of Mi -.. 
GeoiV* Bui'Uo mi \\ edne,-day '•"'•, 

Handd Hurl-:e \vie. was serioi^ly 
wounded in action in Germany 
several weeks a•,'••• and has been in 
a hospital in Knglaud for wcol.s 
has' arr i /ed in tin* DIHIIMI .Slab-
am) leit-idioned Id.-, sister Mr.-. 
Graee I huirtb.'iu I rem ( a nip t h ­
anks. . \ . V. on Wednesda • evuiiig-. 
He e\peeu>d in be ro-as-i^ned to ,i 
hospital whhin a tew davs. Ha'old 
is a son of Mis. ( atheiine Uiiri;e 
and a g iaduate of \orMi f.awreuc-
High School and .Syracuse Busi 
ness College. 

GOD IS 
MY 

CO-PILOT 
Br COL. 

ROBERT L. SCOTT 
WNU Features. 

*>£? 

Fresh-Up 
TWO ni'ioi.'.vious 

> i ih j r (K i \ 

Inrlurttnc ( fiM ^^;I» m:1. 
[•A/iii( ii \ i r ; I-I i I I M ; 

AIA.SK I i;i.~ IA< IAL.> 
AK( HIM. 

Elva'j Beauty Shop 
Over Vernon I'IKHIC 22IS 
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CHAPTER V 

By this time, war with certain 
countries appeared imminent. I had 
always believed that we would fiyht 
Japan, and had always believed thnt 
Japan would make the- first thrust. 
And I tried to "figure out" every 
cadet that came through our school 
—tried by talking to him to find out 
whether or not he had the urge for 
combat, for I knew that the iirise 
was positively necessary. Not only 
did a man have to have that cer­
tain incentive tq fly and keep on 
flying, until flying became second 
nature, but he had to have the defi­
nite urge for combat. When he 
learned to fly automatically he 
would control the ship without think­
ing about the controls and have his 
mind tree to concentrate on naviga­
tion and the aiming of his guns— 
besides watching his tail for the 
enemy. 

I talked with the cadets many 
times, and I was surprised to find, 
that a lot of them still thought it 
was wrong to want to get in the air 
against any enemy and fight. Some­
times I was disa-ppoined to find that 
men lacked fighting instinct for the 
coming war. Youngsters seemed to 
think that combat was unnecessary. 
Many of them, it seemed to me, 
were learning to fly merely for the 
high-paying airline jobs of the fu­
ture. But as time went on, I 
changed my mind. There would al­
ways be a few who didn't want to 
fight, there would be some who were 
uncertain, but from their attitude as 
the war tension increased I knew 
that when war come, as it inevita­
bly would, these youngsters in the 
fighting ships of America would do 
their part. 

From Ontario I went to Lemoore, 
in the San Joaquin Valley of Cali­
fornia, and there I went through 
one of the low periods of my life. 
It was not .that Lemoore was bad, 
for the people w-ere wonderful—but 
war was getting closer and closer, 
and I was geifing farther from com­
bat duty. Finally, after war had 
opened on December 7, I began to 
write Generals all over the country 
in an effort to get out of the Train­
ing Center. After all, I had been 
an instructor for nearly four years 
and it was pretty monotonous. I 
knew that instructors were neces­
sary, but I wanted to fight, and I 
thought that if I could get out to 
fight with my experience, I could 
come back later on and be even 
more valuable as an instructor of 
fighter pilots. 

At last things began to happen. 
On December 10, I was hurriedly or­
dered to report to March Field. 
When these secret orders came, I 
thought the day for my active entry 
into the real war was near. Hardly 
taking time to get my toothbrush— 
the radiogram said, "immediately" 
—I jumped into a car and drove 
madly through the Valley and over 
the pass of Tejon through the snow 
at the summit at nearly ninety miles 
an hour, to March-Field. I arrived 
there in a blackout, and though I 
was to see plenty of combat later on, 
I'll take an oath that the nearest 
I've been to death in this war was 
when I rode into March Field with 
my lights out, trying to follow the 
line in the highway that was not 
there. Army trucks went by with 
dim, pin-point blue lights, and as I 
looked out of my car the trucks 
would almost hit me. 

When I finally got on the post 
with my radiogram for admission, 
I lore up to the headquarters and 
operations office, expecting any min­
ute to be told to jump in a P-38 
or a P-40 and go up to protect Los 
Angeles. There were- many others 
like myself, for apparently all pi­
lots with pursuit experience had 
been assembled. 

No one knew what we were to do. 
No one knew we were supposed to 
be there. Wc could get no flying 
time, and some of the old pursuit 
pilots hadn't been in a single-seat­
er for years. We waited and waited 
while rumors increased. Some said 
we were going to the Philippines 
by rarricr; some ventured that our 
destination, was Java or Australia. 
Since then, I have seen some of the 
men in India and China. Their 
ways to war must have been as 
circuitous as mine. 

Squadrons of pursuit planes would 
come through daily, on Ihe way up 
the coast and we all grew envious 
Wdtching them. The only cheer­
ing thing w..s the radio broadcast 
winch told of Capl. Colin P. Kelly 
and his crew sinking the Jap battlc-
shiu Hi.runa. In this engagement 
Kelly ijcei.me the first hero of the 
war, Mi! I was very \,,-i,wL For 
Captain IviJIv |i;,d |iCeii under my 
instruct'!.,n »t Randolph Field. I 
could well K.mririber that fine stu­
dent's cxcclli'tit altitude, I'm- a com­
bat pilot. He h.-'d broken hi.< uollar-
bone in a I-IDI'.JHII scrimmage at 
Randolph and had tr.Irl no one on 
the flying line. Looking in Ihe rear, 
view mirror, I saw him flying v.ilh 
his left hand on the stick; v.lion I 
corrected him, I learned of the ac­
cident. Fighter Kelly hart been so 
anxious to get on with the course of 
instruction that ho was completely 

ignoring broken bones. Of such ma­
terial are heroes mode. 

A3 the days went on we noticed 
that pilots whom we had trained 
were doing the thin us in this war, 
in every theater, with the few air­
planes we had. It was some conso­
lation to knew that we had trained 
the youngsters who were sinking the 
Jap ships and shooting down the 
enemy planes. But it was not 
enough. 

"I still wanted to fight myself. I 
could well remember the years and 
years I had trained in Panama with 
the 78th Pursuit Squadron; I had 
always been too young to lead en 
element, a flight, a squadron, or 

anything. Then suddenly I was told 
here that I was nut only too o l d -
imagine that, at age 34!—to lead a 
squadron, but also too old to lead 
even a group. In fact I was too old 
to fly a fighter plane into combat. 
I used to tell the Generals that from 
being too young, I had suddenly 
jumped to being too old. There had 
never been a correct age. 

But all the argument was to no 
avail, and after waiting around 
March Field for ten days we were 
ordered back to our home stations. 
I returned to Lemoore in the San 
Joaquin. I know there was no man 
on Bataan any sadder that night 
than I. Then came orders to report 
to Victorville—at least here was a 
change, and I welcomed it. I found 
myself director of training in a twin-
engine school—I was still getting 
farther and farther from the war. 

It seemed to me now that all 
was lost. I had tried desperately 
for the last six months'to get out 
of the Training Center, and now 
that war had come it seemed that 
the powers at the top had decided 
that all of us, whether we had been 
trained as fighter pilots or as com­
bat pilots, bomber pilots, or trans­
port pilots, were nevertheless to stay 
there in the Training Center. Decem­
ber, January, and February went 
by, and in these months t wrote 
from Victorville to General after 
General. I remember saying to one 
of them; 

"Dear General, if you will excuse 
me for writing a personal letter to 
you on a more or less official sub­
ject in time of war, I will certainly 
submit to you for court martial after 
the war. But if you can just listen 
to me I don't care whether that 
court martial comes or not. I have 
been trained as a fighter pilot for 
nine years. I have flown thousands 
of hours in all types of planes. I've 
been brought here as an instructor 
and I think I've done my job. Please 
let me get out to fight. I want to 
"go to Java, I want to go to Aus­
tralia, I want to go to China, India, 
and anywhere there's fighting going 

Capt. Colin Kelly, who sank the 
Jap battleship Haruna. 

on—just so you get me out of the 
monotony of the Training Center." 

An answer came back from this 
General: He would do all he could, 
he would even forget the court mar­
tial, but men were necessary in the 
training centers. Even with these 
kind words, it appeared that my 
cause was lost. Then, when the fu­
ture looked worse than at any time 
in my life, a telephone call came 
from Washington, from a Colonel. 

"Have you ever flown a four-
engine ship?" 

I answered immediately: "Yes, 
Sir." I had flown one for a very 
few minutes, at least I'd flown it in 
spirit while standing behind the pilot 
and co-pilot—but that was the only 
time I'd ever been in *he nose or in 
the cockpit of a Flying Fortress. His 
next question was, "How maiiy 
hours have you flown i t?" I told him 
eleven hundred; there was no need 
to tell a story unless it was a good 
one, and after all, I considered this 
a white lrfnd of lie—a white lie that 
was absolutely necessary if I was 
to get to war. 

After giving this information I 
went back to waiting with my hope» 
way up. One night In early March, 
1942, they came true—and to me 
they read like a fairy tale, too good 
to be true. I was to comply with 
them immediately, reporting to a 
field in the Central States. There I 
would receive combat instructions 
from the leader of our mission. 

As I drove over from Victorville 
to my home in Ontario that evening, 
it seemed as though I was already 
in the air—adventure had come at 
lust. Even then the fear tugged at 
my heart that the orders would be 
changed before I could start. I told 
rny wife that I was going to com­
bat, but t!ie nature of the orders for­
bade my telling her v/here, or what 
type of mission. Not even at th« 
look of pain that crossed her face 
did I lose my feeling of victory. She 
was trying to act happy, but I knew 
it was only because she remem­
bered that I wanted duty in combat. 

That night I began to pack hastily, 
resolving at tho same time to take 
p y wile and iiu}« ene-year-pld 

daughter back towards Georgia, 
where they could be among rela­
tives. As I packed and arranged for 
the furniture to be shipped I still 
had my exalted feeling of victory. 
When I got into bed, very late, I 
thought I would drop right off to 
sleep. But as my mind relaxed for 
the first time after the orders had 
been received,,I felt myself come 
to complete wakefulness. I even 
sat up in bed, for I had realized for 
the first time what I had done. 

Here was my home, with the two 
people whom I loved more than 
any others in all the world—my wife 

and my little girl. Here, in this 
wonderful place, I could possibly 
have lived out the war, behind a 
good safe desk at Victorville or 
some other training field. By my 
love of adventure, by my stubborn 
nature, I had talked myself out of 
this soft and wonderful job of stay­
ing home with my family. I was 
about to leave that girl I had driven 
all those thousands of miles to see— 
for even ten minutes . . . Tears 
came to my eyes—I knew I had 
been a fool. . 

For hours I lay awake. And then, 
in the darkness, I think "I saw the 
other side. Suppose I called that 
officer who had telephoned me from 
Washington. Suppose I called and 
told him that. I had lied—that I had 
never flown a Flying Fortress. I 
eould easily get. out of this mission 
—but the thought was ^one that I 
couldn't entertain even for a second. 
For now the seriousness of war had 
gradually come to me. Unless men 
like myself—thousands and millions 
Of them—left these , wonderful lux­
uries in this gr%at land of America 
we could lose it all forever. I loved 
these two with all my heart, but 
the only way in all the world to 
keep them living in the clean world 
they were accustomed to was to 
steel myself to the pain of parting 
with them for months or years—or 
even forever. The actuality of war, 
grim war, had come. I knew then 
that the theoretical word "Democ­
racy" was not what we were to fight 
for. I knew it was for no party, no 
race, creed, or color. We were go­
ing to fight, and many of us were to 
die, for just what I had here—my 
wife and family. To me, they were 
all that was real, they were all 
that I could understand. To me, 
they were America. 

Next day we got the household 
goods packed. We piled on an east-
bound train and left California. That 
ride for me was the saddest thing 
that has ever happened. I would 
look at those two and see that my 
wife was thinking my own thought; 
even the little girl seemed to sense 
that all was not well. At Memphis, 
I almost casually bade them good-
by, and we parted. But as I watched 
their train disappear' down the track 
I knew that part of my life was 
gone. My world was grim. 

Reaching my assembly point for 
instructions, I found that I was re­
porting to Col. Caleb V. Haynes, one 
of the greatest of big-ship pilots— 
the pilot in our Air Force who -had 
devoted much of his lite to making 
the four-engine bomber the weapon 
that it is today. The entire group 
of officers and men madeT quite a 
gathering. I learned that they were 
all picked men, and that they had 
volunteered and almost fought for 
places »n the crews of the For­
tresses. And as I heard the expla­
nation of the flight from Colonel 
Haynes I saw the reason for their 
excitement. 

This was a "dream mission"—one 
that was a million kinds of adven­
ture rolled into one. 

We were to fly thirteen four-engine 
bombers — one B-24 and twelve 
B-17E's—to Asia. There we were 
to "bomb up" the ships after we 
had gone as far Eas t as we possibly 
could, and then were to bomb ob­
jectives in Japan. Our orders read 
that we were to co-ordinate our at­
tack from the West with another at­
tack that was coming from the East. 

The sadness that had been with 
me since leaving my family van­
ished. Once again I saw the war in 
a spirit of adventure. Here was 
what any soldier might have prayed 
for—here was what the American 
public had been clamoring for dur­
ing the months since Pearl Harbor. 
I was fortunate to be one of the pi­
lots; it almost made up for my 
failure to finally get into single-
seater fighter ships again—almost, 
but not quite. 

That night we talked things over 
and met each other, and next morn­
ing we left for Washington, with our 
newly drawn equipment. Our planes 
were in Florida, beiifg made ready 
for combat, but we were obliged to 
go by way of Washington for the 
purpose,' astounding in war, of se­
curing diplomatic passports. I re­
member that even in the joy of the 
mission, I couldn't help wondering 
what kind of a war this one could 
be. We were having to secure pass­
ports in order to 'be able to fight. 
Visas were obtained for all coun­
tries we were to fly over and 
through—Brazil, Liberia, Nigeria, 
Egypt,. Arabia, India—and China, 
especially! Visas—to go to warl 

Properly inoculated against four­
teen diseases, with visas for every­
where, with trinkets for trade with 
natives in Africa, Arabia, and Bur­
ma, we went on down to Florida. 
The instant I landed I hunted out 
my ship—B-17E—Air Corps number 
41 9031. I soon painted on its nose 
the red map of Japan, centered by 
the cross-hairs of a modern bomb-
sight, with the cross right over To. 
kyo. In my poor Latin was in­
scribed "Hades ab Altar" — or 
roughly, "Hell from on High." 

I climbed into the control room 
of my ship and met my crew. Each 
man was a character, each man 
wanted badly to get started. 

The co-pilot was Doutf Sharp, gn-

other d'arli-'ia'f'^u Southerner, a" first 
Lieutenant who was destined to get 
shot down in another Flying For­
tress over Rangoon. He coolly got 
most of his crew out of the burning 
ship; then, with those who were un­
able to parachute to safety, he land­
ed the flaming ship in the rice pad­
dies of central Burma. From this 
point he led his men—those whom 
he did not have to bury beside the 
ship—out through the Japanese lines 
to safety in India. He was made a 
Major after this gallant act. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

W I N T H R 0 P GRANGE NEWS 

A regular meeting of Winthrnp 
Grange was held Saturday evening-
June 2nd. 

The 3rd and 4th degrees were 
conferred on two candidates by the 
regular officers. 

Resolutions on the death of Sis­
ter Eva Lamb were read and it was 
moved they be adopted and a copy 
sent to the family. 

A note of thanks from Rro. Eu­
gene Hicks was read. Also an in­
vitation fiom the Lecturer of Nor­
folk Grange, for our grange to at­
tend a Neighbor's Night meeting 
a t Norfolk, June, 18th. 

The Lecturer being absent, Sis­
ter Bessie Shufelt presented a short 
impromptu program as follows: 
Song, "America;" read, "In What 
Class Am I ? ; " Calla Riggs; read; 
'Every Dog Has His Day" Mrs. 
Lottie Maish; the Legislature re­
port was given by Br. Asa Moul-1 
ton; read; "The Fa rmer" Orma 
Page. j 

The next regular meeting will be | 
•June 16th. , 

Skinnerville 
At the special school meeting 

held at the school house, Mrs. Avis 
Cummings was elected trustee, 
Bliss Davis, collector, and James 
Sullivan, Jr . , clerk. 

Mrs. i 'auline Cummings closed 
her school June 7th with a picnic 
for the pupils at her farm home. 
She also took her pupils to the 
muvies a t Brasher Falls, 

Miss Audrey Munson spent Fri­
day night with Jane Cummings. 

Berry Kimball of Water-town 
was a caller at John Munson's 
Sunday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fred Crane and 
Mrs. Warren Dyke attended Po­
mona Grange at For t Jackson on 
Wednesday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Pat ten 
were Sunday guests of Mr. and 
Mrs. Fred Crane and Georgia 
Greene. 

DON'T FORGET TO REGISTER 

FOR NEXT BLOOD CLINIC 

Faen's Wee Have It 
Shop 

828 Ford S t . ' Phone 138 
Ogdensburg, -N. Y. 

RECONDITIONED SEW­
ING MACHINES 

FOR SALE 

SI3J5 up 
Fully Guaranteed 

Dressmaking, Sporting 
Goods, Sewing Machines 

Bought. Par is and Service 
BUTTEKJCK PATTERNS 

Philco Radio Service 
A serviceman trained by Philco. Expert service on any make 

receiver. I also carry a large Mock of tubes and parts 

Herbert P. French 
3 Cottage Street Pj>tsd»m, N. Y Dial 2181 X Dial 21 

YEAR IN AND YEAR OUT 
t * 

The Old Burlington Savings Bank stands by i ts de­
positors and first, last and always il has in mind the 
consideration of safety. 
When it is impossible for you to make a trip to the 
bank, send your deposit by mail. Checks may be mailed 
without danger of loss. Deposits of currency should 
be insured. 

The Burlington Savings Bank has thousands of de­
positors who transact their business by mail. Because 
of the fact that you live some distance from the bank 
is no reason why you may not avail yourself of the fa­
cilities of this bank. We invite you to send for the 
booklet, "Banking By Mail." 

Burlington Savings Bank 
BURLINGTON, VERMONT 

1847 — Ninety-Eight Years of Stability — 
Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 

1945 

WHAT... 
NO BLOW-OUT? 

'SPIKE TEST PROVES 

RIVERSIDES'.*% STRONG 
P l l t 5 O .V, . M « l « BIOW-OUT 

PROTECTION 

Constant tests, like this 

one. prove Riversides 

high quality! 

Here a huge spik» If 

"shot" into the tire Ilk* a 

projectile! 

The spike "buries" itself 

deep! Y e t . . . no blow­

out, no damage! 

Yes . Riversides a re actually 

s t ronger t h a n W a r d s pre­

w a r t ires i Stronger" because 

Riversides ' cords a r e strong­

er t o s t a r t -with t h e n chem­

ical ly-s trengthened t o 

m a k e your t i re las t long­

er I n Riversides every 

precau t ion is t a k e n t o 

p rov ide protect ion against 

separa t ion a n d blow-outs 

THAT'S WHY WE » * Y . . . 

?/n&>mm of iktm 

S^OH (HVERSICIS! 

MONTGOMERY W A R D 

f 

The latchstring's out... Have a Coke 

...or drop in for Sunday supper 
H o m e swee t h o m e seems twice as swee t w h e n f r iends d r o p i n — w i t h fun 

a n d f o o d a n d g o o d re f reshment . T h a t ' s t h e t i m e w h e n C o c a - C o l a , se rved 

icy-cold, i s n o t o n l y a de l ic ious t r ea t—but a s y m b o l , t o o , of g o o d f e l l owsh ip . 

Be »ure t o k e e p C o k e in your i c e b o x . T h e r e ' s n o m o r e c o r d i a l w a y t o t h o w 

g r a c i o u s hosp i t a l i t y and m a k e y o u n g fo lks feel at h o m e t h a n by offer ing gues t s 

the i nv i t a t i on Have a Coke, 

lOTTtEB UNDIt AUTHORITY OC THE COCA-COU COMPANY IY 

NORTHERN COCA-COLA BOTTLING WORKS, INC., MASSENA. N. \. 

"Coke"i=Coca-Cola 
You naturally hear Coca-Colt 

L called ky its friendly abbreviation. 
V'Coke". Both mean the quality jm)i 
i uct of The Coca-Cola Company. 

. Q1945 Tin c-c Co.. 


