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somewhere over there in Burma. I 
desperately wanted to slide in be
hind one of those enemy bombers 
or fighters and shoot him down.

Finally I had my chance to tell 
the story of my ambitions to Gen
eral Chennault. Busy as he was, he 
listened to my case, and even as I 
talked I admired the great man 
more and more. Here, I knew, was 
a great officer and leader as well as 
a great pilot. Here was an Amer
ican who was a General in the Chi
nese Army, held by the Chinese in 
admiration and respect—a soldier 
who could see the problems that his 
modern war imposed on land armies 
as well as on navies and air power. 
Here, I knew, was genius.

I told the General that I wanted 
one single P-40 to use in India and 
Burma. I knew they were scarce, 
but I would promise him that noth
ing would happen to it, and the in
stant he needed the ship I would fly 
it back to him in China. The Gen
eral smiled. I’m sure he w’as think
ing back and wondering whether, 
if he were in my position, he 
wouldn’t have begged for the same 
chance. He didn’t give me some 
excuse that he well might have 
used—that the P-40’s belonged to the 
Chinese Government, that it would 
have been against regulations, and 
so forth. General Chennault knew 
that I would use that “shark,” as 
we called the P-40’s, against the 
Japs. He made his own regula
tions then; what did it matter who 
killed the Japs and who used the 
P-40’s so long as they w’ere being 
used for China?

By the twinkle in his eyes I knew 
that I had won my case. The Gen
eral said, “Some Forties are on the 
way from Africa now. You take the 
next one that comes through. Use it 
as long as you want to.” That’s the 
way I got the single fighter plane 
that was to work out of Assam.

! With anxious eyes I waited, look
ing to the West for the next “sharks” 
to come to India

Three P-40E’s or Kittyhawks came 
to us from Africa on April 29. Two 
went on to Kunming for the AVG, 
but Number 41-1496 stayed with me. 
It was mine, and I was as proud of 
it as of the first bicycle my father 
had given me. All through the night 
I read the technical files and learned 
every little item about the Allison 
engine and the engine controls. I 
memorized the armament section of 
the book, and by morning I w’as 
ready to put theory into practice and 
test it out.

That morning I found a painter. 
Buying red and white paint from the 
village, I had him paint the shark’s 
mouth on the lower nose of the Cur
tiss Kittyhawk. On that afternoon 
of April 30, I remember that as 
I waited for the paint to dry I 
walked round and round my ship, 
admiring the graceful lines, a feel
ing of pride in my heart. I gloried 
in the slender fuselage, in the knife
like edges of the little wings. The 
sharp nose of the spinner looked like 
an arrow to me—the nose that 
sloped back to the leering shark’s 
mouth. At sight of the wicked-look
ing blast tubes of the six fifty-calibre 
guns in the wings, I felt my chest 
expand another inch. This was 
shark-nosed dynamite, all right—but 
even then I did not quite realize 
what a weapon this fighter ship could 
be when properly handled.

I don’t know how long I walked 
around the fighter admiring it and 
caressing its wicked-looking body. I 
know the paint on the shark’s mouth 
hadn’t dried yet—but I’d held the 
suspense as long as I could. This 
was as if I were rolling old sherry 
around on my tongue; sometime I 
had to really taste it. Now, step
ping on the walkway of the left wing, 
I threw first one leg and then the 
other over the side of the fuselage 
and slid into the little cockpit of the 
fighter. As I adjusted the rudder 
pedals and fastened my safety belt, 
I primed the engine a few shots. 
Turning on the toggle switches, I 
energized and engaged the starter 
with my foot, and now I heard the 
Allison break into a steady roar as 
I moved the mixture control from 
“idle cutoff.” Out in front of me—a 
long distance, it seemed—the heavy, 
eleven-foot, three-bladed prop be
came a gray blur in my vision. An 
Allison, or any high-powered engine, 
doesn’t have to warm up, and idling 
will soon foul the plugs. I was taxy
ing almost as soon as the engine 
settled down to the steady roar.

Very proudly I taxied out for my 
first take-off in the new Kittyhawk. 
AU around me on the airdrome I 
could feel the jealous eyes of every 
American and British pilot, even 
those of the earth-bound coolies—or 
at least my ego thought it felt their 
looks.

During the test flight over the 
dark green acres of Assam tea gar
dens, sweeping low over the Brah
maputra and then climbing steeply 
for the Naga Hills, I contemplated 
with keen anticipation the wonderful 
days that lay ahead. Here was no 
defenseless transport, no lumbering 
and unwieldy four-engine bomber— 
here was a fighting weapon, with a 
heart and a soul like the other com
bat ships. But more than that, here 
was an instrument of war with a 
distinct individuality, a tempera
mental devil of the skies. Truly like 
a beautiful woman, it went smoothly 
and sweetly at times; and then, as 
speed increased, it might yaw dan
gerously as the pressures built up. 
Again, it could become completely 
unstable. It had to be flown every 
second of the time; ignore it for 
one second and there was no auto
matic pilot to keep it on course, 
no co-pilot to help you—it would fall 
away and very soon would be out of 
control. Yes, like a beautiful wom
an, it demanded constant atten
tion. There were no extra mem
bers in the crew to worry about, 
and here in Assam there were no 
other fighter ships to worry about. 
We were both isolated individuals.

When I had landed and taxied 
back to my niche in the heavy jungle 

. trees surrounding the field, I 
climbed out and reverently patted 
the ship on the cowling. The P-40 
was fast becoming a personality to 
me.

1 Next day I tested my guns and 
dropped ^aluminiun-pqwder practice

GOD IS MY 
CO-PILOT

Col. Robert L.Scotf W-N.U. RBUtASa
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Back at the field I found that 
Payne had loaded the transport with 
forty sick or wounded Ghurkas. In 
fact, we had to keep more from get
ting aboard by threatening them 
with our guns, for after all, we had 
the same small field for taking off 
we’d had for landing. Johnny swung 
the ship into the wind and we were 
off in some six hundred feet. We 
went in many times again, after 
the Ghurkas had lengthened the run
way slightly, and we finally moved 
out most of the soldiers before the 
monsoon rains ran us out. But I’ll 
never forget Captain Payne’s feat in 
that first landing of a transport at 
Fort Hertz.

Following the defeat of the Allied 
armies down in southern and cen
tral Burma, the refugees poured to 
the North and to the Northwest. 
Those to the Northwest tried to walk 
out by the Lido Road, which was 
nothing more than a game trail. 
Many of them died, and of those 
who came out many died after enter
ing India. I heard stories of bod
ies by the hundreds, almost buried 
in the mud, all along the trail from 
Burma to India. Those who kept 
coming North from Shwebo up the 
railroad to Myitkyina finally wewnd 
up on Myitkyina’s small field*, anx
iously waiting for aerial transporta
tion over the remaining one hundred 
and ninety miles to Dinj an.

Some of the loads that ferry pilots 
packed into those DC-3’s would have 
curdled the blood of the aeronauti
cal engineers who designed the ship. 
The C-47, or DC-3, as the airlines 
called the Douglas transport, was 
constructed to carry a full load of 
twenty-four passengers or six thou
sand pounds. The maximum alti
tude w’as expected to be about 12,000 
feet—but we later went a minimum 
of 18,000 across the hump, and some
times we had to go to 21,500 to miss 
the storms and ice. Carrying the 
refugees, we broke all the rules and 
regulations because we had to. There 
were women and children, pregnant 
women, and women so old that they 
presumably couldn’t have gone to 
the altitude that was necessary to 
cross into India. There were hun
dreds of wounded British soldiers 
with the most terrible gangrenous 
infections. At the beginning we used 
to load the wounded first, those who 
were worst off; but later, when we 
realized that with our few trans
ports we’d never get them all out, 
we took only the able-bodied. That 
was a hard decision to make, but 
we looked at it finally from the the
ory that those must be saved who 
could some day fight again.

But as I say, at first we carried 
the terribly wounded, piling them 
in until the ship groaned and the 
door would hardly close. I always 
carried out fifty or more in this 
ship that had been designed for 
twenty-four, and one day I counted 
seventy-three getting out of one ship. 
A young pilot by the name of Lieu
tenant Sartz broke all records, as 
far as I know. One morning he 
took off with seventy-three, and on 
landing the British Customs counted 
seventy-four. En route over the Na
ga Hills a baby had been born, and 
now Sartz holds the world’s record.

It was hot as hell flying the loaded 
transport off the fields in Burma. 
We’d try to fly with the windows 
open in the cockpit, but that created 
a suction that drew the air from 
the cabin up to where we pilots were. 
With those filthy bodies and the ter
rible stench of gangrenous wounds 
we couldn’t bear it, and would have 
to close the side windows and just 
sweat. Sometimes the poor devils 
couldn’t stand the trip and we’d have 
dead men aboard when we landed 
in India.

I remember one of the bravest 
men I have ever seen, who helped 
us load and control the refugees on 
the field at Myitkyina. He was a 
big, bearded Sikh officer, one of the 
aristocratic. British .colonials. Jle 

must have been six-feet-two, a fine 
looking man. He worked religious
ly with the refugees and soldiers, 
always efficient, always trying to 
send those out who should have 
gone. I can see him now, standing 
there in his tattered uniform, with 
his turban perfectly placed on his 
dark head, his beard waving in the 
wind from the idling propellers. He 
would patiently herd the passengers 
into the transport, sometimes hold
ing hysterical people back physical
ly, and in more crucial times pull
ing his pistol, but never becoming 
flustered or excited. I sometimes 
think he was the greatest soldier I 
have ever seen. Day after day, as 
the Japs moved North and ever clos
er to Myitkyina, he would be there, 
doing his thankless job.

When the end came, and I knew 
that the field would be taken in the 
next few hours, I went to him and 
explained the situation. I found, 
however, that he knew more about 
it than I knew myself. The refugees 
had told him, he said, and he knew 
this was the last day we could land 
there. So I asked him to get aboard 
my ship and leave for India; after 
all, he was an officer and could best 
be used when once again the British 
entered Burma.

The Sikh officer refused with ma
jestic pride. His orders had been 
to stay there and supervise the evac
uation of those refugees, and he con
sidered that trust sacred. We had 
to leave him, and when I last saw 
him he was herding the ever-increas
ing numbers of stricken people on 
to the North, towards Fort Hertz and 
the blind valley that led inevitably 
to the impassable mountains towards 
Tibet. I guess the Japs finally got 
him. But I know how he must have 
died, with that pistol in his hand, 
and finally just the knife—and I 
know that several Japs died be
fore they killed him.

The Japs strafed Myitkyina the 
next day with heavy force and got 
two British transports that were on 
the ground. We had luckily decided 
that with the Japs eighteen miles to 
the South we could not risk our 
few planes, for they were needed 
for the run into China. From then 
on Myitkyina was an enemy-occu
pied field, but I managed later on 
to give it lots of hell with a fighter, 
and a fighter can dish it out.

The winds from the Indian Ocean 
grew stronger, and the monsoon sea
son began. And oh boy, the rains 
came! The clouds buildup so black 
and high and thfeft tha(* you could 
no longer go around them or over 
them—you had to just get on instru
ments and bore through. In some 
ways, though, it was a relief—for 
there in the safety of God’s ele
ments the Japs couldn’t bother our 
unarmed ships. Many times I heard 
the remark that there was always 
something good in everything—even 
bad weather. I can hear still some 
of those pilots griping, saying they 
never thought the day would come 
when they’d be out looking for bad 
weather. But it was the truth. With 
the Jap fighter ships all over Burma 
now, it was comforting to know that 
there were rain clouds to dodge into 
with the transports.

On April 26, the AVG finally had 
to leave Loiwing, due to the failure 
of the air-warning net to the South. 
They moved on back to Paoshan by 
Mengshih, and finally to Kunming. 
One day about that time I went over 
to see General Chennault, for I had 
a question I wanted to ask him— 
one that I’d carried on my mind 
ever since I’d been shanghaied off 
the “dream mission.” I still wanted 
to fight. Though this Ferry Corn-

Lieut. Gen. Joseph (“Vinegar 
Joe”) Stilwell, one of the most popu
lar generals in the United States 
army, who has seen a lot of fighting 
on the Chinese front.

mand was important, I’d been 
trained for a fighter pilot. And here 
I was, just sitting up there in a 
transport, like a clay pigeon for the 
Japanese.

I still remembered that for nine 
years I had been too young; then 
when war came I was suddenly told 
I was too old to be a fighter pilot. 
When had I been the right age? 
I wanted to tell General Chennault 
that story. At the great age of 
thirty-four, I just didn’t consider that 
I was too old to fly fighter planes 
and with his help I meant to prove 
it. Even with only one fighter ship 
in the sky with our transports, I 
knew I could give the boys in the 
transports just a little more con
fidence. Besides, I kind of thought 
I had a date with destiny, so to 
speak-ror a_t_l£astK date a Jas 

bombs, bombs that leave a splash 
of aluminum paint on the ground or 
an aluminum slick on the water 
where they hit, in order to show the 
pilot how near he has come to the 
target. I aimed at the black snags 
in the river with the guns, then 
came around again and tried to dive 
and glide-bomb the snags with the 
little bombs. I was trying to train 
myself, trying to make up for the 
four years that I had been away 
from pursuit aviation and from tac
tical training in the art of killing. 
I needed a lot of this gunnery and 
bombing, for my life was very soon 
to depend on it.

I’ll never forget the first time I 
pressed the trigger of my guns and 
heard the co-ordinated roar of the 
six fifty-calibre machine guns. Just 
by pressing a small black button be
low the rubber grip on my »stick I 
could make three lines of orange 
tracers from each wing converge out 
ahead of my fast-moving fighter and 
meet on the snags in the Brahma
putra. Nearly a hundred shots a 
st-cood those six Fifties threw out, 
and the muddy river turned to foam 
near the targets. The sense of their 
power impressed me as the recoil 
slowed me many miles per hour in 
my dive; I could feel my head snap 
forward from the deceleration. 
Sometimes when the guns on only 
one side would fire, the unequal 
kicks from the recoil would almost 
turn th? shin

Soap Slivers
Soap slivers and scraps, too small 

for efficient handling, should be 
saved and used. Toilet soap scraps 
can be tucked into bags or squares 
of old terry cloth toweling and used 
for baths or showers. Odds and ends 
of kitchen or laundry soap have a 
number of uses. They can be dried 
thoroughly and grated and used like 
packaged soaps.

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, Cantos & 
Youngstown Railroad Co.

- - —

And Lo! Tomorrow!
It’s coming soon! . . . your “New Freedom Gas 
Kitchen”! When? That depends on Victory . . . 
your war work and wa’-bonds will help to speed 
it along. So stay on the job, buy more bonds. J

WEST OHIO GAS 00.]

(The whole Gas industry is working on it!) 
It’s a plan to bring you new freedom 

from wasted energy, wasted
time ... new freedom from fatigue, dirt, 

heat, unwanted kitchen odors, it’s a plan 
to make your wonder workship come to life!

Not-So-Innocent

THERE IS NO CHANCE OF THESE BYSTANDERS being offered a lift 
for they are German priionera rounded up after the British Second Army’s cap
ture of Echt, a small town north of Sittard. White-clad British troops five 
them a casual fiance as they move up to the front line.

Mainly 
PeJiAanal

March . . . month for new auto tags 
. . . income taxes . . . maple syrup . . . 
and spring plowing . . . and paper 
hangers busy—-if you don’t believe it, 
try to get one . . . yes, we said spring 
plowing—first of the season was near 
Spencerville, Saturday, when the 
weather looked like the first day of 
spring . . . and then came Monday’s 
freezing rain that coated windshields 
and winter staged a comeback . . . 
and skating rink singing its swan 
song the first of the week with the 
youngsters having one last fling be
fore folding up for the duration . . . 
and basketball's a dead letter since 
the team dropped out of the tourna
ment—interest vanishes when the 
team loses . . . and income tax man 
here Monday to help you get your ac
counts square with Uncle Sam—and 
if you didn’t get your report in shape, 
you’ll have to fix it up yourself with
in the next two weeks, because March 
15 is the deadline . . . and there were 
a iot of surprises Monday when tax 
blanks were being made out—one 
Bluffton man who had it all figured 
out that he woldn’t have any tax to 
pay was irked when he was nicked for 
a couple of ten spots . . . and congrat
ulations to Lowell Schaublin, former 
Blufftonite who has been appointed 
acting chief of the maintenance divi
sion of the state highway depart
ment.

• ♦ *
Friday will mark the close of the 

buttermaking career of Mr. and Mrs. 
Arthur Phillips, residing south of 
Bluffton who have been supplying the 
Bluffton market since their marriage 
fifty years ago last fall. Phillips’ 
butter has been known to successive 
generations of Bluffton people as one 
of the choice and most sought for 
items reaching the market here. The 
couple have considered discontinuing 
butter making for several years and 
once decided to quit but later recon
sidered the move. This time, howev
er, they say it’s final. Mr. Phillips, 
71 and his wife 68, expect to raise 
chickens this summer and take up 
other activities less strenuous than 
butter making. Mrs. Phillips began 
butter making at the age of thirteen 
when she learned the art from her 
parents, the late Mr. and Mrs. Daniel 
Younkman.

♦ * ♦
In memory of Joyce Nonnmak- 

er, Bluffton high school senior whose 
death occurred early in January, a 
volume “Encyclopedia of Bible Life” 
was presented to the library by stu
dents of McCormick Theological 
seminary, Chicago. Joyce was a sister 
of Mrs. Wilma Mumma whose hus
band, Richard Mumma is a student in 
the seminary. The volume is a par
allel reference work for ministers, 
teachers, libraries and the home, it is 
announced by Miss Ocie Anderson, li
brarian, and will serve as a fitting 
and useful memorial.

♦ * ♦
A youthful ambition to be a rail

road man is being realized by Dr. B. 
W. Travis, Bluffton physician, who 

follows model railroading as a hobby. 
In the basement of his home on West 
Kibler street, Dr. Travis has one of 
the largest model railroad outfits, in
dividually owned, in the state. Detail
ed description appears in this issue of 
the News. The Bluffton physician is 
widely known among model railroad
ers and his articles on technical phas
es of his hobby frequently appear in 
national publications devoted to this 
field. He is making plans for an even 
larger model railroad setup after the 
war.

• ♦ •
A reunion of Bluffton boys took 

place in Corpus Christi, Texas, re
cently when Lt. Joel Kimmel, enroute 
to Brownsville, stopped off to see Ens. 
Gerry Todd of the airforce and Ev
erett "Sutie” Sutermeister, who is in 
the army band. Joel was recently 
transferred to the Brownsville Army 
air base as officer in charge of the 
third echelon aircraft maintenance 
and shop work there.

* « «
Sgt. Carl Beery, son of Mr. and 

Mrs. Delmer Beery of Beaverdam who 
has been overseas since last summer, 
is stationed in Paris, according to 
word received recently. Sgt. Beery 
is with the Army Signal corps. He 
is an experienced telephone lineman, 
having been employed previously on 
long line construction on the Alcan 
highway connecting Alaska and Can
ada.

♦ ♦ ♦
Interested in keenin" in touch with 

the old home town and home folks 
i come two new subscriptions to the 
Bluffton News—one from the east and 
other from the west—both from form
er residents. From the east is John 
Burkholder of Terre Hill, Pa., who 
will be remembered as having been 
employed in the office of the Bluffton 
Manufacturing company about 18 
years ago. From the west is Mrs. 
M. D. Patterson of Caldwell, Idaho, 
who mas formerly Verna Kohli, dau- 
er of the late Dan Kohli, Bluffton 
poultry fancier. And from Los An
geles comes a cheery “Hello” from 
Corrine Kimmel Rhind, sister of Mrs. 
Homer Bracy of North Main street.

♦ ♦ *
A girl who started her musical 

training in Bluffton is making good 
as an accompanist in a Saginaw, Mich, 
high school. She is Carolyn, 14 year 
old daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Edgar 
Neuenschwander, former Bluffton res
idents, now living in Saginaw. She is 
accompanist for glee clubs in a high 
school of 1,500 students and for the 
second year has been piano soloist 
for the clubs, besides playing a mar
imba in the school orchestra. She be
gan hei’ piano studies with the former 
Miss Mabel Luginbuhl, now the wife 
of Rev. Gerald Bright of Shadyside, 
former pastor of the Church of Christ 
here.

♦ ♦ ♦
Sgt. Roland Swank of Bluffton is 

stationed near Paris, according to 
word received here the first of the 
week. Sgt. Swank who was stationed 
in England for a year was the author 
of several unusually graphic descrip
tions of London which appeared in the 
Bluffton News and we hope he will 
find time to send something similar 
about France.

Pandora
Mrs. C. D. Steiner entertained the 

following at dinner, Thursday: Mes- 
dames J. C. Reese, William Basinger, 
Mrs. Aaron Hilty, Mrs. George Ba
singer, Mrs. ,R A. Krohn, Mrs. Julian 
Kempf, Mrs. Clara Light, Mrs. Peter 
Hilty, Mrs. Winford Geiger and dau
ghter Sandra, Mrs. Duff Rayne and 
Misses Elizabeth and Lena Risser, 
Harriet Krohn and Inez McAdams.

Mr. and Mrs. Milford Haas, Ralph 
Basinger and Lloyd Soidner of Bluff
ton made a business trip to Columbus 
one day last week.

Mrs. Hiram Diller recently spent 
over a week with Mr. Diller who is 
stationed at Camp Barkeley, Texas.

Rev. E. E. Mosslander, formerly 
pastor of the local Methodist church 
here, now of Crokksville, and Mrs. 
Mosslander were visitors in Pandora 
two days last week.

Pfc. Victor and Mrs. Bucher are 
the parents of a son, Richard Wayne, 
born at Bluffton hospital last Satur
day. Pfc. Bucher is with the armed 
forces in France.

Mrs. Jessie McBumey of Amster
dam, Mo. is visiting her sisters Misses 
Mary and Harriet Davy. She will go 
from here to Carey to visit her sister 
Mrs. Rose Davy Diller and family.

Mrs. J. C. Chanitz and son Michael 
of St. Louis, Mo., were recent guests 
of her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Vernon 
Tousley.

Riley township school board recent
ly purchased another school bus.

Mrs. Orlo Marshall of Rockport, 
writes that she is enjoying her Flori
da trip. She traveled to Florida by 
bus, and reports the weather there is 
warm, almost too warm—the flowers 
are lovely and oranges in their prime. 
She had been to St. Augustine and to 
Daytona Beach the morning she wrote 
the note.
The beautiful candle lighting ser

vice held by the Youth Fellowship 
group of the local Methodist church, 
Sunday evening for the men and wom
en in service of the local church and 
those of the Riley Creek church was 
well attended.

Mrs. Charles Reese entertained the 
Bi-Centenial club, Wednesday evening 
at the farm home north east of Pan
dora.

Mrs. (Dr. A. B. Hilty) of Columbus 
Grove is visiting the Winston Bucher 
family at Takoma Park, Md. Win
ston is the son of Mr. and Mrs. Ray
mond Bucher, south east of Pandora.

Mr. and Mrs. Edwin Diller left for 
Florida last week.

Miss Wanda Newton local bank 
clerk has joined the Waves. Miss Net
tie Basinger, who has been with the 
bank five years will take up Cadet 
Nurses training at O. S. U., Colum
bus. Her sister Elnore of Lima, 
will also take Cadet training with her.

, Mrs. Mildred Eisenbach and child
ren of Findlay spent the past week 
here at the Ben Eisenbach home.

Otis McBride and son Halton of 
Lima, Winford Geiger and family

and Mrs. William Basinger were vis
itors at the Louis Risser farm, Sun
day.

Mr. and Mrs. Dave Niswander re
turned home from several weeks* trip 
to Georgia, Sunday.

Since the snow has melted the 
lawns and meadows look very green. 
The perennials are quite far advanced 
and trees and shrubs look good from 
the moisture and protection of the 
long covering of snow over them the 
past few months.

Mrs. Ernest Burkhart and daught
ers, Edith Burkhart and Mrs. A. L. 
Diebert spent the week end with the 
William Starling family at Ft. Wayne.

Daniel Cook, who has been visiting 
his relatives here, left for Findlay. 
Tuesday to spend the remainder of 
his furlough with his parents, Mr. and 
Mrs. Roy Cook.

C. D. Steiner, Farm Agricultural 
Census enumerator for Riley town
ship expects to finish his work this 
week. His work contacted him with 
some two hundred families in the 
township.

Robert Crawford and family, living 
on the Davy heirs farm moved to a 
farm near Jenera this week.

Wheat in Riley township is look
ing quite good.

Belmont county fanners by popu
lar vote Saturday, February 10, ap
proved the establishment of a soil 
conservation district in that county by 
a 25 to 1 majority. It is the 36th 
such district organized in Ohio to con
serve natural resources.

BIRTHDAY ANNIVERSARY
March is the Birthday of the 
Farm Bureau Life Insurance 
Company. During that month 
I shall give the best possible 
service to all my policy holders 
and their friends. Call me for 
help with any insurance ques
tions or problems.

PAUL E. WHITMER 
245 W. Grove St. Phone 350-W 

Bluffton, Ohio 
Representing

Farm Bureau Life Ins. Co. 
Home Office: Columbus, Ohio

LOCAL AND LONG 
DISTANCE HAULING 

Every Load Insured 

STAGER BROS. 
Bluffton, Ohio

FOR SALE
400 bales wire bound 

clean, bright wheat straw. 
Sell part or all. Call before 
you come.

MARCUS MOSER
MT. CORY.

Your Dream...

More than just a beautiful kitchen!
You want a new type kitchen. Where 

everything is scientifically arranged to save 
time and steps ... to give you a cool, clean 

comfortable place for cooking good meals.

The Plan...


