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believe it. But two days later the 
Japs came back from Kupang with 
a real force—thirty-three bombers 
protected by eleven fighters. Again 
we were ready. It was a beautiful 
day, the sky clear as a bell, and 
again Squeeze tore into the whole 
Jap V formation far at sea. He at
tacked in elements, and each time 
he hit, another Mitsubishi would 
go spinning down in smoke, or else 
would sag below the V with engine 
trouble, lagging so that the next 
American element could pick him 
off. We found Jap bombers are light
ly constructed, and can't soak up 
much punishment from our heavy 
.50-caliber guns—can’t take the 
pounding our Forts can. Meanwhile 
the second American flight was tak
ing care of the eleven escorting 
Zeros. The boys had paired off

I’d turned down a 
ce, and he’d turned 
but now he had a 

■ning.

and were whirling over and over 
in their squirrel cages, a Jap and 
an American to each cage, while 
the first flight kept up the heavy 
cleaver work—chopping into that 
bomber V from behind, or some
times going out ahead of it to turn 
and come in for a bust on its nose. 
They were forcing it lower—when 
they’d peel off and come in for a 
pass, it was fun watching both mo
tors light up.

“A good many Jap bombers got 
over the target, but you couldn’t 
call it a bomb run. Most of their 
bombs went wild, as always hap
pens in a disrupted attack, and 
many others salvoed their bombs in 
the desert so they could run away. 
But those which did get over Dar
win ran into Bofors ack-ack fire. 
The battery was operated by an old 
Crete gang of Aussies—the tough
est hombres in the business—and the 
American P-40’s had pushed the Jap 
bombers so low that the ack-ack 
could really rip into them. They 
were between that cleaver in the 
air and a buzz saw on the ground. 
Two or three Jap bombers dribbled 
right down onto the field, whole 
wings shot off or else blown into con
fetti. The Japs tried to use their 
chutes from the burning bombers— 
which should explode the fairy tale 
that Japs are too fanatical to use 
chutes—yet even they caught fire.

“Most of the first Jap bomber 
flight got over Darwin, but only part 
of the second, while the third jetti
soned its bombs and ran like hell for 
Kupang.

“Squeeze Wurtsmith had thought 
of that. He’d put a fresh P-40 squad
ron into the air with full belly tanks, 
and it chased the Japs almost half
way home, chewing off a bomber 
every few minutes. One-third of 
that Jap bomber strength got back 
to Kupang, and our boys think may
be one of the eleven Jap fighters 
may have got home, but they doubt 
it.

“You see the estimated range of 
a Zero using belly tanks is about 
twelve hundred miles. It’s five hun
dred and ten miles from Kupang to 
Darwin, and to go and return is a 
thousand and twenty miles. That 
leaves a tiny safety margin that is 
more than used up if the Zero has to 
do anv fighting en route, which 
consumes tremendous quantities of 
gas.

“Also by first hitting the Japs far 
out at sea, Squeeze forced them to 
drop their belly tanks—they can’t 
fight while carrying them—and be
gin using their precious wing-tank 
gas long before they got to the tar
get.

“All through the Australian war 
our fighters must have knocked off 
hundreds of Zeros which wre've nev
er claimed. We fight them until 
their gas is almost gone, and when 
they finally break away and start 
for home, they slide quietly into 
the sea with dry tanks.

“Those fighters at Darwin are a 
great gang of kids, and they’ve in
vented their own service uniform, 
which might not pass parade inspec
tion back here. It consists of a 
long duck-billed hunter’s cap, usu
ally red, plus a pair of white cotton 
shorts and nothing much else. They 
don’t like clothes because of the 
fire hazard—cloth soaks up spurting 
gasoline, which will drop off naked 
flesh. They won’t wear ordinary 
shoes. This started when one of 
them had to bail out in the desert 
back of Darwin and when his chute 
cracked open, the jerk flipped his 
shoes off* He had to walk barefoot 
for days over the Australian desert. 
Now they wear tennis shoes or cow
boy boots, which won’t flip off. This 
costume includes a belt, to which is 
attached a jungle kit on one side 
and a .45 on the other. The .45 
they keep covered with cellophane 
candy-bar wrappers so it woh’t rust. 
They look more like pirates than 
pilots, and so did the ones at Mores
by.

"When General Brett put Buzz in 
charge of the Moresby-Townsville 
fighters, he didn’t issue an order 
for Buzz to stay on the ground at 
his desk in Pursuit Interceptor Com
mand Headquarters at Townsville, 
but in a nice way he unofficially re
quested it.

“But Buzz was itching at the pa
per work. He was a fighter, not a 
desk man. And at Moresby he had 
new youngsters just in from the 
States. Their morale was low. 
They’d been having an awful time 
with the weather, and also the Japs 
had been coming in and shooting up 
the place, catching these kids in the 
air and picking off too many. They 
needed someone to show them how 
to handle a P-39 Airacobra against 
the Zero—both planes have their 
points.

“So one day w’hen he’s up ‘inspect
ing’ Moresby—he spent most of his 
time there—without any formality 
Buzz steps into a P-39 and leads 
them. They were all agog. They've 
heard of the Great Wagner, but they 
aren't sure the stories of what he’d 
done in the Philippines mightn’t be 
a myth.

“He led twelve of them out above 
New Guinea, over the Owen Stanley 
range, on a mission in the direction 
of the big Jap base at Lae, from 
which they were returning over the 
ocean when they ran into a Japa
nese trap.

“The Japs had a flight of Zeros 
circling a spot which our boys must 
pass on their homew-ard leg. Bqzz 
said it was partly his fault for not 
having told his gang of twelve to 
refrain from combat on this home
ward leg, because they needed all 
their gas to get back, while the 
Japs were freshly fueled from a 
near-by base 
tion.

“But when 
the flight saw 
off, and Buzz saw he’d have trouble 
holding the rest, so he gave the 
signal over the phones to go on in. 
Buzz said it was a lovely battle— 
the whole argument rolled thirty 
miles 
miles 
weed 
down 
wing men two—a total of five Japs 
for the day. We gave three planes 
to get them (one was forced down 
gasless), but we didn’t lose a pilot 
on that flight.

“That did the business for those 
green, scared kids. When they saw 
Buzz's gunsights trained on a Zero, 
watched his .50-caliber chewing it 
up right in front of them, they real
ized it could be done, and, more im
portant, they saw they had a leader 
—which was all they needed to put 
them back in business.

“That night, sitting with me under 
the mosquito-netting canopy we’d 
thrown over the wing of the Swoose, 
was the first time I saw Buzz really 
worried. Because when General 
Brett found out about this, what 
would he say? Buzz was worried 
that the General would not only re
quest him to stay on the ground, 
he’d make it an order in writing, 
and then the fun would be over.

“Buzz was twenty-six years old, 
and he hadn’t gone up just to hang 
three more on his record, but be
cause he really loved it. But he 
said in the future he thought rather 
than risk an order grounding him, 
he’d stay out of combat -with Zeros 
and confine his activities to develop
ing mast - high bombing attacks 
against transports. He thought his 
kids should all be trained to do it, 
and he’d done a lot himself. You 
come in low and horizontal in a pur
suit, and just before you’re on her 
you release your little wing bomb 
so that it slaps right against the 
transport's side at the water line. 
Then quick you pull up out of the 
antiaircraft fire.

“We talked a lot that night. He 
had a fast mind, and was doing a 
lot of sound thinking both on tactics 
and about our fighters. He said in 
a way he w;
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Monthly collection of rubbish will 
be made on Thursday, July 27. Pa
trons are requested to have rubbish 
in containers and placed easily 
cessible for the truck early in 
morning.

W. A. Howe, Mayor
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“In Australia, the Air Force 
to build from the ground up. 
fore General MacArthur arrived 
from the Philippines we had located 
and were building our advance and 
supply bases all over North Austra
lia from Darwin to Townsville. 
American engineers were pouring 
in, and General Brett put them to 
work. We were also improving 
Moresby, our problem child, and the 
Air Force staff had laid down its 
strategical plan for clearing Austra
lia’s northeast shoulder of the threat 
of Jap air pow'er so that when we 
had the necessary men and equip
ment, we could head back into the 
Philippines.

“The old 19th Bombardment 
Group was back in business now in 
North Australia, and beginning in 
April of that year we were pound
ing the Jap base at Rabaul in New 
Britain several times a week.

“Meanwhile the Philippines were 
tottering. Bataan had fallen; Cor- 
regidor seemed about to go; and we 
were working feverishly to rescue 
desperately needed Air Force per
sonnel from Del Monte Field.on Min-

ad with carr 
tge. Prepare 
res of Forrr

CHAPTER XS: Bombardier telli ol 
hazardous trip to Brazil when running 
low on gas, and of sabotage on planes. 
Gunner picks up the story, tells how E 
model Fortresses tangled with the Japs.

CHAPTER XII: Lieut. Kurtz telli “of 
bombing run on cruiser. Two hits scored. 
Major Robinson radios to Skiles: “Radio 
base at Malang to have ambulance 
ready.” Then Major Robinson's plane 
goes into a dive and crashes into sea.

CHAPTER XIII: A Jap transport hit 
by U. S. bomb, goes up in confetti. Lieut. 
Kurtz, now in Batavia, gets word that 
P-40's are on wav from Australia with 
belly tanks. The P-40'i arrive at Gnoro. 
Japs move into Borneo and the Celebes, 
and three waves of Jap bombers fly over 
Java.

CHAPTER X: One of Kurtz’ motors is 
hit as they approach target. He makes 
direct hit on cruiser. Losing altitude 
fast. Tries to make Malang Field on 
Java, but changes mind ana heads for 
Surabaya Field. Sets her down safely on 
short runway. Dutch get reinforcements 
from U. S.—new E model Forts.

danao? AT Mueller, who was now 
flying a transport, told me of his last 
trip in. He said the place looked so 
shaky he was scared even to be 
looking that way now. It was a sev
enteen - hundred - mile flight, and 
there was a chance that there might 
not be enough gas left at Del Monte 
to get him back to Australia. But 
the pilots, navigators, and ground 
crews- still on Mindanao were worth 
their weight in gold to us, so Al start
ed out.

“He got right over Del Monte 
Field. “ 
ground 
ing for the signal to come on in, 
which for some reason seemed de
layed. Circling, Al couldn’t under
stand this until from Australia, sev
enteen hundred miles away, crack
les a radio message telling him un
der no circumstances to land. Cor- 
regidor and Mindanao had surren
dered to the Japanese while he had 
been en route.

“There he was, eight hours from 
home base and with only a few 
hours’ gas left. But luckily he’d pro
vided against this before he left. 
He’d told the Navy that if the Philip
pines caved while he was in the air 
and he couldn’t refuel at Mindanao, 
he’d beach his plane on a little jun
gle island, and he showed it to them 
on the map, so they could pick him 
up if they could get through.

“Now he headed for this island, 
looked its beach over, and set her 
down in the surf. The rocks in a 
few seconds made junk of his big 
four-motored Liberator.

“Then, according to Al, the days 
seemed like years, although only 
five of them passed before a sub
marine periscope popped up in the 
cove and carefully scanned the hori
zon for Jap planes before the 
surfaced to take him and his 
aboard.

“That story got us. It had 
bad enough when we circled Malang 
Field for Anamaet, but these boys 
on Del Monte were our own. It isn’t 
pretty to fly over and watch the 
end of a war. There is no noisy 
death rattle; it’s just very still down 
there. Nobody lights a flare path. 
The green tower lights don’t come 
on. You know the enemy in his 
gray uniform is maybe training your 
own antiaircraft guns on you in the 
dark, 
onets 
khaki 
tors, 
have 
cause 
back a few hours more, so they 
could have been taken out.

“During March the hot spot was 
Darwifi, which the Aussies called 
the Coventry of Australia because 
the Japanese had come over on Feb
ruary nineteenth and not only flat
tened its little town of four thousand 
but on the airfield wiped out an 
American fighter group en route to 
the Java war.

“At that time it was only a little 
Australian field with almost no anti
aircraft. The RAAF boys were good 
lads, trying hard but getting no
where, lacking both training and 
equipment.

“The American fighter group 
perched on that field, which ‘Slug
ger’ Pell was leading toward Java, 
had no warning until they heard the 
sound of the Jap motors. Slugger 
wanted to save his planes if he 
could, so instead of diving for the 
foxholes (the Japs were already 
strafing) he tried desperately to get 
his boys off.

“Slugger was shot down at 50 feet 
while his landing gear was still re
tracting, and before he’d had time 
to drop his belly tank. He tried to 
bail out, but of course he was too 
low. A previous squadron had ac
tually managed to get into the air, 
but Slugger’s were all either shot 
down on the take-off or killed in their 
cockpits before they cleared the run
way, or else strafed and set afire 
whjle they were taxiing into posi
tion. It had been a field day for the 
Zeros.

“But by the middle of April the 
Americans who had taken over at 
Darwin had set up a real field there. 
In those early days we’d divided 
North Australia into two parts. In 
the east Buzz Wagner (who had 
lost the coin toss with Bud Sprague, 
remember?) commanded the fight
ers with headquarters at Townsville, 
although his territory took in Port 
Moresby on New Guinea. Colonel 
‘Squeeze’ Wurtsmith had taken over 
the western half, with headquarters 
at Darwin.

“Word now came through that a 
force of ten Jap bombers and three 
fighters W’as on its way to Darwin. 
It was what Squeeze had been wait
ing for. He hit them far out at 
sea. Squeeze has a clever tactical 
idea which I shouldn’t describe in 
detail. But as the Japs approached 
their target, our patrols pulled the 
rest of the American fighter strength 
off the ground. While one of our 
flights chased off the accompanying 
Zeros, the rest of the boys were 
picking off Jap bombers, which were 
sliding out of formation and going 
dowm trailing smoke. They all had 
to turn off before reaching the tar
get, dump their bombs in the sea, 
and head back for their base at Ku
pang on Timor Island—one of the 
steppingstones to Java they’d taken 
away from us. But Squeeze and 
his gang followed them out to sea, 
and shot down every one of the ten 
bombers. Our boys returned with
out a man wounded or a plane 
scratched.

“ ‘You know,’ said Squeeze, ‘if w’e 
don’t look out, we’re going to make 
the air a safe place for Americans!’

“And after all those months of 
defeat, we were almost afraid to

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

CHAPTER VII: Lieut. Kurtz takes up 
the story again. He described 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 tn 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. filers 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 awayl”

CHAPTER IX: Bombardier says they 
had caught Japs flat-footed. At Malang 
Field boys- are briefed before dawn, 
told about big concentration of Jap ships 
N.E. of Borneo. They take off, but hit 
a frightful fog. Cannot see plane right 
ahead. Coming out of fog they see a 
huge black cloud resembling tornado. It 
was the Dutch burning their Borneo oil.

CHAPTER IV: The pilots are given 
their targets and towerir< 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 XIV: An American sub 
sneaks through from Corregidor with 14 
passengers aboard. Sergt. Boone, the 
gunner, tells how Queens die.

CHAPTER XV: Java sea now full of 
Jap carriers, continues Lieut. Kurtz. Japs 
bombard helpless Dutch town. Scant 
Dutch rations described. Japs come 
over and blow up the kitchen; a bomb 
scores a direct hit on their supply of beer.

CHAPTER II: Lieut F 
■ders to camouflage Old

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 are 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 fight tanks at Apart. 
Squadron commander Major Gibbs falls 
to return from mission. U. S. forces flee 
from Clark Field to Mindanao.
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CHAPTER I: 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 tne day for the United Nations 
in the Southwest Pacific. Lieut. Kurtz, 
who W’as pilot of the old Fortress, known 
as “The Swoose,” which escaped from 
Clark Field, in the Philippines, tells of

CHAPTER XVI: Jap 
of E model Fortress, a 
in a .50-caliber machir 
Jap cruiser. Lieut. K 
being watched.

CHAPTER XVII: M _ . w_
boys learn that an aircraft tender stacked 
with P-40's goes down with all on board, 
and the story of the Marblehead and the 
Houston gets around. Bud Sprague gets 
his commission as Lieut. Col. in the 
morning; rides to his death in a dive 
bomber in the afternoon. Japs take Bali 
field. Java begins to cave in.

CHAPTER XVIII: The Dutch blow up 
their ammunition dumps and the order 
comes through to evacuate. Some of 
the boys head for Australia, as Java 
begins collapsing all around. The little 
Dutch navy fights a losing fight

CHAPTER XIX: Landing barges sight
ed off the beach. Dutch general gives 
U. S. fliers permission to leave, provided 
they first strafe Jap landing barges. This 
is done. Lieut. Kurtz and the boys say 
goodby to the Dutch and leave for Jock
strap, where Forts are waiting for them. 
On arrival find Japs got there first, 
hangars split wide open, six Forts afire.

CHAPTER XX: A Jap recco plane 
eomes over the field, and a little later 
some Zeros. B17 and B-24 set afire. 
Japs sweep up Broome field in 30 min
utes. Gunner tells how he makes escape 
in a truck through salt marsnes. to Mel
bourne. Old gang—what is left—joins up 
at Melbourne and take over "The 
Swoose" as pilot and crew for the com
manding air force general.
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A LONG with each wave of Allied invasion troops now storming wha 8 
-* Hitler mistakenly believed was “Fortress Europe,” go highly-trained 
J. S. Army Medical Corpsmen to aid the wounded. Unmindful of their 
>wn danger, they heroically tend injured fighters with the most modern 
of medical methods during the height of battle.
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Slacks . . . bathing' suits . . . ice 
cream cones—all the trappings of 
midsummer . . . including drought 
. . . hot days and comfortably cool 
nights—all except last Thursday 
night when a freak cool spell sent 
the thermometer to a low of 51 
degrees . . . and lawn sprinklers 
going for the first time in two years 
—didn’t need any last year and now 
we can’t find ours . . . and victory 
gardeners pretty much discouraged 
. . . not much home canning—may 
not need that canning sugar allot
ment . . . fresh fruits scarce now 
altho reports say that the local 
apple and peach crop will be about 
normal unless drought interferes . . 
. . watermelons popular—one local 
dealer handled 250 last week . . . 
Supt. of Schools Ralph Lanham still 
looking for a house . . . and so is 
Edward Wahlie one of the new own
ers of the Bluffton hatchery—and his 
name is pronounced “Wally”—and 
he's a native of Berne, Ind. . . . and 
speaking of houses—there’re not 
cheap in Bluffton—quite a number of 
properties changing hands for the 
high dollar . . . but after all you 
can’t live in a tent next winter . . . 
take extra precautions with matches, 
cigaret butts and fires these days 
with everything dry as tinder . . .

• • «
There’s always a possibility of too 

much of a good thing—and thresh
ing rings in the Bluffton area have 
found that out this summer. More 
than a month of dry weather has 
resulted in the most ideal threshing 
conditions in years. There has been 
very little dew which has made long 
threshing days—from early morning 
until dusk and the boys are about 
worn out. One of them said the other 
day that a rainy day or two a week 
to hold up threshing and give the 
crew a rest would be most welcome.

There’s a new popular diversion 
this summer -gathering at the Nickel 
Plate station in the evenings to 
watch the flyer come in—it’s the 
Cleveland-St. Louis train. They call 
it the flyer—but it stops at Rawson 
and Mt. Cory. It’s due here at 9:16 
and runs fairly well on schedule in 
view of wartime restrictions. Waiting 
for the train the crowd usually 
gathers in little groups and you can 
hear most any subject discussed but 
most popular are the war—“ . . . 
yeah, that guy knows and he said 
Germany would fold up before Labor 
day” and politics running a close 
second with amateur strategists air
ing their views. This continues for 
a short or long time depending on 
whether the flyer is on time or late. 
The train thunders in, comes to a 
stop with grinding of wheels, truck
loads of express and mail hustled on 
board during a five-minute wait and 
goes on vanishing into the night.

This is the season of budget hear
ings—if you’ve ever taken the trouble
to read those f ne print notices that
appear in the IUuffton ’ •Jews usually
about the mi<idle of July you’ll
know what we mean. And just in
case you vc ski pped the n—as every-
one does—we* 11 inform you that the
law provides th at every public body
—village, schotil distric:t, township,
etc., must estimate its receipts and 
expenditures for the coming calendar 
year. The meeting at which the 
budget is read is open to the public-- 
and a notice of such hearing is re
quired and duly given. However, 
we’ve never seen any citizen or tax
payer at a hearing. It’s a formidable 
looking document, that budget, with 
headings and sub-headings and con
tains rows and rows of figures which 
the clerk usually reads in a dull 
monotone and the rest of the group 
smoke, draw pictures on scraps of 
paper or just looked bored until it’s 
over and requirements of the law 
have been met. Of course you don’t 
know anything about a budget, be
cause you’ve never attended a hear
ing—and we doubt if you would 
know much more if you did.

Your Uncle Sam gets his cut out 
of most everything these days—and 
that little item of $38€ in state and 
federal taxes in the account of ex
penses for the rodeo is enlightening. 
It amounts to approximately ten per 
cent of the gross receipts. 

♦ * ♦
Bluffton’s fire department was out 

hunting a fire last Friday morning 
that apparently didn’t exist. A 
trucker coming into town about 3 
a. ni. brought word of a grass fire 
which he reported about four miles 
north of town near the Dixie high
way. Nightwatch Murray summoned 
Chief Corson's boys and the pumper 
streaked out the highway looking 
for the blaze which evidently existed 
only in the truck driver’s overworked 
im a jri nation*

* ♦ *
With the opening of Bluffton’s an

nual city tennis tournament next 
Sunday, local sport fans recalled 
that this has been a good tennis 
town for more years than we can 
remember. For instance, there’s
Johni Bixel now living in Lima, who
was one of the mainstays of the
spout here some thirty-five■ years
ago. Today, at the age of 77, John
still swings a racket and |flays a
good game.

B<?sides being an educator,, Ralph
Lan Ilam, Bluffton's new schc•ol sup-
erintendent is a carpenter and has 
held a job as such in the Lima Tank 
depot this summer. By an unusual 
coincidence his boss is a Bluffton 
man—Lloyd Hardwick.

Lanham is resigning his job at 
the Tank depot on Thursday and 
will spend the week end at his old 
home town in Harrisonburg, Va. 
While there he will attend the 
Fiftieth anniversary of the United 
Brenthren church, Sunday, where 
his grandfather was the first elder.

He will be here next week to as
sume his duties as head of the 
school system and expects to move 
his family from Mt. Victory in 
Hardin county as soon as housing 
accommodations are available. 

♦ ♦ *
Garter snakes may be common in 

this section, but a half-dozen of 
them exhibited in the News window 
last Saturday night drew a large 
crowd of spectators. The snakes 
were exhibited by Charles Tripple- 
horn, Bluffton youth who is a spe
cialist in reptilia. Next Saturday 
night he will show a collection of 
water snakes common to this area.

* * *
Fifteen Boy Scouts sleeping out

doors Monday night in Gaiffe’s grove 
near town were aroused from their 
slumbers about 11 o’clock when As
sistant Scoutmaster Gene Benroth 
appeared with ice cream for the 
group. After refreshments all 
turned in for sleep the remainder 
of the night—that is, all except 
Jack Berry, troop committeeman in 
charge of the group. Altho Jack 
had a couple of blankets, he was al
most frozen by morning—so he told 
the boys on Tuesday.

Soap Waste
In the bathroom, and sometimes 

in the kitchen, soap is wasted by be
ing left in a wet soap dish. A per
forated soap dish, or drying out the 
dish, prevents waste. In the bath
room, waste occurs also if the soap 
is allowed to soak unnecessarily in 
the tub or basin while bathing or 
washing is in progress. Care in re
moving soap from the basin or tub 
will take care of unnecessary melt
ing. v

25 MEN WANTED
The War Department and Navy are pressing us hard for maximum 
production of tires, tubes, life belts, landing boats and pontoons. 

Experience Not Necessary—Paid While You Learn

GOOD WAGES -STEADY WORK
Time and Half After 40 Hours

As our production is essential war work we invite 

4-F MEN OR 1-A-L MEN 
who are not now in essential war work 

GOOD PROSPECTS FOR REGULAR 
EMPLOYMENT AFTER THE WAR

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


