
Keep Cool With Shrimp Salad in Aspic 
(See Recipes Below) 

Keeping Cool 

Utere are still warm days ahead 

through late summer and early fall, 
•ad plenty of opportunity for keep- 
ing cool. 

Formerly It was thought that one 

•hould eat extremely lightly of Just 
law calorie sal- 

ads with hardly 
enough nourish- 
ment for the 

body, and cold 
drinks. Now we 

recognize the ne- 

cessity of using 
" enough proteins 

In the diet to keep the body in good 
condition, and also know that a cup 
of hot soup will be as cooling as the 
coolest drink. 

Naturally our proteins may be in 
the form of salads for we like them 

especially well In the summer. Here 
!• a good one using a shrimp in 

aspic, both cooling and nutritious: 

Lemon Aspic. 
(Serves 6) 

t Ublespaons gelatine 
*4 cup cold water 
IK cups hot water 
K teaspoon salt 
I tablespoon sugar 
H cap lemon Juice 
1 ewp cooked or canned shrimp 
1 cap chopped celery 
Chicory or other salad greens 

Sprinkle gelatine into cold water. 
Add hot water, salt, sugar and lem- 
on Juice. Cool, then add shrimp 
and cdlery. Chili in ring mold. Un- 
mold on crisp salad greens. Fill 
with: 

'Shrimp Salad. 
(Serves 6) 

K cop cooked or canned shrimp 
t tablespoons french dressing 
1 cop diced celery 
1 flop lettuce, cut in pieces 
1 cop peas 
Mayonnaise to blend 

Marinate shrimp IS minutes in 
trench dressing. Combine with re- 

maining lngredi- __ 

ents. Garnish the 
lemon aspic with 
lemon quarters 
■nd shrimps. 

Do you ever 
feel that potato 
salad has a flat 
taste? That can 

easily be remedied by marinating 
the cubed potatoes in french dress- 
ing to give them an extra flavor. 

Creamy Potato Salad. 
(Serves 6) 

4 caps cold, boiled potatoes, cubed 
H cap french dressing 
1H teaspoons salt 
1 medium onion, minced 
3 hard-cooked eggs 
*4 cnp diced celery 
I slices bacon, fried and crumbled 
• sliced radishes 
K cop mayonnaise or boiled dress- 

fa* 
Marinate potatoes in french dress- 

ing one-hall hour. Toss together with 
remaining Ingredients and serve with 
cold meats, wedges of tomato and 
cucumber slices. 

Chicken Salad. 
(Serves 6) 

t cops diced chicken or veal 
H cup diced celery 
H cop sliced, toasted almonds 
Salad dressing 
Mix all ingredients with enough 

Lynn Says 

Go-Togethers: Some foods 
served together are inspired com- 
binations. You’ll like: 

Roast loin of pork with mint- 
ed applesauce, creamed onions, 
brown bread and coconut cake. 

Curried Chicken with boiled 
rice; corn muffins with fig Jelly 
or Jam, or quince honey; lettuce 
salad; date and nut pudding with 
cream. 

Beef en casserole, with pota- 
toes, carrots and green beans; ap- 
ple salad; bread and butter pick- 
les; bread with plum jam; peach 
crumble. 

: 

Lynn Chamber*’ Point-Saving 
Menus 

Strained Vegetable Soup 
‘Shrimp Salad in Lemon Aspic 

Rye Bread-Cream Cheese 
Sandwiches 

Olives Pickles 
•Peach Crumble 

•Recipes Given 

salad dressing to moisten. Serve on 

lettuce and watercress. 

If you are looking for fruity sal- 
ads. there are any number the fam- 
ily will like: 

Fruit Ginger Ale Salad. 
(Serves 0) 

1 tablespoon gelatine 
Vi cup cold water or fruit juice 
Vi cup orange or other Juice 
t tablespoons sugar 
2 tablespoons lemon Juice 
Vi teaspoon salt 
1 cup ginger ale 
1 eup fruit 

Soften gelatine in cold water. 
Place bowl over warm water and 
stir until gelatine 
is dissolved. Add 
sugar, salt and 
fruit juice. Cool 
and add ginger 
ale. Chill, and 
when mixture be- 
gins to thicken, 
add fruit cut in 
small pieces (canned pineapple, 
pears, apricots, cherries or fresh 
fruit such as oranges, apples, grapes 
or bananas). Two tablespoons of 
ginger may be added if a high gin- 
ger flavor is desired. Turn into in- 
dividual molds that have been rinsed 
in cold water. Chill. Unmold on 

lettuce and serve with mayonnaise. 
Best Salad. 

(8erves 6) 
1 tablespoon gelatine 
Ya cup cold water 
1 cup cooked salad dressing 
1 cup cream or evaporated milk, 

whipped 
Ilk cups chicken or diced veal 
% cup almonds, blanched aud 

chopped 
*1 cup malaga grapes, canned 

pineapple or oranges 
K teaspoon salt 

Soften gelatine in cold water. Place 
in dish over boiling water and stir j 
until gelatine is dissolved. Cool and 
combine with salt, salad dress- i 
Ing, whipped cream or whipped 
evaporated milk. Fold in chicken, 
using white meat, almonds, and 
skinned grapes, seeded and cut into 
pieces. Turn into mold, rinsed with 
cold water, and chill until Arm. When 
Arm, unmold and garnish with let- 
tuce, almonds and grapes. 

Fruit desserts? Here are two with 
apricots and peaches: 

•Peach Crumble. 
(Serves 6) 

8 fresh peaches, sliced 
W cup water 
1 teaspoon lemon juice 
% cup Oour 
1 cup brown sugar 
t tablespoons butter 
H teaspoon salt 

Arrange peaches in buttered bak- 
ing dish; sprinkle with water and 
lemon juice. Blend sugar, Aour, but- 
ter and salt together until mixture 
resembles rough cornmeal. Sprin- 
kle over peaches. Bake in a mod- 
erate oven (350 degrees) until 
peaches are soft and top is brown 
and bubbly, about 35 minutes. 

Apricot Dessert. 

Fill honeydew melon ring with or- 

ange sherbet and garnish with apri- 
cots halved and peeled, marinated 
in lemon juice and cantaloupe balls. 

Get the most from your meat'. Get 
your meat roasting chart from Miss 
Lynn Chambers by writing to her in 
care of IFestern Newsjtaper l/nion, 210 
South Desplaines Street, Chicago 6, III. 
Please send a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope for your reply. 
Released by Western Newspaper Union. 

GOD IS MY 
*. CO-PILOT 
*Col. Robei*f L.Scoff WN.g. RELEASE 

The story thus far: Robert Scott, a 

West Point graduate, wins his wings at 

Kelly Field, Texas. From Mitrhel Field, 
N. V., he Is sent to Panama where his 
real pursuit training Is begun In a P-IZS. 
He begins to train other pilots, but as the 
war edges closer he wants to get Into 
combat service. He writes many letters 
to Generals pleading for a chance to Bght 
and at last It comes In the form of a 

phone call from Washington asking If he 
can fly a four-engine bomber. He says 
he can—a white lie. When be leaves his 
wife and child he realizes that they 
meant America for him. He picks up his 
Fort In Florida, asks one of his former 
students how to fly It, and they are off 
for Brazil. 

CHAPTER VII 

Maybe the meal was really good— 
I’ve forgotten. But later we were 
to have some meals which were def- 
initely on the rugged side. Some 
time just try a breakfast at three 
a. m. composed of warmed-over, 
mouldy, then re-warmed toast, with 
slightly sour canned tomatoes. After 
this year and more, I can close my 
eyes and see Col. C. V. Haynes sit- 
ting there looking at that delicacy— 
thinking, no doubt, about Carolina 
country ham, with brown gravy 
making a little puddle in the grits. 

Well fed but on the tired side, 
we left the base at 13:35, for our 
next destination farther down the 
coast. For more than two hundred 
miles we were over friendly terri- 
tory as we hugged the beaches, but 
later, along the Ivory Coast, we had 
to fly out to sea to avoid the prying 
eyes that were Vichy French. I 
must have sworn deeply that after- 
noon, for in my diary I note now 

that I wrote this line: "Damn, we 

have to dodge those b- all the 
time.” 

We passed a fighter base at 17:00 
G.M.T., and one hour later we land- 
ed at another West Coast base. The 
sun was setting back to the West in 
the Atlantic—towards home. Easter 
Sunday was fast coming to a close. 
I remembered then, from "hearsay 
evidence,” that I had been born ex- 

actly thirty-four years before. From 
personal experience I would be able 
to recall this Easter as a memora- 

ble one. 

Next day, while the crew worked 
on the tired airplane, some of us 

drove into the bush country. With a 

guide we made about a ten-hour trip 
into the interior, to Togoland. En- 

tering a typical dirty village we 

heard jazz music and picked our 

way towards the source. I imagine 
all of us were expecting to find a 
radio or a victrola; instead we 

found that we were really in the 
land that had "birthed” jazz. 
Grouped about an earthen crock of 
palm wine was the population of the 
village, and the more they dipped 
the gourd cups into the stagnant- 
looking liquor, the hotter the music 
became and the more the sweating 
black bodies swayed to the beat of 
the drums. Their bare feet were 

moving to the rhythm in the dust, 
and their naturally musical voices, 
added to the syncopated rumble that 
came from black hands thumping 
many kinds of drums, made us won- 
der whether some orchestra like 
Cab Calloway's hadn't come to Af- 
rica with us on a USO project. 

On April 7 we left the Gold Coast 
for Kino, in Nigeria. Off at 08:00 
G.M.T., we flew a course of 90 de- 
grees to miss more of Vichy France. 
Over Lagos, in the clammy heat of 
the equatorial jungle, we turned 
into the continent to a course of 58 
degrees and continued over very 
thick country until we crossed the 
Niger. From there on East, the 
land that was Africa seemed to dry 
up, and my boyhood conception of 
how the Dark Continent should look 
faded away. Instead of constant 
jungle we now saw dry desert, like 
the lower hump of Brazil near Na- 
tal, or places in our own West. 

We landed at the old walled city 
of Kano that afternoon. Our next 
take-off, for Khartoum, would best 
be made at nightfall, in order that 
we might land In the Sudan early in 
the morning before the dust storms 
had impaired the visibility. To 
waste time we walked into town to 
see the ancient city of Biblical days. 
Soon we found ourselves dodging 
camels, lepers, and Ali Baba—with 
his more than forty thieves. 

General Chennault’s AVG was 

composed of three squadrons, func- 
tioning under the supreme command 
of China’s Generalissimo Chiang 
Kai-shek. About seventy pilots and 
three hundred ground crew person- 
nel made up this organization, which 
for nearly four months had been in 
combat against the Japanese Air 
Force from Rangoon up to Lashio, 
Burma. These American boys had 
come from the air services of the 
American Army, Navy and Marine 
Corps. 

The General was an old pilot, 
and through many years of single- 
seater flying in the noise of open 
cockpits had become moderately 
deaf, a circumstance that had 
helped to bring about his retirement. 

Knowing that war with Japan was 

more than probable, after his re- 

tirement he had gone to China, and 
there he had not only persuaded 
the Generalissimo to build the air- 

warning net within China, but had 
worked to train China's Air Force as 

well. Growing out of this, when 
the brave Chinese Air Force was 

virtually destroyed by the over- 

whelming odds of the Japanese jug- 
gernaut, Chennault had long cher- 

ished a volunteer force of American 
airmen, flying American equipment 
in China against the Jap, 

The purpose was fourfold: to test 
American equipment, to train a nu- 
cleus of American pilots in actual 
combat, to furnish air support for 
the Chinese land forces, and to fight 
a delaying action against the Japa- 
nese until the Chinese armies could 
be equipped with modern sinews of 
war for offensive action against the 
stranglehold of Japan. 

Finally, in the late summer of 
1941, the Army, Navy, and Marine 

Corps permitted a few reserve offi- 
cer pilots to resign their commis- 
sions and accept jobs as instructors 
with Central Aircraft Manufactur- 
ing Company, or Cameo, as it was 

called. These seventy-odd pilots and 
some three hundred ground-crew- 
men proceeded in small numbers on 

ships of various nations—Dutch. 
British, Indian, American, and some 

unregistered—West from San Fran- 
cisco to Java, then Singapore, and 
thence to Rangoon, Burma. 

These "instructors” for Cameo 
were carried on the passenger lists 
as acrobats, doctors, lawyers, and 
probably even Indian chiefs. I imag- 
ine that after they made their great 
record—with never more than fifty- 

General Chennault’s AVG was 

composed of three squadrons, func- 
tioning under the supreme command 
of China’s Generalissimo Cliiang 
Kai-shek, shown above. About sev- 

enty pilots and three hundred 
ground crew personnel made up this 
organization, which for nearly four 
months had been in combat against 
the Japanese Air Force from Ran- 
goon up to Lashlo, Burma. 

five airplanes they shot down two 
hundred and eighty-six Japanese 
planes, losing only eight in combat 
—the complaining Japanese would 
have been disposed to add the re- 
mainder of the nursery rhyme, 
"Rich man, poor man, beggar-man, 
thief.” 

Many times I had heard Radio 
Tokyo complain of the "cruelty” of 
these American guerrilla pilots. Un- 
der General Chennault's clever lead- 
ership and tactical genius they had 
virtually driven the Imperial Japa- 
nese Air Force from the skies of 
Burma, and held the Burma Road 
for months after it should have fal- 
len. Against odds of more than 
twenty to one, they had "saved 
face” for America and the white 
race, in this battle against a much- 
belittled enemy. 

When one considers that the AVG 
fought in what the British called ob- 
solete tactical combat aircraft—the 
P-40B’s and P-40C’s—their deeds 
and scores become truly legendary. 
Throughout China today, General 
Chennault’s AVG are regarded as 
“Saviors of Free China Skies.” The 
Chinese sentry on the gate to the 
"Fijichan” or airfield may shake 
his head when you show him your 
pass; he may not understand your 
hard-won Chinese; but when you 
smile and call, "A-V-G,” his face 
lights up in turn, and he calls, 
“Ding-hao—you are ‘number one.' ” 
He holds his thumb up in the old 
familiar signal, and you enter. Then, 
to show his high regard for Ameri- 
cans and his vivid memory of Gen- 
eral Chennault's Flying Tigers, he 
calls after you, “A-V-G mean Ameri- 
can Very Good—ding-hao, ding- 
hao.” 

We caught up with three more of 
our thirteen bombers at Kano, and 
all our crew had begun to feel con- 
fident that we could not be called 
back from the mission against To- 
kyo. To insure this to a greater de- 
gree, we were trying hard, without 
appearing to be too anxious, to be 
the first to reach our initial point— 
Karachi, India. So long as we 
were the first of the B-17‘s, we 

could claim a moral victory. For 
after all, Colonel Haynes was boss, 
and in a ship with longer range 
than the Fortress and we wanted 
him ahead. 

With full service aboard, and the 
temperature hot and stifling, even 
after nightfall, we threaded our way 
through the dust for the take-off. I 
remember that the heavy ship used 
the entire runway and some of the 
sagebrush prairie land too, for there 
seemed to be no lift whatever to the 
hot, dead air. Finally reaching a 

comfortable cruising altitude at 
twelve thousand, Doug and I 
breathed the old familiar sigh of re- 
lief at having once again gotten a 

loaded bomber in the air, and the 
sigh echoed around the ship. 

Down in the dust haze not a light 
showed as we crossed equatorial Af- 
rica where Sergeant Aaltonen and 

Cobb wanted so much to land for a 
look at the big-lipped Ubangi wom- 
en. Then Lake Chad and Fort La* 
my went by. Just before dawn we 

crossed North of the mountain of 
El-Fasher. At six o’clock the White 
Nile appeared—we had crossed the 
western part of the Sudan. Our 
landing was made at Khartoum, 
where the Blue Nile and the White 
Nile meet. 

On April 8, we left Khartoum for 
an easy run to Aden, on a course 
which was almost due East over 
the mountains of Eritrea. We went 
on over Gura and Massaua to the 
Red Sea. On our left we could see 

Yemen, and farther South and to 
our right, Somaliland. Reaching the 
South end of the Red Sea and the 
Gulf of Aden, the well-known land- 
marks, the Rocks of Aden, appeared 
about noon. Next day we’d make 
the run on to India. 

The British garrison commander 
took care of us that night But 
around the dinner table there sud- 
denly dropped a blanket of despair. 
The London radio announced that 
Bataan had fallen. After the first 
comment we settled down to worry. 
Part of our mission was to bomb 
Jap concentrations around Bataan 
and Corregidor. Would this develop- 
ment cause that part of the attack 
to be called off? Again the fear of 
being frustrated in our effort to take 
the offensive clutched my heart. It 
seemed that once again help had 
been started too late. 

We had caught the last of the 
B-17’s at Aden, and next morning 
we got up an extra hour early for 
the take-off. Our Fortress was 

straining to get to the initial point 
just behind the B-24. Success was 
in sight. 

At 5:50 we were climbing over 
the beach of southern Arabia, and 
as the light improved we all agreed 
that Arabia was a rugged-looking 
land. After the terrible stories 
about the mutilation of forced-down 
flyers at the hands of the tribes- 
men, we all were glad that we had 
the little cards written in Arabic, 
promising high payment to the Ar- 
abs if we were delivered unharmed 
to the nearest British outpost. 

We followed the Arabian coast 
over the blue waters of the Arabian 
sea to the Gulf of Oman, and then 
crossed to Karachi. 

Colonel Haynes, with the B-24, had 
gone to Delhi. Our orders were to 
wait at Karachi. And now for two 
weeks we anxiously waited, while 
the rumors flew. 

I think I shall always associate 
India with my first impression on 

getting out of my ship. No one 
seemed to know anything. Behind 
us lay twelve thousand miles, which 
we had made In eight days—for 
what? No one stood there with or- 
ders to expedite our departure. In- 
stead they appeared to think we 
had ferried this ship for them to use 
in training. Training, mind you— 
here, halfway round the world and 
in a country that faced attack any 
momentl When we explained as 

much as we could about our secret 
orders, smiles came to the officers’ 
faces. Bets were laid that we would 
never leave Karachi with those 
ships. But we were volunteers, and 
our combat spirit was still there. I 
remember that all my crew took the 
bets, as fast as they were offered. 

But we lost. 
Once again we had been frustrat- 

ed in our effort to go to war on the 
offensive. Now, four months after 
Pearl Harbor, the stencilled word on 
a B-17 in our flight, SNAFU—mean- 
ing roughly, in Air Corps slang, 
•‘Snarled-up’’—seemed to fit the situ- 
ation. We learned the worst when 
Haynes came back from Delhi with 
a face a yard long. Sadly he told 
us the truth. Due to the fall of Ba- 
taan and the loss of other fields in 
eastern China—our secret bases— 
coupled with other factors beyond 
his control, our “dream mission” 
had come to the end of the line. 

During the fourteen days in Ka- 
rachi, when we had been waiting for 
Colonel Haynes, it had been a dif- 
ficult job of finesse to hang on to 
the ships. All twelve of the B-17’s 
were lined up to be turned over to 
Base Units on the field. But the 
personnel responsible for the con- 

flicting orders had reckoned without 
the extreme loyalty of the volunteer 
crewmen to the flight commander 
and the pilot of each ship. The 
men stood guard twenty-four hours 
a day in and around the bombers. 
This was logical, too, because each 
ship contained not only the secret 
bomb-sight but full complements of 
loaded fifty-calibre guns, as well as 

the personal effects of the bomber 
crews. At first the crews appeared 
bewildered; but then their attitude 
seemed to imply stubbornly that 
they had been ordered to attack 
Japanese territory, and no matter 
if Bataan and all of eastern China 
fell, that's what they were going 
to do. 

One day the General in charge of 
the Air Base sent a crew down to 
my ship with orders for them to 
take over and search out a Japanese 
Task Force far out in the Arabian 
Sea. They were met with the ready 
Tommy guns of my men and rough- 
ly told that no one except members 
of the crew could get aboard. A 
Major in the new crew showed his 
orders. My crew chief replied: "I’m 
sorry. Sir, but I have mine, too; 
we are on our way to bomb an ene- 

my objective. No one gets aboard 
this ship except the regular crew." 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORK 

Smart, Comfortable House Jacket 
Pretty Skirts for Dressing Table 

8490 

House Jacket 
A BIG, comfortable, loose house 

jacket which will keep you 
warm and looking very smart, in- 
deed, at the same time. Crochet 
it of wool in a light and a dark 
shade—this one was done in pale 
blue and a bright electric blue—or 
in two contrasting shades. Red 
and black—navy and white make 
good combinations. Size 16, 18, 20. 

• • • 

To obtain complete crocheting instruc- 
tions for the House Jacket (Pattern No. 
5490) send 16 cents in coin, your name 

and address and the pattern number. 

For Dressing Tables 

QIVE that old, scarred table a 
new coat of paint or a wall- 

paper and glass top and a frilly, 
feminine “skirt” and youH have 
achieved a dressing table that 
looks like a million dollars! Dotted 
net, scrim, seersucker, flowered 
chambray, organdy, rayon crepe, 
chintz, pastel cottons, are only a 
few of the materials you can use. 

• • • 
To obtain complete instructions for mak- 

ing the Dressing Table Skirts (Pattern No. 
5757) a variety of decorator finishing 
tricks, send 16 cents in coin, your name, 
address and the pattern number. 

Due to an unusually large demand and 
current war conditions, slightly more time 
is required in filling orders for a few of 
the most popular pattern numbers. 

SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORK 
530 South Wells St. Chicago. 

Enclose 15 cents (plus one cent to 
cover cost of mailing) for Pattern 

No_ 
Nami> 

Address. 

Milk which has changed may be 
sweetened or rendered fit for use 

again by stirring in a little soda. 
—•— 

A tablespoonful of turpentine 
boiled with your white clothes will 
greatly aid the whitening process. 

—•— 

Never pull awnings up or leave 
them up while wet. Rolled damp 
they will mildew or rot. 

—•— 

Braising, browning and cooking 
in a small amount of moisture 
with the lid on, is used for less 
tender meat cuts. 

To repair a break in an exten- 
sion cord, strip the insulation 
from the wires for a few inches on 
either side of the break, twist the 
ends of broken wires together, sol- 
der, tape with rubber splicing 
compound and wind with friction 
tape. Don’t put two splices side 
by side when repairing broken 
wires. Offset them a little. 

—•— 
Jellied vegetable and fruit 

dishes which may be prepared be- 
fore the sun goes into high noon 

are a boon to the housewife on hot 
summer days. 

I 
I 

Hear'em Crackle/mm 

! RICE KRI SPIES 
| “Tba Craiaa ara Graat 

jj|| • Kellogg’s Rice Krispies equal the 

I 
whole ripe grain in nearly all the 
protective food elements declared 
essential to human nutrition. 

HEAT t/uit 
you HAPPY, yet a 

UlflRm 
IDoRninG 

'\,;4 COAL HEATER 

UL1 WTEX108 VTIW LIL/ 
U 3 Pat.Nwi 2SM527 and 127471, 
and Can Fat. No. 401088. Name 
Keg. in U.8. and Can. Pat. Off. 

Amazing, Patented 
INTERIOR 

CONSTRUCTION 
Other heaters may look 

like WARM MORNING; 
others may have similar 
sounding names.. .but only 
WARM MORNING has the 
amazing, patented, interior 
construction features that 
have resulted in such re- 

markable heating satisfac. 
tion throughout the Nation! 
It’s the only heater of its 
kind in the world. 

CO TO YOUR DEALER Ask 
him to show you the WARM 
MORNING...the coal heater 
that has been tried, tested 

MODEL 520 IP*’ 

and approved by hundreds of thousands through* 
out the Nation. 

LOCKE STOVE COMPANY 114 Wast 11th StrMt 
Kansas City 6,1 


