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THE COURIER AND FREEMAN, POTSDAM, NEW YORK 

Parishville 
Children* Day was observe.1 at 

the Union i'huri-li Sunday ninniiut:' 
Next Sunday evening', June HI 
BucculuureuLe seivjres will be held 
at the same church with special 
music by the school. Rev. .John B. 
McPhee, pastor, is to be in charge. 

With greatest pleasure we re 
port the arrival home of Pvt. Al­
bert Spear, recently released from 
a German prison camp. He is 
spending some-time with his par­
ents, Mr. ami Mrs. Glenn Speai 
and family. 

From time to time Civil Seivke 
notices will be found posted in oui 
local Post Office, coucemintr Feu 
oral employment opportunities. 
There is now a vacancy at Sun-
mount, New York. No written teal 
is required. This may be of inter­
est to veterans. 

Parish Chapter, (J. E. S. will 
hold its regular stated meeting :n 
8 o'clock, Friday evening, June 112, 
at the Masonic Temple. 

Mr. and Mrs. Harold Seaver and 
Mrs, Frances Thomas attended the 
funeral of Mrs. Jennie Thomai 
MacCarter, widow of S. James 
MacCarter at Potsdam last Wed­
nesday afternoon. Mr. and Mrs 
MacCarter and their son Floyd, 
resided here several years unti 
the death of Mr. MacCartor. Dur 
lug her stay here she was very ac­
tive in Sylvan Kebekah Lodge and 
other town activities. For sum' 
time she has made her home with 
her son, Floyd H. MacCaiter ol 
Joe Indian Lake. He anil a sister 
Mrs. Ezra (Julia) Crump of Par 
ishville Center, and two jrraml-
rhjhlreii are the survivors. 

The death of another formei 
resident of this place, Melvin Dar 
win liutler recently occun-ed at 
Harrisville. Mr. Butler was bom 
May W, 185li, in North Lawrence, 
the son of William and Huldah 
Lumbar Butler. He ami his family 
after living here several years 
moved to Colton where they re­
sided until 1008 when they wem 
to Harrisville wheie he conducted 
a jewelers establishment until re­
tiring- He is survived by one 
daughter. Mrs. Charles (Willi.;I 
Din and one son, Claude W. But­
ler both of Bainbridge. 

Mrs. Alfred LaKountain has 
employment at Cook and Kent 
1. G. A. store at Potsdam. 

Miss Anita Peck of Masseua is 
spending a week's vacation with 
her parents, Mi-, and Mrs. Sher­
man Peck and sister, Mrs. Warren 
Tracy. Mrs. Peck's mother, Mrs. 
Lena Votra of Hopkinton is also a 
guest at the Peck home. 

Jerry Lawler of Brooklyn has 
joined his wife and little daughter, 
Patricia, at the home of her par-J 
cuts, Mr. and Mrs. George Camp­
bell for bis vacation. The Lawlers 
and Campbells with Mr. and Mrs. 
Harold Seaver week-ended in Mon­
treal, Quebec. They all, also, 
were at Topper Lake last week 
Tuesday night. Lyndon Seaver 
spent the week-end w ith his uncle 
and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. lleuben 
Waite at Sanfordville. 

Mrs. Asa Jenne has returned 
from San Diego, Calif., where she 
lias been with her son, Neil Jenne 
and family and her daughter, Miss 
Elaine Jenne for nearly two years. 
She is at present with her daugh­
ter, Mrs. Lyle Emmons at Pots­
dam. Miss Doris Jenne recently 

went to San Diego. ! 
Mrs. Douglas Kirk has received 

the glad tidings that her husband. 
Staff S t t . Kirk is en route hoim . 
Mrs. Ruby Sheldon is, also, recip­
ient of the word that one "f her 
sons, Sgt. King Sheldon, will soon 
he home. 

The many friends of Mrs. Pascal 
Paddock are very sorry to know o} 
the serious illness of her sou, 
Bobby Merrihew a t their home in 
Fort Sill. Okla. 

Mrs. Helen Sullivan of New 
Milford, N. J., is visiting her 
laug-hter. Mrs. Malcolm Wilcox and 
family, and Mrs. King Wilcox. 

Ati'oruoj and Mrs. Warren O. 
Daniels attended the luncheon "n 
Monday of last week given by l>r. 
Clarence Lehman of the Polsdarn 
State.Teachers College. 

Miss Mabel Bresee has complet­
ed her first year's work at Ha­
s t a t e Agricultural School at Can 
ton and after spending one week 
a t home with her mother. Mrs 
Elsie F . Bresee, is located at the 
Alice Hyde Hospital in Maloue for 
a ten weeks extension course. She 
is specializing as a hospital dieti­
t ian. 

Miss Elizabeth Garlough and 
Miss Katherine Edwards have fin­
ished their studies for this year at 
the State Teachers College at 
Potsdam and are al their homes 
here. Mrs. Ralph Edwards who 
with Mr. Edwards are living for a 
time at Ogdenshurg, spent las. 
week at her home here. 

Raymond Newton ol" Buffalo was 
;n town last week calling on old 
'riends. 

Fred Tichenor has returned 
from Dr. Hans Scheyer's Kim St. 
Hospital at Potsdam where he 
was very ill with pneumonia. 

GOD IS 
MY 

CO-PILOT 
By COL. 

ROBERT L. SCOTT 
WNU Features. 

NORTH STOCKHOLM 

Mrs. Florence McGregor ami 
laughtei Mis. Wilfred Monica "I 
Vorwood called on her s is ler Mrs. 

McGreg-or Sat. night. ienjamm 

Fresh-Up 
TWO OPERATORS 

Open Evenings Except 
Saturday 

AM Kinds of Permanent* 
Including Cold Waving 

RAZOR HAIK-CUTTINC 
MANICURES — FACIALS 

ARCHING 

Elva's Beauty Shop 
Over Vurnon Phone 2218 

Potsdam, N. Y. 
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LOOK HERE 
Fast, Friendly Service on Home Loans 

During the nasi 35 year* we have helped many hun­
dreds of Families in'Pol.sdam build or purchase a linim-. 
The loans are paid oft in small monthly payment*, ju.sl 
like rent, and by making these small payments each 
month lor about HI12 years, you own your own home. 

MAY WE EXPLAIN TO YOUR OUR ATTRACTIVE 
FINANCING PLAN? 

"Home of Home Financing" 
Asset* Over $2,650,1100.110 

Canton Savings & Loan Assn. 
ROY H. BASSETT, PRESIDENT 

127 MAIN STREET CANTON, N. Y. 

YEAR IN AMP YEAR OUT 

The Old Burlington Saving* Bank stands hj it:, de­
positors and Inst, last and always it has in mind the 
consideration of .-.alely. 

When it is impossible lor you to make a t u p to the 
bank, .-.end jour deposit liy mail, (hecks inaj be mailed 
without danger of ln.s„. DeuiiniU of n i r m i r j should 
lie insured. 

The Iiiirlinglnii .Sauiig* Hank lin- thousands ol de­
positors who transact their Inismr:,-, by mail. Bc< aie-o 
of the fact that .win live some distance irom the hank 
is no reason why you may not avail joui-ell of the fa­
cilities ol Ihih hank. We invite you to send lor the 
booklet, "Banking By Mail." 

Burlington Savings Bank 
BURLINGTON, VERMONT 

1847 — Ninety-Eight Years of Stability - - lfl.15 
Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 

CHAPTER VI 

Dong was an ideal flying officer, 
and it was to him that I first turned 
for advice on how I should make 
myself acquainted with this big air­
plane. Doug had learned to fly at 
the period when I had been instruct­
ing. I had taught his class to fly; 
now the tables were turned and he 
would have to be the instructor for 
a while. Don't forget that as yet I 
hadn't flown a B-17E. 

Introducing myself to my co-pilot, 
I said, "How about showing m e how 
to fly this ship—I want to see how 
to work these turbos and such." He 
merely grinned at me in disbelief. 
"Aw, Colonel," he said, "you can 
fly the thing—why, you taught mo 
to fly." I finally got him to give me 
some cockpit instruction by explain­
ing that though I had many thou­
sand hours in PT's. BT's, and other 
trainers, and knew lots about single-
seaters and fast twin-engine medi­
um bombers, I knew nothing about 
such planes as this big devil. 

He showed me the approved meth­
od of starting the four engines, when 
to use the booster switches, how to 
set the turbos, how to lock the tail 
wheel—and generally how to pick 
up that fifty-seven thousand pounds 
of flying dynamite and take it around 
the Held. I flew it for two landings 
that afternoon, and that night I 
climbed all over the Fortress, read 
the entire maintenance manual, and 
learned from scratch what made the 
big ship go. Next day I soloed it 
for over four hours, and after the 
twentieth landing I felt as if I was 
ready to start for war. 

Then we tested everything—fired 
all guns at targets in the everglades, 

Uind the cordite from all those roar­
ing fifty calibres gave even the 
swampy "glades" a sweet aroma. 
My gunners were eager to be on the 
way, and I soon found that they 
knew exactly what they were doing. 

Private Motley was my tail gun­
ner. During the entire trip I think 
he stayed in the tail ninety per cent 
of the time, just to get used to the 
way to handle the tail turret. I used 
to say of Motley that he just didn't 
care where he was going—he want­
ed to see where he had been. 

Sergeant Aaltonen, the engineer, 
was charged with keeping the en­
gines functioning properly, and in 
general the entire enlisted personnel 
was under him. He was a diligent 
Finn and one of the bravest men 
I have ever seen. I can see Aalto­
nen now, standing there behind my 
seat and the co-pilot's seat, unper­
turbed in the roughest of storms, 
from the violent currents of tile 
equatorial front of the Hamadans 
to the Shirnals of Africa and Ara­
bia. Eternally watching the many 
instruments, waiting to correct the 
slightest trouble even before it hap­
pened. When we were lost over 
trackless seas he was never ruffled, 
but ready at all times with informa­
tion as to fuel consumption and the 
best RPM's for cruising. Once when 
he was told that we would probably 
have to land in the Atlantic there 
was no change in the expression on 
his face; he simply began to move 
the provisions to a point where they 
could be quickly placed In the rub­
ber boats. His job in case of attack 
was to man the top turret with its 
twin Fifties. 

Sergeant Baldbridge was the head 
radioman. His secondary duty was 
to handle one of the waist guns back 
aft of midships. Corporal Cobb was 
second radioman; he would leave 
that to enter the lower turret. The 
other waist gun on this flight was 
to be handled by a radio officer, 
Lieutenant Hershcy. 

The navigator was a Lieutenant 
whom I'll call Jack. He was a 
nervy kid who liked his job. I know 
that after our mission he made 
many raifis as navigator to bomb 
the Japs in Rangoon. 

We tested the bombardier and the 
bombsight, too, before we started 
the flight. Lean, lanky, six-foot-
three Bombardier George—I never 
did see how he managed to wiggle 
into the nose of the Fortress. I 
can see him there now, tense over 
his sight, waiting for the bombs to 
go—ever with the cross-hairs on the 
target. George had a couple of fifty 
calibre guns up there In the nose 
with him, too. He was just the op­
posite of the tail gunner—he never 
did know where he had been but 
always got there first. 

And so the eight of them made 
up my crew—eight good soldiers 
who had volunteered and who want­
ed to hurt the enemy. None of 
them worried about whether or not 
he'd get home—for he knew of big­
ger things that had to be done. 

We had to test everything, for it 
was over sixteen thousand miles to 
J-npan the way we were having to 
go; there couldn't be a slip-up on 
this mission, and so we didn't take 
a chance. When finally all was set 
I was about nervous enough to bite 
my nails off, for my ship was to 
be last to leave the States. I had 
worried every minute of the time 
we had been waiting for iear that 
some bra;s hat would get my orders 
changed before I could get on my 
way. I h e other twelve sbipi had 

gone, with Colonel Haynes leading 
in his B-24. They all made their 
way to the East separately, with 
instructions to meet in Karachi, In­
dia, for final orders. And Karachi 
was 12.0IJU miles away. 

As soon as we could leave the 
West coast of Florida, we loaded 
up and crossed the State. Going on 
East over West Palm Beach, I rang 
the alarm bell, putting all men on 
the alert, arid we dropped down, 
with the crew firing at the white 
caps out over the Gulf Stream. The 
guns were working fine but we 
couldn't take a chance. I had to 
learn right now whether the crew 
could work as a team, for once we 

started it would be too late. 
As we came back towards the last 

field we were to land on in the 
U. S. A., something strange met my 
sight, something that made the 
blood pound a little harder .in my 
temples. There, along the entire 
beach of Florida, was a jagged 
black line—the clean sand of Flor­
ida's beaches had been made black 
and terrible-looking by the oil from 
many tankers sunk by the Axis sub­
marine war. It gave me a queer 
feeling, for along the beaches there 
was also the beached wreckage of 
several ships. This war was mean­
ing more and'more to us as we pre­
pared to shove off for the first stop 
out of America. 

Now we were poised for our flight 
to Puerto Rico. In our two-day 
wait for technical changes on the 
engines I worried more than ever, 
for the other twelve ships were gone 
and I was getting frantic lest some­
thing might change the orders. Fi­
nally, after having to wait during 
days of perfect weather, we took off 
in heavy rain for Borinquen Field, 
P. R. 

The take-off and first two hours of 
the flight were "instrument," as we 
were flying through a moderate 
tropical front. We finally broke into 
clearing weather over Long Island 
Key. British West Indies. This was 
on March 31, 1942. 

Just after noon we sighted His-
paniola at the point of Cape Frances 
Viejo. Sergeant Aaltonen passed out 
some hot coffee from the thermos 
jugs. Our spirits were high, for 
now that we had passed the bad 
weather this was like a picnic. The 
big ship was handling like a single-
seater. We turned from the dark, 
mysterious Hispaniola, crossed Mo-
na Passage, and landed at Borin­
quen Field at 15:07, just three min­
utes off our E.T.A. (Estimated Time 
of Arrival). 

Two of our flight's Fortresses were 
waiting in Puerto Rico for minor re­
pairs, so we felt a little less lone­
some. Just in case the authorities 
in Washington decided to stop the 
last ship or the last two ships in 
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Col. Scott's superior officers, Gen. 
Joseph Stilwcll, left, and Gen. Claire 
Cliennault. 

our mission, I got my crew up long 
before daylight next morning, and 
we soon were heading South for 
Trinidad, ahead of the other two. 
The weather was perfect, with scat­
tered clouds and a light tail wind, 
and we flew low, looking for enemy 
submarines. Thirty miles West of 
Martinique we thought we saw one, 
but could not verify. We passed 
over the Grenadines n e a r ' St. 
George, Grenada, and soon saw the 
hills of Trinidad rising out of the 
Caribbean. 

With our ship serviced and ready 
for a very early morning take-off, 
we now took the most dangerous 
ride we experienced on the trip. This 
was a trip into Port of Spain in a 
combat car. It seemed to me that 
the natives just waited in side roads 
to try and run into us in blind areas 
where we could not see them. Be­
sides, it has always seemed to me 
that drivers who take pilots from 
their ships into towns religiously try 
to show them how to turn corners 
on one wheel, and to show that they 
can easily drive into said town at 
the same average speed that the 
pilot could fly. 

In the city we picked up a case 
of Scotch for medicinal purposes— 
the purifying of water and snake­
bites. We joked about the recipes 
on the way back. I recommended 
one cup of Scotch to a jigger of wa­
ter—it works. 

A real night take-off from Trini­
dad—we were airborne in the dark­
ness at 5:20 a. m. As the wheels 
left the ground I realized very quick­
ly how great a load we were lifting. 
This was the first time we had tak­
en off with full load of fuel, and it 
seemed to rue that I almost had to 
break my arms to keep the tail 
Irom going all the way back to the 
jungle—for all practical purposes 
the Fortress tried a loop. (It must 
have been that case of Scotch, add­
ed suddenly to the other sixty thou­
sand pounds.) Finally we got the 
ship rigged properly and climbed 
cn tog of the clouds at eight thou­

sand feet. Later we had to go high­
er to keep from going through the 
heavy tropical thunderheads; with 
our overload, neither Doug nor I 
wanted to risk the turbulence that 
we knew was there. 

As the sun came up we could look 
down through holes at intervals and 
see the dark Atlantic near the Gui-
anas. There was a thick tropical 
haze from the base of the clouds 
down to the water, giving it all an 
eery appearance. Later on, through 
the breaks I saw the mouth of a big 
river emptying Northeast into the 
sea. It was the Rio Maroni, which 
divides French and Dutch Guiana, 
and it reminded me that in 1987 I 
had made a flight up this same 
Jungle stream, looking in vain for 
the lost pilot, Paul Redfern. 

Over Devil's Island at 9:20, I saw 
by our chart that we were only five 
degrees North of the equator. Com­
ing down lower to look at the French 
penal colony, we found that although 
the temperature was comfortable on 
top of the haze at six thousand feet, 
down in the soup near the water 
we had difficulty breathing. Pass­
ing on over another river identified 
as the Rio Oyapok, we went out 
over the Guianas into Brazil at 9:55 
a. m. Cruising low at eight hundred 
feet, we got some unforgetable 
views of the steaming Brazilian jun­
gle. 

Looking out to sea, we noticed 
that the blue color already was 
changing to the murkiness of the 
Amazon, though we were about a 
hundred miles from its mouth. Fly­
ing low, I noted that the hump of 
Brazil near the coast was flat and 
green and hot as hell—temperature 
ninety-six and humidity about nine­
ty-nine per cent at 10:55 a. m. We 
reached the mouth of the greatest 
river in the world at 11:35 E.W.T. 
Here the width of the Amazon is 
about one hundred and fifty miles. 

Boys will have their fun too, no 
matter if you are flying low over 
the greatest of rivers. As we crossed 
the equator—old Zero Degrees Lat. 
at 11:56 a. m., at West Longitude 
49 degrees 32 minutes—I saw those 
of my crew who had been in the 
South latitudes before take paper 
cups of water and drop them on 
the heads of those who were unini­
tiated, thus making them subjects of 
the sacred realm of Jupiter Rex as 
identified from the realm of Neptune 
Rex on the sea. We crossed the Ama­
zon, from just West of Point Grossa 
over Bahia Santa Rosa to Mixiana Is­
land, thence to Isla da Marajo. This 
last island in the mouth of the 
river is one hundred miles wide and 
reputedly has more cattle on the 
single ranch than any other ranch 
in the world. Soon we came to Rio 
Para, crossed it in a thunderstorm, 
and were over Belem, where we 
landed in the blackness of a tropical 
*ain at 12:40 E.W.T. 

On April 4, we left Belem for Na­
tal at 6:55 a. m., and climbed to 
ten thousand feet in order to top as 
much of the cumulus as possible. We 
had to sMrt one great anvil-head 
reaching. up into the sub-strato­
sphere near Bahia San Luiz. This 
storm covered about fifty miles, but 
we got around it without going into 
its turbulence. As we went on 
South of the equator the haze di­
minished gradually and the country 
became dry, making us think we 
were over western Texas. We land­
ed at Natal, our jump-off point for 
the South Atlantic crossing, at 12:25 
E.W.T. 

This was to be a rea l day's flight. 
For we were not to be able to spend 
the night at Natal. Our run from 
Belem to Natal of nine hundred 
miles, then the crossing of nineteen 
hundred miles to Liberia, plus the 
run down the hump of Africa to a 
Pan-American base on the Gold. 
Coast—this last almost nine hun­
dred miles—had to be made with­
out stops, except short ones for fuel. 
For all practical purposes, then, we 
had thirty-seven hundred miles to 
make in one day. 

We got the big ship serviced and 
ready for the trip, then went to the 
Ferry Command Hotel. There we 
found two more crews of our thir­
teen heavy bombers. One group 
of these had turned back the night 
before with one engine out. The 
other, piloted by -Col. Gerry Mason, 
had nearly come to grief on the 
way in from Belem. The rubber 
life-rafts In the Forts are carried in 
two compartments where the wing 
of the B-17 joins the big fuselage. 
This is to facilitate their automatic 
release upon contact with the wa­
ter should the ship have to land at 
sea. They are' of course tied to 
the airplane with strong manila 
rope, and it Is on this hemp that 
the present tale hangs. In the flight 
down the coast some malfunction 
had caused one of these compart­
ments to spring open—and out came 
the heavy, five-man boat. At the 
speed of two hundred miles an hour 
with which it struck the tail section 
as it went back on its rope in the 
slipstream of two engines, it nearly 
took the entire horizontal stabilizer 
off. Only by very skillful piloting 
had Gerry Mason managed to get 
the Fort and his crew of ten to Na­
tal. 

Just the same, in my attempted 
nap that afternoon, I grinned at 
the thought that we in old "Hades 
Ab Altar" were passing ahead of 
two more ships of the flight. Boy, 
I dreamed, they'll have a hell of a 
job getting me back there into the 
training center now! It 's four thou­
sand miles back to Florida and in 
the morning I'll be across the At­
lantic. 

We climbed out of the Fortress 
and stepped upon Africa at 11:05 
G.M.T. Our crossing from Natal 
had been made in thirteen hours. 
Leaving the natives at, work under 
Royal Air Force bosses, we hurried 
on to Operations, where we ar­
ranged for clearance down the 

Buckton 
Maurice Phelps lias purchased a 

car. 
The ladies of W.S.C.S. met a t 

home of Mrs. Edmund C. Jenkins 
Thursday. 

Mrs. Arthur Sweeney, Mr. Will-
cott, and Mrs. Daniel Boothe were 
business callers in Norwuoil and 
Potsdam Friday. . 

Mrs. Fred Dashnaw has returned 
from Hudson Falls. 

School closed Friday, Mrs.' La-
Brake taking her pupils on a pic­
nic and later taking them to the 
movies at Brashet . 

Mrs. John Harris, Jr . , spent the 
week-end with her parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. Floyd Jenkins. 

LAWRENCEVILLE 

.Tnno 20, lf)4S 

family. 
The covered dish supper at the 

, community house Thursday was 
sons of Keene Valley spent the I well attended and the musical pro-
past weekend with her fathei King I gram put on by the young people 
Lucas and brother Kenneth and | was enjoyed by all. 

Mr. and Mrs. Phillip Heald and 

an. 1 

. ( 

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

receiver. I also carry a large stock of tubes and parti. 

Herbert P. French 
Dial 2181. 3 Cottage Street Potsdam, N. Y 

coast. Then we were led into a 
thatch-roofed dining hall for good 
hot food. If I hadn't been so hungry 
and tired from the extra tension I 
had been subjected to, I think I'd 
have "gawked" at those wild-look­
ing tribesmen who were serving us. 
In one night we'd left the hotels of 
South America, and here we were, 
having our plates brought by jet-
black bush Negroes with rings in 
their ears and noses, jabbering away 
in a West Coast dialect. To them 
ve were "Bwana,", the food was 
'chop," and dessert was "sweet." 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

GOOD NEWS!. 
To'AII Who (feed a 
Laxative Now and Then 

When you feel sluggish, stomach up­
set, low in spirits and somewhat "no 
account"—because you need a good 
cleaning out, just LET YOURSELF IN* 
FOR THE QUICK RELIEF THAT? 
KRUSCHEN SALTS CAN BRING TOTT., 

When you want relief you want ib 
PRONTO—you don't wanj; to wait for 
hours (Kruschon acts usually wlthjn 
an hour) — Caution — us© only as di­
rected. Regulate, tha dose to suit your 
own requirements. Get KRUSCHEN 
SALTS today at any good drug store. 

Kruschen Salts 
B. O. KINNEY, INC. 

Given's for Choice Wines and Liquors 

You can always rely 
upon a full and com­
plete stock of choice 
wines and liquors - - at 
a reasonable price. 

Giotn & G^ackaae ^tane 
" B a c k of t h e B a n k ' 

(Raymond S t n t t t (PoticW, 71. % 
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