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What You Should
Know About Frills

O MANY women have learned
to run intricate machines in the

last few years that it is doubtful |

that ruffler or hemmer will ever
seem awesome again, If you have
a power machine and have
learned to use the attachments
there is quite a saving in making
your own frilled curtains, dress-
ing table skirts and bed valances.

If you do not have a power ma-

chine or the use of one, by al
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means buy your frills. Sometimes

an extra pair of curtains makes a |

skirt for a dressing table with very
little waste. Curtains that are ruf-
fled all the way around may often
be split for bed valances. Also, it
is possible to buy ruffled material
by the yard. Avoid skimpy full-
ness. Follow the guide given in
the sketch and, whether you buy
your frills and flounces or make
them, take measurements first.
. s =

NOTE: Here is news for homemakers
This sketch is from a new booklet by
Mrs. Spears called MAKE YOUR OWN
CURTAINS. This 32-page book is full of
smart new curtain and drapery ideas with
illustrated step-by-step directions for
measuring, cutting, making and hanging
all types from the simplest sash curtain
to the most complicated lined over-drapery
or stiffened valance. Whatever your cur-
tain problem—here is the answer. Order
book by name and ecclose 15 cents. Ad-
dress:

MRS. RUTH WYETH SPEARS
Bedford Hills New York
Drawer 10

Enclose 15 cents for book ‘‘Make
Your Own Curtains.”
NAME....cooonss sssssssssssssssnsnans
ADdress.....cocssstsnssnssssssssnnse -

Home Remedy
For Relieving Miseries of

CHILD’S COLDS

The isodern external treatment most

young mothers use to relieve discom-

forts of children’s colds
muscular

Cubes. - o Vicks V

» « Rub. So easy to use. You

rubit on—and right awa blened
starts to come as VapoRub .

mw“mV!?'ﬁ
“I. these 10 herbs in

your daily cup of

HOT WATER

o+ + and loosen the CLINGING wasfes

T daily cup of hot water, add the juice
.hmuhb?llm;l.'l-ndmm

Free! Sample Trial Package!
Write for generous sam
& cups, to: Garfield
l&‘t} Brookiyn 32, N

ple, enough for
Tu Ce., 313 415t
. Y.. Dept, D47

GARFIELD TEA

FOR GENTLE RELICF FROM INTERMAL SLUGGISHNESS

MANY DOCTORS

RECOMMEND
THIS TONIC

It You “Tire w have low resistance to
lds and minor flls—due to lack of the
Elements—natural A & D Vitamins
»~try taking good-tasting Scott’s Emul-
gion daily the year around! National sur-
vey shows many doctors recommend
tt's to help build up resistance, bring
energy and staminal Buy Scott's
hd.ly—at all druggists!

& ('S GOOD-TASTING
“‘f 7V SCOTT'S

EMULSION

1r-Ro

Great Ye und Toni

Robert Scott, a

thus far:
pell-made West Point graduate, wins his
wings at Kelly field, Texas, and marries
a girl from Georgia. From Mitchel Fleld,

The story

N. Y., he Is sent to Panama where his
i real pursuit training is begun in a P-125,
He Is givem a job constructing fAying
fields which would some day protect the
Canal. He begins to train other pllots.
The war is getting closer and he s un-
happy because he realizes he s getting
farther and farther from actual eombat
| duty. As director of training in a twin.
engine school in Califortuia he writes to
General after General asking for a
| chance to fight. When that chance comes

he realizes that his wife and child
| meant America for him.
| ————— A BT T
i CHAPTER VI

Doug was an ideal flying officer,
and it was to him that I first turned
|for advice on how I should make
myself acquainted with this big air-
plane. Doug had learned to fly at
| the period when I had been instruct.
ing. I had taught his class to fly;
now the tables were turned and he
would have to be the instructor for
a while. Don't forget that as yet I
hadn't lown a B-1TE.

Introducing myself to my co-pilot,
I said, “How about showing me how
to fly this ship—I want to see how
|to work these turbos and such. He
{merely grinned at me in disbelief.
| *Aw, Colonel,” he said, “you can
{fly the thing—why, you taught me
(to fly.” I finally got him to give me
| some cockpit instruction by explain-
ing that though I had many thou-
sand hours in PT's, BT's, and other
| trainers, and knew lots about single-
|seaters and fast twin-engine medi-
um bombers, I knew nothing about
|such planes as this big devil.
| He showed me the approved meth-
| od of starting the four engines, when
to use the booster switches, how to
| set the turbos, how to lock the tail
| wheel—and generally how to pick
{up that fifty-seven thousand pounds

4 of flying dynamite and take it around

the field. I flew it for two landings
[that afternoon, and that night 1
|climbed all over the Fortress, read
| the entire maintenance manual, and
|learned from scratch what made the
[big ship go. Next day I soloed it
|for over four hours, and after the
| twentieth landing I felt as if I was
Iready to start for war.
| Then we tested everything—fired
{all guns at targets in the cverglades,
{and the cordite from all those roar-
|mg fifty calibres gave even the
swampy ‘glades’’ a sweet aroma.
My gunners were eager to be on the
way, and I soon found that they
| knew exactly what they were doing.

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

Sergeant Aaltonen, the engineer,
was charged with keeping the en-
gines functioning properly, and in
general the entire enlisted personnel
was under him. He was a diligent
Finn and one of the bravest men
I have ever seen. 1 can see Aalto-
nen now, standing there behind my
seat and the co-pilot's seat, unper-
turbed in the roughest of storms,
from the violent currents of the
equatorial front of the Hamadans
to the Shimals of Africa and Ara-
bia. Eternally watching the many
instruments, waiting to correct the
slightest trouble even before it hap-
pened. When we were lost over
trackless seas he was never ruffled,
but ready at all times with informa-
tion as to fuel consumption and the
best RPM's for cruising. Once when
he was told that we would probably
have to land in the Atlantic there
was no change in the expression on
his face; he simply began to move
the provisions to a point where they
could be quickly placed in the rub-
ber boats. His job in case of attack
was to man the top turret with its
twin Fifties.

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

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

We tested the bombardier and the
bombsight, too, before we started
the flight. Lean, lanky, six-foot-
three Bombardier George—I never
did see how he managed to wiggle
into the nose of the Fortress. 1
can see him there now, tense over
his sight, waiting for the bombs to
go—ever with the cross-hairs on the
target. George had a couple of fifty
calibre guns up there in the nose
with him, too. He was just the op-
posite of the tail gunner—he never
did know where he had been but
always got there first.

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

We had to test everything, for it
was over sixteen thousand miles to
Japan the way we were having to
go; there couldn't be a slip-up on
this mission, and so we didn’'t take
® chance. When finally all was set

s ———

GOD IS MY
CO-PILOT

Col. Robert L.Scott

I was about nervous enough to bite
my nails off, for my ship was to
be last to leave the States. 1 had
worried every minute of the time
we had been waiting for fear that
some brass hat would get my orders
changed before I could get on my
way. The other twelve ships had
gone, with Colonel Haynes leading
in his B-24. They all made their
way to the East separately, with
instructions to meet in Karachi, In-
dia, for final orders. Ahd Karachi
was 12,000 miles away

As soon as we could leave the
West coast of Florida, we loaded
up and crossed the State. Going on
East over West Palm Beach, 1 rang
the alarm bell, putting all men on
the alert, and we dropped down,
with the crew firing at the white-
caps out over the Gulf Stream. The
guns were working fine but we
couldn't take a chance. 1 had to
learn right now whether the crew
could work as a team, for once we
started it would be too late.

As we came back towards the last |

fileld we were to land on in the |
U. S. A, something strange met my |
sight, something that made the

blood pound a little harder in my
temples. There, along the entire
beach of Florida, was a jagged
black line—the clean sand of Flor-
ida's beaches had been made black
and terrible-looking by the oil from
many tankers sunk by the Axis sub-
marine war. It gave me a queer
feeling, for along the beaches there

Col. Scott's superior officers, Gen.
Joseph Stilwell, left, and Gen. Claire
Chennault.

was also the beached wreckage of |
several ships. This war was mean-
ing more and more to us as we pre-
pared to shove off for the first stop
out of America.

Now we were poised for our flight
to Puerto Rico. In our two-day
wait for technical changes on the
engines 1 worried more than ever,
for the other twelve ships were gone
and I was getting frantic lest some-
thing might change the orders. Fi-
nally, after having to wait during
days of perfect weather, we took off
in heavy rain for Borinquen Field,
P. R.

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

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

Two of our flight's Fortresses were
waiting in Puerto Rico for minor re-
pairs, so we felt a little less lone-
some. Just in case the authorities
in Washington decided to stop the |
last ship or the last two ships in
our mission, I got my crew up long
before daylight next morning, and
we soon were heading South for
Trinidad, ahead of the other two.

A real night take-off from Trini-
dad—we were airborne in the dark-
ness at 5:20 a. m. As the wheels
left the ground I realized very quick-
ly how great a lcad we were lifting.
This was the first time we had tak-
en off with full load of fuel, and it
seemed to me that I almost had to
break my arms to keep the tail
from going all the way back to the
jungle—for all practical purposes
the Fortress tried a loop. (It must
have been that case of Scotch, add-
ed suddenly to the other sixty thou-
sand pounds.) Finally we got the
ship rigged properly and climbed
on top of the clouds at eight thou-
sand feet. Later we had to go high-
er to keep from going through the
heavy tropical thunderheads; with
our overload, neither Doug nor I
wanted to risk the turbulence that
we knew was there.

As the sun came up we could look
down through holes at intervals and
see the dark Atlantic near the Gui-
anas.

Over Devil's Island at 9:20, I saw
by our chart that we were only five
degrees North of the equator. Com-
ing down lower to look at the French
penal colony, we found that although

W-.-NU. RELEASE

| last

the temperature was comfortable on
top of the haze at six thousand feet,
down in the soup near the water
we had difficulty breathing. Pass-
ing on over another river identified
ns the Rio Oyapok, we went out
over the Guianas into Brazil at 9:55
a. m. Cruising low at eight hundred
feet, we got some unforgetable
views of the steaming Brazilian jun-
ﬁ]t'

Looking out to sea, we noticed
that the blue color already was
changing to the murkiness of the
Amazon, though we were about a
hundred miles from its mouth, Fly-
ing low, 1 noted that the hump of
Brazil near the coast was flat and
green and hot as hell—-temperature
ninety-six and humidity about nine-
ty-nine per cent at 10:55 a. m. We
reached the mouth of the grruu‘st’
river in the world at 11:35 EW.T.
Here the width of the Amazon is |
about one hundred and fifty miles.

Boys will have their fun too, no |
matter if you are flying low over
the greatest of rivers. As we crossed
the equator—old Zero Degrees Lat.
at 11:56 a. m,, at West Longitude
49 degrees 32 minutes—I saw those
of my crew who had been in the
South latitudes before take paper
cups of water and drop them on
the heads of those who were unini-
tiated, thus making them subjects of

| the sacred realm of Jupiter Rex as
| identified from the realm of Neptune

Rex on the sea. We crossed the Ama-
zon, from just West of Point Grossa
over Bahia Santa Rosa to Mixiana ls-
land, thence to Isla da Marajo. This
island in the mouth of the
river is one hundred miles wide and
reputedly has more cattle on the
single ranch than any other ranch
in the world. Soon we came to Rio
Para, crossed it in a thunderstorm,
and were over Belem, where we
landed in the blackness of a tropical
rain at 12:40 EW.T,

On April 4, we left Belem for Na-
tal at 6:55 a. m., and climbed to
ten thousand feet in order to top as
much of the cumulus as possible, We
had to skirt one great anvil-head
reaching up into the sub-strato-
sphere near Bahia San Luiz. This

| storm covered about fifty miles, but

we got arcound it without going into
its turbulence. As we went on
South of the equator the haze di-
minished gradually and the country
became dry, making us think we
were over western Texas. We land-
ed at Natal, our jump-off point for
the South Atlantic crossing, at 12:25
E.W.T.

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

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

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

We climbed out of the Fortress
and stepped upon Africa at 11:05
G.M.T. Our crossing from Natal
had been made in thirteen hours.
Leaving the natives at work under
Royal Air Force bosses, we hurried
on to Operations, where we ar-
ranged for clearance down the
coast. Then we were led into a
thatch-roofed dining hall for good
hot food. If I hadn't been so hungry
and tired from the extra tension I
had been subjected to, 1 think I'd
have ‘“‘gawked' at those wild-look-
ing tribesmen who were serving us.
In one night we'd left the hotels of
South America, and here we were,
having our plates brought by jet-
black bush Negroes with rings in
their ears and noses, jabbering away
in a West Coast dialect. To them
we were “Bwana,” the food was
“chop,” and dessert was ''sweet.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORK

A Popular Large-Sized Vestee

Pattern No. 5640

SO M:\N'\ readers have asked
7 that design a ‘large-size’
| vestee \\hn h could be easily
knitted that I've done this one spe

| cially for sizes 38, 40, 42 and 44. |
Made in maroon or wine-colored
|yarn it's just the sort of wintler
vestee which is most popular.

Button the lapel over for added
warmth under your coat—wear
the vestee for comfort in a too

I1l-Fated Chesapeake Has
No Namesake in Navy

Owing to the misadventures of
the first American naval vessel to
be called the Chesapeake, the U, S.

| navy has never given this name to

another combatant ship, says Col-
lier's. In 1807, the captain of this
frigate, unprepared to fight, struck

his flag and allowed his vessel to |

be searched after being fired upon
by H.M.S. Leopard.

Again in 1813, the crew of the
Chesapeake, unwilling to continue
a battle, surrendered and the ship
was captured by the H.M.S. Shan-
non.

chilly house. And it will make &
wonderful Christmas gift for the
woman who is too busy to do her
own knitting!

L] L] .

To obtaln complete knitting instructions
for the large sized vestee (sizes 38, 40,
42, ¥ Included) (Pattern No, BG40)

Send 18 cents in coln, your name, ads
dress and the pattern number

Due to an unusually large demand and
current war conditions, slightly more time
is required In fAlling orders for a few of

the most popular pattern numbers

SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORE
149 New Montgomery St
San Franciseo, Calll.

18 cents (plus one cent to
Pattern

Enclose
cover cost of malling) for
No

[T, T —

Address

How To Relieve
Bronchitis

Creomulsion relleves promptly be=
eause it goes right to the seat of the
trouble to help loosen and expel
germ laden phlegm, and ald nature
to soothe and heal raw, tender, in-
flamed bronchial mucous memse
branes. Tell your druggist to sell you
a bottle of Creomulsion with the un-
derstanding you must like the way it
quickly allays the cough or you are
to have your money back.,

CREOMULSION

for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis

Pruervo Our Liberty
Buy U. S. War Bonds

TESTED AND PROVED
IN BOTH THE MIXING
BOWL AND THE OVEN

THIS SIGN will mean . .
BETTER RADIOS

at No Greater Cost

++. just as soon as your CLARION dealer is permitted to

make civilian sales.

Then the lid is off, look for the CLARION emblem—
select the beautiful model you want—then proceed to enjoy
these advantages, made possible by CLARION'S precision

work for the armed forces:

Long life of your set, due to sturdy construction with materials
that so resist dampness as to make reception possible under

the worst weather conditions.

Super-selectivity in tuning, so your local station will not be

drowned out.

Startling new developments in FM receivers with exclusive

Clarion features.

It will pay you to look for the radio dealer who can sell

you a CLARION.

WARWICK MANUFACTURING CORPORATION

4640 West Harrison Street, Chicago 44, Illinois

Tl USSR, R
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