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They come and they go from the 
Replacement Center more quickly 
now, or perhaps it merely seems 
that they do. The training cycles 
have not been cut down much, but 
the turnover of men seems greater. 
Perhaps it’s just that we notice the 
arrivals and departures more, now 
that war has given them grimness.

We call the train—the one that 
brings in recruits and takes out sol
diers—the Shanghai Express. The 
term probably was used first by 
some disgruntled soldier who put

• into it the bitterness of a difficult 
transition from civilian to soldier. 
Now the term is used with a certain 
tender fondness by the permanent 
personnel of the Center, we who 
watch the men come and go.

• The melancholy moan of a train 
whistle is heard in the distance of 
the night and a sergeant clicks his 
teeth wistfully. “Here she comes, 
boys,” he says. “Here comes the 
Shanghai Expjess ” The sound of 
the whistle identifies all that touches 
the heart of a soldier.

CHAPTER XV

“Ahem,” I said. He stopped hum
ming a little tune with which he had 
engaged himself, and he looked at 
me with kindly curiosity. “Ahem,” 
I repeated. “Are you the waiter with 
the water for my daughter?”

He turned on a tight, polite little 
smile. “The water, monsieur, will 
be forthcoming. I have sent my 
friend Charles for the water.”

The major, a former criminologist 
and schoolteacher in Birmingham, 
was a lean and mischievous-looking 
infantry officer with a gift of gab 
and a camaraderie with the enlisted 
men. He sauntered into the Service 
Club, noised it about that he was 
going to talk, and hooked up the 
public address microphone.

“Here it comes,” said an unhappy 
acting corporal. “Here comes the 
higher brass, to tell us the worst.”

Private Hargrove!
by Marion Hargrove

The area bounded by Brest and the j 
Netherlands rs the coastal region 
that may be involved in an Allied 
invasion of western Europe, This | 
•map shows the nature of the shore ! 
line wh^re A(hed forces may fry i 
to break through German defenses, j
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The Redhead looked up, openly 
curious. “Your friend Charles, I 
take it, is the younger of the two 
and more capable of carrying a 
glass of water?”

The waiter shrugged his shoulders. 
“He is a timid man, madame. Why 
should I go for the water when he 
will get it for mo? I am tired.”

“You are a man of some astute
ness,” I ventured. “In the Army 
yo.i wot 'd be a serjennt v. i hin two 
months.”

“Perhaps I shall, monsieur. A 
me nth, tn o months, who knows? You 
are at D’x?”

“I am at Bragg,” I told him. “I 
am nt t’m Arti’lorv Replace
ment Center, largest artillery train
ing station in the world, Brigadier 
General h’.win P. Farkcr, Jr., com
manding.”

“I have a friend at the Field Ar
tillery Replacement Center,” he 
said. “He is in the Twelfth Bat
talion. You must look him up. I 
write his name for you on my card. 
You will give him the regards of 
Eduardo Enriquez?”

“The day I return,” I promised 
him, “I shall look him up.”

The timid Charles approached 
with the water, which Eduardo 
poured for the Redhead. “This is 
too joyful an occasion for water, 
madame,” he said. “A Martini?”

“Does Eduardo Enriquez person
ally endorse the Martini?” the Red
head asked.

“Eduardo Enriquez has been 
drinking them in the kitchen himself 
all evening,” he beamed.

“I thought,” said the Redhead, 
“that something more than music 
had soothed that savage breast.”

—Si—
The Japanese attack on Pearl 

Harbor this afternoon came as stun
ning news to the men at Fort Bragg. 
There had been a rumor, one day a 
couple of months ago, that Germany 
had declared war on the United 
States to beat us to the draw, and 
since it was merely a rumor, there 
was no confirmation or denial over 
the radio all day long. That sup
posed news back then had been 
taken with a philosophic shrug and 
the thought, “Well, it’s what we’ve 
been expecting.”

This today caused a different war 
feeling. It was not what we had 
been expecting. To the soldiers 
here, whose only attention to the 
newspapers is a quick glance at the 
headlines, it was startling and 
dreadful.

The men who heard the news an
nouncement over the radio this aft
ernoon at the Service Club were, for 
the most part, new to the Army, 
with less than a month of training 
behind them. Their first feeling of 
outrage gave way to the awful fear 
that they would be sent away, green 
and untrained and helpless, within 
a week.

The rumor mill began operation 
immediately. New York and Fort 
Bragg will be bombed within the

“As an enlisted man, I’ve done 
more KP than any man in this 
room,” said the major.
month, the rumors said. Probably, 
by that time, all of us will be in 
Hawaii or Russia or Persia or Af
rica. Green and untrained and help
less. This business of teaching a 
man for thirteen weeks in a replace
ment center will be dispensed with, 
now that war is upon us. You’re a 
civilian one day and a rookie mem
ber of a seasoned fighting outfit the 
next.

Except for a few for whom the 
radio held a terrible fascination the 
men thought first of communicating 
with their families, their friends, 
their sweethearts. They immediate
ly went for writing materials and 
for the two public telephones of the 
club. Almost all of the 64,000 men of 
Fort Bragg were trying to reach 
their homes through the eight trunk 
lines which ran out of the pitifully 
overburdened little telephone ex
change in Fayetteville.

Miss Ethel Walker, who was act
ing as senior hostess for the Re
placement Center’s Service Club, 
had planned an entertainment pro
gram for the evening, but when she 
looked out at the tension in the so
cial hall, she despaired. She tele
phoned her boss, Major Herston M. 
Cooper, the special services officer.

“There's no use trying to put on 
the show tonight,” she said. “Shall 
I 'cancel it? And may I turn off 
the radio?”

“If it’s a good pfogram, keep it,” 
said the major. “And by all means 
leave the radio on. Just hang on; 
I’ll be there in five minutes.”

The major cleared his throat and 
looked over the crowd which gath
ered about him. “I know that this 
is your Service Club,” he said, “and 
I’m a staff officer barging in on you. 
Before I was an officer, I was an 
enlisted man. And, as an enlisted 
man, I’ve done more KP than any 
man in this rnom.”

A little of the tension passed and 
the major lapsed into one of his 
conveniently absent - minded ram
bles. “In fact, I went on KP every 
time they inspected my rifle. 
Couldn’t keep the thing clean.”

He paused. “The main thing that 
has us worrying this afternoon is 
the very same thing we’re being 
trained to protect. It’s what they 
call the American Way—and they 
spell it with capitals.

“I have nix own ideas about the 
American Way. I think the Ameri
can Way is shown in you boys whose 
parents paid school taxes so that 
you could know what it was to cut 
hooky. It’s shown in the men who 
pay two dollars to see a wrestling 
match, not to watch the wrestlers 
but to boo the referee. It’s the good 
old go-to-hell American spirit and 
you can’t find it anywhere but here.

“You and I both, when we were 
called into the Army, brought our 
homes with us. We’ve been thinking 
less about war than about getting 
back home after a while—back to 
our girls and our wives and our 
civilian jobs.

“Well, we know now where we 
stand and we don’t have to worry 
about whether we’re in for a long 
stretch or a short vacation. That 
should be cleared up now. We know 
that we’ve got only one job now 
and we haven’t time to worry about 
the one at home.

“You’re worrying because you’re 
not prepared soldiers, you’re not 
ready to fight yet. When the time 
comes for you to go, you’ll be ready. 
You’ll have your fundamental train
ing before you leave the Replace
ment Center.

“Even if war is declared tomor
row, you’ll be taught for a while 
here. And if war were declared to
night, we’d still have our Service 
Club and our movies and our ath
letics. During our off hours, we 
would. That’s part of the American 
Way.

“Spending your duty hours at 
work and your leisure hours at worry 
—that’s no good. That’s what the 
enemy wants for you.”

The major stopped again and 
looked at the soldiers seated at writ
ing tables and the ones waiting for 
the telephones. “Someone once told 
me that the best thing to do with a 
letter you’re not sure should be sent 
is to hang on to it for twenty-four 
hours. You might apply that to those 
letters you’re writing now. I’m not 
going to write my family until to
morrow.

“Don’t write or telephone home 
when you’re under a strain like this. 
Your parents and friends are worry
ing about you now and there’s no 
need to feed their worries. The let
ters most of you are writing are 
going to disturb your people back 
home, and they’re going to write 
letters back that will react on you. 
Nobody’s going to get anywhere like 
that.

“Relax for a while. Have a beer 
somewhere or get into a good argu
ment or just go home and sleep it 
off. Then write home when you’ve 
had time to think it over. Let your 
letters be reassuring; you owe it to 
your folks.

“I guess that’s all, boys.”
He turned to leave the micro

phone, but returned as if he had sud
denly remembered something.

“The regular variety show will 
go on tonight at eight o’clock,” he 
said.
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BOMBS AWAY!”
“Zeros coming up! Bombs away!” 
And the Flying Fortress hits for a 
friendly cloud.

You’ll thrill to this true story of 
the gallant crew of a Flying Fort
ress, by W. L. White, who wrote 
THEY WERE EXPENDABLE. 
He lets the fighters tell their story 
in their own simple, moving way.

Be aure to read—

QUEENS DIE PROUDLY
By W. L. White

IN THIS PAPER

Starting Next Week

Mil«» 
0______5Q

* General Eisenhower’s preparations for invasion of Fortress Europe 
are well under way. Some conception of the tremendous task of out
fitting a modem invasion army may be gained from the knowledge 
that each soldier overseas requires 6 to Iff tons of supplies, and air. 
additional ton must follow each month. More than half of all war\ 
tonnage shipped oversees is in petroleum products. In the African* 
invasion gasoline alone totaled* 4,2i 0,000 gallons a week. •------

time’s sake, the band swings slowly 
into the song that is the voice of 
their nostalgia, “The Sidewalks of 
New York,” Yankee or Rebel, Min
nesotan or Navadan, they love that 
song.

You can see their faces tightening 
a little, and a gentle melancholy look 
come into their eyes as the trom
bone wails beneath the current of 
the music. Their melancholy is mel
ancholy with a shrug now. Home 
and whatever else was dearest to 
them a few months ago are still 
dear, but a soldier has to push them 
into the background when there’s a 
war to be fought.

With the music still playing, the 
train pulls slowly out and Sergeant 
Knowles waves it goodby with his 
baton.

An old sergeant, kept in the Re
placement Center to train the men 
whose fathers fought with him a 
generation ago, stands on the side 
and watches them with a firm, 
proud look.

“Give ’em hell, boys,” he shouts 
behind them. “Give ’em hell!” 

[THE END]

Pandora
The following from the local M. E. 

church attended the Putnam county 
M. E. church Brotherhood banquet at 
Leipsic, Thursday evening: Messrs. 
M. I. Trostle, C. D. Steiner, John 
Culp, Eldon Reichenbach and Charles 
Reese. The March meting will be 
held at Gilboa and the ladies also 
are invited to attend the banquet.

I. N. Harris, who died in Findlay 
last Wednesday, formerly made his 
home in Pandora with his daughter, 
Mrs. Joel Basinger. The Basinger’s 
moved to Bluffton last year.

Hiram L. Basinger, postmaster, 
heads the boy scout organization 
here which numbers nineteen mem
bers. LeRoy Lemley and Jack 
Tousley are assistant scoutmasters 
and Dwight Probst and Galen Ba
singer are assistant junior scout
masters with Mark Diller as senior 
patrol leader.

Rev. John P. Suderman, of Berne. 
Ind., addressed the Mennonite church 
councils of this vicinity, of which 
there are five, Grace, St. John, 
Ebenezer and First Mennonite of 
Bluffton and First Mennonite church 
of Lima, at their fellowship meeting 
at the St. John’s church one mile 
east of Pandora, Monday night. 
Wives and husbands of members also 
attended.

The heavy fall of snow during the 
past week has helped a lot for the 
1944 wheat crop which had suffered 
for lack of moisture the past few 
months. It will also greatly benefit 
other crops as well.

Mrs. Donald McDowell was at Ann 
Arbor hospital last week for obser
vation.

Ladies of Pandora and vicinity will 
fold bandages at Bluffton Red Cross 
room on Wednesday evening, Feb. 
23 and Tuesday evening, Feb. 29.

William D. Steiner, U. S. N. R. is 
an electricians mate, third class, in 
active sea duty.

Pvt. Robert R. Reese has gone 
overseas.

Cpl., Harold E. Sutter, of Camp 
Gordon, Ga., is visiting his parents 
Mr. and Mrs. Leonard Sutter for ten 
days.

Mrs. M. D. Headington, of West 
Orange, N. J., writes that fuel is so 
scarce there, lots of folks not having 
any stored at all. Those not having 
coal have to call the board of health, 
who have a few bushel baskets full 
sent to them at a time, until they 
run out again.

Mrs. H. A. Niswander and Mrs. 
Allen Niswander gave a dinner for 
Mrs. Franklin Rodebaugh, formerly 
Lois Niswander, Thursday evening. 
The following guests were present: 
Miss Clara Bracey, Mrs. Melvin Long 
and son Gary, Mrs. Francis Sommer,

Mrs. Hiram Diller, Mrs. EdsCl Die- 
hert and Mrs. Carl Niswander from 
Columbus Grove.

Mr. and Mrs. Irvin Hilty enter
tained the following relatives at Sun
day dinner: Milton Gratz and family 
Gilboa, Harold Gratz and family of 
Leipsic, Wilmer Gratz and family, 
Omar Gratz and family and Warren 
Bridenbaugh and family.

Mrs. Regina Lemley spent several 
days with Mrs. Nancy Basinger at 
Columbus Grove last week.

Ralph Dush of Ottawa addressee 
the Pandora Business men’s associa
tion, Monday night.

A Council Fellowship supper of the 
four councils of the Mennonite 
churches o\ this area, held a fellow
ship meeting at the St. .John’s church 
east of Pandora, Monday night.

A service was held at the Mission
ary church Sunday morning for the 
local troop of Boy Scouts. Rev. H. 
L. Mitchell spoke on “The Scout 
Who Stood Alone.”

Guest night was held by the Bi
Centennial Club at the Walnut Grill 
Bluffton, Wednesday night at 8 
o’clock. Mrs. Stanley Burkhart is 
their club president.

Mrs. Francis Kempf entertained 
’the Advance Club Saturday evening. 
I Japs recently bombed the Mission 
Compound at Hanshow, China, where 
Miss Minnie Hilty of Pandora is sta
tioned. The missionaries had escaped 
the bombing by leaving Hanshow 
before by boat, taking about what 
things they could put on the boat. 
The radiogram was received by her 
sister Elizabeth Hilty of Pandora, 
who also served many years as a 
missionary to China. Miss Minnie 
Hilty has the privelege of returning 
to America if she cares to.

Absorbent Carbon Produced
An absorbent carbon, suitable for 

medicinal use and water purifica
tion, has been produced from cotton
seed hulls.

Indicates Vitamin Count
Freshness of Produce is a good 

indication of the vitamin count; a 
fresh, crisp product usually has the 
maximum amount of these valu
able elements.

For Vigor and Health—
include meat in your menu.

Always ready to serve you.

Bigler Bros.
Fresh and Salt Meats«

MARGARINE
A DELICIOUS SPREAD FOR ERE AD 

-GOQp fOR CDOONG,

There was a group of new men 
coming in this morning, down at the 
railroad siding. Their new uniforms 
hung strangely upon them, conspicu
ous and uncertain and uncomfort
able—new uniforms on new soldiers.

They were frightened and ill at 
ease, these men. A week ago they 
had been civilians and the prospect 
of the Army had probably hung over 
some of them like a Damoclean 
sword. They had been told, by well- 
meaning friends, that the Army 
wouldn’t be so bad once they got used 
to it. The Army will make you or 
break you, they had been told. The 
Army really isn't as bad as it’s 
painted, they had heard. All of this, 
in a diabolically suggestive way, had 
opened conjectures to terrify the 
most indomitable.

This morning, they still hadn’t had 
time to get over their fears. They 
still had no idea of what Army life 
was going to be like. Most of all 
and first of all, they wondered; 
“What sort of place is this we’re 
coming into?”

Their spirits were still at their 
lowest point — past, present, or 
future.

The Replacement Center band, led 
by wizened little Master Sergeant 
Knowles, was there to greet them 
with a welcome that might dispel 
from them the feeling that they were 
cattle being shipped into the fort on 
consignment. First there were the 
conventional but stirring military 
marches, the “Caisson Song” and all 
the rest. And then there was a sly 
and corny rendition of the "Tiger 
Rag,” a friendly musical wink that 
said, “Take it easy, brother.”

A little reassured but still suspi
cious, the men went from the train 
to the theater, where they would see 
a program of entertainment and pos
sibly hear a short and casual wel
coming address by General Parker.

This afternoon the sound of march
ing feet came up Headquarters 
Street from the south and a battery 
of departing soldiers approached. 
As they neared the headquarters 
building, there came the order, 
“Count cadence—command!” and 
two hundred voices took up a chant.

“Their spirits were still at theli 
lowest point—past, present or fu
ture.

and the*r neckties were 
between the right two but-

They passed, counting their fool 
steps in ringing ordered tones.

Laden with haversacks, they 
passed in perfect order. Their lines 
were even, their marching co
ordinated and confident. Their uni
forms no longer bore the awkward 
stamp. Their caps were cocky bu! 
correct 
tucked 
tons.

The cadence count is the scheme 
of the battery commander who feels 
proud of the men he has trained 
who wants to show them off to the 
higher-ups in Center Headquarters 
“The general might be standing by 
his window now, watching my mer 
pass,” they say. “If he isn’t, we 
should attract his attention.”

Just as their arrival marks ar 
emotional ebb, their departure is the 
flood tide. The men who came ir 
a few weeks ago, green and terri 
fied, leave now as soldiers. The cor 
poral whom they dreaded then is 
now just a jerk who’s bucking foi 
sergeant. Although they are glac 
that they have been trained witl 
other men on the same level here 
the training center which was firs 
a vast and awful place is now jus' 
a training center, all right in it: 
way—for rookies. They themselves 
have outgrown their kindergarten.

The band is at the railroad siding 
this time to see them off with i 
flourish. They pay more atentior 
to the band this time. They knov 
the “Caisson Song.” They knov 
their own Replacement Centei 
Marching Song, composed by one o 
their number, a quiet little ex-musi( 
teacher named Harvey Bosell. The] 
hum the tune as they board th< 
Shanghai Express.

They see the commanding genera 
standing on the side lines with hi: 
aide.' He is no longer an ogre ou 
of Washington who might, for al 
they know, have the power cf lift 
and death over them to administer i 
at a whim. He is the commandin; 
general, a good soldier and a goo< 
fellow, and it was damned white o 
him to come down to see them off.

They board the train and they si 
waiting for it to take them to thei 
permanent Army post and their par 
in the war.

As. a. f^ccHI. frvor and for Qh
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BOY SCOUT NEWS
Troop 56

By Malcolm Basinger
The meeting was in charge of 

Eagle Scout Robert Raniseyer and 
was begun with the Scout Oath and 
Law led by Janies Harmon. A busi
ness session was then held followed 
by the roll call and payment of dues.

The group then disbanded into 
patrol meetings where the problems 
of a social meeting were discussed. 
By joint approval it was decided that 
it would be attempted to arrange a 
meeting down at the College Gym 
followed by a Pot Luck. At the 
forgoing meeting basketball and 
other games would be held.

♦ ♦ ♦
After the patrol sessions all the 

business of reregi<ering the troop 
was taken care of and also the 
resubscription to Boy’s Life.

» » ♦
James Harmon was elected for the 

new assistant patrol leader for the 
Cobra patrol.

Troop 82
The meeting was opened Monday 

night with the pledge of allegiance, 
and Roger Linden, new member of 
the troop, led in repeating the scout 
laws.

Following the patrol period. Dallas 
Berry, conservation merit badge 
counsellor, gave a talk on the re
quirements for this badge. Maynard 
Pogue, the first member of the troop 
to earn the badge, made a few re
marks regarding the benefits to be 
derived from passing the tests.

Roger Linden completed a wooden 
bird plaque in the patrol period 
activity.

In the closing ceremonies a tender
foot investiture service was given 
for Ralph Dunifon, Jr., by candle
light, with the scouts standing in 
horseshoe formation.

Elrose
Mr. and Mrs. Walter Hamilton, 

daughter Betty, Mr. and Mrs. How
ard Nonnamaker and family were 
Sunday guests at the Ira Slusser 
home near Bluffton.

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Nonnamaker, 
daughter Kaye, spent Sunday with 
Mr. and Mrs. Lendon Basinger and 
family and Mrs. Emmaline Nonna
maker.

Gladys and Dorothy Klingler were 
Sunday dinner guests of Betty Bish 
at the Mr. and Mrs. E. L. Bish 
home.

Staff Sgt. Harold Bell spent a few 
days last week visiting with Mrs. 
Bell and other relatives here.

Union prayer services will be held 
at the A. J. Nonnamaker home 
Thursday evening.

Lloyd Arnold Jr., left last Tues
day for camp in California. He is 
the first boy from this neighborhood 
to be in the Marine Service.

Callers at the Ami Nonnamaker 
home the past week were Mrs. Mary 
Hartman, son Cloyce, Mrs. Peter 
Pils, Mrs. Wm. Stotts, Mrs. Clara 
Bergman all of Hoytsville, W. B. 
Cramer, and Rev. Irvin Kauffman of 
Mt. Cory. Mr. and Mrs. Howard 
Nonnamaker, sons Harold, Dean and 
Ralph, Mr. and Mrs. Chauncey 
Klingler, son Howard and daughter 
Marilyn, Mr. and Mrs. Walter 
Hamilton and daughter Betty and 
Charles Nonnamaker.

Mr. and Mrs. Howard Benroth 
and family entertained friends from 
Michigan last week.

Mr. and Mrs. Wright Klingler and 
family called at the M. J. Stratton 
home, Sunday.

The method of allotting points to 
obtain food for lunches served in 
schools has been liberalized some
what. The change was made to 
apply particularly to schools co
operating with the \yar Food Ad
ministration but other schools serv
ing lunches may benefit.

LOCAL AND LONG 
DISTANCE HAULING 

Every Load Insured 
STAGER BROS. 

Bluffton. Ohio

t... to own your home!

News want-ads bring results.

T 
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When we’ve won that Fifth Freedom, 
we’ve gone a long way toward win
ning the other four. And that, brothers 
and sisters, is worth the effort. We are 
-winning it, too, without realizing it. We 
have the time to plan a better home 
now and, at war’s end, we’ll have the 
cash tucked away in Victory Bonds.

Steinman Bros. Lumber Co.
Phone 360-W Bluffton, Ohio

VICTORY FIRST • BUY WAR BONDS

WANTED
WHOLE MILK

for the manufacture of Spray Powder
AND

SOUR CREAM
for the manufacture of Butter

Highest Prices Paid for 
All Dairy Products

THE PAGE DAIRY CO.
BLUFFTON, OHIO

PHONE 489-W a


