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Here aro thren neer can soldiers who were killed in battle on the beach at Buna, New Guinea. This photograph—and others ke it
A ‘i ﬂr war—was released by the Government to give the over-optimistic and complacen! section of the American
Biic a more realis “eiure of the war to show that American soldiers, as well as German and Japanose, are dying in battle,




LT. COL. JOE KATSARSKY, commander of PEC. DALE HUTSON was once in furniture PFC. HERBERT HATHCOAT worked in o coal
the infantry battalion which drove o wedge business at Groand Rapids, Mich. In the battle mine at Hanceville, Ala. At Munda he escaped
through Jap pesitions to the sea in the battle for O'Brien Hill he broke through a Jop machine- Jap grenade which wounded two buddies, later
for Munda airfield. He's from Battle Creek, Mich. gun nest near road used to evacuute wounded. came close to being ripped by machine-gun fire.

By Sgt. MACK MORRISS weary and somewhat bewildered, started back through the 1st Battalion
lines. Behind it came the Jap, engaging its rear elements, In the jungle
YANK Staff Correspondent there was a confusion of friend and enemy, and for a while nobody
rri 1. S. rorces 1% New Georcta—"When they got on the target, knew exactly what was going on, least of all the Jap.
one Jap went 40 feet in the air, over the tops of the trees, just But' he soon learned. He had been following a unit in withdrawal,
floated up lazy like, turned over one time and came back down. and he ran flush into another unit of unknown strength, firmly em-

“Then there was another that went up like a pinwheel, all arms and placed on- O'Brien Hill. The withdrawing unit moved through, its rear
legs twisting in the air, He was an officer, 1 think, because I saw a saber elements disengaging the enemy and leaving him tc the men of the
gn one way and a pistol the other. Next morning I stumbled over that 1st who waited for the counterattack to reach them.
saber and Howie got the pistol. There was one Jap blown plumb out At 1430 the Jap hit and the fight was on. Twenty-gix hours later it
-of hiz pants. We found the breechez hanging way up the limb of a tree.” was over. An estimated enemy body of two reinforced companies, which

That was how 1st Sgt. Orville (Pappy) Cummins of Spokane, Wash., just about matched the battalion’s strength, had been so completely

described the results of mdrtar fire on a Jap gun position during one of  wrecked that in the days to follow there was no evidence of it again,
the 12 days that his infantry battalion drove a wedge from the jungle- The first contact, when the advaneing enemy ran head-on into light
and behind Munda airfield to the sea. '
s They fought three separate actions, each as different from the other
as night from day. The story of the battalion and particularly of 1st Sgt.
Cummins’ & Company is the story of jungle combat—of attack and
counterattack and then attack again,

Their first engagement lasted seven days. It was fought on a hillside
and in a gully that was the jungle at its worst, where visibility was nor-
mally 15 yards and the war between Jap and American was waged at
a distance that was often not more than 15 feet. y

The hill was named O'Brien Hill for 1st Lt Roh_ert M. O'Brien of
Everett, Wash., who died there. A second hill, immediately to the front,
was named for 2d Lt Louis K. Christian of Pullman, Wash.,, who had
received a field commission from the ranks on Guadalcanal and was
killed at the beginning of the seven-day fight. 4

The battalion had shot its way from the line of departure to O'Brien
Hill, and on the afternoon of the second day C Company attacked due
west toward Christian Hill, followed by B Company. When they reached
the foot of the slope and could go no farther, they pulled back to allow
the artillery and mortars to give the place a working over.

Then, with B Company in advance, they tried again next day. The
battalion attack was again stopped cold. Insult was added to injury
. when the infantry found itself being shot at with our own Weapons, our

grenadesr our BARs. Some of the Japs even wore our jungle “zoot suits.
Tn some previous fight their take had been good, and they made the
mf‘;ttif ;,:rght coming on and the enemy still intact, the battalion pulled
kl to O'Brien Hill, and set up a perimeter defense of outposts pushed
BRG ahead of a circular main line of resistance. They were there on the
out th day, throwing fire scross the hill in front and directing fire at
fuu:'mng point to their left, which was under assault by another unit.
a st':} T the ffth day oceurred a series of events that were the beginning
of a battle with all the trimmings.
The unit on the battalion's right had pushe
hit and had been ordered hack to reorganilze.

d ahead, had been badly
At chow time the unit,

PVT. JAMES NEWBROUGH of Mcnument, Colo., probahl
talion when laps tried o frontal assault. Sighting his E;ﬁl‘um:cﬁ:::&du his !btﬂ-
barrel’s under side so thot ne part of him wos above ground, he fired :i*?n:ﬂﬁ;ﬂ



'PFC. HOLLIS S. JOHNSON 2D LT.
aof McKenzie, Ala., covered Pv. [
James Newbrough with o BAR when

dim was holding off the enamy,

machine guns, rocked him hack on his heels.
For two hours, in the light of the afterncon, the
attack came in squad Broups as the Jap sought
to probe the defensive lines, to see what this
was he had smacked into. He stabbed inquisi-
tively here and there, testing the front, testing
the flanks, with six men, then a dozen, rushing
forward. He got nowhere, When darkness came
the battalion heard him digging in.

On the battalion’s right flank was a saddle that
led from O'Brien Hill to another rise to the right
front. To the immediate front, stretching from
right front to left, was the gully that was dense
with jungle. The forward slope of O'Brien Hill
was fairly open. The outposts were at the edge
of the jungle and the main line of resistance not
more than 15 or 20 yards behind them, with the
CP a little higher and to the rear.

That night the Jap, more sure of himself, came
in. He came across the saddle and up from the
gully. It was obvious that he was trying his old
trick of attempting demoralization because he
yelled like a Comanche when he rushed, and
when he was preparing to rush he yelled threats:

“American soldier will die fonight. Prepare
to die, Yank-eeg!"

He worked by familiar formula, throwing in
his little -grenades which exploded with much
noise and little effect, tossing in his knee-mortar
shells, pouring in his fast-firing, brittle-sounding
automatic fire. His yelling, which was mostly in-
articulate, was constant, and the men of. the
battalion yelled back insult for insult,

“Americans cowards!"” yelled the Nips.

“Tojo eats 1" yelled the infantry,

Three times during the night the Jap attacked
in what would amount to platoon strength, and
each time the attack was cut to pieces. That night
the 30-caliber light machine guns did the work
of the defensive design heavies. In the morning
the air-cooled lights looked as if they'd been in
a fire, with their barrels burnt crange and flak-
ing. But they kept on firing.

In the jungle the first light of dawn always
brings heavy fire, and this time it was heavy.
But the Jap tried no further attack. He was zav-
ing himself for something else, perhaps waiting
for a better time.

Patrol Protects Supply Line

At 0800 the battalion, commanded by Lt. Col.

Joe Katsarsky of Battle Creek, Mich., sent out a
combat patrol to the extreme right flank. They
cracked a body of Japs who were attempting to
cut the line of supply and then work into the
flank and rear.

By pulling out the officers and men for the
patrol, the Battalion weakened the perimeter, but
it had to be done. The Jap had machine-gun fire
on the supply trail, cutting it off, and men died
as they started back with casualties or came for-
ward with supplies. Drivers were shot at the
wheels of their jeeps. Before it was over four
jeeps blocked the trail. f :

The patrol went out, fought sharply and with-
in two hours was back again, just in time. The
Jap apparently was aware of the move, and even
hefore everyone was back in position the grand
assault got under way. Nothing could I:?E more
typical of the vaunted Japanese do-or-die tech-
nigue than the 45 minutes in which they stormed

the battalion's defense. : .
Everything in front of the battalion came for-
rd, screaming. Jap bullets raked the hillside

_I.-.raa g;rézing fire that ranged from 6 inches above

;Ee ground to 3 feet. Shelter halves that had

publication Tssved weakly
I'I"I::h hbmpwru?:: fm:f the Port Office at

ROBERT BROWN of Belling-
ham, Wash., taking it easy in o Jap camp
chair and fanning himself with a Jap fan,
led o platoon during the fight for Munda,

by Headguarters Detachment, Special Service, War De
ww Vork, New Vork, under the Act of March 3, 1879
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been stretched above foxhoies were cut to rib=
bons and the sticks that held them up WELE
splintered. The men tore them down to avoid
getting entangled in the canvas.

The Jap= used tracers and explosive bullets that |

trailed a brief string of fire and cracked sharply
when they hit twigs. The Jap soldiers came for-
ward in bunches, leaping and running like mani-
acs and yelling at the tops of their voices, Their
bayonets were fixed and they might have tried
to use them, but they never got that close. Two
of them-tumbled into outpost foxholes, dead be-
fore they hit the emplacements themselves.

The outposts withdrew to the main line of re-
sistance as the battalion tightened against the
strain. The aid station, which had been on the
forward slope, moved to the other side of the
hill because the fire was so thick that the medics
could not get off the ground to attend the
wounded, During the melee, when there was no
work for them, the message-center. people kept
low and played Battleship. Finally, their shelter
shot to ribbons, they moved.

The CP and the MLR stayed put. Men were
hit. Once a man was gutshot and two medics
picked him up and walked him, one on either
side, through the fire to safety, Another man was
shot and as he raised up he said, “I'm hit"” As
he fell forward he said, “I'm dead.”” He was.

Capt. Ralph Phelps of Spokane, Wash., the bat-
talion exec, was in a foxhole conference with the
CO of A Company. As they talked, a stream of
machine-gun bullets went between their bodies,
less than 6 inches apart. They scooted down
further, looked at each other, and went on talk-
ing. In the v of a tree was a Jap with a BAR
which he let fly at intervals as he ducked up and
down. They called him ‘“Jack-in-the-box.” A
grenade got him. .

Because there were no men to be spared for
ammo carriers, the noncoms divided their time
between controlling their men and supplying
them, which in either case meant exposure to
murderous fire. A corporal was killed az he erept
forward with ammunition for his men. A buglk
sergeant, Hubert Santo of Medford, Orez. held
his part of the line together by galloping over
the hillside in the dual role of ammo carrier angd
platoon leader, His outfit had no lieutenant.

In the heat of the fight, men were tgg busy to
think of anything but the business at hand., A
lisutenant, wounded on the patrol action when a
bullet hit his helmet and cut through the bagkl
of his neck, found time to have it dressed 2 hours
later. Men said strange things, like the goldier
whose shelter had been riddled with bulleis, A
flare dropped on the already-demolished canvas
and he yipped in anguish, “There goes my tent!”

The fight centered on the right Aank. In sc:ln';e
positions there were mortar men armed anly
with pistols, put there to fill in while the patrol
Was gone,

On the right-fAank center was a
gun with both gunners gone, one sick and the
other momentarily absent at the-stapt of the at-
tack. Manning the gun was the ammunition cay-
vier, a sandy-haired, drawling buck private
named James Newbrough of Monument Colo

When the attack started Newbrough was on the
gun. A Jap in front of him yelled, “Americans
cowards!”

“The hell you say," Newbrough smorted,

“"Come on out and fight," yelled the Jap, loss-
ing a rock,

“Come on in and get me,"” said Newbrough.

The Jap and his comrades thought that over,

light machine

- £l

SGT. ELMER McGLYNN of S
Wash,, helped cut down six Japs
BAR when they tried to wipe out @ md-
chine gun covering his platecn’s advance.

partment, 105 East 42nd Street, Naw York

eattle,

with a MINS, known as “Pappy,

is from Spokane, Wash, Hij; A
Cumpnnill' pfuyﬂd mniﬂr part,

threw a few more rocks and then screame .
“Here we come!” 3 :

Three of them sprang out with 25-caliber light
machine guns, which they fired as they rusheq,
Two of them died in their tracks. The third rap

How Newbrough Saved the Day

As the fight progressed Newbrough, alone op
the gun, kept it going constantly. Nobody, not
even he, knows how many belts of ammunition
he expended: As the gun continued to fire, it at-
tracted more and more attention until it seemed
that Newbrough was the only target. Bullets
splattered into everything, cutting down the
shelter half on top of him and clearing the un-
derbrush from around him.

Newbrough unfastened the traversing mech-
anism and,- crouching low, sighted along the
under side of the barrel so that no part of him
was above the level of the gun itself. With his
hand over his head he hung onto the trigger and
raked the ground before him.

His gun corporal, Dick Barrett of Rosburg,
Wash., managed to get through to him with am-
munition when the supply was almost exhausted,
and Pfe. Hollis S. Johnson of McKenzie, Ala.,
came up to cover him with a BAR. Newbrough,
a shy kid with a country brogue and the faintest
show of a beard, probably saved the battalion
that day,

The attack, once stopped, was not repeated.
The battalion smashed it, but not until other
units approached from two sides did the Jap see
proof that his case was hopeless and withdraw
in the late afternobn. With its ordeal over, the
battalion took Christian Hill against little oppo-
sition and advanced 800 Yards through the jungle
before darkness halted it,

On the ninth day A Company was in front of
the battalion advance, which skirted northward

PFC S et T P eE=
N.C, WiLey HGWINGTDN of Asheville

. cleang i
Ja iy & M1 he used in wiping out @
P antidircraf gy ¢row in a dugout at Munda:

Ci
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of Biblio Hill overlooking Munda airfield, moving

acr(}ss countr th x A u
densely :'lungf;d :?st ;tsi;fn“:zsﬁlydthough -y
The battalia = v ward to the sea,
At n chose a bivouac area for the
positions and puEh'Ed e e L g
eTovie ok and setting up an OP on the forward
DHPB'b .2 hill in front of the bivouac. On the left,
hia elnel:l:?;tself' another unit was engaged with

From the company OP on the morni
tenth day the company commander, é;l;?ﬁnjnlqs
Downen of Pullman, Wash, saw an amazing
sight—probably one of the few such scenes any
American has witnessed in the war in the Pacific.

Tmmediately before him in a slight draw less
than 100 yards away were Jap shacks, their tin
‘1"Dpf3 bright and a searchlight peosition in the
midst of them. He saw Japs moving leisurely
across the terrain, going in and out of the huts,
puttering around as if there were no war within
a thousand miles. Aware that his company's pres-
ence was completely undetected, he watched the
Japs and studied the terrain ahead.

Then he reported back to Battalion, which
moved up to direct an artillery concentration
that shortly went plowing into the peaceful
scene. When the gunz had done their work, A
Company threaded its way down across the
draw and up the gentle rise immediately ahead.

Capt. Downen set up his CP in a 1,000-pound
bomb crater, Almost abreast of it and perhaps 60
vards away, Cpl. Garrit Hulstein of Hospers,
Iowa, established an OP in a similar crater. Al-
though there was a little fire from the front, the
terrain ahead looked comparatively harmless,

Then # heavy-caliber gun blazed, and Hulstein
reporisé what he took to be a T7-mm mountain
gun almost directly ahead and 50 yards away,
As the barrel moved slightly, the corporal shoved
the man beside him downward just as the gun
blasted again, This time a foot and a half of the
rim of the bomb crater was shot away, leaving
men dazed and one man buried beneath clay dirt
and coral. He was pulled out, unhurt.

Of ‘the gun the men could see only the mouth
of the barrel and two upright objects on either
side, which they thought were wheels.

Moritar Fire Covers Advance

Battalion was contacted, not without trouble,
because the gun was firing inte the CP. A mortar
treatment was started on the way. Hulstein went
back to bring up . the weapons company com-
mander and while the mortars tossed in 8l-mm
chells, A Company began to move, not yet aware
of what it was up against. It was entering one of
the most unusual fights of two campalgns.

One platoon moved to the left and the other
moved to the right to flank the piece. A machine
gun in the QF crater coversd their advance, pep-
pering the top of the emplacement. As they
moved, six Japs started across-in front of them
heading toward the gun. The left platoon, under
Lt Bob Brown of Bellingham, Wash.,, blazed
away. Sgt. Elmer McGlynn of Seattle grabbed a
BAR and turned it loose on aug_-::rnatir_-: the Japs
never got where they were going. The platoons
moved on, waiting for the mortar barrage to lift.

Company Headquarters, composed of the cap-
tain, his runner, the first sergeant and the mail
orderly, went forward to coordinate the flanking
attack., They were looking straight into the bore
of the gun and knew only that, whatever it was,
it was bEaLﬂ.ifUH}" camouflaged.

wWhen they were close enough the mortars guit,
and Downen and his three men realized that
they wergnearer than egither of the two platoons.
There was no time to waste so they rushed the
gun. Not until they were upon it did they realize
that, instead of a field piece, it was a dual-pur-
pose antiaircraft gun—and not one but two and

a mMore.
pe'll.‘llzep.:aptaln got one Jap outside the emplace-
ment. His mail orderly, T-§ David Lloyd George
of Kalispell, Mont., got another. Then Pfe. Wiley
Howington of Ash:svi]ie, N. C., the company run-
o into action.

ner?ev;;;?;ednintn the gun emplacement and found
the Jap gun cTew still huddled in the dugout,
which was tunneled into the side of the emplace-
ment itself. The mortars had driyven themhmalde.
and they never had time to get out. Howie ﬁf*m:{
g clip of M1 slugs into them, then leaped across
to the other cide of the entrance, fumbling first
for another clip and then for a grenade.

George followed him in and opened up with a
Tommy gun. 1

“By Gawd,” drawled Howie with an accent
that was straight from the North Carolina hills,
] tell you there wuz some scramblin’ down in
thers." :

Five Japs were dead and a sixth was at the far
entrance, trying desperately to get out. 1st Sgt,
Cummins, who is built like a pint-sized quarter-
back, got him by degrees,

o] could see just about six inches of his rump
sticking out and I bored him,” Cummins said.
“He'd keep sliding back—never could get that
part of himself out of the way—and every time
he'd slide back I'd bore him again. Finally he
slid back too far.'”

Now one gun was aut. But there was another,
some 35 yards away. In the first gun pit the four
men could see the 75-mm rifle turn toward them,
the elongated barrel moving fast. Cummins had

one of the two grenades in the group and he,

heaved it—a perfect throw into the emplace-
ment. The barrel stopped.

He grabbed Howington's grenade, which Howie
hadn't been able to unhook when he wanted it,
and it burst at the mouth of the dugout. Next
day when the mop-up came, there was nothing
left there to bother them,

When the exeitement momentarily died, Capt.
Downen saw men of his right platoon motioning
to him frantically, pointing somewhere beyond
the second pun at a place almost directly in front
of them. At that instant the third gun roared,
firing directly into the face of the platoon but
just over their heads.

Downen velled at them to get out, but the
muzzle blast of the piece, not more than 20 vards
away, had deafened them. Finally he waved
them back, and they crawled to the rear, dazed
by the terrific shock of the explosion. A Com-
pany, with two guns down and a third discovered,
withdrew to the bomb craters and called for
mortar five. That's when Cummins saw the Japs
flving through the air.

“But the prettiest thing was when the mortars
hit the ammunition,” he added., “It looked like a
million tracers going off at the same time.”

MNo. 3 gun was gone. By that time the fourth
and last was diseovered and a direct hit by the
81z put it out of action. Actually there were five
of the dual-purpose pieces, which the outfit
thinks was a Jap Marine AA installation, but the
fifth gun was never fred. The six Japs who
started across in front of the left platoon were
the crew, caught out of position. :

On the eleventh day the battalion was on the
move again, cleaning out the bivouac area be-
hind the guns and capturing two other AA posi=
tions without opposition. They moved through a

g, ._ 1
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"CAPT. DONALD DOWNEN of Pullman, Wash., €O of Company A, with dual-purpose
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hospital area, rich in booty which they had po
time to eollect. d

As they passed through, there was Sr.‘{ittﬁl“-‘r
firing. In-a bombproof dugout there were se:.j =
gral Japs and one of them held up his hands
crying, “Me surrender! Me surrender!”

Defense of the beach was set up facing the
<ea and when the battalion hit them the Japs
tried to turn around and fight with their backs
to the water. There were not many of them but
they were trapped and desperate. The heach
wire, meant to stop a seaborne invasion, was cut
through from behind.

One Man Alone Continues Firing

The battalion hit the beach defense at 1530 an
the eleventh day. They received fire from pill-
boxes and pulled back to let the mortars in. But
as they did, the Japs moved in toward them, let-
ting go with a Lewis gun and machine guns and
rifles in grazing fire 2 feet off the ground, ;

The terrain was of bomb-chewed coral, under-
brush and water holes. A Company found itself
in a position where practically the whole outfit
was pinned down without & field of fire, only &
few feet from the sea. -

Behind a log was Pfc. Charles Boughner of
Seaitle with an M1, He alone was able to get in
effective shots and soon it was appavent to every-
one that Boughner in his position could do more
than a platoon, or even the company.

He fired the M1 until there were no more clips.
Someone tossed him a tommy gun and he emp-
tied it. Another M1 was passed to him. S5/5gt
Bob Isaman of Chewelah, Wash., was at his feet
and loaded clips as fast as Boughner could fire
them. In the heat of the fight Isaman noticed
what Boughner did not—that Jap bullets were
smashing faster and closer to the log, He made
the rifleman get underneath it instead of over
it. The firing position was just as good: he could
ztill see the enemy.

A BAR was passed to him. Boughner emptied
clip after clip and the men around him threw
every available cartridge toward his position.
Izaman loaded them and passed them on. A belt
of machine-gun bullets was tossed over, and they
were reloaded and expended. Finally the Jap po-
citions were guiet.

“That,” sald Sgt. Cumming, “was one time when
a man was in attack supported by a company.”

It was too dark to do more. That night the
infantrymen heard the splash of wading feet and
they fired when they caught sight of dark shapes
against the water. Some of the Japs may have
made it to a tiny island nearby, but whether they
did or not, their fight for New Georgia was over,

Next morning the battalion steod on the beach
and looked out to sea.

‘ i o Ty i

d
tured by his outfit. The guns were at first mistaken for field pieces since only muzzles ﬂl‘ldﬂf‘p?i;:1'=:|:1::

vation shofts were visible under comouflage, and the Americans thought the shafts wers wheels.
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YANK Field Correspondent

pulled out of Cairo station slowly, to the

accompaniment of wailing shrieks from the
platiorm peddlers selling lemonade, cold coffee,
pornographic literature, grapes, old copies of Life
and flat Arab bread.

The train was long and crowded, and it had
seen better days. It had been standing in the wild
Egyptian sun all morning and part of the after-
noon, and it had a very interesting smell.

It carried Englishmen, Scots, Welshmen, Pales-
tinians, Indians, New Zealanders, South Africans,
Australians, Americans, French, Senussi, Ban-
tus, Senegalese; it carried Egyptian civilians,
Arab civilians, Palestinian civilians: it carried
generals, colonels, lieutenants, sergeants and
privates—and it carried bugs. The generals and
lieutenants it carried first class. The sergeants it
carried second class. The privates it carried third
class. The bugs it carried all classes.

It didn’t travel fast. A good, strong man in the
prime of life, who did not smoke too much, could
have jumped out and trotted beside it without
too much trouble from Cairo to Lydda. It stopped
as often as a woman in a bargain basement It
stopped for coal, it stopped for water, it stopped
every time a barge appeared somewhere on one
of the hundreds of canals we crossed, it stopped
every time the tracks ran near two palm trees
growing within 50 yards of each other, for that
constitutes a settlement in this part of the world.

When it stopped, hundreds of Egyptians of all
ages would spring up, selling pale round water-
melons, dirty bunches of grapes, hard-boiled
eggs, tomatoes and warm lemon soda right out
of the Nile. The merchandising was carried on in
hurried shrill yells, like a girls’ dormitory after
lights out, and vour salesman was likely to dis-
appear suddenly in mid-purchase as -the local
policeman came into view, snapping a long bull-
whip over slow calves and buttocks.

The third-class cars were built by firm be-
lievers in the Spartan life for the common man.
They spurned straw, spurned springs, spurned
leather. Everything was made out of good solid
wood, at stern right angles with more good solid
wood. Every seat was taken and there were
packs, rifles, musette bags and piles of canned
apricots all over the aisles.

Native women sguatted alengside the tracks
doing their washing in canal water that had been
there since St. Paul; brown boys splashed and

wawved at us; water buffaloes, blinded by straw
hats tied over their eyes, went round and round
endlessly, drawing water up to the field.

In my end of the car there was a general con-
fusion of British Tank Corps men, returning to
their units from the hospital in Caire, and six
Indians who made themselves very much at
home, setting up camp in all available space and
preparing and eating their native: dishes from

37 p. m. until bedtime. Across the aisle were two
very tanned South Africans in s}mrl.-s, who looked
dfﬁpprﬂw};gfy an the whole thing and conversed
we chugged past Suez.

T}:r. Aviv, PaLESTINE—The train for Palestine

sumed, there was an air of deep hunger hang-
ing over the car, and when the word was passed
around that at the next station there was a
NAAFI (British Post Exchange) where we
would be fed, there was a determined rush to
get out Dixies and tin cups. The British soldier
would no more think of going any place with-
out his Dixie and tin cup than he would think of
appearing without pants in Piccadilly Circus.

I had neither mess tin nor cup and was mourn-
fully admiring British foresight when a little

middle-aged Tommy on my right, who had spent .

the whaole afternoon silently and religiously read-
ing a magazine called Gen, perusing advertise-
ments and fiction page by page without partiality,
quietly offered me a mess tin.

There was a great combing of hair in the tra-
dition that the Briton dresses for dinner no mat-
ter where the meal finds him, and thousands of
us started leaping off the train before it had fully
stopped. We lined up and were served sand-
wiches, cakes and good hot strong tea by Egyp-
tians in elegant white cotton gloves.

“There’s beer at the other end of the station,”

reported a British sailor. “Ruppert's, Half a
erown a can,” There was no movement toward
the other end of the station.
b On the train was a party of sailors who had
Just come back from Sicily and were feeling good
about it. They had manned the landing barges
in the invasion and said it hadn't been bad. “We
only had two boat rides," they said. “Boat rides"
meant bringing in troops under fire. “It was just
like the movies,"” one of them said. *They kept
firing at us and the water kept shooting up all
around, but they never hit us."

One of them had been at the Brooklyn Navy
Yard for six months. during the war while the
ship he was on was being repaired. “Oh, it's a
lovely city, Brooklyn,” he sighed. “And I had
a lovely girl in Jamaica. It took me an hour in
the subway each way, but it was worth it. A
lovely city, but I couldn't live there. The pace
is too fast for me. I'd be worn out in a year”

While everybody settled down for the night
I foolishly sat on the open platform, .m-:uking'
and watching the desert roll by in the starlight.
When I went in to go to sleep, I discovered that
the Indians had spread a little more, and there

The train to Tel Aviv carries
every kind of general, pri-
vate and civilian under the

sun and stops as often as o
woman in a Brooklyn har-

was no place to sit, stand or lie inside. Every-
one else seemed to be asleep and the car was
full of snores and the rich smell of many sol-
diers who had traveled far in a hot climate with
no water available. Only the two South Africans
remained awake, staring coldly out through the
closed windows at the desert.

I went into the next car. Luckily one of the
sailors had rolled off the bench on a turn and
remained where he was on the floor, too lazy to
move. S0 I curled myself among the arms, legs,
snores and sleepy cries of love and battle in the
crowded car and tried to sleep.

HEN I awoke at 4 A.nv. we were in Palestine.

As I sat there watching the first orange
streaks over the little dark tree-crested hills, the
two South Africans came out. We began to talk,
They had just come from near Tripoli after 214
years in the desert, fighting most of the time. This
was their first leave, 21 days, and they had flown
down to Cairo and were on their way to Tel Aviv.

One of them had suggested getting a truck ride
up to Tel Aviv, but the other had said: “No. We
are on a holiday. Let’s spend some money and
be comfortable. Let's take the train.” They
chuckled sourly as they told me.

“Third class,” one of them said. "“Why, in South
-ﬁfl?ll:a we wouldn't send cows to market in these
trains, How about in America?”

I told him that I guessed we wouldn't =end
cOWs to market in America in these trains, either.

‘Third class,”" the other said. "“Why, before
the war, any place T went I would only stay
in“the best hotel in town"

And in Cairo,” the first one said, “any res-
taurant with a tablecloth is out of bounds to
other ranks. I've had it. I've had this war. 1 vol-
unteered and I fought for 2% years and we were
?T“"g the first to get into Tripoli, I've heard 2
I? of bu]]ell.s g0 by. I've been dive-bombed and
is;?z dE"EE Wwithout water and I was perfectly sat-
e ut this train ride finishes me. I've ha
they wante . 1Y ¢an have it back any time

_And he went inside to think about the pretty
EI?S on the beach at Te] Aviy.
ine -2t On the platform and watched the morn-

§ sun break over the hills and light the orange
-E!'TEIS and vineyards,

i tai:;“ti.lmh“ the train stopped and we got """E
lieutenant. o . 10 Tel Aviv. On the bus I met
down n;nt, a Iriend of mine, who had also com®

" ¥ train. He looked very tired.

..Thhﬂ"s the matter?” | ssicad.
to lie “;Dfiflmned first class,” he said. “No .mun‘t

N You sit up all night. Next time

take this blag = ! i
traveling thirtd%ﬂ ride, I'm taking my bars off 2

in Afrikaans as 8 ie:
m;f;ynightfaﬂ, despite the immense guantities of
watermelon and lemon soda that had been con-
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rd a wild, snorting sound
Was the Souty Africans, laughing.
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Bazooka Close-Up

The U. 5. Army haos taken the wraps off the Bazookao

(afficially the "Launcher, Rocket, AT, M1"), releasing

these pictures and a description of its operation.

i‘_ ‘“\'J_r
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T

The Bazoocka in position. Attached to the '50-inch tube are: shoulder A display of rockef-fype weopons with the Bazooka ond ifs rocket projectile extrame laff

stock, frant and reor grips, sights and eleciric battery fo sef off charge.

Reunion in Reykjavik: Sculptor
Discovers His Own Work in Iceland

SoMEWHERE I8N ICELaNp—When Pfe. Vincent
Costante wangled his first pass to town, he
noticed @ statue of Leif Ericsson, the [amous
Norse explorer, in the public park at Revkjavik.

The infantryman stood and looked at the statue
for almost two hours, Finally a little Ieelandic
Loy, who was watching the whaole thing, couldn’t
stand the suspense any longer, He went aover anc
nudged Costante and asked what was going on

»1 made this statue,” Costante said.

It seems that the pfe. was a New York sculptor
he became involved with his local draft
In his vounger days he was an appren-
tiee . under Alexander Stirling Calder. whose
works decorate public sguares .H-” over _1hu
world. Costante had ::k-.'::uwd_uut this Leil Evics-
<nn statue under Calder's guidance 13 years ago.
I As soon as the little boy spread tjm_- -.-.'m-dl
around. the sQuare became erowded with q;h_e:
[celunders who wanted to see the American
sculptor and shake his hand. _sgr. GENE GRAFF
i YANK Stoff Correspondent

e fore
oard,

Pfe. Costonte points lo stotue.

and right; then rifles with grenade launchers; Very pistols, center; flare projeclors, rear.

Souvenir and Novelty Company
Does Big Business in South Pacific

SOMEWHERE IN THE SoutH Paciric—Six Gls,
who amused themselves in their leisure by mak-
ing souvenirs out of Jap shells, now have a profit-
able business of supplving their comrades with
gifts to send home,

Members of an ordnance detachment, T-3
Francis Sample of Chandlerville, 111, and T-4
Gilbert Bartruff of Pekin, 111, make knife handles
out of aluminum and plastic glass from Jap
planes shot down near here. Thv blades are
made from captured Jap bayonets,

T-5 John Dybas of Gary, Ind, has manufac-
tured a number of ashtrays out of Jap shells.
He uses smaller-caliber shells for napkin rings
and “shot” giasses. Another craftsman, T-5
Albert Gren of Baltimore, Md., makes bracelets
from aluminum and rosaries of plastic glass and
metal. Pfe, William Reed of Hoosick Falls. N. Y.

a former engraver. does all the engraving on

the bLracelets. knives and ashtrays, inscribing
verses by T-3 Reuben Rowlett of Bensenville, 11,

All the boys are kept busy with ordérs, and
many of the souvenirs have been shipped back

to the States. ~YANK Fisld Correspondent
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Now that the World's Series is over, wa present a preview of next year's bassball styles,

a8 charming ensemble of green fatigues and yellow leather body armour, here baing
shown to the Duchess of Kent. That white object is a new type grenade, the M.g.

Dur Line On Queues

A colleague of ours, glancing over the squibs
that appeared on this page last week, has
brought to our attention the fact that in no less
than three of them we were up to the old Army game
of standing in line—twice for chow (in a Ked Cross
club and a mess hall) and once for pay. Our friend,
who must have got out of the captious side of the
frecd that moming, suggests that, for the sake of ti_i;ally ]
variety, any really alert editorial desk would have :
varied things a bit by changing the setting of a
couple of the items. In one, he thought, we might
have pictured ourself as chewing the fat with some-
body in a day-room; in ancther, we could have been
passing the time of day with a companion on the
top of a bus. :

Well, nuts to that, we say. Ewversince one Janoary
morning, the Lord only knows how many years ago,
when we reported te our local draft board a couple
of hours before dawn, we have been standing in
line—lines for clothes and bedding, food a.nc[ drink,
shots and extractions, mail and passes, movies and
thissa and thatta— and we see no reason for

“'gueueing 7
as a verb).

Not so, apparently, the British,

bus, and marvelled at their technique,

good nature in the world to be first ahgy

ably go on inching along in lines

to take a tip from our British friends

andy— f . d, wh
I?r':tﬁding that we do much of anything else. Some ;;’tfe";ﬁ;f D.:;:- nﬁeﬁeﬁfg-ivaeﬂfagggﬂu ‘;tf?ldwn
of the best friends we've ever had are men we first quene, boys, it'll be a queue! g be a

ran across in lines; we’ve picked up more and better

rumours in lines than in 1
ed to inspect some O

atrines, and we've been

f the most interesting Shoving The Ole Ha'penny

privileg: ¥ : come across while waiting for Mention of buses prompts us to bring up ang
snapshots we veaf;]‘:;;l;l t0 move along. mysterious (to us) Brii-:ish iustitutiuu—ﬂlpc thi::
ha'penny, or penny-ha'penny, bus ticket,

the dawdlers up isn't & rehash of the latest pep-up-

N ot 8 i It just gives

’ in out of Washington. just g
the-bmsdyafoﬁlu”;;"a rather roundabout wa_v:ﬁm mr_:z:
r:t 2 mr:nmeurt over one of thn;e trivial, odd d{y Erﬁc:]{e:
Letwess American and British clistoms. e ]

States, we feel we must override him this time,

PAGE 8 / -

of course, to the American custom of standing in
line vs, the British custom of quewing up (or is it
Our Webster's doesn't list * queue

Now, except for the gent who stronp-arms hi
to the front and is a dyaddmthe-wu%:l heeihiI: :2;:
language, the American who takes his place in lipe
expects to shuffle alcmg in that place until his turn
That, in his view, is what linps are
. ' Time and
again we've watched them queue up, waiting for g
stand—docilely, darn near sa.inﬂike—-um;'rlh :.':I!:: iy
hour. Then the bus comes and they're off e::m
last one of them scuttling pell mell ang wiﬂ:l'all the
rd.

Oh well, that's their affair. As for 45 we'll prob
always done, although'it suddenty Mtilsmw{ty“w:;:g
there will come a time when we'lj ba sorely h::lptu;:
our train leaves from Waterloo, we'll line "'?P“ ﬂIl;;d“}"
ing ship at Southampton, we'll line up, too, Buirg;

special adviser on British matters tells us that it IES:I;E

be “halfpenny,” but, in the interests of our syb.
scribers, many of whom are recent arrivals from the

Bl S aqpaning Gl IYINE 10 explain 4,
last wee}: 3,3 w;ll!sm;a:dugﬁﬂr that he wanted o ;Eéf
Pl B o o ek BT
- " ' k’&t itss aiale .

penny  RhIe Jrpvtl:a?in and simple, is that a penpy,
Our ti.;ke;t seems to be good for any distance” .
ha'penn orkc. Chicago, even Omaha, for all we kng,,
to szwwm there's nothing wrong with that notigy'
Lo e that it obviously can't be right. Londap jg
excep sown and we doubt if all its landmarks are
p ia;]s ;r to even its oldest inhabitants; certajp)
Iﬂallenrelure plenty which we as yet fail to spot, and jp
nsequence We B¢ constantly siding miles beyonq
Eﬂr dgsti.ﬂﬂti-':‘n- nrmed D]]I}F with IEL 1-111'!3&—']3.']’__“:““
fitkat and our innocence. 1t occasionally costs us g4
g to get back, and we have no gogqg

fourpenc 1 7
mmsmuﬂh a:u bi:?i):\re that this part of the journey, toq,
could be managed on a penny-ha'penny basis by

ne less scrupulously honest than ourself. Ws
:nre?r{:old that inspectors arc ﬁuppnsed_ to ],"OP aboard
buses at unexpected moments and nail chisellers, byt
we have yet to see one do so, and anyway we dIUUbt
whether an inspector or anybady else could decipher
ane of those tickets with the naked eye.

We blush to think of how guch a system would
work in Chicago or of how swiftly New York's bus
companies would go broke if you could ride from
Penn Station to Times Square for a nickel but were
expected to pay a dime from Penn to Grand Central,
We blush, we say, but not too deep a shade of red,
Home wounldn't seem like home without a dash of

good, old-fashioned gyppery.
Knight Of The Bath

Cleanliness may not be quite next to godliness in
the Army, but in one of the Eighth Air Force
stations here it ranks pretty high among the G.1.s
who, of a Saturday evening, find themselves with
several pounds of English topsoil to be swabbed off
their epidermises before donning their O.D.s and
making for the village greensward, or whatever there
is to make for up that way. Consequently, there
was no little ruggedly-expressed concern one Satur-
day at sundown not long ago when the Pic. entrusted
wi_th1 the keys to the bath tumed up conspicuously
missing,

The first impulse of all involved, except of course

}-

o

the absent Pf{:,, was to organize a manhu“t—n‘with
bloodhounds, if ncceésaz;rg—-and collar the little
you-name-him. Even the most hot-headed Joe in
the crowd, however, had no idea of which direction
to start out in and, as for bloodhounds, a search of
the kennels of the old English estate on which the
bays are quartered revealed not so much as one peke
In the way of a pooch, At this point, enter our hero—
Sammy the Sleuth from Seattle, they're calling him
t]'tgs;“ days.
my has a way of putting two and two together
and getting five 'J'Fl' bf-:l:ter, EH& recalled thft the
keeper of the bath was addicted to walking aroun
the station out of uniform; i ., with the top button
his coveralls unbuttoned. He also recalled that the
C.0. of _th& station did not PI‘EI’.‘JS‘E‘E}" smile on this
cﬁatnm: in fact, when he allowed any expression &
all to show on his features the general impression Was
that he was frowning, This impression had been
ﬂ.;mmdemhl}r bolstered only a few days before when
e M.P.s had been ordered to pick up all men out?
umfnnrnﬂuand toss them in the clink. the
PO our man Sammy led a posse to
ﬂf. staiuun and, sure Enﬂugh,ythere wa‘; the haplesi
& P';:‘ciﬂ the bath, talking his head off in an attemP
prk el sprung, while his captors pointe
Spﬂkt‘:u: Y to the offending button. Sammy. ﬁ:
S'Etuaﬁnnau for the posse, deferentially explained t!
might s’ -ic: Would mean no baths and no baths
th fir _nean, well, anything and even the M.P-8 1%
At this. —2culate quarters might in time be sorTY
scratching oy M.P.s who had been reflectively
3 E his head quickly lowered his hand.

keeper of the g

flowed 1
B ike Ehﬂmpﬂgn.g and E'l"[!rj"bﬂd}" was IlﬂPpEE;

Eve ;

wu?n?gd ., tiatiy except the Pfc, While

his coverall .. At Night, the top button popped 9
. (To h:nd- disappeareq down a crack in ¢

continved in our Armistice Issue:)

th was released, the watet

Sed Yanks ot Home in the ETO



It was not a very big battle, but some men were killed there in

the peaceful village streets and when the last tanks rumbled on
toward MNaples, the war had left its scars on the fown and all
the people in it.

Italy which have not been touched by the war.
The town of Scafati was one of these—until one
i a British and a German patrol met in
Until then, it had been a typical little
in the deep shadows Tf IEE;.'::;
suvius near Naples. Most of its 3,000 inha
;‘ilr:;_ui.n old stone cl;‘ stucco houses _sqneewd tnge_ther
i NATTOW, cmﬂk(‘:d streets, .ﬁ little stune_bndge
crosses a wide stream which splits the town in half.
On the outskirts of the place are httle‘fnnns, and
the community is dependent on them for its food and

| et iz pmot a very important place,
life. So Scafati itself lsh:: live i.n?t. but it is on the

except to the people w ' d in its narrow, crooked

SmFan, Itarv—There are many little towns in

day last wed
its streets. !
Italian village lying

main road to Naplhﬁa.d decided to delay the advance

- - s
;';TEE:?*EJ; m:.“d units which l}?ld broken through

j f Salerno.
thiﬁ:tnﬁl,ﬁ ltf}l';l.u:&{;nu recent morning, just as the
sun began to shine straight down on the little 5mﬂtfé
British armored patrols ?.ppmﬂched Scafap :_‘mm the
little farms, MOVINE cautiously through ﬂwi vt;]ney;rw
in the bright morning sunlight. ?uumio [13 hmg
they were stopped by excited natives, ew‘o w
carried rifles and wore arm bands with r:r.:i cmiicds
sewed on them, Some held hand grenades 'lh;_-.-]y
stolen from the Germans. They told the Erit_ls’Bdu:q;;cﬂ:::i
mander that the bridge E-I:'l:;adg 5:‘] :h-:m was mined an
-pman machine ! o B

ﬂa’?:{:dggtg; commander was a young Irish lieu-
: +h blond hair. He was wearing stained
dungarees and his face was streaked dmth g:;earyc:

fhankcd the people of the town and moved one
Heh' tanks up to  curve in the strect which led into
ot .sw_ﬂ Around the curve was the bridge. The
:f:;kmwaiied there for a little while and a tommy

tenant wi

climbed to the top of the house to see what was on
the other side. He returned with the news that there
was an anti-tank gun in the square by-the bridge and
it was pointed at them. At this point a Bren gun
carrier came up and the officer decided to have it
polie its iron nose around the curve just to see what
would happen. The carfer went around the curve
and was greeted by a hail of machine gun bullets,
They hastily pulled the nose of the carrier back
apain,

Meanwhile, some Italians volunteered to lead a
small group of men around the town and back across
the river. More cars were coming up now, and a
group of officers and men collected behind the tank
to discuss the situation. It was very hot, although
clouds had come up now and they had stopped to
mop their forecheads. One lieatenant colonel yelled
for a tommy gun and took two of his men with him
into the house nearest the bridge. From the roof,
they spotted the anti-tank gun and also a Mark 111
tank by the bridge. :

They opened up on the gun crew and forced them
to scatter. The tank also backed across the bridge.
The lientenant colonel then came back down and
called for & wire crew to convert the house into an
observation post. The street was getting noisier
all the time. A British mortar crew had moved up
by this time and was firing away. Two American
soldiers, 5/5gt. Don Graeber of Salt Lake City, and
Pvt. John Pricster of New York, were sitting in a
jeep watching the proceedings with intense interest.

They were there to bring back German prisoners
for interrogation.  For about fifteen minutes they
sat there very restlessly, and then Graeber looked at
Priester and Pricster looked at Graeber, and then
Priester nodded, and the two men reached into the

This is one of the streets of Scafati. Seconds ﬁljtnr,j :
picture was taken thu,tthru British war corraspondents.
at right were killed by a_‘hshéll from a retreating Mark 111.

Y

P -

back of the jeep and came up with two rifles. They
climbed out of the jeep and walked arross the street
into one of the buildings from which the British were
firing. The British were now throwing too much lead
for the Germans, so the Jerries pulled away from the
bridge. The British were right on top of them, two
sappers being the first fo cross. The bridge was not
mined, as had been feared, but there were severl
E'm:es of high explosive scattered around here and
ere. ;

Now the battle moved to the other side of the
town. Three more German tanks were sighted and
British tanks moved across to engage them. On the
liberated side of the bridge, the Italians were coming
joyfully from the houses carrying fruit and wine.
Across the bridge the fight was still going on, bot the
Germans were giving ground. The British were brin -
ing up armour and anti-tank equipment in force, and
the infantry was also beginning to move in. A Broup of
correspondents followed the course of the battle on
foot. They came to a comer occupied by the victors,
Four hundred yards away was a Mark III tanl,
The Bren gun carrier preceded them around the
comer. The German tank fired. The Bren gun
carrier was completely destroyed and the three British
correspondents were killed, i

Then the British guns opened up and the fanks
rolled past the wreckage of the Bren gun carrier ang
the bodies of the correspondents. Inch by inch, they
pushed the Germans out of Scafati, back towarr
Maples. As the last German tank fled toward town
rain began to fall. The rain had a sobering effect o
the townspeople. The Germans had gone and the war
was finally leaving them, but the scams of war re.
mained. They looked at the shattered buildings ane
the badies lying in the streets. Then they retumed
quictly to their houses to pick up their lives where
they had been left off. It was mining harder now and
the sky was dark. ‘The British armored columns still
rolled through the town after the retreating Germans,

Sgt. DAVE GOLDING
YANK Correspondent in Italy
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e destivyss’s destivcharge crow in action, hoisting an “ash can” info place,.

By Sgt. ED CUNNINGHAM
YANK Staff Correspondent

BoARD THE GREER DEesTROYER Kanaris—'"If
A you get back to Des Moines before T do”

he said, “stop in the Seafood Grotto and
give evervbody my regards. And tell them I'll
be back soon”

The 37-year-old guartermaster and reserve
gunner whose name I can't mention is the only
American member of the crew of this Greek de-
strover in the Mediterranean. He used to be a
counterman at his brother's restaurant back home
in Iowa, but was visiting his parents in Greece
when Italy invaded the country in October 1840,

Enlisting  in the Greek Army, he fought
through six major battles and the: entire Al-
banian campaign. Germany intervened in April
1941 to =ave the faltering Italians, and the
Greelks were overcome, The American, then a
corporal, was demohilized with the rest.

He remained in Nazi-occupied Greece until
last February, witen he escaped to Egvpt and
enlisted in the Greek Navy, He has been on the
Kdnaris ever since, in the North African cam-
paign, the invasion of Sieilly and on Allied con-
vpy trips through the Mediterranean.

The Kanariz is a destrover of the new Royal
Hellenic Navy. The Germans thought they de-
stroyed the Greek feel forever when they sank
4 of its 10 destroyers, 10 of its 13 torpedo boats
and many auxiliary vessels in the 1841 blitz.

But today the refitted and rearmed remnants
af the Greek fleet have been supplemented by
British- and Am-_drimn-maciq destroyers, cor-
vettes and other vessels, Manning these warships,
total tonnage Is ahove pre-war Greek
naval strength, are Twice the number of officers
who sailed under thie Hellenic flag in
of 200 officers and 2._'}'(.!” mva-r.l:.i there
are 345 officers szdl '::;ﬂljl‘r rﬁ::t}ﬁl]lmfrfl;-:rj?::h]r;?r'tnﬁ

The !{{:urug..ﬂ__l.lib:::r U+ Augusta in the Sicilian
zail 1nto the l’:"‘!l-l_a gUNS |_'_|{,|-_|'T]|JH|'I:|'3'CI the C'U;.ﬂ:izilt
campaign. Her |)I:|"H clearing the way for Brit-
defenses Into sHence. HEEEEs

whose

and men
1941, Instead

: day
b W -'._!J\“;I'-'FI‘..I‘ e, L]
dironuihe’ S,

P
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o S e

ish'!.mu:upﬂ which took over the town a few hours
later. Earlier the destroyer had econvoyed {roops_
to Sicily and shelled other eastern coastal posi-
tions in support of the British Eighth Army.

While on patrol duty off-Cape Bon during the
Tunisian mop-up, when the Axis was attempting
a Dunkirk, the Kanaris shelled the small Axiz
island garrison of Zembla into surrender and
sent a landing party ashore to capture some 120
German and Italian prisoners.

Like the American counterman from Des
Moines, more than half of the ship's company
on this destroyer escaped from German-occupied
Greece under the very eves of Gestapo agents
and the Nazi army of oecupation. Native-born
Greekslare in the majority, but England, Canada
Humﬁnm. Egypt-and Syria are alsn l'Ep-ri_"E.E'ntﬂ{i
on the crew, When their motherland was con-
quered, these sailors came to fight for her free-
dom. though many have never been tn Greece

On this voyage I took with the Kuanariz thq:
destroyer met no enemy action as it escnrte-:i an
Allied convoy through the Mediterranean The
crew was disappointed. On her theee }JI'EI\.'iDus
trips, the Kaneris beat off Nazi dive-bombi
attacks, accounting for four “probables ™ .ng
silenced enemy dbastal guns, e i

The destroyer’s 15-year-old pomi-
lixed those trips. In many 1.-.-a:,-fhu1 j!:l:m”g;ﬂ:e,r
kid. He talks in & high, quavering pitch; _Hii

»
2
5
N

brown eyes, big and round like Eddic Cantor's,
gleam mischievously when he plays a practical
joke on the other erew members.

But mention Germans to the kid and he's not
4 kid any longer. Cold hate hardens those Eddie
Cantor eyes, the kind of emotion you don't ex-
pect in-a 13-year-old. When he speaks of Nazis,
he uses violent adjectives that sound doubly
filthy coming from a kid his age. The Germans
madg & man out of him.

With his father and older brother, he was im-
prisoned and beaten daily for three months in
a8 vain effort to make him confess they had hid-
den a gun in their home. Later they escaped to
Egypt, where his brother joined the Greek Army
and he joined the Navy.

There are others on the Kanaris who hope and
hate, Like the 19-year-old signalman who hasn't
seen his family since he left their village in |
northern Greece three years agp. “Sometime
5001 we go back to Greeee,” he said as we stood
on the moonlit signal deck where he blinked out
missages to other ships in the convoy.
umﬂ?ﬁnwwe left port to invade Sicily, the crew
Very hap 'Er WEI’E going to Greece, All of us were
Mo werem{;i ut out at sea the captain told ug
then. Butg‘:atng‘ . Slt:_t]_y, e Sl E[if‘mwmmr':l
B0 to Greee ?:1 we said, ‘Never mind, we Wil

Toite & through Italy and Albania.'’

883 had t;’é WE got the signal that 36 Junkers-
comparny _n sighted north of Malta, The ship &
¥ was alerted at once, though the Nazi
':-:r;' SEI” more than an hour away. Latel
down foyr aﬂl{mtsmmres intercepted them, shot
s thased the remainder back home:
ors mannedgnthaff the alert was flashed, the sail-
Bling. & EI) guns, The first to reach the
tot d-year-old chief petty officel:
shi i sInce he rejoined the Greek fleet.
P Was sunk by Nazi dive-bombers
E“’E“nﬂihﬂg of British troops fl'fif;','

azi- : ¥ Hve weeks ago he was s
still a.ll:ri?E:sﬁ:Ed Athens. You I'.‘IJI.JE-ilﬂ see he Was
But the Meaiﬁd TD be walking on decks EIEF*‘_’I“'

fell ang ype oo iai€an has changed since Sicl y

dered 1o yhe EI:FE’F‘“' Italian warships surren’

liching fop R‘Lajnfﬂs' The erew of the Kanaris !*

OIS want g4 0o * action again, These Greek s811°

Aegean sens—-w:1 O Lo the Adriatic, Ionian 8

ave sailed singg 11;15 that Greek seafaring me"

The Gree N days of Homer.
V¥ will soon be there.




A Week of War

triessun in three-dimensional war-
iy or, sorry, but you can’t put a
nd mine in that cirro-cumulus, bud.

BETACLES, either natural or
v planned, ha
dTeﬁ::l}JrnE:‘til gﬂme on the advances of a.n;ﬁesa
ve done so since the i :
hat took a few of the boys into ﬂzeﬁr:tuodsm}rroﬁ
:-ughml:k at some Cro-Magnons. Natural obstacles
slnwe:;s fi;“’l‘.‘l.’_ﬁ, forested areas and mountains have
offensives and thwarted attacks for thousands

of years; deserts have presented almost unsolvable -

problems, and so have i :

e R R
construction of obstacles, He has built w:ll;cfi :;“ s
and redoubts and all sorts of fortification nwils
:-ﬁtreit Ee has mined roads and blown bridges, :etm-nn
nagt:rai stc;bﬂmte. cles as rivers and passes to their own

On two great battle fronts last week obstacles wer
slowing operations. On one front, the greatest thi
obstacle was natural. The mighty River Dhnie
running from the Sea of Azov a thousand miles nm
to broken Smolensk, was in some measure blockin
the Russian surge to the west. Along its lon i
elliptical curve the Red Army had established o
west bank bridgeheads, and they were fighting hard
to hold them against increasingly desperate German
counter attacks. The bridgeheads, near Krasnograd,
near Pereyaslav, and near Chernobil, were the scenes
of bloody fighting, that seemed to favor the Russians
Along roads that bore signs, * To The Dnieper Cross-
ing,'" came tanks and guns and masses of men,
moving across the river to villages on the west bank
that had already been taken from the Nazis. The
next natural obstacle beyond the bridgeheads was
the Bug River, 150 miles away, and as they were
enlarged and expanded by the Russians, and as fresh
hordes of men surged across the broad span of the
river, there were arrows pointing toward the heart
of Germany, flaming arrows that any minute might
send their fire spreading out in all directions.

Meanwhile the Germans Were evacuating Kiev,
a city that threatened soon to be caught in a pincers
formed by the junction of two of the bridgeheads.
Kiev, one of the last great Fussian fortresses left 1o
the Germans, was, an had been for some time,
within range of the Red Army’s guns. Its fall
seemed to be a matter of days.

Far to the south and across the face of enslaved
Europe there were other forms of obstacles facing
other armies. The great problem of the 5th and 8th
Armies, moving up the Italian Peninsula in the direc-
tion of Rome, was that of demaolitions. Though
smmensely superior in men and arms to the slowly
withdrawing Germans, the Allies were delayed by
blocked roads, smashed bridges. and occasionally
by unfavorable terrain, The Germans were fighting
very well, and when they were not fighting they were
destroying anything that might give aid or comfort
to the enemy.

Itt was ra?:ﬁng in Italy, too—2a c::-nrtinu{::us monu-
mental downpour that forced the Allies to MOVE on

:
i
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Tough going—but still going ahead. Threa Yanks in the thickest of the Battle for Naples wham
away with a 105 m.m. howitzer to clear a path through Nazis for U. S. Rangers of the 5th Army.

that unusual means of locomotion, the human foot.
They were repairing the roads and the bridges and
the harbors in the rain. They wert eating in the
rain. And they were fighting in the rain. And
time after time, day after day, they were moving
into Itahian villages, sacked and ravaged by the re-
treating Nazis,

To repair roads and bridges talkes time; to uNCOVET
mines is a slow and tedious and dangerous process.
The war in Italy was a war of the sapper and the
engineer. Ata snail's pace, feeling their way as they
went, the Allied Armies crawled up the Italian main-
land, and ahead of them the Germans, able to wark
at their leisure because of the slow Allied progress,
laid more mines and blew more bridges and indulged
their Teuton talents for destruction.

HERE are, however, no obstacles in the air. The air

is wide open, and you cannot lay a mine in
oxygen. The Anglo-American air ofiensive on the
Reich was becoming heavier than ever. Night after
night and day after day the bombers went out, and
when they came back another German city or town,
with its factories and its production lines, Iaar in
flaming Tuin, German industry was being ealt
crippling blows; even the Germans admitted it.
Goebbels threatened retaliation, but all the retaliation
he seemed to be able to muster was a very weak raid
on a very strong London. While the land armies
were smashing at the peripheries of the German
fortress of Europe, the bombers were striking at the

Fortresses made th

Marienburg meant a round trip of 1,700 miles, those
on Danzig and Gdynia a round trip of 1,600 miles.
They battered at a factory producing at least half
the Focke-Wulf output, and they hit one of the main
hiding places of the German flect. And this, added
in the continuous raids on German industrial cities
such as Hanover and Frankfort and Munster, brought

home to Germany as it had never been brought home
to her before that she was a country invested, a
country besieged; possibly a country on the verge of
collapse. Not only were her cities being bombed,
but she was losing a rather terrifying amount of
fighter planes—450 in three days, for example.

TH.E country that had kept war from her people for
so many years by choosing to fight in other
people’s countries, was at last feeling the real brunt
of war.

The average German, fresh from a mnice, COSY
sleep in a nice, cosy bomb shelter, could open his
Voelkischer Beobachter and nod his head in agree-
ment over the words he read there. * 1t is difficult to
determine when fate will again favor Germany. It
might be a long time and the way may be hard.” The
newspapers of Germany were becoming annoyingly
honest. But it was not difficult to determine when
fate would again favor Germany. Fate, in the guise
of opportunity, had knocked not once but several
times on Germany's door, but the guns had been
making so much noise that the knocking hadn't been
heard. So fate had wandered away, in another direc-
tion. She would not be back.

In a desolate space of the vast Pacific Ocean the
U. S. Navy, or a sizable task force of it, steamed over
the horizon and smote Jap-held Wake Izland hip and
thigh, smashing barracks and installations, wrecking
nearly a hundred planes on the ground, and leaving
the sandy little island practically a waste. Liber-
ators bombed the Japs: warships pounded them with
their big guns. And then, with Walke Island out of
commission for some time to come, the task force
steamed away. Probably they could have landed and
taken over the island, had they wanted to. But with
the Pacific picture the way it is at present, Wake
might be too hot to hold. The 5. Navy seemed
content to let Japan have it fora while, If the Japs
built it up again, there were still plenty of U.S. task
forces lingering around in the Pacific.

ima. Wish vou were hers Fri
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uE day of six-cent cokes, fifteen-cent beers,

four-bit highballs had not yet dawned in iﬂg

States last week, but the sky was already Browing
as pale as a taxpayer's face. By tacking on taxes
of a penny here, a few pennies there, the administra.
tion hoped to raise an additional ten and 5 half
billion dollars. That would be more than a trilljon
pennies, which would make quite a jingle in any-
body's pocket—even Uncle Sam's,

The administration found that it could not have
the sum for the asking when the House Ways and
Means Committee tumed thumbs down on the idea
after its chaimman, Robert L. Doughton {(Demaocrat)
of North Carclina called the proposed tax program
"a greater burden™ than the country could stand.
Burden or no, however, it ‘looked as if somebody
would have to fork up the dough somehow and Mr.,
Doughton said his committee would draft its oW
Bill on the subject. The committee's job was a cinch:
all it had to do was make every man, woman and
child in the U. 5. part with $77—and like it,

Of course, Mr. Doughton’'s worres—and the

* administration’s tax bill—were not concerned prim-
arily with the cost of drinks. The bill rejected by Mr.
Doughton's committee would have mised entertain.
ment and sport admission taxes 10 to 30 per cent
and would have meant a similar increase in all
transportation rates. Additional taxes wounld have
been placed on cigarettes, cigars, pipe tobacco, chew-
ing gum, furs, jewelry, and phone calls. A hundred
bucks would have been knocked off the present
§1,200 income-tax exemption allowed married per-
sons and $50 from the $350 one for each dependent.
The proposals were mainly interesting as an outline
of the probable shape of things to come.

Hepresentative John Taber of New York, anking
Republican member of the House Appropriations
Committee, said he thought a large part of the answer
to the money-raising problem—a four-billion-dollar
part of it, to be exact—lay in govemnment economy,
but everybody had heard that one before. Mr. Taber
also said he believed the sentiment in the House

News from Home

Soldiers’ wives smiled and other civilians groaned as Congress sweated

over plans e reshufile war dollars, but

Who flew the phantom Fortress over the Stadium ?

Ways and Means Committee was favorable to a
national sales tax, something which the administra-
tion has long been against,
Tax or no tax, things already were costing plenty
more than they used to. Fred M. Vinson, director
of Economic Stabilization, disclosed that prices had
risen twelve per cent during the nineteen months the
U7, 5. had been in the war. This, however, wasn’t
as bad as it sounded since, during the first world war,
prices rose 26 per cent in the same period. As a matter
of fact, except for people on fixed incomes, a little
thing like a 12 per cent increase in prices didn't mean
much to the average spender for there was plenty of
money around—too much, indeed. Mr. Vinson said
that the national income this year would be approx-
imately 142 billion and that there would be only some
go billion worth of goods and services to buy. Ewven
the public's war-bond purchases and other savings
would leave " enoogh dangerous dollars to consti-
tute an explosive situation, " according to Mr. Vinson,

HERMAN STaRR, Harvard sophomore, salted twelve
Shundmd of the dangerous dollars away when he
converted them into War Bonds in return for a
kiss from Carol Bruce at a rally in Cambridge,
Massachusetts. y i

The gloom of the prospect that cigarettes might
cost more was deepened when the Ue:lparhnent of
Commerce announced that there wouldn't be apnug];
to go around next year at any price. Production -:;
cigarettes has been cut down, said the depa.rtmfr}t;
and the 1. 5. has agreed to Ishare 4z per cent of i
cigarette tobacco with its :ﬁﬂlcs. Already thti{ nsﬂfl;r[l_
is smoking butts filled with :Sobm carmarke
: i next two years. ! ;
us?l’li-uré]:irpﬁfment was g;Isu toying with the idea
of- ma::.ﬁn_g Hé;me civilians I‘iChEII'-—ﬂIE:_EIVl]lan dcgan;
dents of Wevicemen up to-and including the rank o
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buck sergeant. A joint committee of
the Senate and House wanted the
Treasury to kick in §5 more a month
for each wife’s allotment and make
substantial additions to the amounts
already allowed for children. The
House Military Affairs Committee,
however, killed these proposals and,
leaving the allotment for wives at $50,
trimmed the suggested allowances for
children to $25 a month for the first
youngster, §20 for the second, and
$15 for each additional one. Ewven if
these reduced figures are allowed to
stand, servicemen with kids will be
just about twice as well off as they
were before.

The same bill contained both good
and bad news for non-coms in the top
three gprades. It would extend to the
families of those men the financial
benefits now enjoyed by the depen-
dents of the lower orders of G.Ls, but
it would also deprive staff, technical
and master sergeants of subsistence
and quarters allowances they now re-
ceive. This naturally wounld be quite
a blow to top-kicks and such who have
set up cosy little homes with their
wives near camps in the States, but
wouldn't mean much one way or the
other to the rank and file in the ETO,

One provision of the Committee's
bill was certain to be considered just
ducky by everybody : Dependent hus-
bands of WACs would get an allot-
ment just like any dogface’s wife.

The figures on how many of the
girls who used to be WAACs failed
to stay on as WACs last summer when
their organization dropped an "A"
and became a regular part of the Army

the big question was .

were finally released by the War Department, The
answer was that 15,000, or one out of every four,
went home, principally, said the department, because
of failure to pass the required physical exam. or the
pressure of domestic responsibilifies,

- Women weren't sticking any too steadily to their
civilian war jobs, either. The Office of War Informa-
tion reporied that in this category one girl quit for
every two who were hired. The reasons given by
the ladies who threw in the Sponge were marriage
matemnity, inadequate provisions for the care of their
children, and the desire to join husbands stationed
in Army camps. Nevertheless, the National Women's
Trade Union League was able to announce that the
number of women in unions had jumped from a
mere quarter of a million in rg40 to three million
at present, Many, said the League, are receiving
H'ui:J sa.g:e pay Eﬁs men.

- 5. casualties in Ttaly since the lang;
Salemo have totaled 8,307, Secretary of War r;{g:“at
L. Stimson told the nation. Of this number 5?:
men have been killed, 2,368 are missing, and 5 428
are wounded. . . . Summing up civilian casualties on
the home front, William Green, president of the
American Federation of Labor, said that 80,000
workers had been killed in American fatturies"and
mills since Pearl Harbor. Mr. Green set the number
of Americans killed in action at 20,000,

The FPhiladelphia Cuartermaster Depot shuffled
through its records and came up with the following
statistics of the average American recryit: weight
144 pounds; height, 5" B chest, 331" waistline,
3]::; shne-'_g, size f_',l!"D:. hﬂt, sizi T :

What, another service ribbon? The chief of the
Ordnance Bureau in Washington, D.C., Proposed
that a special one be assigned to military men serving
in that area. It would consist, he said, of 4 strip of
shiny blue serge cloth taken from the seat of the

York City,
contest in Manhattan, Cele now rigs chutes for a living.

Imagine the joy of the photogs when Calia Berg, 23, of New

former chorus girl, won a chute rigging

wearer's oldest pair of trousers and wonld be pener-
Eﬁﬁ'medgeﬁi With red tape. Various letters l.'ﬁl the
ialw.lﬁl'lI dindicate that the wearer had served with
E-ﬂ: e IStinction—one " C signifying “ crazy,"
thisa Es _Fﬁ‘“d'l‘l’g for ™ completely crazy,” and
relegated to th““?hlng that the recipient had been
o ﬁihbﬂn . 15 C-l"-'ﬂiﬂ.ﬂ Pon5¢Wﬂt[nﬂ Cﬁl‘ps, A pr
initiated into ould be a sign that the wearer had been
o et ever-widening circle of public ser-

vants who 2 :
Pearson, have been assailed by the columnist Drew

ow
-"t]cuttlil;: ﬂ:u%aps have been kicked out of the
has decided that Cashf-;h:w. Western Defense Command

areno longeri fornia, “ré-ﬂhingtun, and Oregon
tion of stngl&gt:tﬁ;iiiﬂt danger to warrant continua-

further notice motor] Trestrictions, From now until

with undj Sts in that regio drive
almustnfslrgﬁal? headlights ang homegln::;ymh?iighwd

The East -.fa:l,f 25 they were in normal times,
10 get a breal a|g:1m lucky nor dig it appear likely
of Nazi submarip 8 dim-out lines until the threat
5 becomes definitely a thing of

themselyes on dma ¢ditors and artists still occupy
up stories with

dl‘il.\'i'i_“ga of the hadﬂ!ﬂ? thinking
they imagine Nazi

mbers o ""PC which
mrthﬂa-l;ttfl E{;?]ate 2" Various indusirial centers of
trayed an imagime Of the most recent of these por-
Planes haseq Dear Ifly sttack on Detroit by German
an exploit would gpe tdson Bay. The success of such
L by air ) thET‘,:J ':}“FE“'J upon supplying such
Who claimeg h m Norway, The author,
were s, Tould not 'be surprised if
of that phase of " € before autumn, disposed
zf‘;';jtan"mgﬁ E{ his time wti“r;?r in a few words and

5 sbrat wh

Rear Admi;llnilftu‘;?pum take RH oy

and E, Kimmel and Maj, Gen.



Walter C. Short, 1,4

e « DOth refipa :
of _If:mm‘ on Ducenlbe:nyd' Who were in command
waive the Statute of limitaﬁ 124X, have agreed {o

court martia] Proce

this time May be ything a
; n ot Sayithing abount
DEats” G her thapn that it wil] pe an a;;?
wenty-one emp) ;
& Ployes of the Be ~Faj
o Eﬁ Irﬂ ;talizlt;:&?iv. hltld. + have sﬂﬁhﬂt f;usrhﬁﬂg
d villeagues hpeg ir presen
;E?uft% of bullr.}wgpt\:tclnty-thme Lib:rt:rh‘;giﬁs in ::
o ortland,
Portland Shipbuilding (glorp?ii;rlfemdpla?syu;lfi e
ch ag

thirty-six hours gt e :
successful effort 4o zr:;k tﬁﬂﬂunnﬂ September in a

of building eighteen Li Own previous record
Result: twenty-four Iau;ﬁm;hlps In a month,

instances of unprecedented pmduct.idn: l'ﬂf:f:r?r sf:l:f:‘

Street scene, Brooklyn :— Housewives putting up a squawk after the landlord of the apartment
house they live in raised the rent. We don’t know how it came out, but the address of h_ut_!d{nx.
in case it looks familiar, is 1775 East 18th Street, four blocks from the Greengrains.

fewer merchantmen were built in September than in
August (160, totalling 1,066,000 tons gross, vs, 164},
and Admiral Howard Vickery, vice chalrm'a.n of the
Maritime Commission, called last month’s output
* disappointing. "’ :
ﬁ:?ggi'atus; aftending the gencral convention of the
Protestant Episcopal Church at Cleveland, Ohio,
couldn’t make up their minds whether to say yes or
no to a recommendation of their joint matnimony
commission approving with reservations the h;ii
marriage of divorced persons., The commission
roposed that such marriages be sanctioned at the
gisc‘pn:tiﬂn of a bishop after he had cnnfe:_‘mdr ﬂv_.:lm
the individual’s parish presbyter as well as I:w L q.tn
attorney and a psychiatrist familiar with the facts
of the case. .
mmy singer, who E:It fifty-
: f the most tireless and cour-
: .f;,‘:gfhfmt:ﬁgagﬂ;;mnnm venturing ];nt::: }:iir
25:;1':5 to entertain trgc_::tps, &:;f:iﬂr‘glét}ﬁ :;'al : n;l‘;n d
ally L0, e }c"ork I yrtracted in Sicily. Al, who
Pncumﬂﬂm wmf{:h th;f ;;‘?Sn profession to visit the ETO,
Ei:; :{:ﬁnfﬁ gb:l:;?-; fr:am' the Mediterranean theater less

lapsed. .
than a week when r]:;zﬂcgﬂ:?ﬂf the most outstanding

Laura Ingalls, o leased from the
e States, was re i ok

of w::—meil ﬂ!l"'-‘i'_gg‘r I::r::'nerl in Alderson, West Virginia,

Heforma '.:';Y a twenty-month sentence for acting as

after set‘;lag et As a prisoner, Miss Ingalls was

a secret tent. Sent first to the Reformatory in

not repen A n;purted to have tried to organize

L o Nazi She didn’t
i —inmates into a pro-Nazi group. :
::f;iif:ilﬂgsﬂitﬂe progress she was making until some

i ir. The
lady cons started pulling her hair. Th
?jn?;.i: ti:;mpt}z:d the authorities to transfer Miss

Ingalls to Alderson.

A L. JoLsown, the famous ma

y

Horace A, Smith of Easton, Pa., a member of the
m;WS. Merci:;nttt]:dz;:i&t]. adﬁertimd in his hometown
spaper that he ost his A-card gasoline mtion
book. The office of Price Administg:ﬁnn insisted
that he do so before it would issue him a new one,
Presumably because it thought that the old book
might be kicking around Easton somewhere and
that some honest person, upon reading Smith's ad.,
wm.:ld bring it in. Smith thought the chances of any
one's doing so were remote, pointing out mildly that
he had lost the book when a torpedo got the freighter
he was aboard in the Mediterrmnean,

The makings of a good mink coat went SCAMPETing
over the countryside near Crisfield, Md., when
seventy-five mink escaped from the farm of former
State Senator Elwood Dize. T don't have much
Eupe of getting any back,’’ said Mr. Dize mournfully.

I'm told that a mink travels thirty miles a night."
Mr, Dize had a right to be mournful. A mink on
the hoof is worth about twenty smackers,

When fire swept through the pants which John W,
Burrell, Negro handyman at a Richmond, Va., Army
base, was wearing he became so engrossed in the
problem of getting out of them that he plumb forgot
about his life savings—$1,058 in hills—in one of the
hip pockets. Science saved him, though, Chemists
of the Federal Reserve Bank were able to identify
the numbers on 85 per cent of the charred bills repre-
senting a total of $8g92z—a sum which the Treasury
retumed to the otherwise only slightly singed Mr.
Burrell. .

Travelling-salesman stories aren’t what they used
to be, judging from the latest, It's about a chap
named Walter Solt who told the switchboard oper-
ator in a Kansas City hotel that he'd break her neck
if she were a man and then dumped a wastebaslet
full of junk in the middle of the lobby, shouting at
the manager, " If you won't furnish maid service,
clean it up yourself!"* Fine: $1, in the K.C. police
court,

Pvt. Edward Colen, of New York City, gave the
right answer to the first $128 question ever asked on
the Phil Baker radio program called * Take It Or
Leave It While tackling the $64 question, Colen
remarked that his wife was sick and in a hospital,
whereupon Baker doubled the jackpot and asked:
“ How much is 64 and 642"

A new typewriter keyboard, the first in 70 years
with any important changes in it, has been developed
by Lientenant Commander August Dvoral, With it
experts can do 180 words a minute (the world's record
up to mow is a mere 150) and run-of-the-mill, or
battery-clerk, typists can jog along some 35 per cent
faster. -

In Hollywood, Joan Berry gave hirth o a 6)-pound
girl whose father, she claims, is Charlie Chaplin.
Blood tests will be taken four months hence in an
effort to find ont if she's right. . . . Albert Hoffman,

- )
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the brewer, won a divorce in Jersey City, N.]., from

Mitzi Mayfair—an ETO trouper, among other things
—on a c}rhargu that she deserted him in 1941, ““Et:
years after their marriage, . . , Veronica Lake I}?Ii_llﬂ,s
to divorce her husband, Major John Detlie. — S& 5
a fine fellow,"" she says. *'Wedon't just think alike.’
Ilka Chase is writing up the feminine-beauty bum-l
ness in a novel called In Bed We Cry. . . - Pa“f
Robeson, the Negro singer and actor, has taken of
thirty pounds in order to appear in the title role
of Shakespeare's Othello, which is now playing in
Philadelphia and headed for Broadway. . , . Lana
Turner has her work cut out for her for the next
few months. She's to appear in three pictures called
Marriage is a Private Affair, Frankie Front IFﬂscﬂ.
and Music for the Millions. . . . Harry James's band
and Frank Sinatra will help reopen Chicago Stevens
Hotel, which the Army recently returned toa civilian
status. . . . Pistol Packing Mama heads the Hit
Parade.

Agnes Rifner, blond and 16, had developed into a drop
kick specialist for New Castle (Ind.)High School football
team. School board didn't approve, had her removed.

Capt. Don. F, Scott, z3-year-old former Ohio State
University All-American football star, was killed in
the crash of a medium bomber during a routine flight
over Britain,

r. J. Wittarp Herstey, who was supposed to
Dhave made the world's biggest synthetic diamond,
died in Kansas at the age of 67.

In Upper New York State, Italian prisoners are
helping harvest fruit and vegetable crops which might
otherwise have spoiled because of the lack of man-
power to get them in.

The F.B.IL. in Jackson Heights, Queens, N.Y.,
arrested a middle-aged woman who said she was o
second cousin of Rudolf Hess, formerly Hitler's right-
hand man and now a prisoner in England. The
woman said that she is a daughter of a former colonel
in' the German Army and that her brother is now a
Nazi officer.

World Series Sidelights: The St. Louis Ordnance
Diistrict had to change its phone number for the dura-
tion of the Series because its old one differed by only
one digit from that of the Cardinals’ office. Fans call-
ing the wrong number were driving the Ordnance
switchboard girls crazy. . . | Chris Orleaman, of
Utica Avenue, and Charles Pantoozi, of Smith Street,
both Brooklyn, headed the lines of fans waiting to
get into the opener.  Pals of yours, by any chance?
. -+ . The Cards' brother battery—Fitcher Morton
Cooper and Catcher Walker Cooper—led their team
to a 4—3 victory over the Yankees only a few hours
after receiving word that their father had died, | | |
As things turned_out, it was the only game the Carils
managed to take. The first game was stopped three
times by a Flying Fortress which persisted in skim.
ming the top of the stadium. A check of U, 5, ‘fields
failed to establish the identity of the crew.  But
how about the ETO?
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- the reason I don't is because I can't wear them high
boots. I got tender ankles. And besides, I'm loyal
to the OMC."

" How abont the Airborme Infaniry, then? ' :

"I forgot to mention, I get airsick, too,” said
Artie, " And besides, that ole loyalt y to the OMC
POps up again,” %

" Doesn't the thought of extra pay interest you? "’

4 we wanted to know,

“ Money is nothing," said Artie. “I ain't in the

AR T,E QN NEW WAYS OF WAR Army for the money. I'm in for the gond of the

o U S of A [t they tapped me on the head and

A T A . . sud “Come along to the parat ers, ole boy,” 1
* Humgsa to gaw, it toins me stummick,” Artie It's good to hear a man stick up for his branch probly would Mtg not mtblﬂ?itriﬁil:.ﬂl n:::,:,[;l, [ree.

Greengroin said, " Some of the fancy flashes uf.:‘.hu sen:'.ice,_” we :s:ajl:l.“. dom can not be et A
these guys got kills me." Yerse," said Artie. "I may be hard-berled, but " Hear, hear, ™ 1:5 s:.ig,“h et
“Such as?"” we asked, : I got a soft spot in me aorta for the ole OMC, They " Asa matter of fack," Artie said “Tam perfectly
"Ah, the Rangers and the Airborned Infantry, treat me like dmt,_but_l m a loyal guy, All T BOt  contented to be a blassid Tittle B the OMC. Of
for instance,” said Artie. * And what have I got? to complain about is this business of the flashes, ™ :eog in the QMC,

' I f Course, T g i ATEL
Jess a ole crummy, beat-up wuniform with E:E "étll patss“ we Hﬂn 5 s Ietu Et ““Ekﬂ: to be a corporal, but I'in willing to
insigmi th uartermasser Corpse on  the " Sure, it'll past, le said.  * But meanwhile " : - S .
li:;::Is. ik 2 e these glammer bﬂysisuutsh.ining mi and raiging hel Mellow today, ANt you?'' we said.

“ They also serve who stand and wait,’* we said. with me ego. Now, if the QE}{E would jess slip me " li-ﬁ::l ;Eﬂ“{?ﬁd Erfﬂ:ﬂ‘lbl ; said Artie.

" What I wanna know,"" Artie said, “is why they a little flash or 50, saying I'm a unusys) type of " Yerge s=1id :'lrt? » We said, ¢ .
should have these fancy flashes, 'i'-"ha:t do them driver or something, life wouldl take on a d!ﬂerent troopers 1'i\ri1-|g Uffun]% Think of them poor [}Ir-{-
paratroopers do, anyways? All they do is jump out  light entirely. Tl:tu trouble with this War is that Honess g Baw, T het fmt:::.ns for weeks at a 1-1?[“-;
of a gawdam bomber. T used to pay a dime on a  these new, ﬂnshedam-the-pw_m outfits come along and away 'if i thex'd {run that """1“', _]m L
roller coaster in the olden days and I got the same get all the gravy for awhile, but when the war i steal ey could have a good T-hone
sensation. They ought to take a allotment out of over all you got to do is l;mk ar::u;]d and who dq “They ey i 4
their pay to let them be paratroopers. And lookit you see, F':"“g e top o ﬂ"efiﬂ']“- The good gl q the olden gaye ¢ Sd. : 1
the Airborned Infantry, riding up to the front lines OQMC, wit no €5 and no ancy boots, Thass live offen the land ¥5  said Artie, *a outfit wonle
in them nice, comfortable transport planes. No the Wway You win wars around here, : - and, hey'd come along and find &

# " : Cow . £
jars, no bumps in the road. Nothing. But if ole Those flashy boots are DECESSary,"" we sajd. and :a“;' t!:"ﬁl “apting woylg call the mess sergeant

. i . : ; ool
Artie has to move up to the front lines he bus o, ' e A the mesg . 15 cow mto a edible form,’ anc
oot e s e sy By ALy e, -5, s Ul o ik T
coccyx in the shellholes. But do I get a fancy flash o o T otemo. Butdo Igeta  apg YOU come aj YO TE out fighting with a outfit

p (7 shion? The hell T do. 1 also could use a set of high : ¢ along anq wdth A
. -mherroids I get. : o : : Igh  says iy 4 find ‘a cow, the capting
Nﬂ-quj-j;h&gn‘t vou transfer to a flashier branch of bﬂﬂ*}? for Id“ﬂ";';gt“:;“iﬁ I:I?Elmiud h:i;x:n I get stuck cat the gk::ﬁm}ré Ut with the ¢ rations,” and you
the netyice; | we SOERCOLES. A " But every :1et :nfl:s : Th“ﬁ? can %:ku Itgh:.'ir --.ri:r n.nlgnw' I”girt h“"'i“E a go Etmns While the Mgty ole cow. 33
o i " said Artie. “But eve ; ' heir war and—__ “ ; Ce green groes -
Sk }JIEEE;:;E ﬂ:a!tt{:flf:fer 5Im:lst meself, wass the . So they can, so they can,” we said hastily, ?fc'“ ih""!'{ the preen grass,
time I.

i 5 T i "1 ‘Fdﬂth“t?”w%; Ked. :
Ity rate in this outfit I wanna jern? And :‘.IIEI‘] Unnerstand, it ain't a question of toughness e § ¥ dud'} t, why should lth:,ms}' P:n:ﬂcc all the
fii:; '.g{;]er(‘.' I am, in the Quartermasser Corpse. .

every man in his niche," Artie said. - Take mg cmid. e e o, inter a
; for instance. I'm jess as tough as any pamtrooper M pitcher all fits together, i !

i d. : i : : © Betf 1 et But hers : OMC, you
“ Very rmsuna.ble. wEhSﬁ: for the OMC,"” said Al us Greengroins was tough. Like nails, thags ole dm-;ﬂd"f‘"*‘hw £ive you o hu&r&; III: :thL”L_,:l i l?u*}'

e t to say one thing . Artie. But they shove me in the Ouarte “Iand oy, sleep on,
e ?ﬂkfe s theole peripective._Some ol fhese Corpse, when mic weight goes for naupht ;m:;{asw T been in ojg, Iﬂm:m 1M you except your soul.

scw utfits figare all they got 10 do s hop Bucthe Flc gat of e and i Bt T gver et ThSre?” We wante | ;

;],l‘w any some night and the war'll be ﬂ""eri:ha t wars Actoally, I'm a natural paratrooper. ! e h",' 15 4 coupl, of si;] ]"?“’W~ : e
J;;Ei e;; slogs along. The OMC k"‘“ﬁs it has “ Why don’t you volunteer?”* we asked. I think & 'atdp u:ﬂm.nm in me pass ll: r; L
gkeq {; Im;g time to win. They got all mgnt, “Well,” said Artie, " as a matter-of actual fack, ':vaé JES5 comg g T repetition, Some :
( good

; 0 the Armey o, Geez,
the CMC." i I""-‘-ﬂkfast_" Ty to forget

-
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LET IT SOUND OFF YOUR IDEAS

From a British Sgt.
Dear YaNK:

Some day, maybe not this year or the next or the
year after that, but some day I am going to America
to your country, and I am gning to tell the folks
back there a lot of things about you and all those
other grand Yanks who are in this old country of
mine teday. You will note that I say mine, my
country. Well, we're very like you are in that respect
because we like to talk about this land and all the
good things in it as being something just a little bit
more personal than people might suppose. Oh, yes,
I know there are a lot of pretty bad things connected
with my country—we won't delve into them here—
but isn’t it the same in every or any country ? You
bet it is?  We wouldn't like it very much, you or
L, if our respective countries were some resplendent
Garden of Eden, would we? No, a lot of the rotten
things remain and it's just as well that we know it
because they are, as much as Genmany and Japan,
some of the things we are battling against together.
Together—now that's a grand word.

I'd like to tell your folks back in America the
big success you American soldiers made in your guite-
unrehearsed role as ambassadors of the new world—
the world across the Atlantic, the world which to you
and to us over here has become the expression of an
ideal.

America sent you away, as fighting men, men with
i purpose, notably a purpose to get well at the throat
of Hitler and his gang., You came here infused with
that purpose, T know that, and you were plenty mad
in those early months that you couldn't start into the
fight the very day after you set foot on British =il In
fact, you Americans had to wait quite a long time
but, in the meantime, I like to think that you adopted
a strain of the old British patience—a quality which
wi have long possessed but which, when strained to
exhaustion point, tums the quiet country squire into
a Captain Bligh or the village policeman into a
Chicago gunman.

Once you found something of that patience, you
settled down a bit and in your off-duty hours you
got around quite a bit. America looked at England
and was not, at first, vastly amosed, England looked
at America and liked the reflection. We began to
get to know each other, we who at first were stangers.
It didn't take us very long, did it? We found a
wealth of things we had in common. Then, there
were other greater bonds—of language, of culture, of
music and the arts, the love of freedom and liberty.
These were not all but they shall be representative
here. We talked about them, discussed them freely
—now we really were getting down to an understand-
ing of one another. It seems to me that in these we
could have found no better basis or foundation stone
upon which to build the early walls of a citadel of
mutual understanding and frendship which will
flourish through the wears.

You know, if we march into the world of tomorrow
together we can make of the future something worth-
while; we shall build together on common ground, If
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we go alone, your ~country
and mine, if we take our
separate ways it may be that
we each shall fail in our i0-
dividual purpose. 1f we t".lk?
this latter step, the wrters o8
our future history and the
ides of our destiny may
find it hard to forgive our
error, for it will be a grave crror indeed and a very
R sgh. BON EDWARDS
Baitish Ammy

Britain,

An Orphan in a Brainstorm
Dear YWank:

On page 14 of the October 3rd issue of Yank 'th_'n:
is a picture of a smartlooking girl; above her head
is a sign that reads * Adopt an Overseas Seryicemarn
for Xmas."" Well, T am an overseas servicematl,
how's chances of getting adopted by her? Tf _ﬂwi 8
not possible, just send me her address, and L'l see

what I can do, thanks (I hope). i o

Britain.

Any More at Home, efc.?
Dear Yank: .

It is requested that the undersigned be fumished
further information on Ady's sister. By further in-
formation is meant such personal data as full name,

address, phone number and description.
T/4 ). €. FORTER
Pvi. B. D. BURLAN

Britain.

Just what good do you think a phone number's
going to do you over here in the ETO I—Ed.]

Alexis's Altitude
Dear Yang:

Two boys here have made a little wager as to the
height of Alexis Smith, your pin-up girl this week.
One fellow claims that she is under 5 5" and the otheg
claims that she is over that. Can you give us the
cortect height? Thanking you for anything you
can do to settle this argument, and thank you for a
swell magazine and beautiful pin-up girls;

L y Cpl O. F. LANDREAUYX
Britain.

[We don't know, but she is not
know—Ed.] - not Miss Sx5. That we

The Major’'s Epic
Dear Yank:

The song that appeared in the September 18 jssye
was deeply appreciated and approved by Dick
Castillo’s buddies and crew members,

To the major who wrote that epic, I take my hat
u[_[. I, myself, was one of the witnesses who saw
Dick's courageousness on that fata] day, May 14
1943. Nothing could portray the boy’s courage and
faithfulness more than that song. So, hats off again
majnr: and thanks, I also wish to inform you thn£
Dick is now a P.O.W. in Germany, ag of July 15
1043. >

Britain Tisgl A L Bilozowy

Lib. Bomb Group

OQur Captious Caption Writer
Dear Yank:

_From the vantage point of this fog-ridden, gri
fidden, grouse-ridden heath, your picture-piece in the
October 10 issue of Yank, called * Tt Happens on the
Beach at Tel-Litwinsky," certainly makes life logl
pleasant for the G.Ls lucky enough to be sent to
that North African recreation resort, I do fee]
though, that your caption writer might have taken m;
a bit more into his confidence, especially conceming
the mute mamas who apparently frequent the Place,

I refer to " the gorgeous blond creature ™ who, in
the first of six pictures, is shown being * whiskeg

off to the beach ™ by T/Sgt. Tipton. (No need of
quibbling over the word " gorgeous,” though it's

A s stch dopsn® Wl
ir ink-stained wretch doesn't goy o0

lcrll'l:lr:‘;lilu]mtlﬁuihu second 1”i:wm', .{ 'Im':", ‘-'; JIiI:E.-IinI“E

bt e blond dresses —plainly 5 ., 2

beer while H‘tigm llI'I'-"u”-:':rt'l-'!l'I of a J"lghi.in;{ I||1;.::f_;

ting cuphen e )
FML;:LEI ft:ilrljitt the third shot she 1S weanng the sqp,,
}E::'Irpﬂ dress she had on 1 the first.

w they are enjoying * dinner for Yy s
hich, w;ﬁigr;;:g fmz‘rﬁ S Bhown dn the gk
Y iete of one vitamin-rich highball. In the fourg)
consists {‘}'i ton ** whisks his date off to the beach,
Pltl,'t'fﬂ:m ,Em whisker, he), where they are showy
(gus Lin a good, discreet four I't:u_t apart ane the
j-.'P:':I'u-:mﬂf looks as if he might b SAYINg: " Read gy
;E;ﬁ:mi lately? *  The blond stares silently oyt th
spa, though why she's so tongue-tied we, and heg
l:uu;p.'minn, are yet to IL.H“:".-. ey 3

The fifth snap of the senes portriys '!u.ln.,-l Tic
ton ** currounded by more jn-:luttﬁ.l] tln.ll:-,' (we'll Joy
that one pass, too), while " the blond seems to hay,
wandered off to bring back hot dogs for the mol,,
Your man certainly Iult it ng_hl. fﬂ_r once, when
wrote ™ seems to,'' forin the final picture it {h'\"i_-]DIH
that neither Tipton nor the blond have understood
word of what (if anything) lht'}flwt‘ﬂ-‘ saing to each
other the whole damn time.  Under ﬂ}l.\i final shey
your writer casually nw.-al:f that not until "”“‘—:ﬂlh-r
strolling, dining, and lounging together— does Tiptay
# discover that the blond only speaks German ang
Hebrew, so they dance.””  1f that's recreation, mal,.
mine vanilla.

Cpl E R, Mcs
Britamn.

Some Professional Pride
Dear Yang:

We boys of g certain armament shop rescnt very
much the article written by Cpl. John I}, Preston in
the August 29 issue of YANK.

We all know and agree that our profession as
Amorers isn't a kmightly craft, however, we ame
justly proud of our job. For your information there
is an armament school in the States, where we studied
for three—three months, just to learn this unglamor-
ous, filthy eritical and Imring jub. We don't want
you to get the armorers confused with the Ordnance.

A FILTHY ARMORER
Britain.

More From the Cemetery
Diear Babs and Yawi:

Since reading your letter in the October 3rd issue
of Yank, the committee P.W.D,B.A.G.T.D. (People
Who Do Brooklyn A Good Turn Department) ane I
have voted and appraised your wonderful document.
1f you will kindly send me your name and address to
-lﬂI-_P‘D 517, the Committee PW.DEBAGT.D,, and I
will present you through the mail our distinguishied
service tibbon, B.B.B.B. (Backers of the Borough,
Beantiful Brooklyn).

It has a lovely color scheme consisting of colors
that represent our famous landmarks, For instance,
the white stands for the * sands of Coney Island,"
the green represents the “ grass at Ebbets Field *
and the blue symbolizes the colour of Prospect Park
Lake on a moon-swept evening.

Of course there are many more famous places in
our magnificent Borough. They would be too
;éitmcmus to mention and besides, paper is hard to

I have a complaint to make
'?mmr}l#:ﬁ: are not exactly pals, in fact they are not
E’:i';;éldﬁi‘;ﬁ 'lhf:l_'l. '-}'hy do you keep on insisting

: en ; “ T tink
BuY is from do g]?:f:;;lﬁ'lrum Brooklyn. * I tink dat

Brocklyners and

Pvi. M I. ROOT
P.W.DLB.AGT.D.
Chalrman.

Britain.
Fill'lilr TWBS
DEIFIIT Y.ﬂ.};]{ *

1l your issue of 5p to
by Cpl. Bob Garfinhol

My f: i ;
ﬂ-bmirrt tﬂ.f{y'.’ﬁs 0me friends who went to America
finkel as el V® Years ago. Their name was Gar-

! you think you could print this

letter in the Roes '
Comes fmi'}:‘ua:%alg?} if Cpl. Garfinkel reads it, and

us throllEh Yanx, amily, he will get in touch with

mber 1ath you printed a letter
of Brooklyn.

MYRTLE ROSENOFF

Dear YANI{' Hackney, E8.

In your y

in “ Mai] I:;._ﬁ}m;; September 12 T read an article
fmn Cpl. Bob Garfinkel. If he’s
mr:: Immmfr'; I would like to ;I_;ut
4 year g ™. T haven't seen him for
: nd woulq like to get in touch with

Would You kindjy oblige

Britain,

[Ml}ln,

Thank you.
St PHILIP JACOBSON

it
S€ems, is just full of Garfinkels—Ed.]
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A Day at Cambridge

One of our men goes rambling around the olde university
town and comes back and rambles around a little while
on his typewriter.

of war and ce as you could find anywhere

in the Unit(tl?eﬂillgtlﬁm. and all the side effects
and currents of a world conflict can be seen and heard
right from the fime of arrival at the railway station.
In one corner a large group of Italian prisoners in
their maroon wool uniforms squat on their l}mrmcl-:s
bags and leather suitcases and smoke, whistle, or
doze in the autumn sunlight. They are a cheerful,
sunburnt, bored, well-fed bunch, probably on their
way to work on the farms of Norfolk. In the station
restaurant American soldiers surround the counter
eating meat pies and discussing the excellence ofﬁﬂm
cofiee.. The English are now turning out goodli;o ea,
and this comes as one a:; the climaxes of the war

. concerned.

aséﬂllﬁn‘;ﬂ?::ugh the town you are m.a.t_lu aware _ﬂf
the fact that this is 2 great centre of l;:lilUEISI:i:jr life
until you reach the Hed Cross Club on I'rumpmgt}.:m
Street, This is an ex-hotel right next to the smoke-
gray hattlements of King's College anq thrmsl?ild{em
lounging in the doorway of the Red Cross, “lrc c_nrlﬁ
what their next move is going to be, can loo s‘tl.';.‘tg -
across at King's College Chapel and the clouds o
;Egmn_q wheeling outside the boarded-up stained glass

mgjg::-ihe streets the excellent book stores, a.m:!
print and liguor shops ;MiE ﬁl:;dmrl;}“uzzfsﬁﬁﬁ;
Students flow and sweep alon . or
bicycle in their blue and black gowns anltf el;:;ﬁrf.emrjs
ing college scarves worn OVer turtled nec
and tweed suits. .
Dos 0o £12 CVRe s -Erircleﬁ some of the
leaves, winds slowly. SloB8., 8 nders off towards
lleges like a moat, and finally wa s ol
O T.aslo. nniler a bridge. Tlerc LES S0 e
G!?dn wateﬁall whose noise is somelimes 105t
mi

T uE town of Cambridge is as comfortable a blend

Cam, choked with

sudden roar of a Marauder flying low and fast over
the tree tops,

The surface of the river is strewn with G.Is in
punts _a.nd canoes, and the man who rents out the
boats is pleased by the sight. For him the American
Army has been an unqualified godsend in providing
a tourist trade that he never expected to see again
after 1939,

" We really enjoy seeing you Yanks here now. Of
course, some of you get drunk and lie-around
the market place all night, but that's all rght. It
makes it seem like the old days again.’’

The rest of ihe people of Cambridge feel as he
does and the only complaint that the college authori-
ties have to make is that the average U, 5. Army
visitor does not show the proper amount of curiosity
about the place and does not make use of the free
lectures and other sight-secing privileges.

This lack of curnosity might account for the fact

there were so few G.Ls at the Town Meeting held in-

Cambridge on the night of October 8th. This forum
was sponsored by the Education branch of the Special
Service Division, and its topic for argument was the
question * Should government be responsible for jobs
for all after the war.”” It is a fairly old issue as
far as public debating goes, but the chairman of
the evening was George Denny, crack maesiro
of the radio program “ American’s Town Meeting of
the Air,"" and due to him the discussion took on all the
pace, precision, and liveliness of his own radio show.

He made a short opening speech saying that it
was his theory that the only way to increase and
multiply your personality is to “ expose your mind to
uncangenial views."" In launching their educational
and debating program in the ETO the Ay thor-
oughly agrees with Mr. Denny, believing also that
a good soldier is one who knows what he is fighting

for and loves what he knows, as Oliver Cromwell
once noted,

Then Denny explained the procedure of the even-
ing, allowed six minutes to cach speaker, and cheerily
warned them that he was a great puller of coat tails.
The men on the dais winced at this hint, but the net
effect was that each man spoke quickly and cleary,
going straight to his main point and sticking to it.
They all knew what they were talking about, too,
being four men who had gotten social, economic, and
religious results in their varous careers. One was a
collaborator on the Beveridge report, one was sec-
retary for the Council of Churches in America, ome
was a member of the Harriman Commission on lend-
lease, and the fourth was a director of the English
Political Research Center.

The main argument of the Affirmative was that
the world has not yet reached that Utopian state
where a man may get a job any time he feels like
it, particularly after a war. The Negative counter-
attacked with the opinion that a man’s two sacred
rights are his choice of a job and his choice of a wife.
Ewven if he makes a fool of himself in both selections,
he should be left alone and frec from any form of
benevolent regimentation.

After the debate came spirited rebuttals and o
general discussion. When the mecting broke up, a
number of the audience went over to the Eagle Hotel
across the street from the Exchange. Here, Ethel, the
well-set brunette barmaid, was setting them up right
and left across the counter. She is one of the livelier
institutions of Cambridge, and her large public among
the 8th Air Force all swear by her. Ewven on flying
pay aerial gunners and the like have a habit of going
into a fiscal collapse when they least expect one, but
Ethel has always tided her friends through such dark
periods in their lives. What is more significant, she
is always paid back.

On the wall of the Eagle Hotel's wash room among
the usual frescoes and epigrams is pencilled this in.
scription: Nn;rf.:r before in history have so many
known so little dbout 50 much. Signed Benito Mys.
solim, Guard House, Italy.”" This does not seem a
a bad motto for either an army cducational progra
or a unversity town dufing wartime. i

CPL. JOHN D. PRESTON,
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SPORTS

By Sgt. DAN POLIER

e JUMPING THE GUN, WE OFFER PROBABLY THE ONLY
® 1943 ALL-AMERICAN FOOTBALL TEAM IN EXISTENCE

ICKING any all-star team is sheer foolish-
P ness ‘and should be attempted only by

qualified Section Eights, Proceeding on
this assumption, we now offer what is prob-
ably the only 1943 All-American football
team in existence,

First, however, we will attempt to explain
why we even bothered to pick this team. We
had three good reasons, First of all, our cir-
culation manaper figured that Gls in such
far-distant places as China, Surinam and
Camp Croft, 5. C., wouldn't vead this unitil
the football seazon was almost over and, mis-
taking the team as a timely bit of news,
would immediately renew all their subscrip-
tions. That, of course, would raise the circu-
lation manager from pfe. to T-4, s0 you can
see where his interest lies.

Second, we figured this team would help
the guys in the States line up their dope on
the different football teams so they could
draw their own conclusions on Saturday.

Third, and equally imporiant, when one of
our All-Americans happens to edge his way
onto the official team in December, we can
always say, “We told vou so—way back in
October.”

Mow, then, the 1943 All-American team:

Player Pasition School
Saxon Judd ....... R o ke Tulsa
Frank Merritt ... .. Tackle= 0o West Paoint
Alex Apase _,...... (21T i [ L Purdue
Mutt Manning _.. .. 0721 1 L Ga. Tech
Harold Fischer ....Guard Southwestern
George Connor ....Tackle....... Holy Cross
Ralph Hevwood ... .End......... 5. California
Sam Robinson ... ,. Baglet e Washington
Eltoy Hirseh ...... Back 2ie .. cMichiFan
Jackie Field ...... Back ...z Southwestern
Bill' Daley ......... Bk . Michigan

“Unless you happened to have lived near
Georgetown, Tex., you're probably asking
yourself, “Where in the hell is Southwestern
University?"" And even if you did live in
Georgetown, you're probably wondering,
“How does that jerk-water school rate two
Buys on an All-American team?"” That's easy.
Southwestern is a tiny Methodist school
snuggled deep in the heart of Texas and it's
going to have one of the winningest football
teams in the country this vear. The finest
mastodonic specimens in the Southwestern
Conference have been freighted to George-
town to train as Marine officer candidates
and, while they're at it, to pay off the mort-
gage on the new chemistry lab. As for the
second guestion—how do they rate two guys
on an All-American team—we can tell you
that both Field and Fischer were recognized
as all-everythings ewven before they pot to
Southwestern, Last year they led the Uni-

versity of Texas to a Cotton Bowl triumph
over Georgia Tech.

There are many of you who will argue
against two Michigan men—Elroy (Crazy
Legs) Hirsch and Bill Daley—gracing this
line-up. This attitude will get vou nowhers,
because Daley and Hirsch aren't really
Mother Michigan's children at all. They're
V-12 student trainees and rightfully belong
to Minnesota and Wisconsin, respectively.
Furthermore there's nothing wiong with
them being on this team: they would have
made it anyhow, playing at their old alma
maters, This boy Daley is good énough to play
pro football right now.

If vou will examine this selection even
cloger vou'll discover another anomaly of the
V-1Z program in Alex Agase. Last year Alex
gave what everyvbody thought was his last
pint of blood 1o Illinois. Now, however, Alex
iz giving new life to the Purdue line. He's
the guard who became famous for stealing
balls from opposing backs and running for
fouchdowns last fall.

The rest of the club is legitimate; that is,
the boys are playing for their original pro-
viders, Ralph Hevwood, the big end who pulls
back to punt, returns to Southern California
to captain the Trojans because he is a Marine
student trainee. Washington didn't count on
swift Sambo Robinson returning, but he was
dumped back onto its Rose Bowl band
wagon as a Marine trainee; Tulsa held on
to Saxon Judd, its pass-catching Sugar Bowl
star, because he was a marine, and Georgia
Tech managed to keep Mutt Manning, a hard-
boiled 60-minute center, because he was a
Navy boy. George Connor might have been
playing for Dartmouth as a V-12 instead of
Holy Cross, but he still isn't of draft age.

All in all, it's a crackerjack team and it
represents a lot of work. Or maybe you
haven't tried to write while firmly encased
in a straitjacket.

Alex Agase,
Purdue.

Saxon Judd,
Tulsa,

Sam Robinson,
Washington,

Harold Fischer,
Southwesfern,

Mutt Manning,
Ga. Tech.

Cpl. Zeke Bonura,
instructs o group of Army nur
baseball. With headquarters at Oran, I

the destinies of 80 baseboll and softhall feams.
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sas in the fine art of
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PO Walter Masferson, who pitched for the
Washington Senators last year, writes his
- old boss, Clark Griffith, that his Navy base-
ball team in Hawaii just finished playing a series
against the Japanese prisoners of war. "The Japs
were offering $100 to any good plaver who would
join them against us,” Masterson reports. ‘But no
matter whom they get, we can beat them. They
are very small and extremely light, and the
tempiation is strong to grab a couple of them by
the heels and knock their heads together." Mas-
terson goes on to tell that a Jap pitcher recently
knocked a sailor down with a duster. “I took care
of that bird next time he came up," Masterson
explains. . . . Wayne Johnsen, Harvard's captain
last year and now a V-12 trainee at Yale, suffered
a fractured vertebra the only time he carried the
ball for the Elis against Muhlenberg College. It
just shows what happens when a Harvard man
puts on a Yale uniform. S
There's a wax figure of 5gt. Jos Louis in a mu-
seum at Coney Island showing him armed with
a set of technical sergeant’s stripes, He's antuall{
a buck sergeant. . . . That hole-in-one Pvt. Chic
Harbert shot in the Golden Valley Invitational
Tournament at, Lincoln, Nebr., was his first in
more than 20 years of golf. . . . Pfe. Bob Westfall,

who teamed with Tommy Harmon in the Michi-
gan backfield, is learning to be 5 radiop op‘:{-atur
at Scott |F11:-1d, Ill. . . . Lt. Byren {(Whizzer) White,
Colorado’s All-American backfield ace, has turned
up in the New Georgia Islands where he is work-
ing with PT boats. . . . Flight Officer Robart Hutson
brother of Don Hutson, Green Bay's star
end, was killed in action in the South Pacific.
Bob was also an end at Alabama and an All-
American, too. . . . Another recent casualty was
Col. Paul D, Bunker, West Point's first All-Ameri-
can, who died in a Japanese Prison camp.

You probably won't believe it, but thero's a
Marine trainee on the Rochester University foot-
ball team named Paul McKee, who hails from
Neptune City, N, Y., and attendeq Niagara Uni-
versity last year, . , | According to Sgt. Dugan
Aycock, the golf pro from Lexin ton, N, C., the
ls?:}eséagﬁntfatmns on JE}'t.‘tlft balls in North Africa are

L you can get one; . Tha -
controlled Hong Kong radig recently c:r?slfa?:ierf:d
that American bombers interrupted the opening
of the Hong Kong racing season, The broadeast
said: “In the fourth race, while the horses were
at the post, American airplanes came to raid
Hong E{ﬂ“g' but antiaircraft fire drove the planes
away." We presume it didn't affect the ndds,
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For month affer month, the Armed Guardsmen of
the MNavy have fought Hitler on the high seas. In
the beginning they were the target for jibes and
puns from other navy men. But now, they have
earned @ record for bravery under fire which can
be excelled by fow units in anybody’s armed service.

with Port Liaison here. Looks like you've had a
tough time."
- = = "It was certainly no pleasure cruise. Those

I damned bombers caught us two days ago. There
are four men below in pretty bad shape. Can you
take them ashore?’’
The sailors went below, guided by a gunner's mate,
- strapped the waundul:{i men into the stretchers and
. brought them on deck. From there they were care-
U. S. Navy Feature Writer fully lowered over the side to the waiting gig's crew.
The two officers went below to the Navy Armed
p : i The officer grabbed another ir of glasses from Guard officer's cabin,
herded the freighters into ?hnglsutﬁl;nifirﬁﬂptﬁ the desk mgtﬁppgd quickly mtﬁij window. “ Pretty * We heard you needed replacements so we called
the gray waters betweenl o8 oty ship. Then badly beailh, D eho? Tell the pharmacist's mafe Londonderry and had them ser G8GF I brought
safety Of the inner harbor "";"3!3 decks packed with to take a stretcher party aboard with the lieutenant the men aboard,”” the visitor f:.-.pnrted, adding: "I
e & trans o ;ﬁt St this strange new and see what they can do. Order an ambulance to un‘:‘icrsta.ml you had a hot run.”™ ‘
apldiers peering through the the quay—oh, and you'd better send those men It was pretty warm at times, Thua host admitted.
jand. ed in, tired, weary of from the 'Derry pool aboard, they may be able to But we made it, didn’t we? We lost one boy—a
Another freighter wallow o wa.stmli-ﬂE on help out. ; ; good boy—and those other four were wounded, But
tcavel and storm and war. ixed in a pattern as The gig sputtered under the freighter's stern a.uld we got through and we got back. _ ;
her hull, red 1Ead_a.nd By =4 uzz'le--. A gaping around into her lee. The coxs'n gllabbed the Jacob's In those few words the guardsman had tﬂln‘;i; his
queer as unf!.msheﬂ! ];E_s:iecp S as tom im her ladder dangling over the side. A lieutenant, followed  story, leaving out the details :rl._nd the drama. " We
hole rimmed with twiste gf_l;ullethﬂlﬂﬁ Btﬁ?Pgd by several sailors carrying collapsible stretchers, got through and we got back.
fo'c’sle deck. Knotted s}nngﬂ .retructure. She listed serambled up the wooden rungs on to the deck amid- He also had told the. story of the U. S, Navy
her plates and across her Supe ships. A naval officer, distinguishable from the group  Armed Guard Service operating to and from the
heavily to port- ently from her lanyards. of hollow-eyed, b(a:rded men only by his cap, British Isles. It Is the story of the men who once
Signal fags ﬂ‘-‘“‘fﬂ‘}l “rr%ow "'Dﬁmng support and stepped forward. His wan face wore a questioning  were called the Orphans of the Navy " but are
A tug snuggled undigd :rnrﬁor' From a window of look. Lo now respected for the job they have done in pro-
comfort to & WO det e the hillside ahove the “ Are you the Armed Guard, captain? '’ the board-  tecting Allied supply lines to the world’s battlefronts.
an old stone house chﬂ[fmcfr watched the ship’s pro- ing officer asked.- - _ The bearded lieutenant might be considered a typ-
harbor, 2 d’;‘ipﬁ gf binoculars. " Yes, what can I do for you? ical Armed Guardsman with his makeshift uniform,
gress throug

; d forth over the long, By Yeoman TOM BERNARD

s whined back A0C, 0 aside the low- Y

d and barely cleanng

reening corvettes plunged
py white-caps as they

PITFIEE

. line of ships
strag glulEF r\fi.spﬂ- of clou

ol A i ir,”" he reported The newcomer's eyes swept the oddly-clad, non- his weariness and his tale of a fighter freighter. But
« Third one in line gﬂi?ﬂﬂ;ﬁt?a desk. “And descriptgroup, noticed a few blood-stained bandages.  he was an officer and anly one nEt of twmﬁv—;}x meun
to the U- Elih Namﬂ; .:n e ical aid!”’ . “ That isn't the point, What can I doforyou? I'm in this new branch of the Navy are privileged to wear
she's signalling :
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When

stripes of gold braid on their sleeves, The rest are
farmers, mechanics, salesmen and schoolboys in
blue who get a kick out of firing a bucking gun
at an enemy plane or submarine, Perhaps you can
get the best composite picture of an Armed Guards-
man at Londonderry, the Navy's Northern Ireland
base on the banks of the River Foyle. Ome of the
first foreign Armed Guard replacement pools was
established there in the summer of 1942 so that mer-
chant ship vacancies left by injuries, illnesses and
by men who missed their ships could be filled.

Fifty men arrived from the States to make up the
original pool. Most of them were seamen—first or
second class—while a few were signalmen, radiomen,
gunners or boatswain’s mates. No matter what their
rate they were familiar with every gun which the
MNavy was placing on tankers or cargo vessels of
the United States Merchant Marine. After boot camp
training every guardsman went through a gunnery
school and learned to load, fire and maintain several
types of three, four and five-inch guns, the twenty-
millimeter Oerlikon, machine guns, rifles, pistols.

Armed Guard crews began calling more and more
frequently at British ports. Navy port liaison
officers increased their requests for replacements,

Lientenant George Mitchell, in charge of the pool,
has done his best to meet the demand. Seldom has
he received a request for more than four men, but
if those four were all rated signalmen, or maybe
gunner's mates, he might find one section of his pool
suddenly depleted. Luckily he has yet to contend
with a pitched battle at sea; such an event would
heavily sap his man-power resources,

An average freighter carries a gun’s crew of twenty-
five men while the Navy men manning a transport’s
defensive armament total forty enlisted men and three
officers. Any serious losses on just one ship would
give Lieutenant Mitchell some trouble,

When he gets an urgent call from a British port
he selects the men and sends them on their way
with Royal Navy travel warrants (a reverse lend-lease
service) to the port where the liaison officer turns
them over to the Armed Guard captain. Then they
meet their shipmates, study their guns and prepare
for their next voyage.

of wreckage for hours or for days after their
merchant vessel has been sunk are tendered every
possible consideration. When they land they are
given necessary clothing by the Red Cross or the
War Shipping Administration and the Admiralty.
Arriving in Londonderry, they get a real rest. They
stand no duty, do no work; they just wait for the
fastest available ship to take them home for several
weeks' leave before they go out again to fight the
Battle of the Atlantic. :

Ronald Joseph Hurley, 21-year-old a:g‘nalm;u?,
third class, was one of these survivors. He fold his
story in a makeshift “ diary * scribbled on four strips
of brown cardboard paper tormn from a packing case.

“May oo.—I am sitting in a lifeboat on our

twenty-second day adrift. My ship, a large merchant
vessel, was tor_pedaed tﬁ’eﬂt}’-‘tﬂ'ﬂ da].rs ago. We were
all talking about what had happened to us during
our weeks of drifting one night before water-rationing
time and so I decided to write it down and also _g_w;
me something to do. It seemed to relieve my min

and made me feel a lot better.” j

With Hurley were John E. Payne, 21; Robert ,E.t
Bowman, z5, both seamen, first ciag, zmd eig :
nerchant seamen from the Liberty ship which was

MFN who have floated on mafts, lifeboats or bits
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b lhl._! fli'u'c bombers connect, disaster follows, as it-did when
this munition-loaded cargo ship exploded off the coast of

Sicily,

making her maiden voyage when she caught the
torpedo. The eleven men had two hundred quaris
of water, pemmican, crackers, malted milk tablets.
First they started with two ounces of water threo
times a day. Then they increased the ration to four
ounces. Later, because they started to row at night
to increase their speed, to six ounces, four times
a day. p

When they launched the boatina heavy sea, they
estimated their position at approximately six hun-
dred miles off the African coast. First they headed
for the Azores. Then they changed their course for
the. Cape Verde Islands.” Finally they settled on
Adrica, reasoning " we couldn't miss Africa if we
headed east.'”

Their principal meal (per man) was a mixture
—a tenth of a tin of pemmican, two crackers and two
ounces of water. For warmth they huddled together
in blankets, but they were always wet from a drench-
ing spray which the boat shipped over the side.

" Some days, when sailing was good, we would
feel better, but after almost three weeks without
sighting anything we began to lose hope of rescue.”’

On the night of their twenty-third day at sea the
survivors were rescued by a Portuguese fishing boat
which hauled them aboard, fed and clothed them and
brought them to Lisbon.

There they rested four days in a hospital, spent
twelve days leaming to walk again, and then left
by plane for England. In 23 days, they now dis-
covered, they had made only a 15-mile error in their
calculations. At the time they were rescued they
estimated they were 15 miles from the African coast,
In reality they were 30 miles from shore.

Other * Orphans * who have put in to British
ports may have undergone more nerveshattering
experiences, but they must protect their ship on its
transatlantic voyage home before they can hope for
the treatment accorded the survivors, " To make sure
that they make it, the Navy takes advantage of an-
other lend-lease program, this time in reverse: When
an American ship puts into a United Kingdom port,
the Navy crew gets a refresher course, provided the
merchantman stays the average ten days. The school-
ing is provided by DEMS (Defensively Equipped
Merchant Ships). ~ This is a branch of the Trade
Division of the Admiralty, under reciprocal aid. At
most ports a training school has been set up for
Royal Navy gunners-to-be. Because Armed Guards-
men stand port and starboard watches—forward, aft
and at the gangway—while in port, only half of the
crew can go ashore at one time. So this gives them

The Royal Navy, too, mans the guns. British tars on the alart
America and Americanized even lo the soda fountain, wear U, 5, helmets

In Arctic waters, pnrha—garhud.ﬁrmnd Guardsmen go through a dry, but cold run,
The convoy route to Russia has perhaps given them more workouts than any other run,

time to join Royal Navy sailors in two days of
gunnery instruction., :

The first day's training includes instructional
motion pictures, gun cleaning, firing drills and tear-
ing down and reassembling the standard types of
guns used on Allied merchantmen. Then the men
are taken to a firing range on the second day and
they put into actual practice the training they re-
ceived the previous day. So eflective has this course
proven that U, S. naval authorities are now com-
pleting similar facilities at Londonderry for supple-
mentary training of Ammed Guardsmen attached to
the pool. For many months, while Hitler was suc-
cessfully waging his U-boat war the length and
breadth of the Atlantic, these Ammed Guardsmen
suffered under the pointed jibes of other Navy men.

" Sighted sub.; glub-glub,”" a parody on the famous
quotation of a Navy pilot, was reported to be their
motto. Other pranksters conceived -this one :

“Ready! Aim! Abandon ship 1"

me a meek, brow-beaten collection of novice sail-
ors who resented their lowly position, the Armed
Guardsmen developed into a group of closely-knit
fighting units. At first, Josses among them were
great, larger in proportion to their numbers than any
other branch of the service. Then they became
famous, in a small way, for the exploits of some crews
who sighted sub. and sank same. As their fame grew,
s0 did their ability to fight until the ironic humer
which had surrounded their activities developed into
envy and admiration, Unconsciously they developed
a spinit of their own, quite apart from that which
usually incites a sailor to action in time of war.
Lieutenants (junior grade) Robert J. Morard and

D. R. Roland unconsciously expressed the spirit
of the Armed Guardsmen when they wrote a song
while awaiting assignment to a ship in New York.
They conceived it as a good American gag. Later
they formed a club—" Ye Olde Bitter Enders "—
and passed out membership cards along with copies
of the theme song. Price of membership: one drink
forUMmard and Roland,

ndoubtedly they received a lot of free drinks and
had a lot of fun but they didn't know that the SONE
they had written might serve to type the men the
rest of the Navy called “ Orphans. '
This 'II:S the chorus:

o the Bitter End we're pledged to

To the Bitter End we'l] bl;a.aticwa}r: =

No sub, shall ever get away

From the Bitter Ender's glory.

on an aircraft carrler built jn

a5 they fight,



Outlined like ghosts in the glare of a night battle, the gunners stand lo
their grim and complicated work, stark against a multiple-barreled anti- 3
aircraft gun. Their-tin hats protect them from shrapnel and bomb fragments, |

gither of which may come whistling through the darkness without warning.

Ly e ehine stand out against Lthe night as longshoremen work lo unfoad thate f



“SHE'S 'STILL HINTING ABOUT THAT FUR COAT.”
=3gt. Bill Meweambe

“HE SAYS |T's

LIKE THE ARMY ‘'
ONLY IT STANDS FOR 'PERFECTION.

—=Pvi. F. G, Hewin

I THINK You OUGHT TO TELL THAT NEW
i s ‘RE
“WHATCHA DOIN HERE, O'FLYNN? YOUu T T

'CORPORAL TO BE A LITTLE MOR ‘o
ATRINE ORDERLY TODAY!" ORE TACTFUL,
SUPPOSED TO BE L e i




