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SYNOPSIS

CHAPTER 1: The story of the famous 
19th and 7th Bombardment Groups, of 
Lieut. Col. Frank Kurtz and his Fortress 
crew in the tremendous air campaign 
that saved the day for the United Nations 
in the Southwest Pacific. Lieut. Kurtz, 
who was pilot of the old Fortress, known 
as "The Swoose." which escaped from 
Clark Field, in the Philippines, tells of 
that fatal day when the Japs struck. He 
pedals to the wreck of Old 99. finds eight 
of his crew lying in an irregular line.

CHAPTER II: Lieut. Kurtz tells how 
orders to camouflage Old 99 were coun
termanded: instead they were to load 
bombs. Then he was ordered to jerk the 
bombs, reload with cameras and rush 
the camouflage. Preparations made for 
taking pictures of Formosa. Someone 
shouts. "Look at that pretty navy forma
tion." The "navy formation” happens to 
be a flight of Jap planes.

CHAPTER III: Bombs hit the mess 
hall. The Japs move off. They hear 
another hum. "P-40's," they think, but 
they prove to be Zeros coming in from 
the direction of Corregidor. The boys 
duck back into their foxholes.

CHAPTER IV: The pilots are given 
their targets and towering above the 
group is Colin Kelly, about to head out 
on his first mission. Buzz Wagner is 
chased by Japs in his P-40. He meets 
Lieut. Russ Church and they bomb a 
Jap field. Church fails to return. The 
death of Colin Kelly.

CHAPTER V: Fortresses are kent in 
the air to save them from the Japs. 
Through some mistake someone opens 
fire on them. Japs begin photographing 
the place. No longer safe to sleep in the 
barracks, cots ate moved into a corn 
field. With no fighters left to defend 
them, evacuation begins. Lieut. Kurtz 
tells of last plane trip out in a patched- 
up plane. Japs land light tanks at Apart. 
Squadron commander Major Gibbs fails 
to return from mission. U. S. forces flee 
from Clark Field to Mindanao.

CHAPTER VI: Navigator Harry 
Schreiber tells of a fight with Zeros in 
which Shorty W’heless takes part. He 
lands in a nee paddy and is surrounded 
by Filipinos. The crew buys an outrigger 
canoe and sail to the isle of Panay. Later 
they take off for Australia.

CHAPTER VII: Lieut. Kurtz takes up 
the story again. He describes the hot. 
dry Christmas day in Australia, and how 
U. S. fliers spent it. A report comes in 
over CW radio. It was from Schaetzel 
saying he’d be in after dark with one 
body aboard. Schaetzel gets in, his plane 
a wreck. Gen. Brereton lands on the 
field and the boys are summoned to a 
meeting.

CHAPTER VIII: U. S. fliers arrive at 
the Dutch field, and shortly after start 
on flight for Davao, in the Philippines, 
but run short of gas and come home. 
Gas up and take off at midnight for 
Davao, but fail to make target. On third 
trip over, Kurtz sees tremendous concen
tration of ships, makes bomb run. Jap 
fighters come up. "Bombs away!"

CHAPTER IX

! *‘I poured on every ounce of power 
we had, and was about to turn for 
the getaway when I saw, just in 
time, that old Jim, who had dropped 
his bombs before I did, had al
ready started his turn to get off the 
target a few seconds before me. He 
had his plane reefed in to a turn so 
tight that his wing was practically 
vertical, and I had to cock mine up 

" practically the same way to keep 
out of his way.

“So then when we got disentangled 
we put our planes into a slight dive 
to outrun the pursuit behind us. 
Those Zeros had started late off the 
ground, but a Zero can climb fast— 
it has practically no weight at all 
and can climb better than 5.000 
feet a minute. So we went into this 
inclining dive to pick up speed and 
stretch our distance from the target 
fast.

“The next thing I did was to call 
down to the bombardier and the nav
igator to come on up and tell me 
what we’d done to the Japs. Gulp
ing coffee and between chews of 
sandwiches, they told me and my 
co-pilot just how it had looked. Ly
ing on their bellies and looking down 
and back, they’d been able to see 
the target some minutes after we'd 
left it.

“They said it had been a sight to 
watch. A few of the Jap cruisers 
and destroyers had managed to get 
under way, and their wakes laced 
the water in great spirals and sworls 
as they tried to dodge the bombs. 
Aside from these few, they said, 
we’d caught the Japs absolutely flat- 
footed. If there had been enough 
of us, we could have blown a chunk- 
out of their fleet they would never 
have recovered from.

“As it was, they had watched four 
direct hits on a Jap battleship, seen 
pieces of debris flying in every di
rection and smoke starting to bil
low up. In addition to this, our 
squadron had sunk three smaller 
craft—two cruisers and a transport.

“They said it was beautiful to 
watch. One of the ships was keel
ing slowly, another’s nose was tilt
ing up from a direct hit on her stern, 
which was already under before we 
went out of sight.

“They said our bomb pattern had 
churned the whole area white with 
spouts of foam, and what few ships 
had their power up were running 
around like crazy. They said thou
sands of skilled personnel had been 
killed or drowned, and also that 
we had torn hell out of the dock 
workers and docks at Davao Harbor.

“Only I don’t have time to gloat 
long, for something approaching us 
from ahead catches my eye through 
the windshield. It’s practically fly
ing our course and our altitude, ex
cept that it’s off to the left. But am 
I seeing a ghost? It can’t be what I 
think it is, a Messerschmitt 110, the 
kind that Ernst Udet told me all 
about in Berlin when I visited there 
in 1934. There can’t be a Messer
schmitt 110 in this hemisphere, 
but what else could it be with that 
split tail?

“Anyway there it is, coming near
er and nearer. The Messerschmitt 
110’s have plenty of range, so the 
Japs must be using her as a scout 
plane. We’ve altered our course 
from the phony ong to the real one 
which will bring us home. And now 

’ this flying nightmare—out of its con
tinent and its hemisphere—has un
doubtedly seen us and can surely 
figure out that we’re headed for Bor
neo, where we must be based. And 
just now is approaching us at an 
an2]e_where> if 1 .dare, to, I could 

peeT off my formation and give him 
a lot of trouble.

“He doesn’t alter his course and 
I don’t alter mine; and after he’s 
passed the point where I could set 
up a collision course with him, I 
begin to come to my senses, to real
ize that I’m the pilot of a Flying 
Fortress and my job is to get home 
safely with these boys and this 
plane, which was never designed to 
engage in dogfights with Messer
schmitts.

“We got back to Malang feeling 
pretty pleased with ourselves,” said 
Frank, “and I personally felt I 
had made headway settling my old 
Philippine score. But in Java we 
found there were troubles ahead, 
and the least of these was thrft our 
Navy was accusing us of bombing 
their ships. They didn’t say any of 
them had been hit, just that they’d 
had to beat off an attack, and it 
occurred to me that this might ex
plain all those fireworks which came 
whooping up under our chins through 
the overcast that night over the 
Celebes Sea. But we were never 
sure.

“So we said, ‘Then why don’t you 
tell us where your ships are going 
to be?’ but it seemed that had never 
been done—a ruling from the Navy 
Department in Washington. I guess 
those guys must take some kind of 
a bomb-sight oath never to tell any
thing to anybody Who doesn’t wear 
black shoes.

“But plenty more was going on. 
It developed that our smash at the 
Jap fleet in Davao had been al
most too successful. Because Davao 
was no longer a safe base for them, 
they had apparently boosted up 
their schedule - by two or three 
weeks. Our reconnaissance went 
clear up to the Davao area and re
ported nothing there; then we found 
out the whole gang had moved out 
together and they were off the coast 
of Borneo, moving down into Macas
sar Strait, and It was clear they 
intended to clean out Borneo—not 
only because of our advance bases 
there, but because they wanted the 
rich oil fields at Tarakan and Balak- 
papan on the eastern coast of Bor
neo, where the oil is so rich they say 
you can pump it right into the bunk

ers of ships. Of course they’d built 
up big oil reserves which they had 
bought from us before Pearl Har
bor, but now they were out to grab 
off some fields of their own.

“And who was going to stop them? 
It was up to us to try, because we 
seemed to be the only force the 
United Nations had in that area big 
enough to tackle the Jap fleet.

“We were briefed before dawn— 
told everything that was known 
about this big Jap gang of ships off 
northeast Borneo—and at 6:30 in 
the morning nine of us took off from 
the Malang Field. We planned to 
fly over the Java Sea and then in
land over Borneo, carrying to start 
with an altitude of about 9,500 feet. 
But about eight o’clock we hit a 
tropical front which was a night
mare-fog so dense you could hardly 
see to light the tip of your cigarette.

“When we saw it coming ahead, 
each V spread out a little, so we 
wouldn’t collide. Only we didn’t 
dream how dense and how long it 
was going to be.

“It was like trying to fly inside a 
giant bale of cotton—so dense that 
when you looked out at the side you 
could barely see your own wing 
tips. And looking straight ahead, 
that bale of cotton seemed tightly 
packed against your windshield, only 
it was a dull flat gray-white, like 
the cotton I imagine they’d spin 
winding sheets out of. And you’d

The gallant Dutch are burning up 
their Borneo oil fields.
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stare into the windshield, trying to 
see how close you were to your wing 
man, but there would only be that 
flat white, squeezed tight against 
your windshield, -muffling every
thing. Then all of a sudden, the 
wing of the plane ahead would come 
surging into view out of that wind
ing sheet, so terribly big and close 
that you would frantically “jerk back 
all four throttles to cut your power, 
and begin fishtailing your rudder to 
slow the big brute down a little, 
praying thgt by this yoqld rniss 

crashing into the plane ahead at 
least by a few yards.

“We’d been fighting through it on 
instruments, because inside that cot
ton bale you couldn’t see stars or 
ocean, and it took so much hard fly
ing that I was having my co-pilot 
handle the power for me. If I thought 
I was dropping behind the rest, may
be I would get lost and have to go 
over the target alone, which by now 
we knew was a dangerous business, 
I’d say to him, ‘All right, give me a 
little more mercury now—about four 
inches.’ Then when I'd catch a 
glimpse of the plane ahead I’d say: 
‘Okay, now you can bring it back to 
thirty inches. We’re sitting okay—I 
can see him fine.’ And I could for a 
minute or so.

“Without warning I break into the 
clear. I haven’t climbed over that 
cloud, but instead have flown out 
of one of the walls of an enormous 
cloud canyon and am now flying 
around in the clear air between the 
precipices.

“Ahead of me looms the other can
yon wall. Maybe it’s thirty miles 
away, maybe fifty—you can’t ever 
judge the distance of a cloud, be
cause they don’t come in standard 
sizes. But cloud canyons like this 
one are one magnificent sight that 
you never see any place except in 
the high skies.

“Because, you see, the morning 
sun was slanting down from behind 
me, over the top of the canyon wall 
out of which I had just come, to 
hit the top half of the cloud-canyon 
wall ahead. That top half might 
have been built out of burnished 
silver feather beds piled one on top 
the other, and yet you looked again 
and it seemed to be so firm it could 
be carved of glistening ice or mar
ble.

“I am wondering if old Jim is 
also looking at all this when sud
denly his voice comes out of no
where into my earphones.

“ ‘Connally to Kurtz,* he is call
ing.

“ ‘Kurtz answering Connally,* I 
say.

“ ‘Have you broken into the clear 
yet?’ he asks.

“ ‘Into the clear, Jim, at 14,500. 
Now I’m turning onto 270 degrees.’ 
That means I’m turning west to fly 
down that canyon to see if I 
can’t catch sight of Jim, whose voice 
is so loud in my ears. Suddenly 
I see a single Fortress ahead there 
in the canyon. I pick him up when 
the reflecting sun hits his uptilled 
wing. He is circling.

“ ‘I think I see you, Jim,’ I call. 
‘Continue to circle.’ I head toward 
the plane and fall in on its wing, 
continuing the long slow circle in
side the canyon in the hope we’ll pick 
up some of the others, and won’t 
have to go in on the target alone. 
Meanwhile the radio operators oi 
the two planes have started talking 
to each other by winking their Aldis 
lamps back and forth. We’re so 
near the target I don’t want to use 
the radio any more than necessary. 
And just then I spot a third plane— 
about 500 feet below us and far
ther west down the canyon. Just as 
I’m wondering which one it is, my 
radio operator reports that the plane 
we’re circling on isn’t Jim at all, it’s 
Bill Bohnaker. So we drop on 
down the canyon and sure enough, 
that third plane turns out to be old 
Jim. I can read his number plain 
now on his tail. Now there are three 
of us in the circle, wondering what in 
hell has become of the other six. 
We haven’t got the gas to stay in 
this golden dream castle much long
er. But just then my radio operator 
comes in with a message from 
Combs, the leader. God knows where 
he is, but he’s telling us, ‘Continuing 
to target,’ and he’s sending it out 
by key, where he can use code, be
cause he daren’t use voice so close 
to the target as he must by now 
be, because most of these damn 
Zero pilots seemed to have gradu
ated from Los Angeles High School 
and understand English as well as 
you do.

“All right, continue it is, so now 
we plunged back into that damned 
front—the opposite canyon wall—and 
the gray mist packed down around 
my windshield again. We continued 
to climb in that deathly whiteness— 
first one wing and then the other 
surging into my view. I flew it 
for forty-five minutes and decided it 
w-as just too much to risk crashing 
into each other when we were so 
close to the target. So without any 
message to Jim or Bill I decided I’d 
spread out. I flew 45 degrees for 
thirty seconds, then back thirty 
more seconds, and then .continued on 
the old course—flying on instru
ments, of course. But now that we 
were staggered both in altitude and 
in interval, it wasn’t so bad.

“Finally we broke out into the 
clear at 27,000 feet at a quarter after 
ten and discovered we had lost in
terval only by a very little. But I 
was groggy—we’d been on oxygen 
for four and a half hours already.

“But the weather was still playing 
tricks. Now the mist was coming 
in great tufts, thicker than cotton 
wadding, while below us was a thin 
layer of overcast.

“We were getting close to the tar
get now. Should we climb higher? 
There wasn’t much point, because if 
we did, that overcast layer might 
thicken so that we couldn’t see the 
target, and we’d have to come down 
below it to unload.

“But where’s Bill Bohnaker? I 
look back and see that he’s very 
slowly peeling off. I wonder why. 
Probably supercharger trouble. Then 
I think to myself, ‘There he goes, 
and I’d hoped maybe at least three 
of us could go in together.’ Because 
in my mind is that rain-check idea 
—the score isn’t settled yet, and if 
that target is open at all, I’ve made 
up my mind I’m going in. And I 
think to myself, ‘Here we go again, 
Jim, just you and me.’

•‘About this time I hear a gunner 
on Combs’ ship—they’ve broken ra
dio silence, which means they’re on 
the target—saying, ‘Lots of enemy 
fighters sighted!’

“But they’re still far ahead, out 
of sight. Here we are again, in 
a staggered attack—the stragglers 
to bear the brunt of what the first 
flights stir up. We ought to know 
better, but still I’m going on in.

Fast time beginning in May . . . 
extra hour of daylight for work in 
your victory garden . . . council 
pushed the legislation thru Monday 
night without protest . . . farmers 
didn’t like fast time last year cause 
hired help quit too early at night— 
but this year there isn’t any help 
to hire . . . and cannery operations 
may be on an if and when basis 
with help being drafted . . . looks 
as if it will be up to the women . . . 
that’s what is happening at the skat
ing rink with Impresario Ray Clark 
off for the army Saturday and his 
wife taking over ... we suspect it 
was the work of a practical joker 
somewhere in OPA who took frozen 
fruit off the ration list—just at the 
time when there wasn’t any frozen 
fruit to be had . . . and speaking of 
rationing there’s a story going the 
rounds about the Bluffton man whose 
rationbook inadvertently contained 
an extra page of red stamps—480 
extra points—no less . . . and chalk 
up one for the oldtimers—it rained 
the first Sunday after Easter . . . 
and this is National Coin week— 
open season for coin collectors— 
wonder how they do it—we’ve al
ways tried to collect coins—we col
lect on Saturday night, but we never 
could hold on to ’em . . . and there’s 
the smart crack about the collector 
who wanted to exchange a rare coin 
for a rare steak.

♦ * *

Announcement of the Heerman 
Trio on the College Music course 
Friday night recalls that it was thru 
the Music course that Bluffton got 
its first peek at bobbed hair. Must 
have been some twenty-five years 
ago that Bluffton turned out enmasse 
to the Ethel Leginska concert. Not 
that the crowd wanted to hear her 
piano numbers—bless you, no—they 
wanted to see her bobbed hair. Yes, 
the crowd got an eyeful besides the 
earful which was on the program.

♦ ♦ •

And speaking of old times—the 
old timers were going back farther 
than that the other day—back to 
the days when Dode Murray who 
ran the dray used to tie his team 
to the maple tree in front of the 
old Commercial bank on Main street 
when business was slack.

♦ ♦ »■

Bluffton youngsters who have been 
out gunning for starlings are also 
shooting purple grackles, similar in 
appearance and easily mistaken for 
starlings. The grackle feeds prin
cipally on insects and is beneficial 
to farmers and gardners, say bird 
authorities.

And this brings us to the an
nouncement by the Sportsmen’s club 
of a bounty on hawks, reviving the 
old discussion as to the relative 
merits of the hawk family. There 
is considerable opinion both for and 
against the hawk. Sportsmen here 
say the State Department of Con
servation is not on record on either 
side of the controversy as far as 
they have been able to learn.

♦ * *

Just in case you are wondering 
about it, we are glad to report that 
there is a camera enroute to Aldine 
Wiess, Jr., out in New Guinea. 
Aldine had written his mother asking 
her to send him a camera, and un
able to find one in retail stores she 
advertised in the Bluffton News last 
week explaining the situation. 
Scarcely had the News appeared 
when Mrs. Wiess was kept busy 
answering telephone calls offering 
cameras. “Bluffton surely remembers 
its soldier boys”, she said the first 
of the week.

♦ ♦ ♦

T/Sgt. Racine Warren with the 
army signal corps at Camp Cooke, 
Calif., home on furlough last week 
says he feels a special attachment

“The weather gets crazier and 
crazier—these enormous tufts not 
stratified at all, but floating around 
at almost any altitude. And my co
pilot seems to be fascinated by a 
big black one that isn’t shaped quite 
like a thunderhead. It might be 
one of those Dakota tornado funnels, 
only it doesn’t revolve.

“Then suddenly he says, staring 
at it: ‘Hell, Frank, that isn’t a cloud 
at all—look!’ I follow his finger, and 
down at the base of that cloud, on 
the ground, is a crackling, flaming 
oil field! The gallant Dutch are 
scorching the earth for fair—burn
ing up their Borneo oil fields right 
in tne face of the advancing Japs, 
millions of dollars’ worth of it. Imag
ine all of East Texas crackling and 
pouring black smoke into the sky.

“We can’t stop to watch a bil
lion dollars go up in black smoke. 
The Dutch are doing their job and 
we have ours, which just now is 
scanning for fighters. I realize that 
in this weather and so close to the 
target they might be anywhere, only 
for some reason I never think of 
them when my No. 1 starboard en
gine starts jumping around in its 
mount, rattling the whole plane.

“I only curse my luck and ask, ‘If 
we were going to have engine trou
ble, why in hell couldn’t it have 
been on the way home instead of 
now, when we’re about to begin our 
run over the target?’

“I watch the oil pressure drop 
sickeningly, and still it doesn’t dawn 
on me what hit that motor. I’m 
just sore at it for letting me down. 
And also, what will I do—nurse it 
along by feathering it, or see if I 
can’t give it maybe 1,000 RPM’s, 
(revolutions per minute) while I push 
the other three up to 2,600? 

other delays is a record that would 
make oldtimers blink with astonish
ment. Such a record was undreamed 
of in the days of World War 1, in
dicating what progress has been 
made in the last twenty-five years.

When Arden Baker at the Triplett 
plant turned up last week with three 
broken ribs he was only trying to 
keep up with the rest of the Bakers. 
Six of the family have been on the 
hospital list since his mother started 
the cycle by breaking her arm seven 
weeks ago. Next in order, a bro
ther-in-law fell off a horse and broke 
an arm, an aunt broke a leg, his 
grandfather was invalided by a se
vere fall that wrenched his back, 
and a sister-in-law went to the hos
pital for an appendicitis operation.

• ♦ *

The expression “Don't take any 
wooden nickels” has a sound basis 
in fact. And you can see a real 
wooden nickel in the display placed 
in the Basinger furniture store win
dow by Bluffton coin collectors this 
week. It is in observance of Nation
al Coin week and is said to be the 
largest collection of coins ever ex
hibited in Northwestern Ohio. Na
tional Coin week is sponsored by the 
American Numismatic association. 
Local members are Dr. Evan Basing
er, Wm. Edwards, Aldine Kohli and 
Robert Benroth.

* * *
It was a field day for rifle-packing 

youngsters who have been smarting 
under restrictions, when recent high 
waters drove scores of rats from 
their haunts along Riley creek. Rats 
swimming in the muddy waters made 
excellent targets for junior marks
men and it was an open season as 
far as police authorities were con
cerned.

Back The Attack—Buw War 
Bonds and Stamps Regularly.

LEGAL NOTICE
Ruth I. King, Admx. with 
the will annexed, of the 
Estate of James Norman Kinr, 
deceased Case No. 22156

Plaintiff.
vs.

Corrine Blackbum. et al.
Defendants.

Mary Schiffke, who resides at No. 3952, 
Elwood Stw Berkley. Michigan, and Paul 
Rhodes, who resides at No 1715, Seward St., 
Detroit, Mich., will take notice that Ruth I. 
King. Administratrix, with the will annexed, 
of the estate of James Norman King, de
ceased. on the 17th day of March, 1944, filed 
her petition in the Probate Court of Allen 
County. Ohio, alleging that the personal 
estate of the said decedent is insufficient to 
pay his debts, the allowances to the widow, 
and the charges of administration for said 
estate. That the said James Norman King 
died, seized in fee simple of the following de
scribed real estate, situated in the village of 
Bluffton, Allen County, Ohio, to-wit: Part 
of the North West Quarter of Section 12. 
Town 2, South. Range 8 East, and being 
No. 575 South Main St. in the Village of 
Bluffton, Ohio, and containing Five acres of 
land, more or less. That Ruth I. King is 
entitled to certain exemption and allowances 
from said estate: and that the prayer of said 
petition is for sale of said premises, for the 
payment of the debts, allowances and charges 
of adminstration aforesaid.

The persons first above mentioned will 
further taka notice that they have been made 
parties defendant to said petition and that 
they are required to answer the same on or 
before the 6th day of May, 1944.

RUTH I. KING.
1 Administratrix.

THE A. C. & Y. 
RAILROAD NEEDS

BRAKEMEN 
BOILERMAKERS 

MACHINISTS 
CAR REPAIRMEN 

SECTIONMEN 
TELEGRAPH OPERATORS 

BRIDGE AND BUILDING 
CARPENTERS

Must meet WMC requirements. 
These are full wartime jobs and 
good possibilities for postwar 
work. Liberal railroad retirement 
and unemployment benefits.
Call at the nearest A. C. & Y. 
station and the agent will give 
you complete information.

The Akron, Cantonl& 
Youngstown Railroad'Co.

to the Triplett testers which his 
outfit uses—because they come from 
Bluffton—and the fellows say they 
give tip top service in spite of hard 
knocks of army life.

* * *
You probably didn’t know it but 

the court of appeals sat unofficially 
in Bluffton last Thursday afternoon 
when three distinguished jurists, 
judges of the court were guests at 
the home of Mr. and Mrs. W. W. 
Carder of South Main street. They 
were Judge Walter S. Jackson of 
Lima, Judge Charles A. Guernsey of 
Fostoria and Judge George S. Mid
dleton of Bellefontaine.

* * *
Marshall Lee Coon, who also 

doubles as Bluffton’s dog catcher, 
likes cooperation—but it was carry
ing cooperation a bit too far when 
he returned from church Sunday 
morning and found a stray yelping 
canine tied to his clothes line in the 
back yard. 

* * ♦

Good news in these days of sugar 
rationing—the sorghum cane mill of 
the late Ed Miller northwest of town 
will be operated again this summer. 
Following Miller’s death, the outfit 
was purchased by his brother in law, 
Homer Wenger who will move it to 
Pandora and put it in operation. 
This is the last of a number of small 
mills operated by early settlers in 
this section reminiscent of the days 
with bread, butter and sorghum 
molasses were included in daily 
wintertime meals served on nearly 
every farm table.

♦ * ♦

Cpl. Francis Geiger, son of Mr. 
and Mrs. Peter D. Geiger near 
Bluffton is stationed on Ascension 
Island, that mystery spot in the mid
Atlantic about halfway between the 
outward bulge of Brazil and the 
downward bulge of Africa. It is only 
recently that mention of the place 
was permitted by censorship regula
tions as it is an important stopping- 
off place for air transports.

It is a British possession and be
fore the war it was one of the lone
liest and most isolated spots in the 
world—not more than one ship a 
year stopped there.

Now the small island—it measures 
roughly five miles by seven—is hum 
ming with activity and its airfield 
was built by American engineers 
after the British said it couldn’t be 
done.

The island is of volcanic origin and 
has only one tree which the Yanks 
have nicknamed “Coconut Grove”. 
Near this tree is a bench which is 
dubbed “Honeymoon Bench”—but 
women on Ascension island are few’.

What Geiger’s duties are has not 
been learned; however it is known 
that chemists operate a process for 
transforming sea -water into drinking 
water—and Geiger was a top flight 
chemist in civilian life.

♦ ♦ *

In town Tuesday afternoon for the 
first time since the holidays was the 
venerable Philip Pifer, 'pioneer of 
this section and a resident of Orange 
township for the past half-century. 
Now’ 88 years of age, he lives alone 
and enjoys fair health.

* * *
Mrs. Albert Benroth received Tues

day a letter written April 8—ten 
days ago by her son James Benroth 
stationed with an army air unit in 
the China, India Burma area. Ten 
days to send a letter half-way 
around the world in the midst of 
wartime conditions, censorship and 

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

Tire Builders 
Mill Men 
Tread Cutters 
Stock Men 
Pontoon Men 
Landing Boat Men

The War Department and Navy 
are pressing us hard for maximum production of 

Tires, Tubes, Life Belts, Landing Boats and 
Pontoons.

More men are urgently needed in all 
Departments for essential War Work

Some of the jobs now open are:
Bias Machine Operators 
Tire Band Builders 
General Maintenance 
Mechanical Rubber Press Men 
Compound Room Men 
Shipping Room Men

FIRST—SECOND—THIRD SHIHS

GOOD WAGES-STEADY WORK
Time and Half After 40 Hours

Come in Today — Let’s Talk It Over 
All applicants must comply with W. M. C. 

stabilization program.

THE COOPER CORPORATION 
FINDLAY, OHIO

All Hiring Done Through the
United States Employment Service 

216 South Main St., Findlay, Ohio


