


LN

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON
YANK Staff Correspondent

the squad mmoved up bath sidewalks of the

trev-lined boulevard to the main line of
resistance which, at this stage of the Aachen battle,
ran roughly along the smashed jewelry stores and
dress shops and hairdressing petablishments of 2
street strangely named Jakob Strasse. As they hit
our intersection, our machineguns opened fire on the
near and far corners of the block of apartment houses
that the squad was attacking. The squad scurried
across the street and into the lobby of the first
house. As the eleventh and twelfth men ducked
into the lobby, sporadic German rifle fire hroke
out from the windows of another apartment house
down the street. " Son of a bitch,” said the ligu-
tenant platoon leader watching the advance from
2 comer hotel room window. And he reached for
a field telephone. \ :

Ten minutes later a monstrous-looking vehicle
came lumbering down fashionable Hindenburg
Strasse toward Jakob Strasse, covered by our mortar
fire from the rooftops. The wvehicle was an old
French 155mm, gun from the last war mounnted on
an M-4 tank chassis. The 155 GPF, as it is called,
rolled up to the intersection. It took cover behind
a pile of rubble on top of which was an undamaged
sign indicating that the rubble had been a furniture
store presided over by one H. Richtenberg. The
155 drew a bead on the apartment house from which
the shots had come. Then it let go.

The first heavy projectile, weighing more than one
hundred pounds, tore a huge hole between the fifth
and sixth floors, spilling a desk and chairs and great
guantities of paper into the street. The second shell
went in through a window and exploded inside. The
top three floors seemed to collapse onto the bottom
three floors. The infantry squad in the first apartment
house waited patiently for the debris to stop falling.

Aﬁ.uimn (delayed)—With rifles at a caswal port,

* Then they methodically moved forward to the ground

floor and basement of the shelled house to mop up
any one-picce Nazis still inside. They flushed the
remainder of the Germans from room to room and
from house to house in that same neighborhood for
the rest of the afternoon,

That's the way the fighting has been inside Aachen
for four bloody days now. And that's the way it
promises to be in every German city the Nazis choose
to defend.

ccorpinG to Battalion CO, Lt. Col. John Daniels,
Aul‘. Geneva, N.Y., this house-to-house warfare is
similar to the hedgerow warfare of Normandy. And
to anyone who witnessed at first hand those bitter
days around St. Lo, the analogy becomes strikingly
apparent,

The Germans elect to fight for every city block,
just as they used to defend every field. In exactly
the same way that they set op machinegun and
mortar strongpoints at the corners of a field or behind
the hedgerows, they now pick two or three houses
in a block giving them a good field of fire, and they
have to be rooted out by the encirclement tactics
of small enits of riflemen. Sometimes you hold one
block or one building or one room, and you don’t
know whether the next block or building or room is
held by the enemy. Snipers from rooftops or upper
stories are a constant menace. And, as in the hedge-
row days, the German mortar fire has been a little
more than annoying. They place” their mortars
on the top floor of a building and fire out of windows,
Neither the Nazis nor the guns can be seen because
they are below windowsill level. They don't bother
to fire at visible targets. They have the mortars
zeroed in on main thoroughfares they know we have
to use. Then once in a while they let Ioose, and the
projectiles go screaming up over rooftops and come
swooshing down into the traffic on the street. They
usually catch something.

One plc. from New York City, later wounded,
worked out a pretty good method of dealing with
the troublesome mortars after he had almost been
nipped three times by them at apparently safe inter-
spetions.  He took to hanging around on rooftops.
When he thought he had a top floor mortar position
spotted, he would lob a few rifle grenades onto the
roof over the mortarmen’s heads. The shell and
bomb-weakened roof would usually collapse and
forthwith terminate the activities of the Nazis
beneath.

THESE ARE TWO ROADS INTO AACHEN. ABOVE, AN

AMERICAN OFACER ONM PATROL PASSES A NAII

SOLDIER WHOSE SMIPING DAYS ARE OVER. DELOW,

CAPTURED GERMAN TROOPERS FOLLOW A POLICE

pOG OVER A SWASTIKA RIPPED DOWMN BY THE
BEMEGING YANKS.

We have developed other techniques io deal with

sityations in this fantastic house-to-house warfare.

When the Jerries control hooses at the far end of a 3
street, it is suicide for our infantry squads to venture S— k

it after mopping up each house. The sniper
'[:':l::b ;Seth:::l rr.']»uftg‘r‘:::w1 SE the doughfﬂnts merely take
the one-and-a-half-pound dynamite charges used to
clear away obstructing trolley and telephone wires,
and blast their way through the connecting walls of
houses all the way down the street. _Tlulsi 'HFF"-'E*:'“IE_E
little method is called “Mouseholing.’ ”It is,
says Pvi Trving Weiss, of Phﬂax.lulilphm, a g‘ug.;]
way to keep from g1~tti[!g-“'trt an rainy Idays. It's
also a good way of cutting off the escaping Germins
who try to use the deep connecting air raid shelters
and the old Roman catacombs beneath the apart-

ment houses.

or a time we had trouble with German combat
patrols filtering back through our lines, Three war
correspondents were cut off for two hours in a house
when they looked up and saw “ about a dozen men
in green suits passing the window, crouched down

RIGHT, U. 5. ARMOR AND Gl: MOVING THROUGH AACHEN;
ABOVE, THE RUSSIANS DID IT IN S5STALINGRAD.

low and carrying rifles.’’ But one day, a Jerry
patrol was spotted from the rear of an M-4 tank,
The tank scooted all the way around the block and
caught up with the patrol face to face before it
reached the next corner.  One g5mm. round at a
ten-yard range, plus a burst of .50 calibre machine-
gun fire, and there were no German survivors.

The wnusual thing about Aachen is that while it
has been heavily shelled and bombed, it is nowhere
near as badly destroyed as ecities like St Lo and
Coutances. Practically every house is damaged and
has huge gaping holes in it, but ordinarly the four
walls are standing and at least part of the house
is habitable. You go down one deserted street after
another that remind you of the fashionabile parts of
New York or London. Most of the houses are tall
and modem, and they make excellent fortresses,

_As we advance we clean out one city block at a

time. We do not go on to the next block until
every German soldier and civilian is cleared out
of every room and cellar. ‘We can’t afford to have
a single enemy of any classification behind our lines.
First, the machineguns cover the four comers of the
block, to enable the infantry to reach the first house.
Then, the supporting weapons are brought up to
knock out strongpoints. We don’t fool around with
strongpoints any more. 1f a single rifle shot comes
from a rooftop, we will bring up an M-g tank or
an M-10 tank destroyer or a 155 GPF to engage it.
We slam a few shells into the source of the trouble.
That usually chases the Nagzis into the cellar. The
next step is for the infantry to move into the cellar
to mop up. The doughs * flush them out"” with a
few hand grenades. Then they close with rifles and
tnm;n}r guns. Itis not what you would call pleasant
wWOTrk.

Sm.mnMES the German strongpoint is located in an
entire building, as in the case of the State Theater
where Adolf Hitler once made a speech stating th;-.i;
the Rhineland symbolized the great conquering
spirit of the Reich and would never feel the foot of
the foreign invader. When the State Theater proved
troublesome, we brought a battery of the 155 GPFs
up the Hindenburg Strasse and let them blast away
with dln_-gt fire at a range of less than three hundred
yards. The State Theater was knocked fat :
This 155 GPF is an interesting we j

3 apon. It was
the high-powered fortress gun that Istup;n-d TI::
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There were the same house-to-house and room-
to-room fighting, the same combat techniques.
One observer whe had been in both places said
that the two battles were very similar, even to

the German fanatics defending the cities. It was

even more similar o one Mazxi who had escaped

from Stalingrad, fought at Aachen, and whose
days of "fanaticism” were now finished.

Germans at Verdun for four years in the last war.
We were so full of admiration for it in 1918 that
we bought dozens of them from the French after
the Armistice. Then we let them lie around
Aberdeen Proving Grounds in Maryland for 22 years
without even bothering to wipe off the rust. In
1940, we were about to convert the old 1555 into
scrap, when General Huebner, who now commands
the First Division, decided to experiment with them
on an M-4 tank chassis. With this mobility and
modern ammunition, they have turned out to be
" one of the finest self-propelled siege guns we possess.
But the basic infantryman is still the key guy
around here. , hy 3
Once the donghfoot gets into a building with
trapped Germans, bizarre fights develop. The hand
grenade is the principal weapon, and the fighting
i from room to room and floor to floor. Stairways
are barricaded and both sides cut holes in the walls
and floors to try to'cut off the opposing fqrm:e.s. You
don’t dare to fire until you're sure youve got the
enemy trapped, because once you give away your
position, you can expect a burst of Schmeisser fm:
through a wall or ceiling. One cm-pcrml an aasngtan
squad leader, developed a fairly ingenious tachmqu;
for handling such problems. When he was sure he ha :
the enemy pinned down in a room, he would cml:f
along the ledges outside “the building, stick his
tnmmjr gun in the windows, and give the room an
ing job. This worked very well until

% rayin
E:e:fisﬂpigkﬂﬂ D?TJI:I}' a sniper who had been watch-

R il

ing him from the
street.

Often the opposing forces
are only a wall apart.
Company aid man Pfe. Arthur
Wetheimer, of New York City,
reports an incident in an apart-
ment house on Adalbert Strasse.
He went in to pick up a casualty
during a truce, and heard the
Gls and the Germans talking to
each other through the wall. A
buck sergeant was saying:
" You started the war by going
into Poland, you son of a biteh.'”
From the other side of the wall
a voice said in perfectly good
English: " The British started
the war by bombing Germany."'

ACT0ss

ABOUT the only thing that makes house-to-house
warfare more bearable for the doughfoot than
hedgerow fighting is that living conditions are
better, For the first time since England, the
men of thiz division are now out of the mud. Also
for the first time in months, many of them are
sleeping in beds., There are plenty of beds around,
and other household comforts—phonographs, stoves,
toilets, sewing baskets, table cloths, dishes, live
fowl, razor blades, alarm clocks, easy chairs, litera-
ture, cats, dogs, and sound-proofed air raid shelters.
When it is actually fighting, a platoon will simply
move into one of the less damaged houses in the
main line of resistance, post guards in strategic
corner rooms covering the street, cook up some
German canned foods on a German stove, listen to
some German phonograph records, and go to sleep
in a German bed with good German linen.

For a while, the aid men had a beautifol setup.
When not engaged in picking up casualties and
carrying them through back alleys and over fences,
the medics enjoyed the luxury of the swank Palace
Hotel, Each man had a single room and bath, even
though the bath didn't work. "It is just like the
Jeff Davis back home, "' said 5 /Sgt. Howard Ochols,
of Montgomery, Ala. The only difference was that
the medics had already soffered fifteen casualties.

Godfrey Blunden, the Australian war correspon-
dent, was here in Aachen and was probably the
only man in the theater to witness both the Aachen
and Stalingrad house-to-house battles.  Blunden,

one of the few foreign newspapermen on Russian
soil at the time, covered the great German defeat
al Stalingrad for the Associated Press as well as his
own paper. He was immediately struck by the
similarity between the two battles. * There is the
same house-to-house and room-to-room fighting, the
same combat techniques, the same type of German
defense. At Aachen, the Germans held Lousberg
Hilt, dominating all our approaches to the city. In
Stalingrad, the Germans held Murmia -Kurgan Hill,
and planted it thick with 885 and six-barreled
mortars.

“There was one ultimatum here, and when the
Germans refused to accept surrender, the Americans
dive-bombed the hell out of the place. In Stalingrad,
there was one ultimatum, and when the Germans
refused to accept surrender, the Russians opened
up with artillery placed hub to hub in a ring around
the city. Even the German attempts to relieve the
besicged garrisons were the same,

"The only difference between the two battles,”
says Blunden, " was the intensity of the fight at
Stalingrad. The Germans used incendiaries there,
and the city was burned to the ground. In Aachen,
the Germans just defended an occasional house. In
Stalingrad, it was every house. The streets lay thick
with the dead. And the dead were the finest Ger-
many had—twenty-two and twenty-three-year-old
Hitler Jugend kids. That was the crack undefeated
Sixth Army, 300,000 strong, that had swept through
France and Poland and a thousand miles of Russia
unchecked.

¥ One group of fanatic young Germans retreated
into the Red October factory, locked themselves in
one of the huge furnaces, and set up machineguns
at the openings. The Russians waited until the
Wazis had used up all their ammunition. Then they
went in with hand grenades and wiped out the
Germans to the last man.'

I saw one of these same young Nazi fanatics in
the division prisoner of war cage yesterday. He
was one of the few who had escaped Stalingrad to
fight later at Aachen. He was bald and ashen-faced
and skinny, and looked as if he were at least hGifty
years old.  All the fingers were missing from his
left hand. He got into a fecble argument with a
middle-aged German deserter in civilian clothes
about who started the war. The deserter ended
up by slugging the prisoner and knocking him down
into a corner, where he turned onto his side and
lay huddled and crying.
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Gls SLEEP FOR AWHILE, SAFE FROM MUD AND RAIN AND

FIRE, 1M THIS PILLECX SHELTER.

By Pvt. WILLIAM P. EHLING
YANK Field Correspondent

OMEWHERE 1N GERMANY—You can sense it

almost reach out and touch it, for it is like a

heavy, suffocating, opagque cloak, pressing down
around you—this ominous, foreboding atmosphere
of immability and inactivity which makes its mystic
appearance whenever the frenzy of battle gives way
to a static condition, when the dynamic world of men
and machines, puns and supplies bog down in the
sucking mud, and the mysterious things of battle
seem to confine themselves to your slit trench.

Tt is another one of those cold, miny days with
the dark, shifting clouds, seemingly burdened with
their own weight, hanging low over the rain-drenched
shell-pocked landscape. A raw, biting wind moves
noisily through the drooping pines and races up the
low valley, driving the ain and mist before it.

You're Jying in your slit trench—wet, muddy,
damp—your mind working, laboring, struggling like
a truck stuck axle-deep in the mire, motor racing,
wheels spinning, but unable to move forward. Your
buddy shudders violently from the dampness Er_u:'_l
mutters bitterly through chattering teeth: ™ Doesn't
it do anything in this damn countey but rain?
You're too cramped, too cold to answer; instead,
you draw the wet, mud-stained blankets fighter
around you and move closer ty your partner i a
vain attempt to absorb a little heat from his body.

Your hole’s a mess, a sticky, gooey mess of mud
and water. A puddle has collected at the foot of the
trench. A fecling of discouragement seizes you as
you think back how your buddy and you pamfulll'}f
dug a trench out of rock and hard soil, how you stole
silently into the neighboring field at night and came
baclk with whest shocks,. how you filled the bottom
of the trench with straw, how you constructed a roof
from broken branehes, wheat shocks, and shelter
half. and how the trench was very cosy until the
TAINS CAME, T

Rain and mud! Muod—it’s everywhere; at clings
to your pants and your jacket in wel masses, ft sucks
noisily at your shoes when you walk, gets in your
hair, in your ears, in your teeth, govers your fﬂ!it:
and your hands, your rifle and pack. Mud! It's
Like a spreading disease. =

Someone throws back the Bap, and stickls in his
heael. " O, which one of you fellows is going into
the pillbox?™ It's your turn, so you grunt a reply
and struggle to get ont of the blankets, gouging and
elbowing your partner.  Justas you're about to climb
ont of the hole a Jerry cuts looss over the next hill
with a zomm. machinegun.  Instinctively you duck
and drop although you kT“m’_!‘]ﬂ.lnn well Jerry isn't
even shooting ino your direction, ¥You curse your
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jumpiness; you move out of your hole and, crouch-
ing low, run the short distance to the pillbox, slip
around the corner, and skid down into the depression.
You straighten up and head for the entrance, passing
a group of dogfaces in muoddy mincoats huddled

around a small GI gas stove heating coffee.  They
look anything but what you see in photographs or
on pasters.  These men were bedecked with a week's
beard, they're mud-caked, wet and tired,

You open the heavy steel door, step into an L-
shaped corridor and open another steel door. A gust
of warm air sielling of leather and webbed equip-
ment strikes your face and you pause a moment on
the threshold.

This dimly-lit, cluttered, crammed concrete cham-
ber has become the necve center of all activity, the
source of news both official and unofficial, the sole
link with the outside world. The Germans appar-
ently designed these fortifications with some degree
of comfort for their occupants, for one side of the
will is lined with bunks, similar to those found on
troop-ships, one on top of the other—enough bunks
to house sixteen men. The remaining space is taken
up by a small table cluttered with everything imagin-
able, including a kerosene lamp which throws its
feeble rays but a few feet. Hanging from ceiling
and wall fixtures, scattered on the flvor and in comers
are all kinds of gear, equipment, and nﬂ"df_-script
articles ranging from helmets, packs, rifles, mation

- boxes, water cans, and radio sets,

But amid all this haphazardly amanged parapher-
nalia there is an overwhelming sense of motion a
din of overlapping, interlacing voices, Behind the
desk, is the company commander bent over a sheaf
of papers, busily making notations: one of the com.
munications men is talking Ioudly over the phone,
while the mdio operator is calling hattalion CP in a
persistent, repetitious monotone,

ou stand there a moment aceustoming your vyes
Ytu the dimness, The CO looks up from his papers
ane smiles a welcome from behind a healthy growth
of whiskers. ;

“ Did you have anything hot to drink yet?'" he
asks and turns to someone.  * Where's that stove?
Oh, there it is. OK." Tuming back fo you he
continues, Better get yourself some water and heat
yourself a cup of coffee, Hang your jacket up to
dry.’” .

}":’ou amile back, a little feebly perhaps, but thank-
ful for his consideration. It feels funny to smile;
your face is stiff, unaccustomed to sudden change of
facial expression. You fake off your jacket; it's
heavy and wet as you hang it up on the wall. Some-
one gives you the stove and you take out a K-ration
unit and tear off the top with numb, dirly fingers,

Extracting a packet of coffee you set to work brewing
some hot water, A few minutes later you're squaticd
in the cormer, out of the lane of traffic, sipping a
steaming cup of coffee. God, it tastes good. A warm

“feeling spreads through your veins bringing back a

little life to your muscles. You finally climb into
one of the empty bunks and pull a dry blanket over
you, A Blissful sense of relaxation seizes you and
you feel comfortably drowsy.

Suddenly a sharp, tearing scream cuts into your
brain like a hot knife and you feel, rather than hear,
the earth-shaking explosion outside. Incoming mail!
Jerry's finally getting around to the business of
tossing over his daily dozen, Then comes another
and another. These are even closer. You feel that
throat-deying tenseness which comes over you when
an 88 whines overhead on its deadly flight. The
room is strangely silent, everyone thinking his own
thoughts, everyone sweating out the next shell.

You suddenly think of your buddy in the slit
trench outside, lying there all by himself while 48s
are plowing up the field. You're glad that you're
inside the pillbox with the heavily reinforced con-
ercte ceiling over your head, and you forget the
panicking fear brought on by the paralyzing sound
of incoming 88s.

UDDENLY, you like this pillbox with its heavy

walls and thick ceiling, the safety and security it
affords against screaming steel, the sense of pro-
tection that comes from being inside—the same pill-
box you hated and feared just a short time ago when
it sat on the hillside in enemy hands, challenging,
deadly, when it cost men's lives to blist the Jerries
out of it. Now, despite its design and purpose, the
pillbox has become symbolic of a peaceful world—a
room with four intact walls, bunks, a table, warmth,
safety,

}ITuw, the Germans are getting in o few licks with
“}‘-'11' mortars.  You hope to hell none of those shells
hit any slit trenches.  And then, as though infuriated
by Jerry's insolence, the adillery in the rear takes
up the challenge and the air is split and ripped by
the crashing, rolling thunder of guns and the whin-
ing, screaming noise of shiells passing overhead, The
duel is on, but the 88s refuse to respond. An eerie,
sinister stillness settles over the arel again. You're
wide awake, tense, a little uneasy. Il take some
time before sleep will come, so you just lie on the
bunk staring absently at the smoky ceiling.

You feel someone shaking vou and you wake up

with a start, * ¥Yeah, what is it?"" you blurt.

But the woice is calm, reassuring., The fipure
before you, his back to the light, tells you that }I‘g"‘]'\;ﬁ
slept three hours and now it's Mike's turm to come
_inside. You mumble an acknowledgment as vou
start looking for your gear. The vacation is over.
It's back to the slit-trench, to the mire and damp-
ness, wet blankets and confinement of your hole.
Str{mg{ﬁy, there's no fecling of despondency or irri-
tation, mther just an empty sense of endlessness.
Hult:mlmj; up your half-dried jacket and slinging
your rifle over your shoulder you step out into the
silent blackness of a fl:gg_l,,r. :Eruup !Iighl. l'ftlr.'iiru.: the
tloor on the warmth and security behind you, You
wonder how long it'll be before you can spend
another half-day in the pillbox,
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DOPS ON THE CONTINENT FLOCK ARDUND AN AMERICAM RED CROSS CLUBMOBILE DURING A RESPITE FROM WAR.

A DAY'S RES

it meant 24 hours less of shell fJInF

By Sgt. SAUL LEVITT
YAMNK S5taff Correspondent

HEN the men come back from across the
w Moselle they are very tired, they do not

talk much, they accept the attentions of
other men detailed to run the rest camp
quietly and a little helplessly. The rest camp is in
a tiny village a few miles from the shellfire and the
foxholes on the other side of the river. It is nothing
but an old inn alongside a muddy road, but it has
four walls and rooms and cots. After the holes in
the ground and the chill rain and the fire and the
counterattacks, this rickety old building looms up
like the Waldorf-Astoria. [

The men come back in trucks to the rest camp.
Their B Bags are waiting for them; there are also
bags for men who will never have to use them again.
For a while in the early morning they spend time
opening their bags finding lots of personal things
like photographs, old letters from home that bear
re-reading, fountain pens, books. There may also
be another pair of pants and a clean suit of under-
wear in the B Bag. And if there isn't one in your

own bag, there's bound to be a pair in the bag of
the guy who won't need it anymore.

A Red Cross Clubmobile drops by during the day
—a glamorons and unbelievable piece of machinery
against the moddy, sorry-looking jeeps. And the
Red Cross girl who steps out spick and span and
attractive is just as unbelievable—a brave girl facing
a lot of muddy, bearded, dirty soldiers, and who
must know how to say the right things to the
soldiers. There is no whistling though; the men are
very tired. Maybe they don't believe the Hed
Cross girl in the spotless gray uniform is real.
Besides, she's too far away even when she's right-
there, three feet away, handing out doughnuts.

THE men get a chance at a hot shower and hot
meals during the day. They shave and take hair-
cuts. Somehow the regiment has set up the rudi-
ments of a PX in the old house where you can get a
toothbrush, a letter folder and even a fountain pen.

The company cooks come down with them—the
meals are hot C-rations plus canned fruit and some-
times fresh meat. “'A pood company cook knows
how to add to the regular ration,’ says one soldier

YANK The Army Weekly

meaningly, as if imparting deep, dark secrets.

By nttgrnmu the ml::l are at their ease through
the old house. They sleep, they read, they write
letters home, thiy wash the deadly look out of their
faces and relax.

I spent a day here with the men of a company
commanded by Lt. Wm. H, Hallowell, of Evan-
ston, Ill. Mozt of the day the lieutenant wasn't
resting at all. He looked over his personnel lists
and figured out his needed replacements. As he
went down the line of names he crossed off those
who were gone and said, "'I've lost my best men,
the best men I ever hope to see again. . . . They
always seem to get the%iagt,”

His company had been one of the units that had
gone across the Moselle and had held. From the
gth of September to the 14th, they had held off
counterattacks and now there were no longer any
counterattacks—'‘Only shellfire all the time,'" said
platoon guide S/Sgt.” Sam Gold.

HEY were back for just 24 hours—and the main

thing about that 24 hours was not what it gave
them, but what it took away—it meant z4 hours
less of shellfire. Of course the little things like
shaves, hot food, and a night's quiet dry sleep were
real luxuries. Also the hot shower which would be
their first hot shower since July.

The men didn't talk much about the other side
of the river. They remembered the Germans as
very noisy when attacking., Sgt. Gold said that
many times he could hear the German officers urging
their men on, and the men replying that they
couldn't or wouldn't advance. Gold found a dead
German with the barmrel of his rifle still capped
indicating that he wasn't even prepared to fire. In
those five days three to four hundred Germans were
killed. And at the end they came up the hill with
blanket rolls as if they were sure they were going to
take the hill. And they were found dead with the
blanket rolls on them.

Sgt. Carmine Daniello, of Brooklyn, New York,
smoked a big cigar during the afterncon, sitting on
a windowsill and looking out on the muddy road
and the min falling. He was taking it easy in
his own way. He didn't want to sleep just now.
He said, ' Just sitting around like this is all I want
right now.” On the other side of the river it had
been so bad, said Daniello, *‘that every time you
got up to attend to some necessary husiness they'd
throw artillery.” What bothered Daniello was the
way the stories of the war came out in print, “If
an American dogface gets it, why not say so? Say
the dogfaces lose fifty men, then why say less? That
don't make him feel good, if he sees it down as less
when he knows it's more."’

The Colonel in command of the regiment came
down to the camp and wanted to know if everything
was OK. Did the men have enough razor blades
and soap? He was a middle-aged man wearing
glasses, and he had more than a touch of genuine
anxiety about his soldiers. ““And see to it that they
have a lot of dusting powder, too,"’ said the Colonel.

In the evening there was a movie; then the long
night’s sleep without any fear of shellfire,

Then they went back across the river; and on
their way they passed another company of soldiers
coming up for their 24 hours of rest in the old house.

YOO TINED FOR CONYERSATION.

'_1?5 KEITH T. PITZER, Fredericksburg, Va., maoe mHese skercis of soME OF THE min OF

Hi5 REGIMENT DURING THEIR BRIEF REST PERIOD.

RELAXIMG AFTER A MOT BATH.

HE'S "SMILING JACK" AGAM.
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“| Like to Play at War . . ‘...-.-..".':

By Cpl. JOSEPH PRIESTLEY
Y ANK Field Correspondent

thing long and unpronounceable. He was very
blond and German, and as he lay there on the
litter staring up at me, he was like some fierce

H[s name was Anton—the last name was some-

hawl, fighting and untamed, though caged.

looked at me and I at him and neither of us spoke.

Rows and rows of litters were waiting there at
the train station to be loaded into ambulances and
1t was =till dark that early
A fine misty rain threatened to
change into a downpour, then to fog. Searchlights
stabbing here and there through the mist were the
only lights showing in the blackout other than the

taken to our hospital.
in the mormming.

dimmed ones of the ambulances. In the cold

dawn it all looked very bleak and forbidding. It
was a dismal crowd of prisoners we loaded that
morming, and for that reason Anton was the more
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That twisted wreck of a jeep at the left is
country.”” Three Gls were killed by a
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: id H. Meade, T0!
Pvt. iir.:r_t: at Alsdorf. Nazis

Toledo, O., guards German coal miners working the American si i
held the other side—and shellfire whistied over md,,}::' s

tstanding,
?1?smum,gtb. only full of fight,
Overhead the signboard with
town was lighted momentarily 1
stared atit.

E::: hf?uai]:.r given and we lifted our
carried them to the ambulances,
they were heavy loaﬂsl,
were hastily shoved into
He -
seraping of hobnails on
With a heave my litter
strapped into place.

disap
and forgotten. :
Well, it was a busy day.

gray
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striking proof that this 'El_rl'l'lll'l_'l'".i!lﬂ-_'jlf "ln.,rlun['
mine alleged to have been laid by civilians.
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for he looked neither frightened 1ot

th the name of _the
n the smrg‘:ﬂl.gfhllf
i wine waiting 10
Tho deve litters a;'u:l
hurrying along 1o
In orderly confusion litters
place; patients gman:g
: there were shouts and curses &
o of hobmai the concrete pavement.
was in its bracket and
Then the door slmmeqlsl?;':‘:i
i n the wet pavement. The red tai
il down theP:trf:et and Anton was gone

Our ward was foll when
1 went on duty, and although some of the prisoners
were able to help ont, things were still disorganized.
Much of the extra work fell on ward boys. I had
little time to look at the individual patients as 1
hurried from one errand to another. However, 1

Tl T

ive frame O HLLRE., S50 mrrss S Akaleg
?ﬁ .t;:q:p&r:tlll‘;rd trip, he was more outstanding thap
*ver among that motley bunch of patients in thy
u“:f. He had a lean handsome face tanned b
.{‘;g .E‘Kpﬂﬁ'l.ll'i: and even white teeth which flashed
chen | iled.
ﬁhﬁﬂﬁf;ﬁ: 1 had still to hear Anton say a word,
He just lay there and stared and kept quiet. Once
d;.y the nurse made the r:::und:-: dressing wounds,
sj'mi { assisted her at the dressing cart. Occasionally,
= e would stop at Anton's bed. He h_ﬂﬂ received a
ge ugly gash across his. chest wh1_|:h, although
“ﬁml. was not serious and after being sewed up
was healing rapidly. Personally I could not see why
he didn't get up more, but he never tried but once
and then complained of pain. The other patients
waited on him hand and foot, so he had little to do,

- E pASSES slowly enough in a hospital.  Each

day is the same as the day before, and tomorrow
holds no promise for something better. Work helps
breal the monotony—perhaps that was the real
reason why the patients were almost eager to be
assigned jobs—and we had no trouble getting them
to help. Butfor Anton lying there, time must hawve
been a weary thing indeed.

There was a radio in the nurse's office and some-
times through the open door the music counld be
heard faintly. One day while I was making Anton's
bed it played Tales from the Vienna Woods and
several of the patients knew the tune. 1 said *“Vienna
Valse,'" and he smiled and said ““fa.”

In exactly two weeks Anton betrayed his secret.
I came in suddenly one morning and found him
reading an English novel,

“Look, you!" I said indignantly. “If you can
read that book, I know damned well you can speak
English.”’ .

He laid the book aside and smiled and then
answered slowly. "I speak English a little.”

Perfect English! That made me madder than
ever because for days T had been telling him what to
do by gestures and a word or two of German, and
all the while he could understand every word T said.

I talked to him a little after that. He was cone
of Himmler's 55 men and was proud of it. He
was genuinely surprised that the 55 was so un-
popular with us. While all the other prisoners were
openly defeatist, he only shrugged and said, “The
whole story has yet to be told. We are still fighting
unbeaten.'* . ;

Of course he was a Hitler enthusiast and was
cxt‘,up’r_.iunally_ well informed on politics in general
and his own in particular, After three years at war
he still liked the army. In his own words, "'l like
to play war." - (Somehow 1 want to think he didn't
know the exact meaning of play.) Now at twenty-
two he was a Nazi soldier for life—so he said.

He was something of an athlete and had won
medals for swimming. He must have been a like-
able fellow before all this trouble started. He

showed me a bunch of photographs of his girl friends,
and all of them were tops. **But," he said, "'I shall
never marry,”” <

When 1 asked him why, he smiled. It isn't
necessary, "

I urged him to tell the other paticnts a few
essential words of English-so thf.-.}rl-j-uwuld- R PIEsS
th?'msclvt-s better but he shrugped that off, too.

I am no teacher.” '

There wasn't much use in talking really. I =oon
saw that he lived in a different world than mine:
we looked at everything in a different way, While
I wait for peace, he waits for release and another
chance. And there doesn't seem o be much of a

chance to get togethe hi i
s E B r on anything with a fullow

Hi: has gone now. He was soon well and strong
Bagain. Onemorning when Icame on duty T founcd
him dressed in his blue-green uniform holding his
few personal belongings. He looked tight-lipped
and angry. He felt that he was going to be wronged
or mistreated. The prisoners fell into rank and as
gn}rl n}archm:! away I said, "'Good-hye, ﬁmtm!j'.'
5 ¢ smiled briefly as he answered Wiedersehen.'*

ut he left in the same mood as when he came.

What prison will ever change that feeling? I
-.u.ir:um]er if he will ever change or whether he will
always remain the same—so very German and so
full of indignation and fight,

{wundcr if " Wiedersehen' had a double meaning.

wonder if they will ever change,




By Sgt. SANDERSON YANDERBILT
YANK Staff Correspondent

HAT with the paper shortage and a ¢

wﬂ'f other thing,s.P it's possi'fble that ﬂ:‘:]:e

¥ sionally some Yank in the ETO fails to
find his customary copy of the London Times neatly
folded beside his napkin when he comes down to
breakfast in the merning. Perhaps it's even hap-
pened to you from time to time, in which event you
may have missed reading an article in the issue of
October 18th revealing what the German High Com-
mand was up to on D-Day. Briefly, it was up to
its neck in a state of snafu greater even than was
the corporal who ran the second floor of the barracks
I occupied back in basic-training days at Fort Eustis.
It may be worth-while to review a few highlights
of that article for the benefit of those who missed
it, after which I plan to send a German translation
of it, absolutely free, to the editor of Das Reick. 1
figure he might want to print it some week when
Guoebbels feels too bushed to get out his usual poop-
sheet about how hot the Kraut is when it comes to
military master-minding. .

The Times, of course, doesn't use the word snafu. -

“D-DAY ON THE TELEPHONE,” reads the
gentle headline of this always gentle newspaper.
“PERPLEXED GERMAN COMMANDS. FRAN-
TIC MESSAGES."" This introduces an account by
the Times' military correspondent who evidently
had just come across some transcripts of telephone
conversations between the top brass of Nazidom in
western Europe from the morning of June 6th until
well along into midsummer. To read these conversa-
tions, in the Times" polite way of putting it, “'gives
an impression of the helplessness of the high com-
mand in face of the invasion, and also suggests that
there was a good deal of confusion and misunder-
standmng.’”’ Check and double-check.

pPARENTLY the German High Command in France
Aun the morning of June 6th consisted largely of
“do-it" boys, with practically no ideas athall of how
“it'" was to be done. ““The first entry,” says the
Times' report of the phone conversations, 15 a call
from General Marcks, commanding the LXXXIV
Corps on the western flank, urgently demanding
reinforcements. There were other demands in this
vein.”” But instead of sending reinforcements,
Rundstedt, who was running the 5h_uw‘ in France,
merely “‘sent out a message to all units in Calﬁl?ﬁ
that the Fuehrer desired the Ianmhilatmn ?. e
allies by the evening.'’ To which, says the _ﬁmesi
“'the Seventh Army replied simply: “This will no
ht{?li?;:?%t';le Times” man has .'3.|Jp=_1rentll SEEN thas_m
transcripts and I haven't, but I'll still bet that's
ct translation of what General Doll-

not a very exa /
man, wh?rwas. in charge of the Seventh Army, had

on being told of the little job which the
Eh'::ws??r};r ’-"deﬁil‘g:l” done by evening. In fact, it
isn't too hard to imagine the scehe as Dollman
u;'ﬂund up his talk with Rundstl-dtl. tha,h]}r there
was a lesser general—we'll call him von Stinker—
hanging around Dollman’s qfﬁ-:e. and the conversa-
tion went something like this:

to Rundstedt on

CiENERAL DOLLMAN [sfpeaking

g FFushrer  desires  WHAT by
HT’?IF h;mH.J i T.hf. The annihilation of the allies b
EVFJNINGI .. The hell you say! .. . Listen, pal,

who does he think he's kidding? I've got ne more
chance of getting those monkeys out of Mormandy
by evening than Hitler has of hiding out in Palestine.

.« . Yreah, that's right. You heard me . . . Auf
wiedersehen to you, too (e slams down the recefver),
you stinker!

General von Stinker: You calling me, boss?

General Dollman: Well, T wasn't, but now you
mention it, you'd better be ready for action at any
moment,

Cieneral von Stinker: What sort of action, boss?

General Dollman {drawing Rimself do attention):
Consalidate your gains by a strategic withdrawal.
Forward 'to the rear! March!

Next, says the Times, Rommel, who was in charge
of an army group, grabbed the phone and “‘ordered
that, whether or not reinforcements arrived, the
215t Panzer Division should counterattack at once.’’
Well, a day or so after I read that, I also read that
Rommel had died. The Germans blarged an auto-
maobile accident and the Allies said he'd been suc-
cessfully strafed, but I've got a hunch that the
boys in what's left of the z1st Panzer Division could
give you the real low-down on who did Rommel in.

Shortly after the zrst Panzer Division had been
ordered to get on the ball, Dollman, of the Seventh
Army, hopped on the phone again to *‘inform’
Rommel that ““he had repeatedly asked for air
support and had received nothing,'” and that ** with-
out it he was helpless.”" To this, Rommel answered
that “‘the units of the Luftwaffe were changing
stations and would shortly be available.”
Apparently, Rommel could be just as much of a
fox with his own colleagues as against his enemies.

This stirring account of the Wehrmacht's might
now skips to June gth, when ' Romimel directed that
the enemy must at all costs be prevented from cap-
turing Cherbourg.’" Dollman, to paraphrase the
Times, said yeah, that would be a good idea, but
how about some reinforcements, without which, he
implied, Cherbourg was a gone goose,

ur Rommel figured he knew better. According

to the Times, he told Dollman that “'he could not
share the anxiety of the Seventh Army about Cher-
bourg' because O.L.H. (the German Supreme
Command] had it straight from the feedbag that
‘the Allics were going to make another landing
further up along the coast within a few days and
this would use up their available strength. Dollman
therefore didn't get his reinforcements, and what
he had to say about O.L.H. when, a few days later,
the Americans took Cherbourg and there was no
landing further up along the coast, the Times’
military correspondent evidently felt would not be
suitable reading for the subscribers to a family
TIEWS PR T

YANK The Army Weekly

Nor is there any mention of Dollman’s reaction
on June 1oth when, as the Times says, “the day
ended with another order from O.LTH. to ‘destroy
the enemy.’ "' Possibly the German for **Sez you!™
is untranslatable.

Dweath presently put an end to Dollman'’s miseries
and Rundstedt got canned, but the Seventh Army,
now under General Hauser, continued to have its
troubles with Headquarters, where the new com-
mander-in-chiefl was Kluge. Right from the start,
Hauser began getting the same sort of run-around
from Kluge that Dollman had been given. *'The
Seventh Army,"” says the Times, “‘was ordered to
withdraw its left south of 5t. Lo to the line
Villedieu-Avranches.” Easy enough, of course,
except that, as Hauser tactfully pointed out to his
boss, “‘the Americans were in Avranches.” So
then, says the Times, "it was decided that
Villedieu, if occupied, must be recovered.'

Being fresh at the game and not familiar with all
the kicking around his predecessor had taken,
Hauser apparently hung up without giving Head-
quarters the bird,

EXT, says the Times, Kluge "“got on to the tefe-
phone to Warlimont at the Fuehrer's headquarters

and summed up the situation. Avranches, and per-
haps Villedieu, were in American hands.” So what?
Sa, says the Times, ““Warlimont agreed to represent
the situation to the Fuehrer himsell.” Knowing
how the Fuehrer's intuition can louse up a military
operation, Kluge must have wished he'd stood in
bed.

Kluge, it develops, was not above rtting on
a colleague to keep himself out of a jam—or con-
centration camp, Calling up Warlimont again, he
went in for some plain and fancy buck-passing and,
as usual, it was the commander of the Seventh Army
—Hauser—who pot knifed in the back. In his tele-
phonic efforts to explain away the fall of Cl'l!‘rbl:lurg
to his superiors, Kluge told them that “part of the
responsibility for the disaster must rest with .
General Hauser for ordering the troops in the
northern section of the Cotentin peninsula to break
through to the south.' Implying that any idiot
should have known better, Kluge assured his bosses
that he "had countermanded this order g soon pe
he heard of it and ordered the reconstitution of the
front." Nice guy, this Kluge—eh, Hauser?

Kluge wound up by telling Warlimont that *“fresh
troops must be brought up from the Fifteenth Army
or anywhere they could be found . . | but at the
best he could give no puarantee that the enemy
would be stopped.”  Which would seem to be ahouy
the only moment in the whole campaipn when o
member of the German High Command really knew
what he was talking about.
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HOME TOWNS IN WARTIME

By Cpl. ANGUS CORLEY

r AN Fraxcisco, Carrr—"Dear Ma,” wrote a
' G1 from the Southwest Pacific, I certainly

could use a whiff of that cold, wet San Fran-
co fog down here. I'll never complain about it
ain." Maybe he wont, but a lot of other San
anciscans who stayed here did plenty of bitch-
g about the weather this year. Last spring was
cold and wet a season as the oldest Californian
n remember. Some people were afrdid the rain
ould continue right on through summer. It did.
Most native sons, though, say this kind of
pather adds zest to life, and it may be that
ey're right. There's plenty of zest in the town
» pther respects even though the wide-open stuff
 out. Army and Navy regulations limit men and
pmen in uniform to beer until 5 in the after-
gon, and the bars close down for everybody—
Jldier and civilian alike—at midnight. Liguor is
3ld by the bottle to servicemen for only three
ours a day, between 5 and 8 par,

The B-girls (B for bar}, who used to hang out
1 barrooms downtown making friends and in-
uencing people to buy drinks, got. the bum's
1sh some time ago. The military authorities fig-

SAN FRANCISCO, Calif.

ured they were a threat to morale and security.
DESpitl:: these restrictions; there are Prfbaﬁbli
more night spols now than ever before in a’r
Francisco. GI traffic through the town I3 hem;.;
and thers are long lines of ticket purchasers ;
every point of departure. Reservations long in ad-
vance are necessary in order o leave the Bay .:ﬂsrea
in any direction and there is now a GI ticket
bureau at the Embarcadero YMCA. h
The population of San Francisco, city an
county, has increased by about lﬁﬂtﬂﬂﬂ since the
beginning of the War, and the entire Bay Are:
population has increased from about 2 to 22
million. The community of Richmond, for in-
stance, went from 20,000 people to 100,000.
There's just as much trafficalong Market Street
as there was before tire rationing began, al-
though the paint jobs aren't quite as bright as
they used to be. Taxis are scarce and more dilapi-
dated than ever. The Toonerville Trolley cable
cars still rattle up, down and around the hills, and
the big open streetcars still clatter up and down
Market Street four abreast. The voters lagt spring
authorized the city to buy the Market Street Rail-
way. The 5-cent fare that some lines had is out
now and the T-cent fare is city-wide. Roger D.

apham, the city's new mayor, is given credit
Tf-::rrg::n.tt1:ing through the streetear deal,

There’s so much traffic across the Bay Tftridge
to Treasure Island and Oakland that there's talk
of building another after the war. Sailors now
drill on Treasure Island among 1!19 nude statues
and fountains of the 1938 World's Fair, and the
modernistic’ fair buildings have been converted
by the Navy into mess halls and barracks.

anpay s really Blue Monday. Most of the
M night spots chut down on that day because
of shortages of food, liq'uDF and help. 'Fhe Inter-
national Settlement on Pacific Avenue shuts down
almost entirely on that night, and some places
close two nights a week. ;

There's a shortage of beer, particularly the
well-known Eastern brews, and only a handful
of places serve draft beer. Good whisky in places
like the Top of the Mark costs about half a buck
a shot and cocktails run a little higher. In some
places whisky and cocktails are 35 cents a drink.

The Top of the Mark, incidentally, is one of the
places visited by all Gls coming to San Francisco,
whether or not they are native sons, The place,
which affords a magnificent view of the seaport,
is crowded every night with Gls and brass of all
ranks. For u little while the place was off limits
to Gls because it was charged that a sailor who
was under 21 had been served a drink. The case
was settled after a few days, but now the man-
agement inguires carefully about the age of any
beardless youth suspected of being under the age
when it is considered proper to drink or vote.

One of the most famous drinking joints in
town, the upstairs speakeasy type of -barrocom
that was run by lzzv Gomez on Pacific Avenue,
was closed when the 300-pound proprietor died
recently. The Black Cat, another favorite gin mill,
was closed to Gls for a couple of months because
of a battle roval that brought out the gendarmes,
but the customers simply moved across Mont-
gomery Street to the Iron Pot,

Most movie theaters have reduced prices for
servicemen, and most of the performances in the
Civie Center group are free for Gls, including
the symphony and chamber-music concerts in the
Art Gallery. The Geary and Curran Theaters,
side by side on Geary Street, have a nightly fare
of legitimate plays and musicals. All but the
moest expensive seats are sold well in advance

: for the opera season at the Memorial Opera

House. The burlesgue houses do capacity busi-
ness, but followers of this art form insist the best
strippers have gone into fields of entertainment
where there is more money.
_The baseball seasori ended with San Fran-
E:':ilu[wmmng the Pacific Coast League play-off
1§nde f & Tf- Los Angeles. The Seals tied with Oak-
rage i:.wh'”d place during the regular season
In. e I.v;.‘h Los Angeles took the pennant.
favored all, Abraham Lincoln High School is
pionshi o repeat this year in winning the cham-
ship among the 10 schools of the Academic

Athletic Association. Balboa High figures after:

:Ei iﬁfﬁ“ﬁs- And in college ball, Santa Claré.
still Siltif-lmw of Szn Francisco and Stanford are
Californi E the seasons out. The University ©
leam lhia at Berkeley, however, has 4 st}'ﬂﬂE
Jim P'h:iayear' and so has St. Mary's Pre-Flight:
side of thn at St. Mary's College, on the other
one brilli Etuamp‘-'ﬁ from Pre-Flight, turned put
figures toan team of 17-year-olds last season &
turn out another first-rate bunch.

L
A:ﬂ‘ﬁiﬁ; town are USOs, most of them pretty
ale set-ups, There is a Stage Door

teen, the
urzday EE?..P._HS...H {HFEQ Eflnt_ﬂﬁn i’fif-.,fég?;

I'."
. l_]



Harbor, The olg deportation

i Case agai

H;::‘:,'CBM%L lungshure leader, Aus.tgl;:ithme
S Tudges, is still in the courts, b hat
nasnt prevente e

i iii union from opening negoti-
Ee contract with the Water-
rs' Associati 7
You've probably b e
the high wacne o) . 2een hearing stories about
UEDN wages received b
SR o Ak ¥ war workers, but ac-
E to credit managers of th
stores, whose business 1o b, T t eldel_fmrl.munl
: W such things '
average weekly pay check in the shinyiode o
about $50—and that’ LR R
for taxes that's before deductions are made
U‘FThﬂKLh and Social Security.
Iwe1ﬂxfﬁ-h§m¥' prices have been frozen at the
ich prevailed in April 1943 :
OPA h o » and the local
o as ordered a roll-back in the price of some
Gm;c;sﬂlax;ranrt items to the level of October 1947
5 mp, ig: mstan::'e. 15 supposed to be a nickel
< restaurants but most of them still
L= \_!_E*ﬂ: a dime, The OPA is trying to enforce its
ceiling Prices but is handicapped by a shortage
:?I' investigalors. Servicemen have been asked to
report all cases of overcharges, and the OPA has
brosecuted a few chiselers who've been turned in,
Because of the housing shortage, cntire new
r'tmghbnr_hucds have sprung up. For instance, at
Candlestick Cove, near Hunter's Point. a settle-
ment of neat temporary dwellings put up not long
afi.erl Pr:ar; Harbor is now a self-contained com-
munity, with all municipal services provided for
its residents. The only thing it lacks is a squad of
women police such as was organized downtown
to replace cops called to a higher duty.
Temporary barracks for war workers have
been built in downtown San Francisco in front of
the City Hall in Civic Center. But apariments
and rooms are still hard to find, and there is a
strict ceiling on rents.

ations for a ne
[ront Emplﬂye

HE skyline has been changed somewhat by the

long-delayed completion of the new Federal
Appraisers Building at Sansome and Washington,
near the old Customs House. The building is of
white marble, 15 stories high, and is designed to be
earthgquakeproof. :

Fisherman's Wharf still looks the same as it
always did—fishing boats, nets drying, and piles
of crabs and shrimp. Part of the wharf area is
restricted, however, and Army and Navy guards
are posted at the foot of Taylor Street. .

A landmark of the rough old seaport d{l}rs
changed recently when the Harbor Police Station
at Harbor and Front was closed, The cops were
transferred to other beats and their job of pa-
trolling the water-front area was taken over
jointly by the Army, Navy and Coast Guard.

Historian Philip Guedalla observed once that
if a man rolled a dime down California Street
hill, it would gain enough speed to k1l]_a h_urslu
when it reached the botlom, provided it didn’t
knock down a Chinese at the corner of Grand
Avenue. Well, San Francisco's Chinese popula-
tion is as much a part of the picture as ever. The
Chinese held a celebration recently in honor of
the 7-7-7 feast—the seventh day of th!a seventh
month of the seventh year of the war UI-"IT.h Japan.
I{ reminded some people of the Chinese New
Year's celebrations, which have been .oned down

t since the war. .
SU'?;;;:& Historian Guedalla’s dime wu_u!dl Ee
maore likely to bowl over 2 T-5 and his g1r:3|um;
bernecking near a Chinese lamppost at fara e
Avenue, Or it might smash a Gl srxab}r—s;‘x"
hell and gone somewhere around the Ferry

Building. But it's still San Francisco.

wyou did it, Murdock! You did "

Cpl. Alda Morouech Jeflerson Barrocks, Mo
. P

One of the bombers smacked down flat on ils nm;. lis forward section was shattered and useless.

o§ g W
-

The other Liberator met o fate exactly epposite. In

B R A e LTEat e s
e, R e ook

Bomber +Bo

later, a second B-24 smashed

When a Liberator crashed on the runway of a Fifteenth AAF base

in Italy, pessimists Lt. Harry lLangham and T Sgt. Vernon Shaffer
waited for another crash and left the wreck untouched. A month

Shaffer built a new plane out of the two wrecks. And it flew.

= - P e .
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mber= Bomber- .

up nearby. Optimists Langham and

They will and thay do. This is the finished jigsaw plane, ready and able to fly back into combat,




Sawdust Commandos

strange and mysterious ways. Take a few

lumberjacks from Georgia, sume plough jockeys
from Missouri, a millwright or two from Penn-
sylvania, a salesman from Wisconsin, a university
professor from British Columbia, ' a gandy-dancer
from Indians, and other assorted civilians. Put
them in uniform, put them through the mill of
military training, and normally you would expect

sm.nzwm:m-: 1% Frasce—The Army works in .

! Yanks in the ETO

o -

to get out of the hopper an infantry company, an
artillery battery, or perhaps a quartermaster depot.
But now and then the wheels slip, and you get some-
thing special. Once in a great while, for instance,
you get an engineer forestry company.

You can tell that there's something different about
the outiit when you walk into a forest looking for
them, amd hear that high old piercing cry of
“Tim-berrrr " and the crash of a falling tree. For
a moment you may imagine that you are out in the
big pine country of Oregon. But this is France, all

oy PR L

o RIGHT) CPL. ROY WESTERFE o

ORS—ILEFT T
e SGT, MEWTON CAMEROM, wan.

MORTH CAROLINA:
COUVER ISLAND:

cpL, THOMAS WRIGHT, OF CANAD,

| o]
T —

b
L]

f“l

THE LOG |5 PUSHED ONTO A CAf
5 STARTS OM ITS WwWAY THRO {
TOWARD THE saWYER IN THE DA

right, and not far from the front at that.

You know there's spmething different about the
outhit when you come upon a gang of the men at
work. For one thing, they're wearing the first high
black boots you've ever seen in the U. 5. Army.
For another thing, they don’t talk your language.
You hear talk of swamping and limbing, of chokers
and jammers, of timber-cruisers and slab piles, and
of a mysterious Biltmore stick. You realize that
you are in the midst of a group of guys who would
only be happy surrounded by tall timber, with the
smell of pine tar on their hands.

I'r's a GI outfit, though—with axes and peavies
and saws and rigging for tools, instead of rifles,
mortars, and grenades. Hidden away in some of
the deepest forest preserves in France, these black-
booted muscle-men produce stuff that is essential to
keeping the tankers and doughboys rolling forwa red.
Lumber, timbers, pilings, railway ties—it's all
needed to build the bridges and roads, the docks
and railways that keep the army mobile. It's high-

- -
ol 2 __. L

IT TAKES A STACK OF GROCERIES TO FEED A COUPLE OF MILLIOM MEN BENT OM REDUCING
ADOLF'S DREAM TO A MIGHTMARE. THESE AMERICAN SOLDIERS ARE CHECKING THOUSANDE OF
CRATES OF RATIONS PILED OM A FRENCH DEACHHEAD FOR MEN NOW DEEP M FORTRESS EURDPE.

Gis SCOUT LATEST STYLES IM A PARIS SALOM. APPROVING LOGKS (FROM LEFT TO RIGHT]

3 :::p::m ﬂ:' PVT. CLINTON WORTHLY, BROOKLYN: PVT. HOWARD WILSON, PHILA-
i S[SOT. LEWIS FAMIGUTT), MEMPHIS; PVT, L. SIZEINORE, BERKELEY, CAL
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JOHM LaND,
ASHLAMND, ORE.

JOHM RHODEN, JACKSONWVILLE, GA: PVT
SALEM, MO; 5/5GT, RAY F‘RIEEI. Y

BT, THOMAS HARDING, CHARLOTTE, N.C.. 15 AN "OFF-
DEARER." HE SMATCHES THE BOARD CFF THE
CARRIAGE AFTER THE BIG 5AW RIPS THROUGH THE LOG.

priority merchandis:a. and the compact, portable
saw-mills that turn it out arc equipped to work 24
hours a day.

You might think that this being a hard working
crowd of lumberjacks and saw-mill men it would be
made up of a bunch of lop-cared, bullnecked,
tobacco-chawing giants, long on brawn but a mite
short on book larnin’. Matter of fact, the brawn,
the fahu]uus_wuodﬁman’s appetite, and the tobacco-
chawing are there, but so is the larnin’. About 40
percent of the outht went to college, and the
average 1.0Q. is around 110. That's what comes of
having ex-forestry professors working as T/ 5s.

This engineer forestry outfit is really two com-
panies, working together as a team. COne, com-
manded by Captain Winton M. Bernardin, who ran
his own lumber business in Dawson, N.M., is head-
quarters company of the only Engineer Forestry
Battalion in the Army. It is set up to act as
administration, Ssurvey, and supply fpr three
lettered companies. Its letfered companies, how-
ever, are at present somewhat put of reach. When

EN'" WERE CAUGHT S5SNI
HEM. OMES TEM YEARS
oDUCTS OF HITLER'S Y

THESE EMBRYO "SUPERM
N A WOODS MEAR AAC
EOURTEEN—BOTH ARE PR

PING AT U.5. SOLDIERS

oLD, THE OTHER 15
OUTH MOVEMENT.

TIMBERRR! BYT. RHODEM AMD T/5 JIM DAVIS, CHETEK.
WISC,, ACE LUMBERJACK TEAM, SHOUT A WARNING
THAT AMOTHER BIG OMNE 15 TOPPLING TO EARTH.

""' { - ST %
= = —atll®” ik o

7 FINAL PROCESS M THE FASHIDNING OF TIMBER. PFC.

JAMES T. HAMKINSG, SUMMERYILLE. GA. OPERATES
THE CUT-OFF SAW WHICH TRIMS poARDS TO SITE

last heard from, two were in the South Pacific, and
one was headed for India. ‘‘But they still are
officially part of my outfit,’’ says the captain. "I
don't have much control over them, but if France,
New Caledonia, and India don't make us the most
scattered battalion in the Army, I'd like to hear
of one to beat us.”

The other half of the team is a separate forestry
company, not part of the original battalion, but
trained by it back in the days when HQ was Dead
Indian Creek Camp, Ore. (altitude 4,700 t.).
Commanding these men, who are the real loggers
and saw-mill men, is 15t Lt. Maurice C. Reeves, of
Edwardsport, Ind., who before he joined the Army
worked for his state’s Conservation Commission,
doing wild-life surveys. Thus he has the necessary
woodsman'’s know-how, though he considers him-
self a rookie forester compared with some of his men,

and thelingo that goes withit, entirelyin the Army.

SUME of the men, however, have learned this trade,
Take S/Sgt. Al Rabin, a tall, serious mill foreman,

AT old T/5 Io

sy that he has blossomed %5

knobby knees. |
walking around ;_f:;“:'ff.:% 2 case of

MEXT THE LOGS ARE LOADED OH HEAVY TRUCKS. LT.
MAURICE C. REEVES, EOWARDSPORT, IND.. THE €O,
SIGMALS THE JAMMER OPRERATOR TC LIFT THE LOG,

e
EIMISHED LUMBER 15 STACHKED 14 THE YARD TO DRY
B WITHOUT WARPING. IT WILL BUILD BRIDGES, ROADS,
DOCKS AND RAILWAYS FOR OUR TRAVELLING ARMY.

for example. Al, before he was greeted by his
friends and neighbors, was an assistant shoe buyer
with a large department store in Milwaukee. To
him a tree was strictly the business of squirrels and
red-breasted nuthatches. Now Al bosses a gang of
gents who are called doggers, setters, sawyers, off-
bearers, edgermen, tailers, and cot-off men,

Then there’s Cpl. Harold J. Liesh, who holds
down the job of saw-filer and who used fo operate
a linotype machine for a newspapet in St. Paul,
Minn. The corporal's biggest worry right now is
shrapnel—from the last war. For today his saws
are biting into logs taken from a French depot and
these have old pieces of shrapnel imbedded in them,
which raise hell with the tecth (*‘dogs") of his saws.

5/Sgt. Joseph A, Hager, of Los Angles, who
was born in Germany, sums up the immediate goal
of the outit pretty well, '“That Black Forest in
Germany,”” he says, “that's where 1 want to go.
The Germans love the forest more than anything in
the world. Chop the bastard down.™
—By a YAMK Field Corrospondent
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The thermometeor rose as some states
held out for g late Thanksgiving,
there were promises of turkey for Gls
and warnings that there would be
little for civilians, the stork flew in
strange ways i#s wonders to perform,
and a couple of movie stars jumped
the gun on the gossip columnists.

:':_:;_31-[:?:6 itéad 33 l:Etciic on t‘dhe weather, At
' sudde urned migh

there last week and many i.‘.:uzumunit-ies'?n':1“!';1E.-WJ!'?IIJI'E1f
west and East barged into November with tempera-
tures of the kind yon'd expect to find on Big League
diamonds, not Big Ten gridirons,

Weather Bureau records for this time of YEAT Were
broken all over the place as the mercury hit 75 in
Mu{umpﬁhs. 77 in Chicago and Indianapolis, and
a4 nice round Bo in S5t. Louis. In the East it was
almost as freakish—75 in Columbus and Detroit,
74 in Buffalo, 73 in Philadelphia, 68 in New York
City, and 65 in Boston.

Things weren't so hot, though, out in North
Dakota, where the mercury was down around the
low 20s. From Bismarck came reports that a 1z-inch
fall of snow had clogged roads in the western part
of the state, especially north of Dickinson. The
oWy three inchhes r:'l.m-.g as far wesk 2z fhe Montans

state [ine, and there were furmes in Fargo and Grand
Forks.

As for that political campaign which reached its
climax in the midst of such unseasonable weather,
this issue of Yank went to press before the results
of Tuesday's voting were counted. Consequently,
all that can be said here about the ontcome is that
the man who won is a cousin of George D. Spencer,
of Minneapolis—unless, that is, Norman Thomas
or one of the other minor-league candidates unex-
pectedly crashed through as the winner,

Spencer said last week that he is a descendant
of one Thomas Ford, and that so are Franklin D.
Roosevelt and Thomas E. Dewey. He also said that
both he and his brother, W. H. Strong Spencer, ?f
Sandusky, 0., were voting for Dewey but that his
sister, Mrs. Mary Spencer Holl, of Toledo, O., was
casting her ballot for Roosevelt.

ALL that sizzling campaign oratory back home

Maring -“'—"‘?‘"
in the Pacific.

“FDME, AND SUNK.
otlar o yeor ﬂf cnmbﬂ* []
POY savings. And Hher whot happene

McCoy came home to Seaitie, Wosh.
He bought @ houseboat with his back-
well, the McCoy hame sprung o leak

FROM H

Ul

It cost the major parties a fistiul of dough to
fight the campaign. On the eve of the voting,
reports filed with the clerk of the House of Repre-
sentatives showed that the Republicans had spent
£1.688,000 through October z30d and the Democrats
$1,052,000 throngh October zqth. The Republican
National Committee had received contributions
totalling $2,428 000.52 to back their man (the
reports didn't indicate who put up the four-bits
and tuppence) and Democratic supporters had
chipped in $1.,003.000.

Mo matter what the thermometer said, the calendar
said it was November and people were inevitably
leoking forward to Thanksgiving. The President
came out with a proclamation making the fourth
Thursday of this month—November 23rd—the
official holiday, although in some states there was a
mix-up over the matter becanse there are five Thurs-
days in November this year,

Back in 1941, Congress a law making
Thanksgiving the fourth Thursday in November, and
41 states, as well as the District of Columbia, are
going along with the Federal statute this year,
However, Florida, Tdaho, Nebraska, Texas and
Virginia plan to hold oot for the traditional last
Thorsday in the month and thus will ohserve the
holiday a week later, on the 3oth. What's more, it
looks as if Arkansas and Georgia, owing to varous
legal difficulties, will please both sides of this hot issue
by celebrating Thanksgiving on the 23rd and again
on the joth, ¥

Whatever the day on which the home folks sit
down to the traditional Thanksgiving feast, they're

gping, o have tn Bt a"l.fmg, withonak, *,\:.ﬂ&a};, unleag

they're lucky. The War Food Administration in
Washington warned civilians that there just ain't
going to be enough gobblers to go around. By Christ-
mas, yes, maybe—but certainly not by Thanks-
giving, because the armed forces still haven't got
all the turkeys they want and until they do none
will be sold to commercial butcher shops.

And the armed forces, for whom Thanksgiving
will be November 23rd, are going to get turkey, but
plenty—or so they were assured by Col. H. R.
McKenzie, of the Office of the Quartermaster General
in Chicago. He said that 95 per cent of all men and
women in the services, including PWs, will receive
turkey on Thanksgiving. The Red Cross, accord-
ing to the colonel, is taking care of the PWs, having
already shipped processed turkey in 1z-ounce cans
to prison camps in Germany via Switzerland and to
those in Japan via Vladivostolk.

-
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Not counting the food sent to prisoners, a thump-
ing 6o million pounds of turkey will be distributed
to Yank soldiers and sailors throughout the world,
McKenzie said. Last year the armed forces took
only 35 million pounds, but a lot of boys have passed
through the induction centers since then.  Troops in
the tropics will get butter that has been specially
treated so that it won't melt, even if the mercury hits
110, It is not believed that large quantities of such
butter willsbe needed in the ETO this November.

Continning with its wamings to housewives, the
War Food Administration said there might be
enough turkeys to go around in areas where the birds
are raised, but that the outlook was bleak elsewhere.
The big tufkey states, as listed by the WFA, are
Arkansas, Arizona, California, Colorado, Delaware,
Idaho, Illineis, Towa, Kanzas, Minnesota, Missoun,
Montana, MNebraska, Nevada, New Mexico, North
Dakota, Oklahoma, Oregon, South Dakota, Texas,
Utah, Washington, Wisconsin and Wyoming. That,
talking turkey, would skem to leave 24 states—just
half of the nation—in the lurch,

Your folks may be in a spot when it comes to
turkey, but they ought to make out all right in the
matter of getting a Christmas tree this year. The
Forestry Service of the Department of Agriculture
expects there'll be enongh trees to go around and, in
announcing this cheerful bit of news, disclosed that
cutting had already been going on for a fortnight.
The home folks will probably want, and get, some-
where between 1o and 15 million trees, according to
estimates based on purchases in previous years.

Half of these will come from the Pacific Northwest,
the Forestry Service said, observing that Montana
alone will probably fumish three million. The rest
will come from Canada, the Lake States, and the
Northeast. Minnesota, which cat three million trees
last year, will probably not do quite so well this
season, but this won't affect the national total much
since a third of the state's trees are bought
within its own borders. Maine, Vermont and New
Hampshire will turn out a normal supply, but pro-
duction will probably be down somewhat in
Pennsylvania and only half of what it used to be

in New York.,

AsmE from the election, the big news of the week
on the national and intemational fronts was

the recall of General Joseph W. Stilwell from his

post as head Yank in the China-Burma-India

Theater, which was simultaneously split into two

commands—China and India-Burma, "It was 1o

ported in the press at home that the recall of the
colorful four-star general, widely known as * Vinegar
Joe,"" had Been demanded by Generalissimo Chiang
Kai Shek because Stilwell had insisted that the
Chinese leader switch his best troops over from a
blockade of the Chinese Red Army to a full-scale
war against the Japs. President Roosevelt told
reporters that the whole thing was “just a case of
personalities.’t The WD said that Stilwell was due
for "a new and important, but at present undis-
closed, assignment.'’

Donald M. Nelson, former head of the War Pro-
duction Board, prepared to leave for a second trip
to China where, acting as Roosevelt's personal repre-
sentative, he was expected to set up a Chinese WER,
Nelson, it was said, would remain in the Orient oily
a few weeks, but he was taking along a deputy
to stay on the scene and carry on. . This was Howard
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Coonley, a former colleague of Nelson's on the WEB
as well as a former president of the Mational Associa-
tion of Manufacturers,

Secretary of State Cordell Hull entered the MNaval
Medical Center at Bethesda, Md., for a physical
checkup and while there was_visited by the Presi-
dent. Later, in describing his visit to reporters,
Roosevelt plainly took notice of romors that have
been going around about his own health when he
instructed the journalists to write down everything
he had to say on the subject. He then said slowly

. that he had been to the hospital, that he had not
been examined there, and that he had simply gone
there to see Hull, Asked when the Secretary of State
would be getting out of the hospital, the President
replied that he was no doctor.

Acting Secretary of State Edward R. Stettinius,
Jr disclosed in Washington that the State Depart-
ment is planning to expand and modernize the
American foreign service which, he said, will include
“a heavy representation” of veterans of this war.
So maybe someday you'll be shedding thoss ODs
in favor of pin-stripe pants, silk topper, and cutaway.

On the other hand, maybe you won't. 1In a chart
designed to help guide discharged GIs into civilian
jobs for which their military training may be of
zome help, the B'nai Brith Vocational Service
Bureau in Washington suggested that an Army cook
ought to be able to make out fine mixing paint.

James L. Fly, chairman of the Federal Communi-
cationz Commission, who has frequently been accused
by some Republican Congressmen of trying to pave
the way for government domination of broadcasting,
resigned from his post to return to his private law
practice in New Yorlk, )

Henry Ford, znd, ap-year-old grandson of the
inventor of the flivver and now executive vice presi-
dent of the Ford Motor Co., announced in Atlanta,
(Ga., where he was conferring with dealers and
regional managers, thatt his firm is counting on there
Leing at least 4o million car owners in the States
after the war. Looking forward to a whole slew of
buyers, he said the Ford Motor Co. has definitely
decided to put out another and lower-priced car.
Ford went on to explain that his company will be
ready with a $150,000,000 plan for expansion and
reconversion as soon as the government says okay,
and that this will include building a new assembly
plant and a new manufacturing one. The assembly
plants at Buffalo and at Long Beach, Calif., will be
reopened, he said, the plant at Memphis will be

expanded, and at least ten parts depots will be set .

up at various points, including Denver and Atlanta,

It may not interest you a great deal right now,
but when you get back you'll find that Special
Delivery stamps now cost 13 cents instead ol a dime;
_Illmif"-"i Inst week.

ROBABLY ¥OuU don't think you're getting a lot of
phewing gum, but neither are the folls back home
~_and much of what they do get is lousy. Gum is
made of chicle and chicle comes, or used to eome,
from the Far East. Almost ol of the limited amount
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of gum put out under popular-brand labels nowadays
is going to the armed forces, so don’t be surprised
if, as you march up Fifth Avenue, the kids holler:
“Got any gum, chum? "’

Don't be surprized, either, if, when you're march-
ing those last happy miles, you see newsboys selling
papers with headlines telling of how that big mass
sedition trial in Washington is getting along. This
action against 30 persons charged with having
conspired to undermine the morale of the 17,5, armed
forees has been going on since last April, and
lawyers participating in it say that it may continue
until 1046, at a cost to the government of $130,000,

Paul V. McNutt, head of the War Manpower
Commission, announced in Wazhington that the
Army has quit recruiting civilian doctors but that
the Navy is in “urgent need’’ of 3,000 more.

THE. weelk pmduce:] a pood deal of obstetrical
news. In Philadelphia, Mrs. Kathleen Hatcher
Cirnimello, 3o, of Upper Darby, Pa., gave birth
to guadruplets—three girls and a boy—after suc-
cessfully undergoing a Caesarean operation. She
had only a spinal anaesthesia, which meant that she
was conscious thronghout, but she scemed to come
through all right and s0 did the kids. The one who
really suffered was the father, whose weight dropped
from 155 pounds to 143 during the month preceding
the operation. Cirnimello, who also is 30 and hails
from Okmulgee, Okla., met his wife, a’native of
Brooklyn, six years-ago while they were both work-
ing for the government in Washington. They had
a baby four years ago, also by a Cacsarean operation,
but it died a few hours after birth. The most recent
additions to the Cirnimello family were bom 81X
weeks prematurely, The mother had been told to
expect twins, although doctors studying X-rays had
known for some time what was really on the way.

Out in St Louis, two women gave birth to three
babies in the office of Dr. Harry Rich, hecauss no
room could be found for them in a hospital. The first
to arfive were twins, born to Mrs. Luciile Nf{mc!{.
2B-year-old wife of Paul Novack, a motor machinist’s
mate, 3rd class, who is now under treatment in the
Treasure Island Nawval Hospital at San Francisco
after serving in the Pacific. Dr. Rich said his
patient had been refused admittance by seven hos-
pitals. These institutions, he added, furned ‘?Dw"
Mrs. Novack on the grnunds that, unless the diihwel‘}'
were handled by a staff physician, they conldn't take
her in for the $50 maternity fee which the govern-
ment allots to the wives of servicemen. Dr. Rich
said he thought the hospitals were opposing the
government plan becanse they looked upon it as a
step toward spcialized medicine. A day !at:r_r,_st:ll
in his office, he delivered a girl born to Mrs. Winifred
MeTntire and said: " 1'll maintain an cmergency
maternity ward as long as I have ol .

In Chicago, Mrs. Joseph Dicling gave birth to a
healthy, six-pound girl after 17 years during which
she had borne ten babies, all of whom either were
stillborn or died at birth,

Parents lexmed with relief thot the infantile-

MNICE MICE, |
and June Hﬂve: 5
ta have their |on

5 Anga -
both TB";}'-:-I:‘E:_“CD“E.’ Jeanne Crain

Ids, appear in court
contracts approved.

a-tarm Mavie

paralysis epidemic, spp ;
terrible one rluri“é “{-}:?Hd e
There had buen g IL
months as C‘Jmpﬂrpﬂl EIJ
breaking one of ““'ﬁ
Jerome Usdg Fosts :
Co., of Hrml?ir}r%z.l E:f-“i.ldent of the Perfect Thread
New York on a charge n?i; hl!l&‘ _in $5,000 bail in
privates out of combat by 1 LA0g to keep two AAF
Radovich, 24, of Log '¥ bribing Major Walter V.

intensity only to the
hlf't_ war, was about over.
fLa:w:s. reported in recent
27000 ddring the record-

CBl who iz now Angeles, 4 fAvi e aE
¥ - i ; v ¥ing ace o the
Field. US. Attl:rm]t.’_-:-hr detention at Mitchel

said that Usdan, wi John F. X. McGohey
sought by the FBI . Co-defendants now hl‘in.f.';
clubs in M"‘“hﬂi‘lﬂn' IL“h‘.rl:_:'thmnrl Radovich at night
i:GlIEht him severs] T-i.'l-':_.‘-i';;fils wife and child presents,
o keep Pyt Morrs 1105 and paid him §7,00
:lit_‘:;:ldanttl_s brother, m:&‘j-';“,t wt?qn is 21 and the
ctting i V. arti R ¢ 2
Hnrlm*!'?ch. ':Igit-.l:-‘h,,T;;:-ﬂw“? of 1.11:-"1::-‘1:]1:13'['? I[,I:u:i.::
out of an alerted :\i} ﬁ-tm”*‘fl'rrutl the two privates
a medical branch of ['n"‘:"s organization and inta
s own Ajr Commando unit,

th fwe



>

™

s MR BT

Ny

- Atcording to McGohey, Radovich
£ .ﬂ}east four Jap planes,

slas . o am BN

subsequently i

ast, shooting dowy,

! Tescuing wounded
- paneg, and blowi S0 men by
‘:ﬁt‘“. said MCGE?IE::? t?_.ré €nemy ammunition traiy,

troubling him, so he repe Major's conscience he i

2 ’ 1 the whole deal t iy
E«D ];'ra ho pliced him under detention and s:.hiﬁl hf's
him ck to i{he Sl.;atﬂ_-;. where the Army put th F'Elt.:l
wise to the situation. Pwt. Bayer is m{:’ sta:i FRI
m;_!lille U.S. and Pvt. Usdan is Overseas e
omas Midgley, 55, the in i =
line, died at his home near Cu‘fﬁnmtﬁﬂfé_t h}ﬁeg?l?é
: 4 ! TS as a result of
sf 1;1;31]':11{:1:[ Ipa:}a]yslsband was evidently -;t[ii;]:.tf ?;
[E=3 in s sleep by the hames - Z
ponstructed to help himself in ang ;u:r 1:1:1[. cbgha:ll,.le e

“tiliguished himself iy the Far &

rank R. Moses, twice tmaster
FME?‘-* and publisher nfpfhe Marshnnil M}-E.'af il
Chronicle, died at the age of 61. He had e
hiz own obituary and a few hours after hiswét“en
‘his widow filled in some blank spaces he ha.de?t[h
for the appropriate details concerning when ae&
where he died. She sent the copy by mmngerr-;_
the offices nlf the Chronicle and the staff of the pag -
found it waiting when they reported for workp e

Mrs. Thelma Bonde, who was born in Sw-cde-n
and became a rooming-house proprietor in St. Louis
after m!gratmg to the States, died and left almost
her entire estate, valued at more than $20,000 to
the U.S. Government because, as she explaim:d in
fier will, * 1 made my money in this country.'’

Rex Stout, chairman of the Writers' War Board
and Dorothy Thompson, syndicated columnist on
international aﬁ's_lirs. resigned as officers of Freedom
House, an organization of liberals, but the directors
of the outfit refused to accept the resignations, so
bath writers stayed on. The trouble started when
Stout got sore because Miss Thompson said his
advocacy of a “hard” peace had given Goebbels
some readymade propaganda.

Vemon T. Pickett, zg, a discharged sergeant who
was formerly with the AAF and a graduate of the
Missouri School of Mines, walked into an employ-
ment agency in an office building in downtown Los

Angeles and asked the interviewer there, Zella Hertz,
how she was making out in landing him a job as a
technical engineer overseas. Told he'd have to come
back next week, he stepped over to an open window
and jumped out. He landed on a car parked in the
street 13 floors below. The medics said that,
although he was plenty badly hurt, he had a chance
to pull through,

It might have been better for the Consolidated
Edison Co., of New York, if it had never fired
Isadore Wolfsohn and had just kept him on the
payroll, cleaning latrines or something. The firm
let Wolfsohn go 3o years ago and he’s spent his
time since then setting back peaple’s electric metars
and splitting the savings with the hogseholders he
thus served. The law finally caught up with
Wolfsohn, a 53-year-old electrician, of Yonkers,
N.Y., and now he has been sent to the pen for an
indeterminate term of up to three years. Edison
officials testified at his trial in the Bronx that his
little racket had cost the company over a million fish.

Koy Vincent, an investigator for the District
Attomey of San Luis Obispo, Calif., landed in the
clink for having an unlicensed still on his ranch,

Lucille Ball, red-head of the movies, divorced Sgt.
Desi Amaz,

Mrs. Isabella Farnum, 46, wife of William Famum,
the Hollywood actor, suffered a possible fracture of
the vertebra while watching a boxing match between
Watson Jones and Fitzy Fitzpatrick from a ringside
seat in Los Angeles. The accident occurred when
a spectator rushed down the aisle, climbed up on
the ring, lost his balance, and fell back on her neck.

Humphrey Bogart got into the news as a peace-
maker and also a battler.  While in a Hollywood
night club, he broke up a fight that was threatening
to come off between George Jessel and an Army
liputenant by stepping between them and counsclling
calm. Jessel later explained that the looie, whom
he didn't even know, had come up to him and
accused him of “trying to steal my girl.”

A few days later, Bogart announced that he and
his wife, who had been separated for two weeks,
had become reconciled. “1'm poing back home,'
he said. “May and I have decided to try it all

YANK The Army Weekly
over again. We're returning to our normal hatt]ing,'}'
He referred to his mate affectionately as " Sluggy,
and explained that he did so “on accmmtnof she
slugged me so often.’” Said Mrs. Bogart: "1 love
him. In fact, 1 adore him." ’

Another Hollywood reconciliation was that of
Bela Lugosi and his wife,” who left him several
months ago. The actor said that Mrs. Lugosi, whom
he married 11 years ago and who is the mother of
G-year-old Bela, Jr., had agreed to a dllsmn'.sal of
her divorce suit: 1 have courted her with flowers
and candy ever since she walked out,’” the actor
continued, *I've been shaving regularly—that was
one of our troubles. I was a careless husband.  As
a European, 1 expected things too much my oWn
way in the home. American girls don't like that.
They want things more fifty-fifty.'

Veronica Lake announced in Hollywood that she
and Andre de Toth, film director, will be married
* sometime before Christmas.”

EaTRICE LILLIE, the English comedicnne, arrived
Bin MNew York to star in a new musical comedy. It
was her first trip there in five years, and she couldn’t
believe what she saw. " Mink coats everywhere!
she exclaimed. “And the American women's
wonderful, happy demeanor! It's wonderful, T'm
surprised at the tremendous number of taxicabs. T
wonder if they're all occupied.’” Miss Lillie was in
London during the blitz of 1040 and was bombed
out at that time. In 1942, her son, Robert Peel,
an ordinary seaman, was reported missing and pre-
sumably lost in action. Since then she has spent
a lot of her time outside the British capital, enter-
taining Tommies throughout the UK and in the
Mediterranean and Near East, ;

In Beverly Hills, Cedric Gibbons, the movie
director, married Hazel Brooks, a film actress and
former Powers model. They said they'd kept their
marriage license on ice for two years.

Hedy Lamarr and her husband, John Loder, told
the press that she is going to have a baby next June.
It isn't polite to count on your fingers, but even
Winchell could hardly have been expected to score
a'scoop on that one,
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Demobilization (Cont.}
Dear Y awi,

. . . There have been numerous letters in your
column complaining about one or more aspects u%’.ﬂm
demobilization scheme. The plan was supposedly
the regult of direct interviews with a cross-section of
men of the Armed Forces. If a eross-section actually
did express their views, how do yon now account for
the disappointment expressed?

Exactly why Army Officials deemed it advisable to
shift the responsibility of demobilization to make it
dependent upon the views of a cross-section of the
army, 1 fail to understand, These same officials must
have seen both thyme and reason in the Selective
Service Act which, with all its failings, attempted
and achieved one broad plan for acquiring men for
the service—dependency and age. All in all, Select-
ive Service attempted to take last the older men and
those showing greatest dependency. This plan un-
questionably received the approval of the Army
because even now, with the rate of induction greatly
decreased, men over 26 years of age and those having

dependents are the last choice.
/5 MARTIM SCHECHTER

Belginm,

Dear Yask,
After reading the demobilization article in Yark,
there were so many of us incensed at the prospective
plan that we decided to have an open discussion on
the matter. We wonder if all the " thousands " who
had been inbsmﬁated when the original plan was
drawn up had the same opportunity to think or
whether it was a sort of harum-scarum affair: a
question popped and an immediate answer expected,
Also, could the thousands asked possibly have been
eoldiers with long overseas and combat service behind
them? . . . The essentials of our plan are outlined
below. :

Of first importance is age, meaning thirty-eight as
the minimum ; secondly, overseas service ; thirdly,
length of combat service ; in fourth position, depend-
ents—be they either children oranyone else who may
be looking to the soldier for their daily bread ; and
fifth, length of service, beginning on September 16,
1940, i

w’l‘hiu seems not to be considering the lads at home
to any extent ; but they have an equal chance with the
other soldiers on the first, fourth, and fifth points . . .
As to the point in the original plan that those with
medals should be given consideration, we feel that
they have had their recognition, and there are many
more, medal-less, who have served their country
equally well. . . . 5

Air Force Base.

Patriotic Pin-up
Dear YaNK, ;

To the Four Ex-Hedgerow Hoppers please forward
these four pictures of the Statue of Liberty. They can
be carried conveniently in their wallets or can be
pasted in their helmets (glue fornished for the pur-
pose). I always carry one and hope to see the lady

in person again befors many more 8-
P o X Y?pl.lu.:i.mm

Sgf. GRADY WEST and 11 others

Britain.
[Four one-cent postage stamps received and for-
warded—Ed.]
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88 To The Bar
Dear Yank, i

... A friend of mine received a letter from his
girl and she stated that she was going to a dance
that was being held to build up the morale of some
Gemmnpﬁmmn{warimamuh}rf‘
camp. . . -

DBer here I am trying to make it as tough as I
can for the enemy by doing m mﬂ‘.ﬁ:"“- I see
my best friends getting crippled and ki » Betting
prisoners who go back to the States to sleep in beds,
pat " A" rations, drink beer, and to top everything
have morale dances with owr women. Boy, what
1 wouldn’t give to have the girls hereso 1 eould show
them the type of dances the heinie is giving us!

Py, FELIX WENGEL

France.

Horrible Mistake
Diear  Yank, y

... In the October 22 issue you have an article
* Glider Trip to Holland " by Ple. George Groh.
This able correspondent made the long glider ride
into Holland with one of our Troof Carrier outfits in
order to write the story of such a ride. His story
was interesting and well written—up to one horrible,
hair-raising point.  He referred to Troop Carrier Com-
mand as Transport Command ! ; 3

If you want to see a Troop Carrier pilot go raving
wild,” just credit Air Tramsport Command or Air
Transport Groups of Air Service Command with the
work of Troop Carrier Command, Of the'three, only
one flies combat missions. . . . J

Please pet it straight, gentlemen, the outfit in IH'iIE
army that carries paratroopers and tows gliders into
combat is Troop Carrier Commuand.
LE ). H. MeMILLAN, A.C.
Britain.

Diear YWANK.

In your article “ Glider Trip to Holland " (Oct.
22 issue) this sentence appears, * A Glider pilot told
me that all in all it was the roughest mission the
Transport Command ever flew.” T don’t want to
become a “ griper * about my unit not receiving

credit, but too often we of the Troop Carrier Com-
mand are called Air Transport. So may I raise my

feeble protest? If there were any units of ATC
towing gliders into Holland, I, for one did not sce
them.

Britain.,
[Scallions to us ; of course It was the T.C.C.—Ed,]

Short Story
Idear Yamk,

In regard to the claim of the shortest last name
in the ETO as made by " Jumpers Jumping Joes "™
(Oct. 22 issue), I thought it might be of intercst to
them to know that the honors will have to be divided,
We have 3 man in our squadron by the name of Ek ;
T/Sgt. Herbert K. Ek is the full name. Herb has a
cousin in Italy, Earl Ek and a brother in the states
named Roy (NMI) Ek. He also has a sister in the
WACs, 15t Lt. Edith Ek, This all brings to mind
the old saying, " What's in a name? "' :

England.

TROOP CARRIER PILOT

HOSS

and 5 for sale anly to those in the armed services.
military censers.
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Vicious Cycle
Dear YANK:

Higher headguarters here jg in a tizzy over
the increased avoirdupois of members of the
WAC, Did it ever oceur to them to get to the
root of the trouble—ill-balanced meals? It is
not at all unususl to have an gll-starch meal—
potatoes, beans, corn and the inevitable bread
pudding side by side on the tray, Of course we
spread. Who wouldn't?

What green vegetables we do get are greasy
with pork, which, incidentally, seems to be the
meat staple. Salads are gooey with mayonnaise
ar other fattening dressings. Desserts are usu-
ally puddings, pies or rich cakes, and seldom
fresh or stewed fruits

Of what use is exercise which only works up
an appetite? We tramp in, hungry after our
exertion, and-find lots of carbohydrates to re-
place what we've managed to shake off at -PT.
It's a lqstnig battle, We're all gaining weight
and most of us aren't happy about it either.

Appeals for a better-balanced diet get us
nowhere. Menus, they tell us, are made up in
Washington. Wouldn't it be more efficient to re-
vise the menus than to E,lan a rigorous PT pro-
gram without the diet to go with it?

Fastor Field, Tex. —5g1. JESSICA E. WILSON

B The War Department thinks of -every-
thing. See WD Memorandum No. 600-44
(16 Sept. 1944): “SALE, BY QUARTERMASTER, OF
GIRDLES AND GARTER BELTS TO FEMALE MILI-
TARY PERSONNEL [N CONTINENTAL UNITED
STATES,”

Storiss, features, pictures and ather moterial fram YANK may be reproduced if th
erved and apecific prior pafmission has been granted for each item to be redrody LA

Signal Corps=22 and 23, Sgt.

Protests Sentence
Dear Yank,

. » - Here's something that kind of pot under our
skins, We refer to a little news item which appearcd
in “ Mews from Home,'' Yawk, Oct 22, A former
German Count, Wilhelm Albrecht von Bressentin,
was caught transmitting information on ship mowve-
ments and other military matters to the Nazis. He
also admits having used invisible ink to send secret
stuff to German agents. Here's the pay-off ; he is
sentenced to only 20 months in the pen.

This is only one example of several such cases we've
heard and read about, Wealways thought spies were

ced.  Contents reviewed by LL 5,
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“'Lt. Hirotaki, sir, are you sure we're fighting in California?”

supposed to be shot during wartime. In Germany
his life would not be worth a ha'penny. The FFI
knows how to deal with rats. Why can't the courts
at home do the same?  Tlo they realize that in
a little over two years, this so-and-so will be free to
 plotand lay the foundations for the third world war?
Do they konow how much of his information was used,
how many ships lost becawse of it, or how many
American lives lost? Justice, NUTS!!]
TWO WOUNDED INFANTRYMEN
Britain.

. Longer Y-Mails
! Dear Yamg, Y
' . . In order to make possible the more extensive
use of V-Mail and actually make unnecessary Air-Mail
letters in most cases, thereby saving much needed
on planes coming and going from the U.5.; why
wouldn't it be possible to enclose, number serially
and clip together or otherwise group these sheets ad-
dressed to one person and have a reasonable hope

sould all arrive together? . . .
o " Cpl. F. M. CAMEROH

France.

My Bonny Lies . ..
Dear Yane, i

We have noticed that the general opinion is that
the single men are destincd to remain in the army
of occupation.  After recovering from this dreadful
shock, our shell-shocked minds still remained stumped
on this enigma. The prevalent rumor among foxholes
is that the married man who will be entangled with
overseas post-war military duties will be granted the
privilege of having his wife rejoin him wherever he
is stationed if possible, That is all well and good,
but, dear Yaxk, here is the situation confronting
nur war-weary souls—What in the hell is to happen
to us single fellows? Are we to be granted the same
privilege and also the cost of bringing our sweethearts

over ? FIVE SHAFU'S
Holland.

Airborne In Sicily
Dear Y aANK, » : -
Have noticed in several different copies of your
magazine about the Rangers in Italy, the latest being
Oct. 15, 1044, titled : * Study in Sound."" - All of us
will have to admit the Rangers are one of the best
sombat units in the Army today. But what we can 't
pnderstand is where do they get the idea they held
that beach-head north of Salerno by themselves? It
so happened there were & number of us Airborne
fellows followed them ﬁnh:JyIInssr;;u:; bf::rtnl:nyt'ﬁ:::;
; he Rangers might also It :
::::J‘T;s tzc-if uverg:hn aid station in the church im-
i fter Janding. ) :
m;df:il]ﬁ;g ?f you will check back Wﬁ?eﬁfwﬁgfeﬂfm;
i wmember there were a . v
;!;?f:n'nt”.fh;a?tl?:f the twe Ranger i;af{a#l!;rns facing
wpifre German Army.
what seemed to be the r_nst‘;:.; ;;:H“E A aE THEAE

Holland.

\T

Double Talk
Diear Yawk, :

After the Japs are beaten, will the boys in the
Pacific come help us end this war in the ETO, or will
they go back to the States first?

3 Sgt. E. E ADAMS and 13 othar
Britain.

Small Arms Range

Dear Yaww,

We have been reading Yawk ever since its first
edition, and we are very appreciative. We have been
overseas now nearly three years, and’ we can sure
realize how important Motor Transport is, for we arc
a part of it, in a small way, At least it seems small
as we have never heard any praite or read about any
of us getting any medals for cur work.

In regard to the big write-ups the Red Ball outfit
has been getting in some recent publications, it
seems to us that no one has ever mentioned the

drivers and vehicles that move the supplies to the

front line troops from where the Red Ball drops it
off. We can truthiully say that we have never seen

° and never hope to see (for their sake) a Red Ball truck

within small arms fire range of the front lines, although
we have been under such fire many times,  We know
f x 6's are pretty big targets, but when they tell us

o * get ‘em through,'" we just cross our fingers and

push. We know the Red Ball deserves a lot of credit
for its work, but how about us? i

Our infantry wnit has been in combat for three
months now, and we know that every infantry divi-
sion has groups just like us ; so how about it, YANK?

Either give us a break or at least sign our ticket.
SERYICE inl COWBOYS

France, Hth Divislon

Well All Right!

Diear YANE, _ i
We claim to have the fastest fox-hole digger in the

in rst Lt. John W. Kelly, The Germans had
-[-Eh':tén. C.P. zn-m{‘d in with artillery, when Lt. Kelly
made a mad dash for the yard where he proceeded
to grab a shovel and start digging. After he hm: cl;:g
for 1 min. and a half, he jumped in the hole.

Finding it too small for his massive frame, he pro-
ceeded to kick the rest out with his big fect. Do
we have any competitors?  We [the boys from Dog
Co. paratroop Inf) would like very much to know.

Sgt. GRIFF
Holland.

Wild West Stuff
Dear Y ANk, i

Congratulations on your editorial, " A $rovo
Bill1*" 1t was spoken right out of my heart. _

Much of the innocence of the American public
toward the war comes, in my opinion, from Holly-
wood,  Everybody has seen some of the hair-raising
stories about the Gestapo, bayopetting innocent
victims and raping young girls, with the hero dying a
glorious death after blowing a few hundred Nazis to
where they belong. While much of this is undonbtedly
true, it has been presented by Hollywood in a Wild
West fashion, the Gestapo being the horse-thieves!
The public leaves the theater with tears for the hero
and contempt for the bad Nazis, and glad that the
government is taking care of them. Hundreds of
tiresome propaganda films, with grotesque happen-
ings, completely distort public opinion as to the real
motives of this war. These pictures are, perhaps,
pood money makers, but are more destructive to the
morale and fighting spirit of our nation than most
people seem to realize. The public grows tired of
seeing “ that propaganda stuff,"”" As a result, when
a GOOI picture is made, true to reality, it is doomed
to neglect as soon as the public becomes aware that
it is " just another propaganda picture, "

Only very few producers have attempted to bring
put the troe Nazi psychology (e.g. * Address Un-
known ") to show what the Gestapo does to family
life in Mazi Germany ; to show them as a sneaking,
vicions, silent, shrewd bunch of police agents who
search for no other erime than that of people being
democratic enough to have an opinion different from
those in the MNazi guide-books ; to show how they
spread among friends like a disease, cansing distrust
within the family, preventing unity, and thus con-
trofling public opinion. How are we to find a key
to unlock this unholy scheme? Certainly not by
showing pictures aboul the " dumb " Gestapo, in-
evitably outwitted by the bright hero!l ., .

“There is no reason why the public cannot be in-
formed adequately, and be warned of the danger of
their ¥ It-will-all-work-out-somehow * attitude,  An-
other war is nobody’s desire.  Hut with press and
picture agents on the outlook for sensationalism and
flag-waving we are on the best way to World War 111,

H. M. M., U 5 Army

Britain.

YANK'S AFN

Highlights for the week of Nov. 12

1501 =MHATIONAL BARM DANCE'—
s“Hnl? Fovorites from Tha haylell Includo I

Lufubelle and Scotty, tha Hooslar Hol
Shots, and Pat Butirmm.

1830—AMOS "N ANDY* ~The weekly
habi-hour by radia's famous minstral fans.

2030-AMERICAH BAND OF THE AEF*— |
A Aaw Heme on the alr for Major Glenn
Miller and hiz craw,

2105-MILDRED BAILEY SHOW®=A
solid session of swing. Paul Barron's
Band mnd puasts.

1901 —MUSIC HALLT—Bing's varioly
ihow  with Marilyn Maxwall, the
Chariotesrs, and John Scott Trotter's
Orchastra. -

1001 —COMMAND  PERFORMANCE" =
With Spencer Tracy introdu<ing the Pied
Pipars, Cass Dalley, Jo Stafford, Gloria
daHaven. LoisBuller, and Johnny Marcar,

1330=YANKs RADIO WEEKLY.

1945-FOOTRALL—A play-By-play,
shorl-wave acoount of one of the day's
big leotball games in thoe States. Alse
a daily Sports Roundup at 1755 for
compleata datails of tha reams
parlicipafing.

* Also heard over the Allied Expeditionary
H Forces Program.
MEWS EYERY HOUR OM THE HOUR.

AFN In Britain on your dial:
1375 ke, 1402ke. 1411 ke, 1420ke. 1447 ke,
Z218.1m. 213.9m, 2126m. 211.3m. 2073 m.

AEF broadcasts shortwave frem 0BOO to 1200
hours on 6.195 mg.

AEF also continues on mudlu';'n wave from 0555
to 2305 hours on 583 kc. or 514 m.
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SO YOU KNOW FOOTBALL?
_. s Po RTS: THEN TRY THIS. EASY QUIZ

By Sgt. DAN POLIER

S
T SN

-.
il
1
'

ERE is YWawk's first all-football sports (a) T formation. (b} Flea Flicker, (c) KF-78,
Hquiz. a good proving ground for vour (d) Single Wing, (e} Double Wing.
knowledge of football: personalities and 4. What school made the “From Rose Hill
events, In scoring vourself. allow five points to Rose Bowl"” cry famous?
for every guestion vou answer correctly. A 5. Here is a list of some of the greatest
score of B0 or more is excellent, 70 is good. feotball players in history. Can you name the
80 is fair, 50 is passing. 40 or below is failure. college teams they played on? (a) George
1. Identify five out of seven of the coaches Gipp, (b) Sammy Baugh, (c} Mel Hein, (d} Red
known by each of the following nicknames: Grange, (e} Ernie Nevers. J
! {a) Slip. {b) Rip, (c) Biff, (d) Bo, (e} Clip- 6. What was the largest tie score between
& per, (f) Spike. (g} Greasy, two major teams since 10307
b 2. What score was changed two days after 7. What are the dimensions of a football
j the game was played because of the refereg’s Held? (a) 110 yaras by 60 vards. (b)
grrar”? 120 yards by 60 wards, fec) 110 yards by
3. Pop Warner originated and glorified . 53 1/3 yards, {d) 120 yards by 53 1/3 yards.

8. Identify the following: fa) Iron Major,
{b) Iron Men, (¢} Iron Dukes.

9. Who threw the longest completed pass
in the history of football and how far did
it travel?

10. If Georgia Tech played Northwestern,
who would be the opposing coaches? ;

11. Name the receiver in the following
pass-receiving combinations; HRockne to
TSt 4= I £ Tt st .

12. What player made the All-American
team both as a tackle and fullback?

13. How many of the following coaches
had teams that played in the Rose Bowl:
Jim Crowley. Lou Little, Amos Alonzo Stagg,
Wallace Wade, D. X. Bible, Wallace Butts.
Stub Allison, Carl Snavely?

14. What Eastern team completed its sea-
son undefeated, untied, unscored on and un=-
invited to any of the bowl games?

15. What section of the country does this
all-star line represent: Schreiner and Milner,
ends; Bauman and Wildung, tackles; Bevan
and Houston. guards, and Bernard, center?

16. Give the nicknames of the following
All-American backs; (a) Goldberg of Pitt,
{b) White of Colorado, (¢} Borries of Navy,
{d) Warburton of Southern California. (e}
Rentner of Morthwestern.

17. What are the five big bowls and in
what cities are they located?

18. What schoal was famous for its Punt,
Pass and Praver teams?

19, Just between us, when was Army's
last victory over Nawvy?
=+—30. Pictured on the left are Notre Dame's
Four Horzemen, horses and all. Reading from
left to right, can you name them?
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HEN Al Schacht, the top-hatted baseball
clown, arrived in Dutch New Guinea he
asked the welcoming committee: “Is there an
outfielder on this island? I'm a Brooklyn Dodger
scout.,” . ., Ens. 5id Luckman won't be spending
his week-end passes with the Chicago Bears

SPORTS SERVICE RECORD

this fall. He has been assigned to a tanker as
clerk and “ship doctor.” . . . Paul Waner, Waite
Heyt and Paul Derringer have replaced Lefty
Gomez, Don Gutteridge and Billy Jurges in the
overseas baseball line-up. Waner should go over
big with the Gls; he's an amateur magician,
an entertaining story teller and a good fourth
hand at bridge, . . . Here's the way Sgt. Peley
sarron, ex-featherweight champion, sizes up his
opponents: Best in-fighter, Henry Armsirong;
hardest hitter, Barney Ross; best right hand,
Johnny Datto; best left hand, Fidel La Barbao; best
footwork, Freddie Miller; most colorful, Kid
Chocolate; hardest tc hit, Davey Abad.
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Gen. Mark W. Clark
r the heavyweight
e [ A s a Ar-

FAMOUS FIGHTERS. Lt.
talks with §/5g1. Joe L“‘fis_ .uﬂe

Cpl. Billy Conn and his “Blockbusters." as his
troupe has been dubbed, will follow 5/5gt. Joe

Louis into the Mediterranean Theater. Louis.

moves into the Persian Gulf Command, | . |
Lt. Comdr. Harvey Harman, thé football coach, is
serving aboard an aircraft carrier. . . . In case
you're interested in such things, ringside seats
at the boxing shows in Rome are selling for %3
« . . Discharged: Lt. Col. Bernie Bierman, Minne-
sota football coach, from the Marines. . . . Heinz
Becker, the Cubs' German-born catcher, has a
cousin in a PW camp in Texas. . . ., Sgt. Tem
Gorman, ex-Giant pitcher, who organized a GI
baseball eircuit in the Middle East, is back in the
States, stationed in New Jerseg. . . . A shipping
order has wiped out the crack Bainbridge Naval
Station baseball team., Such stars as  Elbie
Fletcher, Freddie Chapman, Sherry Reobertson,
Dick Bartell and Maxie Wilson are headed for the
Pacific war zone, . . . During one of his baseball
broadcasts, Dizzy Dean was struggling with a
War Bond announcement. In the middle of a
paragraph, he thrm:l.r the script aside and said:
“By golly, I sure wish I had a.gun so's I could
go out there and shopt me some Japs." Twenty
minutes later he was besieged with telegrams,
saying: "Who's holding you, you bum?"
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How New Zealand veterans ate
rabbit stew, seized a German
house, buried their dead and
moved one hill nearer home.

By Sgt. JAMES P. O'NEILL
YANK Staff Correspondent

rH THE EIGHTH ARMY IN I1'a.|.1r—Th_is
w New Zealand infantry battalion fought in

Greece during the black, hopeless spring
of 1940, Its men fought in Crete. They made the
brutal evacuation across the Mediterranean to
Africa, where they re-formed, sweated in the
desert for two years and then spearheaded the
New Zealand drive at El Alamein, They forced
the bloody crossing of the Sangro in Italy. T!‘lf‘!p'
fought and lived in the rubble that was Cassino.

Now, four years after they first faced the Ger-

mans, they were preparing to take a little town
named El Romula in the north of Italy. Their
ppponents were the lst German Paratroopers. It
was the same bunch they had fought in Crete and
Cassino, and the score now was one all.

The battalion CP was located in a farmhouse,
and when I showed up I was taken to the adju-
tant., He was 2 dark, good-looking Kiwi, v-_fjtti
gray rings under tired eyes and a sad, cynica

grin. His name was Carson and he was a captain,
I asked him if it would be possible to move on
to a company CP, but he refused to take the re-
sponsibility, *The Jerry is oh-pipping too well in
these hills,” he said. *“We might be able to move
you at night, but that is a matter for the colonel.”

After discovering that “oh-pipping" meant ob-
serving, I asked where the colonel was. Capt.
Carson said that he had taken a wounded major
back to the next farmhouse down the road. The
major had been wounded in the leg and head by
shrapnel the night before, but had raised hell
when they tried to take him to a hozpital “T don't
need a hospital, I need a warm bath!" the major
had yelled; so the considerate eolonel had taken
him down to the farmhouse where there was sup-
posed to be a Crane bathtub, intact.

I waited around, and before long the colonel
and a medic returned with the major. They de-
posited him in one of the rooms, and then Capt.
Carson and I went over to the colonel. "We didn't
give Bert Reilly a bath after all," the colonel
complained. “Some of those crazy Maori jokers
stole the bathtub.” The colonel refused to let me
go further until that night. He said if the attack
succeeded he would see I got to a company CP.

The night's objective for the battalion was the
town of El Romula and a farmhouse directly
across from it and in front of a hill numbered 373.

. The artillery was to lay down a heavy barrage

and then the infantry was to move in for cloze

F ik g

work. The attack would begin at 2200 hours; the
colonel said to get as much sleep as possible, since
the orders might come down at any moment to
move up to the company CP. He said I could bunk
with No, 11 platoon, which was being held in
reserve here at battalion CP,

WENT over 1o the platoon mess truck with Pvt.
Max Strawbridge, a driver, Most of the platoon
was gathered around, cooking dinner and sam-
pling a keg of chianti. The cook was Pvt. Alec
Gillon, a former sheepherder from Tarahaki, New
Zealand, who was announcing proudly that the
meal would be “a baffling mess of everything.”
The main ingredients were 30 tomatoes, 16 fresh
eggs and two rabbits. "I'm going to mix it all to-
Eether with a little preserved butter and salt,”
Gillon said, smacking his lips. “The mess might
not sound so good, but it is miraculous what you
so;n]ftm'u_ea Bet out of a combination like this.”
e 1:}" invited me to dinner and I accepted, con-
ml 1.;;1:15'1‘;;.1 can of peas that was floating around
Ieﬁu 4g. 1here was also a badly bashed packet of
threﬂn."mme powder, which Gillon accepted and
s Al :ntu; the pot, together with the peas. “Might
Dwéis atsria;?lll}.?wj't fieeds,” said a boy named
it assistaln:vrl_»tuhuli huge mustache. who

lheTt;*?elTEZn ?t No. 11 platoon were typical of
helmets S around here. They wore no
5, preferring their herets op stray Itie hats:
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e 3 . ey looked like espee:
A Sonlelior B T e b
i m;;i:;ledmu-th'enl eves and the dark tense lines

_ EI’ tan complexi

Pyvt. Gillon's stew w ke

Hulce powder and all, Aft i
owd - er dinner we sat
L!;i} lvl:thlt?]r;n”;::_g lunf‘: talked. Most of the ta?lzot:%[;
nielas” (girls) back home
s : § and w

Tﬁr}a x-.g:lgie;.zp 11hem uﬁ'cun. Then Gillon and é}f?
J on, another ex-sheepherde ho
:-an?_n f rc:m Palmersmn, performed a }'-’Iau:-rir 'h:ktilu
a umlern. bluc&cyrd!ing dance that used tq be:
dnnibs_ the Mam'ls in the bushes of New Zealand
to show their defiance of the white man After
l;ha_t WF_: had a fm-.:' tohera, which iz g shellfish
elicacy that the Kiwis receive in packages from
home. It is & eross between an O¥ster and a clan
and tastes wonderful ;

“In the morning,” promised Gillon, “we wil]

have some more tohera or y i
. . Prepared the '
with condensed cream,” R 4 =S e

“That," said Owen,. “w

ill be something to —
and much worse tg eat.” # 1

BUT when [ awoke the next morning. Gillon and
most of the platoon had already gone up the
line. Strawbridge, the driver, was the only man
left.” The boys took Romula, but they had a sticky
time of it,"" he said, “They had to send the TESErye
platoon up to help, Alec =aid 10 tel] you he'd give
vou those ereamed tohera up there, and Owen
said to tell you if you value your stomach pray
that we don't take the town. There is also a mes-
sage from the adjutant: he wants to see you."

Capt. Carson was studying a map in his room.
He explained that the battalion had won its ob-
jective, but that the Maori battalion on the right
had run into a little trouble. We now held ozt
of the town of El Romulo and were currently
working on a farmhouse at the foot of Hill 373.
“The colonel won't let you go into town,” Carson
said, “A Jerry time bomb just blew up a house
and killed eight of our men and we're afraid they
have more planted there. But you can go up to
the farmhouse. It might be interesting. A com-
pany from the Maori battalion is going to try to
take it. Some Spandaus inside the house have
teen holding them up. but we're sending a tank
te smoke the Jerries out. If we get that house.
we'll go after the hill tonight.”

A major from the tank outfit was to direct the
tank fire. and I went outside and waited for him.

There was a smal] Kiwi in the yard behind the
house with a pencil and piece of paper in his
hand. He was going around to the various men
sitting the;re and tapping them on the back He
would smile, ask them something and take down
their names, He had straw-colored hair and
f!'(iﬂkl?ﬂ, and he wore a freshly laundered shirt.

Hels our padre,” a Kiwi explained to me. “His
name is Capt. Joseph Sullivan, but everyone calls
him ‘Holy Joe’ He's the most popular joker in
the div, but he isn't popular right now, He's try-
Ing to get a detail to go after come of our boys
who were hit by a Tiger last night.”

“It isn't that we mind burying them,". zaid
a tall, thin Kiwi. “But four vears of filth and
war with a joker and he's bound to he your
friend, and now that it's near the end, burying
¥our pals is & disagreeable job. We'd rather do
anything than get on one of the padre’s details.”

Soon Capt. Carson brought out the major from
the tank outfit and I started up the road with him
toward the farmhouse with the Germans. About
a mile up the road we came to a small building.
There was a Kiwi sergeant standing in the door-
way. No sooner had we arrived than a Sherman
tank lumbered up behind us and came to a stop.

“Are you with that tank. major?” the sergeant
asked.

The major nodded. “We plan to take a few
cracks at that farmhouse across the way,” he said.

“Well, begging vour pardon, sir,” the sergeant
said, “would you mind taking vour cracks and
getting the hell out of here? That tank is bound
to draw fire and we've had our share"

THE major agreed, and he and I went up to the
second floor of the little building to watch the
tank fire on the farmhouse with the Germans, Wa
could see the house sitting small on the top of a
ittle rise. The first shot from the Sherman went
over, but the next one hit and so did eight more
after that. They were all aimed at the bazement
where the Spandaus were, but from the holes the
tank made it didn't seem possible for anyone to
come out of the cellar alive, Then Kiwis some-
where else began to lay down a mortar barrage
and we could see a platoon start to move in
toward the house,

When they were about 300 yards away, the
mortar barrage stopped and the platoon opened
up with small arms, Then the men started to run
toward the house. They were about 50 feet away
when a grenade blew up in front of them and one

YANK The Army Wﬂw

of the Kiwis went down. The rest were almost up.

to the house when two civilians crawled out of a
cellar hole and began running away, The Kiwis
didn't pay any attention to them. Both of the
civilians started down the rise; they got about 20
yards and then one stepped on a mine and went
up in a cloud of dust. The other kept running.

Wow I could see dark forms come out of the
cellar. They were Germans, about 15 of them, and
they all had their-hands up. Four Kiwis started
to hustle them back to the rear. The rest of the
platoon disappeared into the house.

The major and I went downstairs, where the
sergeant, who had been standing in the doorway,
was now brewing some tea, We sat down and
sipped tea and talked about what we had just
seen. After about 20 minutes one of the ohservers
came down and said apologetically: “There's a
Tiger tank monkeying around over on the hill
I'm afraid he's planning to come this way."

The sergeant told him to report its position to
battalion CP and ask for some artillery, The other
Kiwis sitting around the place began to put on
their helmets and check over their weapons. 1
asked the zergeant if he intended to go out and
take on that Tiger. “Well, no," the sergeant said.
“but if he comes this way, we'll have to do some-
thing. It isn't comfortable to sgquat in a farm-=
house and take a load from his 88."”

The sergeant and I went out and took a look
at the Tiger. It was coming across a field toward
us, still far away and looking small and unreal,
but not far enough away for me, The sergeant
called one of the other Kiwis to him. "Go over
and tell that tank-destroyer bloke we're expecting
a Tiger for tea,” he said. The TD was camou-
flaged in an orchard behind us. In a few minutes
a lieutenant came running out of the orchard. He
was very excited,

“This iz the first chance I've had to use this
Bun,” he said to us. “It's a virgin."

“I hope it remains a virgin,” the sergeant said.
“I don't like any kind of tanks, theirs or ours."

“¥ou jolly well like them when you get into
trouble” the lieutenant said. And he walked back
to the orchard, muttering to himself.

But before he could get his gun going our artil-
lery opened up and a huge cloud of dust blew up
around the Tiger, hiding it completely. They
threw in about 20 shells, and when the dust
cleared there was no sign of the Tiger, The lieu-
tenant had popped back out of the orchard and
was standing by us. “Damn that arty of ours,” he
said, sadly. “I was just getting a bead on that
monster when the dust began to fly. I wish the
blopdy div wallahs would let me get one shot out
of the TD." None of the infantrymen seemed very
impressed with this statement, which saddened
the lieutenant even more.- “Don't know why I
camp up here in the first place,” he muttered as
he walked off. “I certainly wasn't appreciated.”

HERE didn’t seem much else happening, so I said
Tgnod-h:re to the sergeant and walked back to
the battalion CP. The burial party had returned
and there were seven graves by the side of the
house, One of the Kiwis [ had talked with before
was sitting on the ground, writing names on white
crosses. He had already finished two names. 1
went up and looked at them and saw that one
was the name of my friend Owen, the small assis-
tant cook who had told me to watech out for Gil-
lon’s tohera recipe. I said to the Kiwi that it was
a shame about Owen, *“Yes," he said. “It's 2 shame
about all of them. After Greece and Crete and
the desert—." He didn't finish the sentence. From
the cellar of the house came a loud, raucous New
Zealand song. *Hamlet’'s .men must have found a
keg of vino somewhere," the Kiwi said He ex-
plained that was the name they gave their burial
parties. “I wish they would either give up the
vino or the singing,” he said. “It sounds awful
when you put them together.”

That night the Kiwis took Hill 373, They moved
up the steep underbrush in the face of heavy
mortar fire and finally reached the summit, where
they found their friends, the German paratroop-
ers. They went to work on the paratroopers with
knives, bayonets and hands, and mopped them up
and kicked them off the hill. Then they dug in
and licked their wounds, and Hely Joe and Ham-
let’s men buried seme more dead. As they sat in
their foxholes, waiting for the rest of the division
to catch up with them, one of the Kiwis said
there wouldn't be a decent drink left in Italy by
the time they finished with the country.

“No matter, chum,” a friend of his said, “At
least wé're one bloody hill closer to New Zealand.”
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“EBH, OHl LOOXS LIKE ICE 15 FORMING ON THE WINGS!™

—5gi & Roslin

“AND DON'T FORGET, HAROLD, SHE_ MAY BE SOMEBODY'S SISTER.'

=Py, Johrny Brysen
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“AWRIGHT, YOU GUYS, LET'S GET ON THE BALL"
=Pvi, Tom Flannary =5 5gt. Sidnoy Londi




