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was the division commander sat in front of his

tent, working the point of a cane into the ground
and talking to his division artillery general, who wore
one star on his shoulder. The two-star general said,
“MNow, remember, [ don't want any shelling of
Montargis. T believe we can get in without shelling
the town.''

The artillery general nodded and started walking
away,

5 %"hat's an order,'" the division commander called
after him.

“Yes, sir,'" said the artillery general.

‘That night our patrols did a little probing around
Montargis, and got burned. One patrol, under the
command of znd Lt Jack Fox, of Borger, Tex.,
tried to get in to the town from the south, met
machinegun and other small-arms fire, was sur-
rounded from four o'clock in the aftermoon until early
the next morning, and only managed to get out by
the skin of its teeth.

The next morning the division was still trying to
get into Montargis. ‘The artillery general, who really
laves to fire those big guns of his and who had done
so very effectively around Hill 122 above 5t. Lo, was
waiting and ready to let go. The long muzzles of
his hig guns also were waiting. Maybe he'd get a
chance to fire those big guns afterall.

Another two-star, general came driving into the
division area. He was a big man with a big chin
and he looked as if he could sign big checks that
wept o ver bownce,  He said, * We've got to have
Montargis by tonight.”

The rolled-up power of American units was push-
ing east. These men who had missed Paris and were
now heyond it were still going places, and Montargis
was a little roadblock on the way, Still, the division
commander didn't want to smash it. He was a
large, gray-haired man, a decisive but generous man
who had fought in France in the last war and who
had some warm feeling about the French, He didn't
want to shell Montargis, bot on the other hand he
was going to get in there by nightfall, The commit-
ments of American arms were stretching beyond
Faris, and we were committed to occupy Montargis
without a day’s delay. The division commander dug
his cane into the earth some more. The artillery
commander puffed on a cigar, with an expectant look
on his face,

Then the division commander thought of some-
thing, and this led to a sudden hum of voices in
G-z. It was decided that the licutenant colonel in
charge of G-z, John T. Hoyne, of Salina, Kan_, a
small, dark man with a quick, executive manner,
would go into Montargis under a flag of truce and
ask the German commander to surrender.  He would
explain again what the German commander un-

SL]I.‘-THIME.T oF Paris—The two-star general who

doubtedly already knew : that the German position in

the town was hopeless. This fact was written down
in German and signed by the division commander.
S was the fact that if the Germans did not agree to
surrender, then the artillery commander would have
his way. The big guns would open up at precisely
one: o'clock that afternoon.

There were three of us who had watched the un-
folding of the Montargis situation and who wanted
tn get in there without delay. When we heard
apout the flag of truce, we looked ea.!;h other over
carefully. Colonel Hoyne was studying his maps
and he lifted his head only briefly to say in a busy,
meback voice, “I'll take just one of you in.

i 't matter who, but just one.”

It does
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By Sgt. SAUL LEVITT

We tossed on it and I won—the first three-way
toss I've ever won and a helluva one to win, The
deal was to go'in past lots of Germans and see a

~ German commander in his stronghold.

One of the interesting things about this Montargis
situation, as about a lot of other sitnations in the
Army, is how the big things are provided for but
not the little ones.  With only minutes to go before
we got started, with the route into town all figured
out and the documents ready, it developed that
there was no flag of truce. We needed a nice big
hunk of white cloth and there wasn't any. Then [
remembered a pillowcase which was lying at the
bottom of my bag and which I'd got somewhere
along the ling of trmining in the States and hadn't
ever returned—I believe it belongs to the depot at
Fort Dix, N.J. I got it out and gave it to the
colonel. The eolonel looked it over carefully and
decided it would do, even though it was a little
dark with age in spots. He took his issue knife out
of its scabbard and cut down along one edge. Then
he found a branch of a tree and trimmed it down to
make a staff, and we were ready,

Four of us made np the party. Besides the colonel
and myself, there were Sgt. Efraim Ackerman, of
Brooklyn, N.¥., who spoke both rench and ‘Ger-
man fluently, and a German prisoner who knew
exactly where headgquarters were in the town,

We started out at about 11 o'clock in the moming
and got down to one of onr advanced regimental
CFs, where the colonel asked a major of the regiment
how much farther up was the front line. The answer
was: "A few hundred yards."”

l'r was a fine morning in France. We pot out of
our jeep a few hundred yards ahead, at a point
whichwe judged to be the one indicated by the major
as the " front line."”" There was no line; only some
American soldiers in a ditch, with guns ready, just
ahead of us, and it was all very still right now. The
trouble with our flag of truce was that it had to be
moved through an area criss-crossed with fighting
men. With luck, we might emerge at some place or
other into a clearly defined area between our own
men and the Germans. We_might also be able to
indicate clearly and immediately to the Germans in
front of us that we came under a flag of truce. But
then again maybe there wouldn't be the cleady
defined area and the chance to indicate our errand
to the enemy. Maybe he'd be right aroond a turn,
down low in a nicely concealed machinegun nest,
and maybe he'd fire before he could see any white
flag. It was a situation filled with an awiul lot of
maybes,

We went along the road past the American soldiers
in the ditch. It was a very still and beautiful morn-
ing in France. We marched abreast and very erect,

as if we had arranged this in advance, as if we were _

in review before the enemy which was concealed
around us. The colonel and the sergeant had left
their guns behind in the jeep. The sergeant held
the pillowcase flag uwp high. We passed more
Americans, one of them wounded, with the blood
running out of his sleeve and down his hand. They
were crouched in the ditch at the side of the road,
and, by that certain tension of posture which can
never be mistaken for anything else, we knew the
fighting was right here. The soldiers stared at our

WE MARCHED BY THEM WITH DEAD PAN FACES, WE
ACKNOWLIDGED MO GREETINGS, ANOD |7 WAS
CLEAR THAT THE FREMCH THOUGHT U3 MAD,

white flag. One of them gaid, " You can't go any
farther down this road."

“What's up there? "’ :

“Sniper and machinegun fire right
bend,” the soldier replied. Y

“Well, we're golng all the way in," said the
colonel, :

“Sure,”" said the soldier, incredulousty.
thing."' "

We reached the bend in the road. Get that flag
up good and high,”' said the colonel to Sgt. .."\ll':ker-
man. As an afterthought, the colonel added, ﬁs}f
the prisoner if he thinks the Germans will surre nder.

Ackerman and the prisoner spoke briefly, and tlu:'n
the sergeant said to the colonel, * He says he doesn'’t
think so. He says they're a bunch of crazy baﬁtnr_ds
and they're going to stay in there. He says they're
so goddam crazy they're going to firc on us, flag of
truce or no flag of truce."

around this

*Sure

E went aronnd the bend in the road. Tt was

fine in France today; there were rolling fields
on both sides and stacks of hay—a little like Ohio.
Now thers were people on both sides of the road and
good-looking girls with bottles of champagne and
cognac, opened and ready. Seeing the girls and
the wide green fields and the open bottles made you
understand a little why thiz country is called “la
belle France,” but we couldn’t stop. We were not

the liberators of Montargis, but this was hard to
explain to the people on both sides of the road,
*Tell them to keep way back,’” said the colonel
to Sgt. Ackerman.
houses. "'
Sgt. Ackerman told them that. He told it to

“Tell them to get into their




them in loud, fluent French, but they were in no
mood to believe anything except that we wore
American uniforms and that we were the first Ameri-
cans they had seen since 1930. They pressed in on
us with exclamations of affection, but we kept going.
We tried to hold them back but this was almost
impossible.  'We marched by them with deadpan
faces, we acknowledged no greetings, and it was
clear that the French thought us mad,
that behind the cheering French, there were Ger-
mans watching os. I could see that Ackerman's
face was streaming sweat. My mouth felt very dry
and I said something to the colonel, just to check
on my vocal chords —somewhat as crews sctting up

Yet we knew

amplifiers say, “Testing. One, two three, four.”

Our white flag drooped lower and lower, for
Ackerman’s arm was very tired after walking a mile
holding the heavy flagpole upright in the air. The
colonel jacked the flag up every onge in a while with
a sharp voice, '

After we had passed a bridge and reached the
town, the crowds really got heavy., The cries of
liberation sounded everywhere, 'We didn’t say much
of anything to each other. We just marched abreast,
trying to keep clear of the affection of the French
who were endangering our lives. The-joy of the
French was separate from us. We werce four people
on a cold little island in the midst of all that joy.
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Every time the French cheered, we wondered how
the watching Germans felt about it, Though it wis
a fine summer morning it wasn't warm enough to
make Ackerman sweat as much as he did. The

. weather south and east of Normandy at this time

of the year is very nice and summery, but it is not
too hot at all,

Then, out of a side street ahead of us, came two
German soldiers on bieycles. They were the first
German soldiers I had ever seen going along on
hicycles. The German soldiers ahead of us pedalled
along very nonchalantly in the manner of P‘C{}Pl‘ﬂ
who know a town and have been in it for some time,
and their guns, held in belts slung over their
shoulders, moved up and down a little as they
rode,

Up ahead, the French, secing us coming along
hehind, hauled the Germans off their bikes and dis-.
armed them. As we came up we could 5
Germans standing at the curb with stupified ex-
pressions on their faces. We wondered what the
Germans who were hidden and watching thought
of this. Ackerman held"our flag up high as we tried
to fgure this one out. The French attempted to
hand over to us the guns of the two Germans but

we resisted this Very elaborately. We did so in
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pantomime for the benefit of the watching enemy,
but the French would not understand us.  They
forced the guns on us and we in tum handed them
back to the Germans, very politely and courteously
and with large and friendly gestures, while the
French stared at us in a strange mixed look of out-
rage and betrayal.

We gave those guns back to the German soldiers
and kept going, We never looked back once at the
French, or at the Germans whom we had re-armed.

Now there were only two more blocks to German
headquarters. We pushed our deadpan faces and
our drooping white flag through and got there. It
was a white stone building and there was a blonde
girl standing in the doorway. Ackerman asked her
if the Germans were there and she said no.

AHD there we were, We didn’t really know what
to do. We had marched two miles under a flag of
truce along a road where there was fAghting going
on in order to find a German commander and ask
him to surrender. Now the commander was gone.
We stared for a long minute at the white stone build-
ing, as if we might conjure up the German com-
mander by just looking hard at his headguarters.
Becanse we had marched two miles under this
peculiar strain, we didn't seem to know how to stop
marching. We were like automatons and, with the
single fixed purpose burned into our minds of find-
ing this commander, we started to march again,
moving like sleepwalkers for several more blocks,
with our white flag in the air. Then the spell broke
and we sajd what the hell, and stopped. We stopped
near a quiet and cool-looking canal Aowing under a
bridge. We rested behind a wall to get away from
possible fire along the canal. We leaned against the
wall, taking it easy and trying to figure out what to
do next and suddenly wvery loose and easy in all
our joints. A Frenchwoman clucked sympathetic-
ally, and, with the informal and fine friendliness
of the French, ran her hand down the back of my
0D shirt and exclaimed that it was very warm
today and that the life of a soldier is indeed hard.

It was now 12 o'clock. We had passed the edge
of Montargis at 11:40. One of our cavalry recon
glements had come into Montargis along another
road at about the same time we did, so it is ques-
tionable and not really very important as to who
was actually in Montargis first.

We started back in the direction we had come
from, and just then Capt. Glenn Saddler, of the
134th Infantry, a buoyant, cheerful young soldier
whose men had advanced so guickly into Montargis
that his regimental command didn't even know he

was in the town, came
up and saluted Col. Hoyne
and asked for orders.

“Call in,"* said the colonel,
“and tell them that
Montargis itself is  ap-
parently empty of Ger-
mans and that they seem
to be now to the south and
east of the town."

The four of us in my
group went back in a hurry
in order to make sure that
the artillery didn’t open up
on Montargis. It was nearly
one o'clock and we knew
how that artillery general
loves to use his guns, On
the way back there was
fighting along the roads into
Montargis, and there were
also soldiers who had
stripped down to the skin
and were swimming in the
canal west of the town.
Then we finally heard the
sound of our big guns, and
Col. Hoyne got a pinched
look around the mouth. But when we got down to
regiment, we found it was OK becaunse the guns were
shelling the Germans sooth of the town.

So the Americans got into Montargis that day
without shelling the town, just as the division com-
mander had wanted it to be. We had got into
Montargis before dark, just as the general from
“higher headquarters™ had wanted it.  During that
night it rained buckets and there was lightning
without thunder off on the horizon, A German plane
droned and droned in the sky, with the pecaliar up-
and-down-the-scale drone of German planes. There
was also the sound of machinegun fire which was sus-
tained at one time for several minutes, This is the
way it always sounds at night in newly-liberated
towns.

In the moming, in the central square of the town,
with the rain still falling, the division commander
presented decorations to his soldiers. This was done
appropriately but quickly, because the division was
moving up scon—moving further east.

The German major whom we would have seen if
he hadn’t pulled out of town showed up the next
morning at division—under guard, of conrse. He was
one of some 500 prisoners taken in the area, many
of them along the road over which we had marched

THE GERMAMN SOLDIERS AHEAD
OF US PEDALLED ALONG
VERY HOMNCHALANTLY . . -

the day before: Tt was still raining—a real soldier’s
day, with lots of mud underfoot to gripe about. The
German major looked quite miserable in the rain,
and so did everybody élse. .

Through an interpreter I asked the major whether
he knew that we had gone into town the preceding
day to ask for the surrender of his unit and whether
he would have surrendered if he had kmown we were
COMing. ;

The major had a cold, poker face, distended eye-
balls, and a sag of flesh beneath his chin, His color
was indescribable, something between pink and pale,
perfectly meutral. He was from Koenigsberg in
East Prussia. He considered what 1 had asked him
for some time and then said carefully that it would
not have been a matter of surrendering but of being
cut off and surrounded by superior force and superior
firepower.

That was all he said, and when he had said it he
looked around him as our division began to break
camp, for it was going east. It was going east toward
the old battlesites of the first World War—far to the
east of Paris. The camouflage netting was coming
down, the American soldiers slogged by in the mud
past the German major. His poker face nevir
changed as he watched, but he looked weary.

By Sgt. BURTT EVANS
YANK S5taff Correspondent

esert DistricT, Iran—A GI died at Andi-
meshk post here and went to hell.
“Where were you last stationed?"” asked
the Devil.

“Andimeshk,” replied the f}l,

“Oh,” said the Devil sympathetically. “In that
cagse youw'd better rush over to the supply ser-
geant afd draw your woolen underwear and win-
ter overcoat.” i

They don't publish the temperature at Andi-
meshk, but estimates of the summer heat range
from 130 to 180 degrees, with most of the soldier
vote favoring the higher figure. Worst thing is
that it's almost that hot at night, making it hard
to sleep. An old-time GI resident of this desert
hot box will pour a canteen of water onto his
mattress, then lie down in it and try to get to
sleep before the water evaporates.

KP:z have four meals a day to deal with at
Andimeshk — the *usual three, plus cold fruit
juices and snacks at 0930. This breaks up the
work day, which runs from 0530 to 1300 for most
of the men; it's murder to work in the afternoon.

Metal subjected to this red-hot sun has caused
many & flesh burn. Your dog tags will sear your
chest in the short walk from barracks to mess
hall. ¥et the men here do heavy work, packing
supplies for Russia. Most of them, like T/Sgt. Jo-
seph E. Dionne, S/Sgt. Milton Kaplan, T-4 Peter
Farkas, T-4 Edward A. Marusa, Cpl. Edward G.
Rice and Pic. Carl C. Miller, are spending their
sacond summer here,

The occasional breeze hits you like a blast from

a steel furnace, and the heat plays strange tricks.
Some types of soap just melt away, vaseline turns
to liguid and shaving ¢ream crumbles,

Andimeshk is practically in the suburbs of
Dizful, “the City of the Blind,” hottest inhabited
spot on earth. Dizful is one Believe-It-or-Not
place that lives up to its billing.

To avoid the heat, the people of this ancient
city long ago went underground. All the mysteri-
ous functions of a Persian city are performed in
a labyrinth of caves many feet below the earth’s
surface, The wealthier the people are, the deeper
they can afford to dig, and there is a saying in
Dizful that “the robes of the rich rest on Noah's
waters.” Many of the inhabitants never come up
into the daylight. More than half are at least
partially blind—some because of disease, some
because of their long stay below the earth.

Other Army posts in the Persian desert are
almost as hot as Andimeshk. As one GI put it:
“To my mind, when it gets over 150 degrees it
doesn't make much difference.”

And nature kicks up other annoyances for
these camps. Ahwaz has almost daily duststorms,
and the American soldiers who unload supply
ships at the important port of Khorramshahr
often labor through sandstorms that blot out the
sun. At Bandur Shapur it's the bumidity and
stench that get you.

The summer heat is even too much for the flies,

When the troops first hit this waste area the na-
tives greeted them with these heartening words:
“In July the flies die; in August Johnny dies.”
But thanks to sun helmets, salt tablets and nu-
merous heat-stroke centers, the medics have kept
heat casualties at a minimum,
_ Andimeshk must be unique in one respect. It
15 probably the only place in the world where
the American soldier is denied his one inaliena-
ble privilege—the right to sweat it out.

At Andimeshk perspiration dries as it leaves
the pores—you ecan't sweat,
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Maulers

It wasn't so strange that this Thunderbolt fighter-bomber

group was mistaken for tank

reinforcements. They had done

practically everything else—and were to do much more, in
addition to their regular flying duties, in order to knock out Jerry.

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON
Yank Staff Correspondent

ITH THE gTH AAF East oF Paris—Mogin's

Maulers is the name of a Thunderbolt

¥ fighter-bomber group operating rather

i:ﬁa:ltwely against the remnants of the German

armies here in Western Europe.  To all intents and

purposes, it is just like any other fighter-bomber

groop, except that strange things happen to it—

as if Walt Disney and not General Eisenhower were
planning its destinies,

Omne day, for instance, Mogin's Maulers took off for
a routine clobbering of enemy tanks and troop con-
centrations in the battle area. On the way, they
spotted a German light cruiser moving up the coast
of the Brittany Peninsula. Instead of reporting
this phenomenon, the little land planes, designed
primarily for air combat and ground operations,
attacked the big naval wessel themselves. An
abserver described the scene as *a swarm of angry
bumble bees attacking Pluto the Pup.'' The cruiser
went down. And today, when people at head-
quarters go through the combat record of Mogin's
Maulers, they come across the item ™ 1 cruiser, Ger-
man, light"” nopchalantly tucked away among the
tanks, motor transport, bridges, flak towers and

efemy aircraft.

Mogin's Maulers came ashore comfortably about
a month or so after D-Day, all prepared to move
into a nice, homelike airbeld in Uhe téar arcas, where,
as with the rest of the Ninth Ajr Force, only the pilots
wonld be exposed to danger for a reasonable number
of hours a day. They climbed into their trucks and
drove off in the genemal direction of the front. They
rode and rode.  Finally, Col. Morton Magoilin, then
CO of the group, turned to Maj. Theo Davis, of
Buffalo, N.Y., and said, " Are, you sure we're going
right? '

" Yes, sir,” said Davis. “Here's the feld on the
miap, just where the engineers built it."'

“K.", said the colonel.

And they kept on nding.

The artillery fire became logder, and still they
rode on.  Soon the big guns were firing behind them,
and small arms fire could be heard up ahead.

“Let wee have a look at that map,” said the
colonel,

The colonel looked, scratched his head, and the
eolomn moved up the road another hundred yards,
Suddenly, they were in the midst of a concentration
of 300 tanks of the 3rd Armored Division, A tank
major came running up to them, his face begrimed
with the dust of battle,

" Are you our tank reinforcements? ™ he asked,

“Hell, no!” said Davis. " We're an air corps
outfit, and we're supposed to move on to an air strip
somewhere around here.”

“h," said the tank major. *In that case, we'll
hawve to move our tanks. This is your strip. But
what the devil the air corps is doing up here a
thousand yards from the front, I'll never be able to
figure out."” And he rushed off with the air of a man

who had now seen everything.

acoFF looked at Davis, and Davis looked at

Magoffin. Then the colonel gave the order to
detruck. It was lunch time, Just as the men werc
taking off their packs, three Me-100s zoomncd over
from the other side of the lines and strafed the
column. There were no holes available at the time,
and four MPs dirccting traffic were killed. Then

everyone started to dig.  The men didn’t cat until
they had finished digging at 8 p.m. that night. The
next morning, after Mogin’s Maulers had a sleep-
less night of listening to our own artillery and
machinegun fire, a salve of German 88 mm. shells
screamed into the area, killing eight engineers on the
runway.

That was a sample of what they were going to
get as a steady diet for the pext thirty days.

The strip had been planned in expectation of the
front moving up. Buot this particular part of the
front just didn't move. The men in the S-z and
S-3 sections put up a beautiful operations tent
the day after the group arrived. The very moment
the tent was finished, the 88s slammed in. (The
Germans had observation aver the whole area from a
hill less than a mile away.) The shelling kept up
for two hours. Finally, Lt. Col. Joseph Laughlin,
of Omaha, now the group CO, the 5-3 Maj. Audley
Sivert, of South Orange, N.[., and Maj. Philip Gold-
farb, of Blainsville, Pa., crawled out under the shell

fire and collapsed the tent. At the moment the tent’

wient down, the shelling stopped.  After that, group
operations were carried on underground. |
he Germans shelled the field when the Thunder-
bolts were taking off, and again when the planes
came back from their missions. The shells came in
at chow time, and every evening at dusk the
Me-1o0s strafed and bombed. Trees were broken.
Pup tenls were peppered.  5/S5gt, Richard King,
of Springfield; Mass., had a carton of cigarettes blown
to bits in his slit trench.

THI‘-: men dug decper every night and took care
of the Thunderbolts by day. After a while,
they became like expericnced infantrymen and only
took cover when they could tell by the sound that

& HINTH AIR FORCE UNIT GOES UNDER-
GROUND TO GET ITS CHOW. THE IDEA"S
EFFECTIVE, SIMCE ONE OF JERRY'S TRICKS
WAS' STRAFING THESE CHOWLINES.
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the shells were dropping close, For two weeks, it
was impossible to get supplies in to the group, jlﬂd
the men ate K-rations, until finally the K-ratipns
themselves had to be rationed to one dog biscuit
per meal.  They could only eat cold meals, because
the slightest sign of smoke would immediately draw
a salvo of shells. E

A few times, the ground action surged so close
to the field that 1/Sgt. Raymond Breckel, of
Buzzards Bay, Mass., had all the men fall out with
carhines and tommyguns to form defense tiulnc]l'l-
ments. On another occasion, a strafing Me-1og hit
an ammunition box, and old army man T /Sgt.
Charles Warrington, of Bethesda, Md., sounded the
alarm, convinced that the Germans had broken
through,

Another old army man, M/Sgt. Charles Duli, of
Boston, turned out to be one of the heroes of the
incongruous affair. Duffl is the group commuonici-
tions chief. He had served in Panama for four
years and had been a radio operator-gunncr on g
Flying Fortress. Every night, some telephone lines
would be knocked out by shelling or bombing. And
every night, approximately at midnight, Duff would
crawl out of his hole and methodically go to work
on the damaged lines. He worked in the dark, with-
out any way of seeing what he was doing.  And every
moming, the lines were repaired sufficiently for the
Thumderbolts to take off.

THE pilots kept flying. They took part in the two-
day drive on Vire and received an official com-
mendation from the ground force general for the
ground support job they turned in. They shot
down 25 enemy planes and knocked oot approxi-
mately 1oo trocks, 6 bridges, and 75 tanks and
tracked vehicles. They flew all day, and there was
no rest for them at night, The Long Toms kept
booming in the next field. Our tanks and anti-tank
guns kept firing over their heads, and the Jerry
bombs and 885 kept pouring in.  One night, just
for a change, a German 1,000-pounder ripped up the
runway, Buotterfly bombs were accepted as among
the natueral flora and fauna of the neighborhood.
The only light touch to the whole episode came when
a salvo of 885 broke up the inevitable, colossal blaclk-
jack game which included Sgt. Breckel, Cpl. John
Esposito, of New York City, and Sgt. George Kay,
of Memphis, Tenn. A shell fragment overtumed
the table, and monumental arguments are still mging
as to who owes whom how much,

The break came when the front moved back from
Vire. Just as the men were settling down to get
some sleep, the proup was transferred to another held
far to the south, where all they had to do was clear
mines from the runways, round up seven snipers from
j]r_-nrh:,r barns, worry about the elements of a Ger-
man panzer division ten miles away, and prepare
for a possible repetition of an incident in which a
German patrol filtered through and captured four
buck sergeants and a weapons carfpier,

“PBut that,” yawns Sgt. Kay, with the air of an
experienced old infantryman, “was like Sunday
on the farm."
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- Russions ond Yanks working together have
- sent more than 5,000 Lend-Lease aircraft to the
Soviet Union via Alaska, the shortest route
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~ from our factories to their front lines.

By Sgt. GEORG N. MEYERS
YAMNK Staff Correspondent

AIRBANKS, AvasKa—MNobody looks up any-
F more. Used to be that people would get in a

lather when a flight of medium bombers
roared low owver the city—American bombers,
sure, but with red stars splashed on instead of
the AAF white star.

Mow it's old sausage. For two years the Gls
and civilians around here have seen Russian
pilots heading for Siberia, and they've quit
gawking. Plenty of twin-engined bombers and
raspy pursuit jobs have let down. for a landing
with white-starred torsos, then taken off the
next day with fresh paint jobs for Nome and
points west.

Back in the days when Staiingiad was under
siege, it was obvious that the 1. 5. planes we
were shipping to Russia by way of 'lne_Nnrth
Atlantic and the Middle East were showing up
about as soon as the 10-o'clock scholar who came
dl noon.

Then one day a big twin-tailed ship landegi at
Ladd Field near here and a bunch of Russians

climbed out. They were members of a Soviel

Purchasing Commission come to sirike a bargain.
These were the terms:

Under Lend-Lease, HRussia would buy U. 5.
combat planes, delivered to Fairbanks by Amer-
ican pilots. There the ships would be puLt f.hrn_ugh
demonstration test hops and then Russian pilots
would be checked out in handling 1hgm.-ﬁftqr
that. the Russians would ferry the ships to 3i-
heria by way of Nome. L !

All pylanesydelivered by this “Arctic Shkyway'
would be used only against the Germans nn}he
Fuastern Front. Since the ferry route went right
past the back door of Qermany‘s Axis partner,
Japan, with which Russia was nol at war, the
whole deal was hush-hushed.

Today the offices engaged in Russian-American
lizison functions at Ladd Field look like the
Interhal Revenue Burean on Mar. 15. But when
the Arctic Skyway was just a couple of nacelle
ruts in the ¢louds, every man was his own
liaison bureau.

At first the Purchasing Commission people
were surprised and disappointed. They tock one
look at Fairbanks and said: “But it is so small!
We have heard so much about Fairbanks, we
thought it was a big city.” Their next remark
surprised the Americans in turn, who had figured
Siberia was a vast chunk of frozen bleakness.
“In the Soviet Arctic,” the Russians said, “there
are scores of cities bigger than Fairbanks."

Besides this mutual ignorance about each
other’s countries, there was a language barrier
between the Russians and Americans. Four
American pilots were assigned to check out the

Russians Had a Word for It

eheran, Iran—Gl| mechanics who work in the

Ordnance check-up stotion here, giving' the
final ckoy to American frucks assembled in lron
before they head out for Russio ond the Eostern
Front, have been slightly red in the foce sver since
they transloted into English whot their culpost is
called by the Russki drivers.

Some of the boys, in fact, hove been thinking
of spending some money on o green light to hang
over the entrance lo their station. It seems thot in
the Russion languoge there is only one combina-
tion of words that expresses the jdea of “check-
up point.” It comes out simply and unmistakably
as “prophylactic station.”

—YANK Staff Correspondent

Russian pilots, and only one of them could speak
the language. He was Russiangborn Lt. MNicholas
DeTolly, who acted as interpreter for the other
instructors; Lt Richard Hettenbaugh, Lt Eob
Glass and Lt. Frederick J. Kane, Kane, a veteran
airlines pilot from Long Beach, Calif., is now a
major in operations and the only one of the four
still w rking with the Russians.

Tho: Srst check flights were tough, Lut no-
where near as tough as the Yanks had expected.
One reason was that these Russians knew how
to fly. The ferry pilots arriving from Siberia,
some of them looking like June' graduates from
Union High, were veteran combat flyers. One
little major with fuzz on his face, who walked
with a feminine prance, drew curious looks from
the AmeTicans, Then one of them spotted him
naked in the shower; his ribs were caved in and
the instep of one foot was almost blown away.
Under pressure, the major admitted he did have
some combat time—as a matter of fact, he'd
completed 140 missions when he was assigned to
“ihe rest cure,” This job is still the rest cure from
combat for most of the Soviet fyers.

“You've probably heard” Maj. Kane says,
“about how daring the Russian pilots are sup-
posed to be. This may be true when theyre
tailing Nazis, but the men who are flying out of
here know they have only one job: to get that
plane to the spot where it can do the most good.™

Teaching the Russians to Ay A-205. Maj. Kane
and the other Americans developed the “piggy-
back" system of instruction, now commonly used
with P-38s, The A-20s, bimotored attack bomb-
ers flown by a single pilot, were among the first
ships ordered by the Russians.

“Al frst we thought it would be impossible
to ride with the Russians on their transition
I'li.ghls,"l Maj. Kane says. “Then we cleared out
the equipment on the little platform behind the
pilot's cockpil. I used to lie there flat on my belly




and point out the proper control operations and

instrument readings for the Russian trainees
during the check rides."”

As for the larger bombers, Russian women in-
terpreters small enough to squeeze between pilot
and co-pilot used to ride on the training Aights.
but the American instructors soon saw that th_elr
students got along just as well with pure sign
language, Their air sense was keen. Their_knnwll-
edge of the function of controls, gaiped in ﬂ:].e!.r
own, planes, was sound, The Russians had their
only difficulty with the instrument readings;
these were all in English, using our standard
calibrations, and were new to the kilometer-
trained Russians,

Checking out in the smaller single_-piaee pur-
suit plane, the Russian pilot would simply climb
into the cockpit and rev up the engine while
someone explained the instrument panel and
controls, Then he was ready for his first lesson
in the air—solo.

It has been a long time since American pilots

were needed o check out Soviet flyers. Now
whenever a Russian arrives who is green in
aur ships, his fellow officers show him the ropes.

ON June 25, 1043, the 1,000th plane had passed
w¥ through Ladd Field on the Arctic Skyway.
Since then at least 4,000 more fighters, bombers
and transports have covered the route from Great
Falls, Mont., via Edmonton, Fairbanks and Nome,
From January through April of 1044 an average
of 550 ships entersd Siberia from Alaska each
maonth.

Several of the Russians whao pioneered the
earliest ferfy flights to Siberia are still on ihe
run, among them Capt. Vladimir V. Finogenoff,
Senior L. Peter Gamov and Lts. Jacob D, Gor-
henko .and Fedor I. Trapeznikov. For his record
in flying planes from America to the front, Lt.
Gamov was awarded the Order of Lenin, Russia’s
highest noncembat honor,

It was Lt. Gamov who taxied a grounded
bomber a mile and a half through two feet of
snow and hidden ice cakes on the Bering Sea to
reach a T30-foot strip of glare ice for a take-off.
He wrestled the ship into the air and landed it
safely al Nome.

Top men at this aerial turnstile for many
months were Lt. Col, H. P. Little, American ex-
ecutive officer for operations, and Col. Michael
Machin, commanding officer of the Russian Mili-
tary Mission, a bomber pilot who frequently quit
his desk to lead fights into Siberia. Like a few
other Russian officers, Col, Machin was author-
ized to bring his wife and two children (o Amer-
ida with him,

Several other Russian wome i
Sovicl mission a5 secretaries andnirft‘::?;;eﬁl ::;
ane Woman nevigator accampanied a few Rights.
No Russian women pilots haye appeared for any
fiying assignmenl from oyp shores. The women
hest L-:!?uwn to the Americans are two vivacious
and chaitly inlerpreters, Natil
and Elena A, Makarova, e E. (gelonoye

e o e o s

On the American side, the interpreters are
mostly American officers and GIs of Russian
descent, Both Capl. George G, Kisevalter, a New
York construction engineer who is chief liaison
officer, and his assistant, Lt. Michael Gavrisheff,
a Washington (D. C.) aerial photographer, were
born in Leningrad.

The interpreters at Nome—Capt. Anatal Rap-
Raport, a concert pianist, and Lt Igor A, Gubert
of Berkeley, Calif—are Russian-born. When Lt.
Gubert reported to Nome, one of the enlisted
interpreters on his staff turned out to be S5/5gt,
Victor F. Salatko, an old schoolmate from Har-
bin, Manchuria. Salatko was born in Irkutsk,
Siberia. Another G] interpreter, Sgt. Elias Boro-
tovsky, New ¥ork muralist, was born in Lenin-
grad and was in the Caucasus during the Rus-
sian Revolution. The third EM on the staff, Sgt.
Alexander Homonchuck, is a former Brooklyn
AN, ¥.) truck driver.

At Ladd Field there is always an interpreter
stationed in the control tower, and a special fre-
quency—monitored 24 hours a day—has been as-
signed for the Russians to keep them in the right
traffic lanes. Tower control and voice radiophone
are little known to Russian flyers, and it took
a while for them to get used to the idea.

The first point the Russians always hit on their
arrival in Alaska iz the Nome PX, run by Sgt
Louis B. Stack of Binghamton, N. Y. Within a
few minutes of their landing they are clamoring
for pens, pencils, lighters, milk chocolate and
toilet articles at the quonset department store.
If one Russian buys & wool scarf, all the others
follow suit by shouting: “Me one! Me one!”

The Russians are almost the only customers
Stack has who buy his 15-cent cigars, Usually
they buy two and give Stack one. Many are
familiar with products only through trade names
made popular by advertising. Russians who don’t
know the word for toothpaste or cigarettes will
lean on the ecounter and ask for Papsodant or
Kemmels. Stack figures each Russian spends an
average of $12 to §14 on his first visit to the PX.
Omce one man hought $57.50 worth of stock.

It has been a long time since GI moviegoers wero
bothered by the constant buzz in the rows reserved
for the Russians, where interpreters keep up a
Funning account of the screen conversation. The
Yanks are also accustomed pow’ to the heavy
scents the Russians spray on themselves—a re
spectable manly habit in their homeland.

At Nome the Hussian officers share the same
quarters, day room and chow with enlisted men,
but at Ladd Field, Alaska’s most bulll-up post,
the usual U.S. officer-EM relationship prevails
Fu:;};l;iﬁlznuss&?g;.ml and while swealing out lhf_:
weather, the Russians at Ladd amuse themselves
in their own clubroom. They spend hours arrfund
the pool tables and chessboards and sometimes
lizston speculatively o An!enf:aq AWing records.
They like to look at the GIS' pictures of Beity
Grable, although they haven't started any pin-up
collections of their own. But like any GI, they'll

flash snapshots of their wives and families at the ni
drop of a hat; some of the Russians haven't seen
their relatives since the 1841 German invasion.

The Russians are besieged by short-snorter 1
hounds who want reble hills to collect signa-
tures on. Pfe. Frank Migro, a former Fairbanks
hatel elerk who manages the Russian clubroom,
once offered a Russian some American money in
exchange for some rubles he wanted as souvenirs.
“Oh, no," said the Russian, handing him the
rubles. “T don't need this. This is some money 1
saved and had left over.” : 3

In the Ladd BOQ where most of the Soviet
pilots eat, Sgt. Frank T. Bondy, the mess ser-
geant, has discovered that his standard menus
are pretty much okay with the Russians, who
prefer salty foods, lots of soup and very little
sweet stuff,

Although classes in Russian and English are
conducted several nights a week, the language
difficulty is still a handicap sometimes.

Capt. E. B. Gentry, Ladd Field engineering
officer who used to be a CAA inspector in Alaska,
has to deal directly with the Russians on all
technical discussions. Russian mechanies, the
captain has learned, are extremely careful work-
men who accept the view of their superiors that
all mistakes are punishable, no matter how hon-
= t_he error. Capt. Gentry soon found there is
nia 51“#’]& eXPression in Russian to Q,Gﬁesmnd ta
our word "trouble.” Now he knows something is
amiss when a Russian stalks into hiz office mut-
tering: “Trubbuls, trubbuls, trubbuls”

The Russians have a broad sense of humaor,
but on some matters they bristle. Onee a Bus-
sian fighter pilot stormed into Lt. Col Riley J.
Sipe, operations officer, Some American, he said,
had chalked the name Pistol Packin' Mama
across the mose of his ship. The pilot had called
one of the Russian women interpreters, and the

only sense she could make of the name was
something obscene. The Russian refused to get
into the ship until the name was washed off.

HE frugal habits of the Russian mechani
Tst-.ll amaze Gls, T/Sgt. Gerald J. Lambe r't.ha ?cliﬁ
mer Los Angeles (Calif) salesrmnan, was among
the mechanics who worked with the first bunch
of Russians. *1 used to wateh 'em,” he says,

“when they were cleaning off the en o i
: ¥ es. They'd
wipe the oil off with gasoline, Thengl.he:,r'ﬂ catch

all the gas drippings in g
them again.” o can so they could use

M/Sgt. Paul F. Mooney of Sg i
a line chief at Ladd Field, thi.n:::sﬁ:::;:u;r?:;
more energetic people in the world than the
Russians, “They want ih

" © WAar over even maore
than we do,” he says, “and Pye never seen any-

one put out more wark over lon er hours." B
Last winter a P-39 blew a tﬁre :tntI::: end of
the runway. Mooney and two or three other Gls
rolled out an entire new whael assembly. While
the temperature stood at 25 degrees hel \
Mooney and the boys coh cel. And

i anged the wheel. And
while they were changing ; E
in balance at the Wirflﬁ f} it, the plane was held
majors and two captains,

¥ five Russians—three
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It wa &
s a case of “now you see them,

now yau don‘t’’ when the

U. 5. raiders in Jap-held Burma opened their bag of tricks.

By 5gt. DAVE RICHARDSON
YANK Staff Correspondent

EHIND JAP LINeEs 1N NosTHERN Busma—

There’s been plenty of hocus-pocus in this

jungle war ever since Merrill's Marauders
first popped up here.

The magic show started within a week of the
Marauders' arrival in Burma. The night before
their first sneak around Jap strongpoints, a Jap
reconnaissance plane droned over the Marauders’
bivouac area. Before they could stamp out all their
campfires, the plane had spotted the position.

Next morning, when the Marauders pulled out,
Brig. Gen, Frank D. Merrill ordered a few men
to stay behind. For several nights they lit camp-
fires in the original bivouac area. And each night
the Jap plane returned to circle the area again,
its pilot apparently satisfying himself that who-
ever was camped there hadn't moved.

Meanwhile the main body of Marauders
marched steadily into enemy territory over little-
used native trails, lighting no fires or even ciga-
rettes after dark. When they finally Bumped into
startled enemy outposts, they were well behind
Jap lines.

The Marauders opened their bag of tricks again
during an eight-day battle on a hill named Nhpum
(3a. One night a Marauder unit set up part of
its perimeter only a stone's throw from camou-
flaged Jap machine-gun positions. Anxious to
check on the location of these emplacements, but
not wanting to risk men prowling around in the
darkness, the Marauders shoved a pack mule out
in front of the perimeter and started him walk-
ing toward the Japs.

Asg the animal rustled through the jungle un-
derbrush, the Japs figured it was a patrol and

The Japs sent d

opened up with th
vzallng tr?eir positions. Next morn
ders outflanked the Jap pocket an
They found the mule lying dea
one of the machine guns,
butchered. The hungry Japs,
had eaten Missouri mule steak
Empertr.
th?ipeaﬁg of animals, the Japs
way to guard themselves agains
along th
Erc?gl?: downgthe trails ahead of

the booby-trap wires. But B

ogs ahead to trip booby-trop wires.

i chine guns, thereby re-
o N : ing the Marau-

d wiped it out.
d a few feet from
its hind quarters nea_t.ly
eut off irom supplies,
pefore dying for

thought up a slick
t Marauder buub:;
jungle trails. They sen
e it their patrols to trip
a Marauder pioneer

TR
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a_r'ldﬁemulitiun platoon countered this move by
Figging up the traps in relays. After that, when
a Jap dog romped down a trail a dozen yards or
o in front of a patrol and tripped a booby-trap
wire, nothing happened to the dog, but traps ex-
ploded at intervals all the way back down the
trail, killing or wounding some of the enemy.
Even after the Japs discovered this trick, there

{he CP [ong-range radio called for air Suppur;
to soften up the Jap hill positions. Soon som
P-40s came roaring over. Directed by qlr-sl"-"““
radio, they went to work on the Japs, d.we-bumh*;
ing and strafing enemy emplacements on the cres
of the hill, After each pass they zoomed up, €iF=
cled around and attacked again. i

The Japs scrambled down the back of the hi
and huddled there for protection while the bufﬁhﬁ
and tracers chewed up their positions. But as s00n
as the planes finished their dives and :_'uated away,
the Japs crawled right back up the hill again and
resisted the Marauder advance as stubbornly as
before. This went on for several days, with the
Japs defending one hill after another in the same
way against air and ground attack. All that beau-
tiful air support didn’t seem to help much.

Then a Marauder officer suggested the Statue
of Liberty play. He radioed the planes to make a
few fake passes after they had completed their
regular bombing and strafing runs. The pilots
dived their ships at the emplacements just as

The Morouders smoked tell-tale cigaretfes, talked in loud voices and jiggled the mule soddles.

was little they could do about it; they had to stick
to jungle trails or risk getting lost.

The old power of suggestion helped beat the
Japs at another stage of the campaign. ror sev-
eral days the Marauders had been trying to break
through a pocket of Japs dug in strongly on a
razor-backed ridge along the only trail in the
area. The steep sides of the ridge made outflanking
nexi to impossible. The only way to get through
was by frontal attack, and this was costing the
Marauders a number of casualties. They pounded
away with mortars, raked the ridge with machine

guns and BARs, and staged one attack after an-

other. But the going was painfully slow—a few
yards a day. :

One night the Marauders decided to try an-
other method. A few men and mules sel out on
the trail leading up to Marauder forward positions
from the rear. The men smoked tell-tale ciga-

keeping it up for three hours.

When the Marauders
attacked the ridge again
the next day, they pushed
through easily, Only a
couple of Japs were still
there; the rest had pulled
out. They had been fooled
into thinking that all the
noize and movement of
the night before were re=
inforcements for a big at-
tack.

One of the most valu-
able tricks in the Ma-
rauder repertoire was a
variation of the Statue of
Liberty play in football.
It wasg used in attacking
a series of Jap strong-
points on high ground.

- e T ,'_
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rettes, talked in loud voices and jiggled the mule
saddles to make plenty of noise. Each time they
reached the front, the men doused their cigarettes,
turned around and silently. withdrew to their
starting points, Then they began all over again,

though they were going to let loose with 500-
pound bombs or 50-caliber slugs, but they pulled
out without doing a thing except scare hell out
of the Japs.

As soon as the planes began these passes, the
forward Marauder platoon rushed up the hill and
climbed into the vacated Jap positions. When the
dummy passes ended and the planes went away,
the fun began. Up the hill came the unsuspecting
Japs to reoccupy their positions. The Marauders
cut them down with automatic-weapons fire.

Up the hill came the unsuspecting Japs to reaccupy their old positions,

et
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Betier Than Fleetwoods

st Lt. Howard L Eckstein, of Brooklyn, N.Y .,
Fa convoy commander in a QM Trock Company

of the Ninth Air Force Service Command, 8
sending personalized souvenirs home these days.
He obtained a quantity of German cigarettes from a
fortification near Cherbourg, Each butt is neatly
lettered in gold with the brand name: * Eckstein.”

First Impressions
Puazs—(}giﬂg to Paris during the Arst few days
after its liberation, you knew you were entering
the capital long before you reached its actual city
limits. For me, it began with waking up early one
hot summer morning in Epernon.  Before T had
opened my eyes 1 became aware of the long,
ponderous sounds of the convoys moving eastward
and of a veice of someone reading a signpost out-
side. “ Paris,”” the wvoice yelled. " Sixty kilo-
meters!’’  And then, from other mouths, I judged,
came a long series of incredulons whistles.

With a couple of other correspondents, 1 took to
the road again,

The American and French convoys were on the
move all day long and later in the morning we
passed large numbers of them near Rambouillet,
where French kings and presidents lived during the
summertime and where their German successors
hunted deer with machineguns in the forests. We
drove up through the valley of the Chevreuse and
into the flat plains and suburbs, where we had a

ire, and on and on.
ﬂa-;-]::. sun was still out by the time we reached the
Porte d'Orleans and that part of Paris where
the buildings look like Jackson Heights, across the
East River from Manhattan, Here the crowds on
the streets, who had been cheering the Allied convoys

PAGE 10

the ET

all day long, cheered again as tanks appeared,

decked out with green branches and French
womanhood, like Mardi Gras floats, On we
drove through Montparnasse, along the Seine,
and by the Trocadero, where there were white,
glowing streets and green trees, and then past
the Eiffel Tower, with the city spread out
around it in the evening sunlight. And always,
wherever you could see an Allied jeep, there
was the Parsian mob—the hoarsae, swift-
moving, prismatic mob, wearing every color
known, but above all, red, white and blue,
repeated over and over again in paper hats,
cockades, and ribbons. It seemed always the
same mob breaking over your head in waves of
welcome wherever you stopped, demanding
your autograph, kissing you, yelling like mad,
or suddenly silent and watching with polite,
terrible interest as you got out of the car and
unloaded a box of Ten-in-One rations or some-
thing.

The Hotel Scribe later on that night was full
of Allied soldiers and correspondents, all of
themn trying and some succeeding, too, to live
up to the fact that Paris was a free city once
more. They did it by various methods, by
toasting one another in champagne, by dand-
ling blondes on their kneecaps, by passing out
:|Lrlut!y and cergmoniously on the stroke of
midnight. And all through the night could he
heard the popping of corks, the clatter of
typewriters, and occasional rifle fire, Whether
the shots came from German snipers ranging
the roof-tops or from young FFI men
indualging in bursts of nervous enthusiasm, ng
one seemed quite sure. :

It was a night for crowds, but also
night for individuals, There was ‘thtzt :ons_nz
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§ OTHER PLACES, THIS Wing
compaRD TO A LOT Tl C's. SKAGGS. OF ST. LOUIS,
CASK HOME OF llllhm“" pRY FLOOR, SOLID ROOF,

MO.. 15 FET AND DRY RUNNING WINE ALONGSIOE OF Hip

cumped arpund from table to table,
in ;:rj:[;.sllllls l:mund you, .’rEISS}Ilg you on both
thm'.wl g:m d acting very apologetic about it ay).
'ir:gc:h' e, but we have been waiting so long,” he
r 1:::..5:‘1 again and i;g:nn. Iﬁﬂl‘l thers was a Bray-
P orried looking waiter at the Café de 1g
i w‘r:; served us beer and said that he had been
?‘u:l;]{. York in 1019. He wanted to knlun: if Coney
in t:&\’ nd the Old Hippodrome were still in action,
Islan 1; that they had two wine cellars untouched
!-Iutzt“m[é but did not want to open them until
l‘L']!Iillgﬂ had ::]uiuted down somewhat. He spoke only
for himself, though-

FFI boy

—By Cpl. JOHH PRESTOM
YAMK Staff Correspondoent

Hard Wa
IIII:TG,QI Janmes R; '.':L.\R‘g, 28, one-time enlisted pilot
Pand aprinl gunner, was just a round GI peg in a
sgquare. fox-hole the day that a runner from the
agth Infantry Division CP came forward somewhere

| —
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There'll be no Promotion
this Side of the Ocean

By Pfc. JAMES M. WARREN

Scene 1

{The play opens in a typical section of the Blank
Cammand. On the right side of the stage is Ehe
main pffice, which is separated by a partition from
office on tie left. The swall-
fry office of this typical section, which we shall
call Section Ate, is ruled by iron-handed Sgt.
Brokenose, whom we shall call Sgt. B., which can
stand for most anything. FPromotion talk is an
the lips of all employees. For tweeks each EM
of the small-fry cretv has been dreaming of the
day when ke will be promoted or placed on axn old-
age pension in the gradd of PFC, or Privale for a
Century. The main office is in its customary s
state, with 18 officers of field grade standing around.
talking business as wswal, When they've exhausted
the topics of wihiskey ane wamen, someone says
something about promotions. Immediately Sgt. B,
who has been lurking near the door on his side of
e partition, sees his cug—e used lo play pool—
and dashes on tu the scene)

Sgt. B.: Col, Amnesis, speaking of promotions, how
! about some for dear ole Section Ate?

Col. Awinesin: Oh, yes| I've been intending to s0¢

you about promotions. I'm not sure

thongh, that our men deserve promotions.

Somenne told me last week that two of

three privates have been working only 2}

hoors out of 24.  Also I understand, ser

geant, that several of our men have been
wanting time off to stand reveille, That
nonsense has got to stop,

Yes, sicl  Yes, sirl
promotions?

Amnesia: Oh, yes! Promotions! Well, =0T
grant, you draft up a list of recommentias
tions and let me see it. (Fourfeen cler®s

i immediately start searching for T10%

Sgt. oL

But how about

Col.

=

Shti}"ﬁ}q‘u i*lg wcils FoCUring _-,',rn:!(“-
| pads, ete,, Iff: Spt. B_p Spt. 8. returts
R e o s g l

.1.__-'-:";_}‘;._____:_: b ol L = g
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near St. Lo to bring him the news that somehow or
ather, by some colossal mistake, his own particular
snafn had been cleared up,

You know how it is. The army gives you tests,
asks you a lot of questions, finds out about your
hobbies and your dreams, gives you a number and
sends you off to be trained in the one thing where
you'd fit perféctly, and then, bang, one day you
wake up with an M-t in your hands looking for the
silhouette of coal-scuttle Jerry helmets.

That's what happened to Clark., He had been a
cow-punching ranch hand in Miranda, Texas, and
had done considerable flying in light planes in
Montana. He entered the army in October, 1942,
and went to Randolph Field where he trained first
at gunnery school, then at the controls of an AT 6.
Then he got his spec number as an enlisted pilot.

‘Then he was tranferred with his group to Mobile,
There were five barracks to which they were
assigned. He was in one of the last two. Then
there came an officer who pointed to the last two
barracks and szaid, " All the men in those two
barracks will stand interior goard duty.'’ So Clark
stood interior guard doty for months, spending his
spare time pulling what strings were available to a
buck private to try to get overseas,

bo the " small fry " office of Seclion Ale,
gels bwo Lypists, one filé clerk, and aight
pencils, and starts in on the recommienda-
Hons:)

Scene II Seé, B.: Sorry, sir, but you wanted red pencils

Th
s [Threi hours later)

who hawds i Lo the second typist, who hands 10
to the file elerk, whe can't fype bul, of course,

wsially does.  This is kwown s going through Col. Amuesia: Oh, yes. Guess I'd better dictate

channels in Section Ale. The fils clerk types up
fhe draft, makes eleven mistakes in serial pum-

r
bers and, after doing the dawn thing over about Sge, B qf‘mu- stenographer is on guard teday, sir.

six fimes, haods it back fo Spt. B., who dashes
i the inner sanclum of Seclion Ale, falling over

Hiree caplams and fiwvo majors in fis faste.) Col, Amuesin: What, again! Get me the CO of

Col, Amnesin: (Looking at the draft.): Sergeant
do we have any red pencils?  (Sgi B,
miakes Bis exit again, clipping the five
ufficers, who have pust regained their feel.
Heo enters the small-fry office.)

Sgt. B.: Where are the red pencils? Where are
the red pencils? (Two Plc.s hurriedly apen
eight drawers, spilling their conlents all
oper Hie desks, bul finding no ved pencils.)

Spt. B3.: What the hell is the matter with you dumb
Gls? Don’t you know we pever take the
colomel a letter without seeing that he has

i rises, Sgbo Bois honding a draft Col. Amnesia: Promotion list?
of the list of recommiendations to the fiest typist, Sgt. B.: (Clearing the desk of two helmets, three

In October, 1943, after a year in the army, he
hit the jackpot. He set sail for England with his
records in good order showing that he was an enlisted
pilot and gunner. Tt looked like he was a cinch for
one of those Piper Cub jobs that spot objectives for
the artillery. Hadn't he logged hundreds of hours
in little planes over the Montana wastelands looking
for coyotes?

So he landed at a replacement depot in England
and there in the vast, impersonal machinery of the
replacement pool, his nice, shiny spec number dis-
appeared and he came up with a brand new one that
gualified him as a truck driver. In no time at all
he was attached to a OM truck company; but they
did recognize his air background. It was an Air
Corps truck company.

LARK put in an application to the CO of his outfit
for transfer to flying status, and waited and hoped.
Then one Sunday he was called to HQ) and was told
to see a medical major. The major told him he was
to be examined for possible transfer to flying status,
but the major didn't have his equipment yet so the
examination was postponed until Thursday. On
Tuesday, Clark was “loaned” to the infantry.
He started a new request through channels. His

Sgt.

wrecked, and the XYZ Battalion has made
a mistake and surfaced an advance land-
ing ground with the seat of Kate Smith’s
drawers instead of sguare mesh!

to work on the promotion list with.
usfitrays, and siv scraleh pads.)  Here
it is, =ir,

this. Wheree's my hall-posteriored steno-
apher?

. It's his day to guard the honey-bucket in
the enlisted men's latrine.

Stenographer: Here it is, sir! (He hands the colonel |

H.:
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CO had the letter typed, signed it and sent it off.
And Clark went to work teaching classes—the .50
cal. machinegun,

And then there was D-Day.

D-plus-one found Jimmy on a beach attached
to an AA group with the 2g9th Infantry. But
he spent most of his time in the line with his
M-z, helping to clear the Germans out of the hedge-
rows, helping to push them back on the road to
St. Lo. And all the time there were planes over-
head—American planes—rubbing it in, wheeling
and cireling and bombing and strafing, with Jimmy
in a foxhole dug by some Jerry, still waiting, but
no longer hoping,

Then came the day when the runner came up and
told him he was to report back to his OM truck com-
pany (Air Corps) immediately, for reassipnment to
flying status. The incredulous Texan threw a K-
ration can at the munner and swore at him for
ten seconds at what he thooght was a bad joke.

But it wasn't a joke, and Jimmy knows it now,
He knows it because now he's through with foxhaoles
and mud and his M-1. Instead he handles the trigger
of a .50 cal. machinegun on an Azo Havoc light
bomber in the Ninth Air Force. He's living proof
that sometimes the impossible happens.

should send a copy to cach regiment. Of
course, they aren't concerned with our
promotions, but we might set a bad pre-
cedent unless we made proper distribution.
Make it a “ Z "distribution. (This means
in the Seckion Atbe office that everyomne
who voted Democratic in Lhe last eleciion,
and the street cleaners of Scranton, Pa.,
all gel a copy. Also copies are attached
to swallows” leps for delivery to Capis-
trano.  Stemographer closes notebook,
exils, and after a minule refurns.)

a stencil witich lopks as if someone hod
thrown a buchet of red paint af il
The colonel examines if, finds 32 errors,
and calls for Sgt. B.) ¢ [ .

(After a bawling out.) Yes, sic. Tl I
get it done over for you, sir, right away.
{Exits to the small-fry affice where e
Trands the stencil to the Section Ate {vpist,
wiho corrects 30 of the 3z errors, but wakes
16 mew ones of fis o)
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I
the 112} Squadron.  [(He takes the tele- : : ] el
phone from Spge, B, gels red m the face, (Winter is coming on) " ol
and procecds to give the €0 ,?( the 112} Sgi. B.: Whatever happened to that promotion 0 .
Syuacdron an exiremely good reaming. list that we made up? . - .
The €0 af the wforesmid squadron gives Stemo: 1 don't know, We cut 1g stencils and the |

arders to scratel Hhe cofonel’ s stenoprapher
off all duly roslers, busts w'o non-coms,
and wishes lie was al home 5o he could
beat his wife, Mednwhile, 5z, B. veturns
fo his desh as the colonel's stenograplior
drags Iris weary body into Seclion Aie's
smatll=fry office)

pencils of all colors?  (Spt, B, sits down Sgi. B.: Slufing off again; e¢h? The colonel is

dejectedly and then a Lhought oceurs Lo

i, wohich is surprising.) Call wp the Col. Amuesin: (A3 the stenographer enfers.)  Just Col. Meow: Good morning, Sgt. B
B

CO of the 11z}'s Supply Room., (Two
Fic.s and o Master Sergeunt dash for the
fhione and after much conversation, during
whiich the * By erder of Colomel dmuesia

Ipoking for you, (et your butt in there.

stamdl. by, Think I'd better sre about St
getting 2 mew T/O drawn up by the
drafting secton, The one I have is real
old—ahout two days,  (Steno stands Gy

Meow: ©Oh, d‘lmtl Well, you ses a new TG

last 1 heard of it our messenger took it
to the AG for signature, but the Al wa=
out, and so the messenger just left it.
(Sgt. B. exils hurriediy o check with the
A6 section, where le finds that the stencil
was finally signed and sent to the Prowio-
tion Jection for Col. Meow's approval. Tl
curtain is lowered briefly and rises on Col.
Meow's office.  Enter Sgt. B.)

ST

et

Good morning, colonel. 1I'm -:'hn.'kil_ng
an a list of recommendations for promotion
that was put in fecently—I think that
was in Ty

Sl

is: fossed about fike o file-folder. ayranps B ) e et i ' Cot. i ses /0 I B
menls urc'mld_:!'fl to get colored pencils gb}] t;;::ug:ﬁj;'bﬂr:,:rg;{:u:: ,:::i fr{{ﬂﬁﬂ?f;‘:t;{:i:. s is going to be pot out in 46 and _brsldu. 4 b-‘l
special requisition.) feld. ) we are now only making pr{m‘tlmlum;fuﬁ 1
Scene TV June 13, when that date happens o Ia i
g THL {Awnather wiek has gonn by) on Friday. (Sgt. B. exils sadly, and the
‘Tﬂéﬂ g:y.': _:ulcﬂ e (The drafting depariment hus ﬁaruﬂy e SoamE ;f:.-,-;wff.;u'jt.s back o Section Ale. Enler
here Deing w0 Fe Reds available, fhe pra- drafling peper, ¥ sending three jeeps o an gty A3 ; 3
E}:;:timl fist gl-S werig ander Heo poop sheets, ju?w --"IJ.'{mrrﬁ‘ ﬂuﬁp ;#r'“ 5.:#? ;‘nm’!y fuf:al'lfng b i Sgd. 8, Well, men; checrup. I'mi going i'-l" ke
canlesn cup, and six hand grenades. ) Sgt. B degk. Thy steno is—jou fieised il— to the colonel nm% sre w!m1_. I can do ..ql:'nml.
SJ;"'. H.: Colonel Amnesia, WE T have the red sl stusding by} g‘clt!ng some recommendations for pro-
pencils you wan*:t'd. i Col. Amnresia: (Dictating.) Blah, blah, and Blah. 2 motions thrﬂ.lmgh.
Col. Amnesia: Hed pencils?  Red pencils? - You See what T mean? By commanid of Blah, Section Ate: (fn wnison.) Hold your hats boys,

come in here about Ted pencils when we
tave fwve fields bombed, 4o planes

(He passes o secomd. ) Maybe we'd better
have n stencil cut on this. After all, we

here we po again!
(Crrdain.)

¥
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STREET MAP OF ™

PARIS

Ever since 1918, the best minds have been SR
P

o

] 2 e

trying to figure how to keep 'em down on the lutal L Deds

4  farm after they see this collection of streets and e S 6o AL AP £
. .“_n.?,_ el

places. We can’t throw any light on that subject,
but for those Gls who will be lucky enough to
get near the Eiffel Tower city, here's a rue by
* rue view of one of the world's loveliest capitals.
It doesn't show the wine and women, though.

. Arc de Triomphe

Gare 5t. Lazare (RR Station)

Sacré-Coevr (Church)

Lo Trinité (Church)

Gare du Nord (RR Station)

. Lo Madeleine (Church)

Opéro

Petit Palais{Art Collections of City of Paris)

Place de lo Concorde

Jardin des Tuileries (Gardens)

Ploce Vendome

Bibliothéque Nationale (National Library)

Bourse (Produce Exchange)

. Paloce du Lovvre {Arf Museum)

Palois Roya! (Richelieu’s Palace)

. Conservatoire des Arts et Metiers
{Histary of Industry)

17. Les Halles {Central Markets)

18. Palais de Justice

19. Hotel de Ville (City Hall)

20. Musee Cornovalet
{Historic collections of the French Revolution)

21. Ploce de lo Bastille

22. Gaore de Lyon (RR Station)

23. Eiffel Tower

24. Ecole Militaire (Military Academy)
25. Horel des Invalides (Army Museum)
26. Gare D'Orsay (RR Station)

27. Notre Dame (Cathedral)

28. Palais dv Luxembourg

{Museum of modern sculpture and painting)

29. Musée de Cluny
{Art of Middle Ages and Renaissance)

30. Pantheon (Temple of Fame)
31. Jardin des Plantes

(Botanic gardens, zoo and natural history museum)

32. Gare d'Awvsterditz (RR Station)

1
2.
3.
4.
3.
&
7.
8.
9.
0.

e
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They were all worked up about bridging
the gap between war and peace, two
octogenarian former Senators died, some
war brides reached the States from the
ETO. a strip-tease miss was expecting a
divorce and a baby, and a general pro-
tested that he'd never had a $§1,000 f

bill in his life. |
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to be pretty much over.  Fifteen-year-old Gerald W,

Haddon, of West Harrison Street, Chicago, took off for
home from Boston last week after a year in the Coast Guard,
during which time he was in on the D-Day Normandy landings
and, in all, made 13 trips to the beachheads. He's had enough
of that sort of business now and is heading back home where he
plans to start his sophomore year at Austin High School. ** The
Coast Guard taught me what a good thing education is.)" said the
youthful vet. ** If you don't have one, you can't get anywhere.
You find that out when you're out knocking around, ™

And here’s a chap who has not only got his demobilization
problem nicély beaten but doesn’t have to worry about what sort
of work he's going to do once he's out.  His name is John Hodge
and he's a master sergeant with nearly a quarter of a century of
military service to his credit. The sarge's retirement was
annotunced last week at Fort Leavenworth, Kan. The point about
him is that, in addition to being an ex-top kick, he's also an
ordained minister and for some time has served as pastor for three
local churches near where he was stationed. S0 he fgures he'll
just carry on ministering to his three flocks.

But for the majority of GIs all over the world, for the folks
at home who have a personal interest in them, and for millions of
people who have been holding down war jobs in the States the
future last week did not look quite so simple. Here's a sample of the

escemingly paradoxical and certainly confusing news which kept
the home front all stirred up:

One to two million soldiers can get out of the Army once the
Nazis give up, A bigger Navy will be needed until the Japs do,
I'wo hundred thousand workers muost be found, but guick, to
maintain arms production. New automobiles will be ready for
buyers three months after Germany quits. An estimated four
million war workers will be out of jobs three months after peace
comes. Who's got an aspirin ?

Nuw here's one lad whose demohbilization worries would seem

: - - aif . =t l-' 1 3 P £ &3 ‘ = ; : . e

Back .ﬂf ﬂl all “;.‘lh thelfar:t T‘ﬁt rfcifﬁﬂnviﬁ;ﬁght if ::;f;l,:-l; Jipx Falkankurg, the film lovely, poses a pretty problem for tire thieves, The crossed-
w.ﬂ:-fdjwhlil]]ﬂ ‘ota ?h ?ﬂﬁlr,}:;p c?‘uqf_. tI‘I}LI{I!{’ sometime in the stesl gadgejy on the wheel stops grab artists fl‘ﬂn‘ll remuv_lng _eilher !.ir.a or rim.
;mnm: Ef‘d unll la bln@:mpd‘ out as one of the hot words of Interesting. isn't it—and she? Below, we unveil the jeep’'s new sisler—the
il . ' ' . U.S.M-29. This water baby on tracks can tote Gls or carge of 1,200 pounds through

the moment. Because, as Hitler's collapse appeared to be getting

more and more imminent, the big question was how =oon and
painlessly could the nation get back on

mud up any hill you can name.

a partial peacetime basis ?

#E gist of this demobilization business—assuming you haven't
T:lln.-ady got an earful of it—is that as S00n 43 Hitler has 1..1[1
enough the War Department plans to start lcftmg out & certain
number of ** surplus " soldiers, giving pmh*rf:m_-e to men -.-.r_hn rate
the best when judged by these four standards : |l‘1lj,fth of service,
length ‘of service oversess, amount and excellence of combat
experience, and number of dependent kids. Ay

Practically nobody in a position to Ir.:'nm'r jbl'_'uﬁl} IHAE;:?I ;:1}.

d ] ing able to march up Y ue by
o o i e v oo declared surplus, most of the
Thanksgiving, because even if you're GeClare® = r L o 0 0 v
sh'l?:s- lhiit [JEt in at ETO ports after ‘;H'irmd;l’i}' HIJ‘;.{;HII;E}T:.{S;IIE b

veul i o saez and darn few will be Mad r d.
hl':;f-li'::;gtf:tﬂ;:;f ?1}1:.1 W's demobilization annm_llnlc'rnll-n.t_. i A
long baby and transmission problems have ma;lt' i hlhli;:::ﬁ.[i:all._-_ tE
prinit it in full here this time. ‘.:_’*qu:. w::i-ll-:.czr?;:ﬁ li-w 1;;}."?&:;_‘. ‘ » |
i mptental editions of YaNK  WIL bhipat ettt . ) i .
lmfulf;::::::‘nr; to;,;:th::r with an ir:t:-.rpn:latiml ﬂfdﬂr—ﬁ hl'lﬁmﬁL:m._.- _ .h“w‘ - 233
by a staff correspondent with his f-";‘_:”‘ﬂw.llfi:?;[?," ]‘:!m\{itit::‘ﬁ'. i

ecident Roosevelt conferred 10 ashinghol ._ is clos
e it Rooevek LSS e inier Chomih i
i o - T _I" _'nga_: - H ) - = ._-_-.-I
Qf‘n-huﬂ for a 1:l.t;;wuct‘:;::ﬂ:; :_:Zrlﬂjifiﬂ't{" for 11ri-5ul_{ent, T_Jlillanmi hira
u. Nn:‘u{ "&':J;‘k. .[1,.-.:11111; A :’.,-I.rr)-::_-lﬂ'ltf'- *I“’I’-“I“”?Rj‘_‘l]J to I_hr:
E:rm}_h!_l_gn EL e rmadi s first speec h at Philadelphiz,

-nﬁt o :.mrl .-{IL1 'It the Roosevell Adnilligih'tﬁttlml was afraid
:’-h;-r:: e thrltlgfl: ‘lff.:;;rrn‘r' hecanse it |:nuI]dn t End pr:rk for 1h!-.th_
f;'n ultr"“l]:}?“ 1? nl:l “je said, the Republican Party could provide

e O [Hig 2k - = ¥ &

Jerle 3 T American - Systenl
lr}h:_.“fnr v:ri;_, “'I:::_r .!,::.-icinﬁg at Louisville, Ky., Dewey camie ot
e onext night, sped




OBJECTIVE UNATTAINED.

o tanth-story window, She was saved by a pelice ret.

for the use of force to kéep peace aiter the war and
went further than his party’s platform in pledging
international cooperation. I believe,”” he said,
“that an organization of peace is a subject which
should be talked about earnestly, widely, and
publicly. We cannot meet the problems of peace on
a hush-hush, pussyfoot basis. On the contrary, they
must be methods the American people will believe
i

x an article in Collier’s, Wendell Willkie, who ran
|ﬂ;_:ai|:15t Roosevelt in 1040, attacked both major
parties for showing  cowardice * on the subject
of foreign policy and claimed that they had
disappointed millions of independent voters. At
about the same time that this article appeared,
Willkie entered a hospital for a complete physical
checkup. His physician, Dr, Benjamin Salder, said
in Mew York City that he would remain there for
some time. ' Mr, Willkie's getting along fing,’” the
doctor reported. " However, he will stay for at
fenst two weeks, and perhaps longer.””

Dr. Micholas Muarray  Butler, president of
Caolumbia University and of the Carnegie Endowment
for Intermational Peace, advocated an amendment
o the Constitution which would permit ratification
of treatics by a majority vote of both houses of
Congress instead of by the two-thirds vote of just
the Senate, which is the present set-up, He warned
that the way treaties are now matified " might casily
lead to almost irreparable damage to the prosperity
and happiness of the American people as well as to
the great movement of international cooperation to
establish and maintain world peace.'” Under the
present system, he said, it was possible for *' a very
small number of Senators—one-third of a guorum
plus one—representing perbaps only ten million of
the country's vast population to prevent ratification
of a treaty of the highest importance for national
prosperity and international cooperation and peace.”

Want some hgures? 1f so, get a load of these © Since
V-Mail was set up in the middle of 1942, the Army
and Navy Postal Services have transmitted
480,530,300 letters by this method to and from
members of the armed forces overseas. - The peak
for hoth services came last April when the Army
handled 63,638,405 V-Mail letters and the Navy
56,060,703, Intercsting, but the best news on this
receiving end is that plans are now underway to set
up a big station for handling V-Mail in France and
thus do away with the delay in rerouting letters
thropgh Britain to the Continent. :

One of the first separation centers fo be set up in
the States is at Fort Sheridan, Ill, where the
commander recently explained how the thing
works, Calling it the “ reverse of a reception center,
he said it takes care of both officers and EMs who are
up for eitherta discharge or release, and that the
rocessing of the lucky boys includes a final pay and
roperty settlement, ]..'I_It_‘jl'ﬁil:ﬂ.]: {-le.m'l_nat.!ml, arrange-

ment for travel facilities home, aid Ill_ﬁﬂdl"!’s‘ a
ivilian job, and instruction in the rights and
s ileges of a vet—especially the dope on what a
PE?:;‘E eptitled to under the terms of the G.I1. Bill
r’; }Eighf-‘?- The Fort Sheridan set-up takes care of
& Army Weakly.
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In New York, N, Y.,
Hottie Beverly, o Megro servant, threw herself from

_elagy matter July &, |

SPRUCE SPINSTER.

men, whether they've been stationed in the
States or overseas, whose homes are in Color-
ado, Illinois, Indiana, Idaho, Kansas, Ken-
tucky, Michigan, Minnesota, Missouri, Neb-
raska, North Dakota, Ohio, South Dakota,
Wisconsi 1, and Wyoming.
The nition mourned the death of former
*Senator Georg: W. Morris, who died of a cerebral
hemorthage and a paralytic stroke in his unpreten-
tipus stucco house in the little western Nebraska
tewn of McCook, The B3-yvear-old liberal, who repre-
sented his state in the Senate for 4o years, was re-
* sponsible for the creation of the Tennessee Valley
Authority, the " lame-duck " amendment to the Con-
stitution which provides that new Presidents and
Congressmen take office in January instead of March,
and the law abolishing * yellow-dog * lahor contracts.

Funeral services for Norris were to have been held
in the First Congregational Church in MeCook, but
=0 many friends and admirers wanted to attend that
the First Methodist Church, a larger one, was used.
Upon learning of Norris's death, President Roosevelt

said that ** a pillar of state has fallen © and described
the former Senator as ' an uncompromising foe of
special privilege.*

Another former Senator died—James A. Reed, of
Missouri, who represented his state in Washington
from 1911 to 1929. Eighty-two years old, he was in
Fairview, Mich., at the time of hizs death. Reed
was noted for having been one of the bitterest
enemies of President Wilson's proposal for a League
of Nations during the last war,

The frst batch of war brides who met their
American husbands over here arrived in New York
City. There were 6o of them in all, together with
16 children., MNaval officials said the young ladies
were married to blue-jackets who were retumming to
the States, Most of the wives came from Northern
Ireland and met their husbands while the latter were
stationed at a paval construction base there,

Schools began reopening in some parts of the
country after the summer vacation, but in the East
and North Central States there was a lot of infantile
paralysis that made parents uneasy about sending
their youngsters back to the classroom. Nine states
had reported a total of 6,258 cases of the disease, and
16 ceaths from it, and its prevalence was at the
highest level since the epidemic of 1916, In some
areas, the opening of schools was put off for a month
and parents were warned to keep their kids away

from crowds until the arrival of cool weather, which
can be counted on to better the situation.

Six stores along the boardwalk in Atlantic City,
N.]., and the front of the Knickerbocker Hotel at the
foot of Tennessee Ave. there were/damaged by a
general-alarm fire which provided some unexpected
excitement for hundreds of visitors who had come to
the city expecting to get an eyeful of nothing more
than the annual beanty pageant.

Another fire, this one in downtown Cleveland,
caused a series of explosions in a towering gasoline-
storage tank of the Standard Oil Co. of Ohio. Break-
ing out in mid-afternoon, the flames caused clouds
of black smoke that hung over the area near East
34th Street and Broadway while all available fire
equipment in the town was brought into play.

The northeast part of the 115, and southern
Canada were shaken by an earthquake of unusual
sizge for those parts. It came at midnight with a
shock that awoke people all the way from Maine to
West Virginia and as far west as Toronto,

In' Pittsburgh, Meteorologist W. 5. Brotzman

o
943, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 3,

Effie Klinker, newest find of
Edgar Bergen, looks over the manly frame of Charlie
McCarthy at a Hollyweed luncheen and finds it goed.

Education and Information Division, War Dept., 105 Eart 414 Streat,

MANPOWER SHORTAGE. Esther E:!gu,
doughter of New Jarsey Governor Edge; picks
peaches in an orchard in her home siate,

presented a report analysing the freak storm which
swept Pennsylvania, West Virginia, and Maryland
last June, killing 123 persons and causing §5,000,000.
damage. He said it consisted of five separate
tornadoes, tmvelling parallel and about 40 miles
apart from one another, and that it was the first such
storm ever reported in this area,

Another scientist—Dr. Charles P, Olivier, presi-
dent of the American Meteor Society—came up with
an explanation of a mysterious object which flashed
over part of the Midwest a fortnight or s0 ago and
which was at first thought by many to be some sort
of long-range doodlebug. He said it was apparently
a meteor which had burst at an altitude of between
10 and zo miles, scattering meteorites over Wabash
County in [Illinois and adjoining countivs in
Indiana. He based his findings of 170 reports he bl
received from residents in Indiana, Illingis, Ohio, and
Kentucky. " It was bright enough to hurt the eyes
of some who saw it,”" Dr. Olivier said, " and it left
a smoke trail which lasted ten minutes.”

You can take the word of yet another expert that
there's no sea serpent swimming around in Payette
Lake in southern ldaho, despite what some people
have been saying lately. This expert is Paul Walter,
of Sand Point, Idaho, who read”so many reports
about the monster in the lake that he went out to
have a gander for himself. Sure enough, there it was, =
swimming along. It seemed to be about 4o fcet
long until Walter trained his binoculars on it and
discovered that it " was really three heavers chasing
each other aroand.

Things must have changed plenty in New York, or
at any rate the cops have, Joseph Marcinkiewicz, 24,
who was wanted by the police on an assault charge,
was just getting married when the law caught up
with him. However, the detectives who had come to
arrest him, waited patiently outsicde the church
where the ceremony was being held until the bride
and groom emerged.  Ewven then, they didn't whisk
Joe off to the clink, but accompanied the couple to a
phrrtngmplu'r's studio so thiat they could have a
wedding picture taken. It was only when Marcin-
kiewicz suggested that he'd like to have a howeymoon
before being locked up that the cops put their re-
spective feet down,

A bazooka shell exploded in the Bronx, N. Y., with
tragic results. It was a souvenir which a GI had
brought back from Africa and six little boys were
playing with it in the basement of an apartment
house when the thing went off, injuring the young-
sters, tearing holes in the ceiling, ripping up iloor
boards, and starting a fire. The most seriously hurt
of the boys was 11-year-old Vincent Lennon, who
lost both his legs.

EEMS there's a lot of crime on the home front

these days. ], Edgar Hoover, the head G-man,
announced in Washington that there were 26.6 per
cent more thefts of automobiles during the first 6
months of this year than during the {'.urn'ﬁpmid'lm{
period in 1043, and that 64.5 per cent of the thefts
woere committed by boys not yet 21 years old. * The
gravity of the present juvenile delinquency situa-
tion,”" Hoover said, "is indicated by the fact that
the ages 17 and 18 predominated in the frequency
of arrests for males and females respectively.”
Twenty-three per cent of all persons arrested wert
lll'ldi.lr 2L he il.l;ldt'(l_ ']-i:lt:l'l_"ﬁ IJ{-:_*[[ Iq-_laﬁ :|'|'|1||1']{'r_ rape,
robbery, and larceny, though—so everybody can't
be going to hell in a handbucket,

Thanks to the cooperntion of the Red Cross Mobile
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Corps and the Pennsylvania Railroad, Pfc. Louis
Colella, 28, who was wounded in Normandy, got to
his home in Brooklyn, N. ¥., just in time to see his
mother before she died. Colella had been invalided
back to the States and was at Atlantic City, M. [.,
when be heard that his mother had only a few hours
tolive, Capt. Mary C. Moore, of the Atlantic County
Red Cross, drove the Pic. to the station while State
Paolice sent a teletype ahead to have the New York

express held, It waited for Colella 13 minutes and -

he reached his mother's bedside with only an hour
OT 50 to spare.

ajor 0. R. McCov, chief of the Army's tropical-
Mdisea.se-cnntml division, said there was no cause
for worrying, as some civilian authorities h.‘an.'-,‘ been,
that returning soldiers suffering from malaria may
cause epidemics of the disease in the States. He
pointed out that until rccent]}r thousands of immi-

grants entered the country with malaria and that the -

bug had failed to spread from them. He also
cheered GIs who have picked up the illness by telling
them that it is not a life-long affair.

Three doctors from the division of research of
Harvard's Graduate School of Business Adl'ﬂ.'ll'!ﬁ*:l'ﬂ'
tion told members of the Aero Medical Association
of the U. S., meeting in St. Louis, that inhaling the
smoke of a single cigarette impairs the eyesight
needed by military flyers on night missions. The
doctors were R. A. McFarland, M. P. Halperin, and
J. I Niven, and they said they had found that the
loss in seeing power was caused by the carbon mon-
oxide in the tip of the buming butt. This loss is
not likely even to be noticed in normal life, they
reported, nor does it seem to have any bad effects
upon the individual’s health, but it can make a big
difference to a night fiyer working under conditions
in which it is just barely possible to discern enemies
or objectives. Inhaling three cigarettes, said the
medicos, causes a loss of vision power equivalent to
that siffered by a man flying at 8,000 feet.

Folks bomn in South Carolina are more likely to
die there than Americans bom elsewhere are of dying
In their home states, according to some mortality
figures compiled by the Census Burean. Eighty-four
percent of the people who died in S, C. during two
recent mmlﬂ'ls in whifl‘l ﬂ'l& H“rca_“ madﬁ its SUrVey
were natives of the state—and that's tops in tha
U. 8. for stay-at-homes, North Carolina came
second, I[DHHW!th Kr::ntu.;k!,-_ ﬁ_[abamn: Louisiana,
Georgia, Virginia, Maine, and Tennessee. On the

other hand, only eight percent of the people who
died in Wyoming had been born there, and that, in
its way, was tops, too. Montana had the next high-
est percentage of migrants, followed by Washington,
California, Colorado, Oregon, North Dakota, Olkla-
homa, “Nebraska, South Dakota, Nevada, and
Florida.

The WPB disclosed that it had given commenda-
tions of one kind or another to more than ﬁ.u:m
civilians who have thought up useful plans for in-
creasing war production. Among those thus honored
are: James Cowling, of Kalamazoo, Mich., who
suggested a new milling machine which stepped up
the production of 155 mm, guns by 50 per cent;
Frederick G. Gray, of New Haven, Cunn,_. who had
an idea for making carbine parts which saved
160,000 man-hours a year; Miriam Bennett, of
Columbus, 0., who suggested a chromate paste dis-
penser Which is similar to a pastry tube and saves
§15 a day in making airplane parts; David D. Jones,
of Baltimore, who discovered a testing method for
bomb releases which saves 3,500 man-hours a year;
Clifford Carey, of Trenton, Mich., who doped l:-u:t a
way of increasing alcohol production by spreading
grain over a greater area of the tanks in which t_:hn
stuff is made; Ella F. Baikie, of Richmond,, Calif.,
who suggested repair molds for the electrode holders
used in welding and thus brought about a saving
of $82,50 per holder every ‘24-hour day; Walter
McGarvin, of Santa Monica, Calif., who found a
silk-screening process used for aircraft which resulted
in an annual saving of $35,608 and 17,302 man-hours;
and Clem J. Burkely, of Akron, who designed a non-
skid ic¢ Erip for tires.

Quadruplets weighing three pounds each were
bom to Mrs. Charles E. Lee, of Gainesville, Ga.,
but twg of them failed to live more than a few days.
The father, a 25-year-old private at Camp Blanding,
hastened home to see his brood but failed to arfve
before the deaths occurred. His wife, Mabel, who
is 23, was not told that she had lost fwo of her babies.
The other two were reported to be doing well in an
incubajor, -

In Chicago, Soylo Villegas, 26, who last spring
cooked Up the cute idea of packing his dead wife
into a trunk, covering her with salt, and shipping
her to Los Angeles, was found guilty of murder by
Judge Harold G. Ward and sentenced to 2o years
in the coop, :

Thirty-seven Gls were injured, none of them seri-
ously, and a fireman was critically hurt in the head-
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an collision of a passenger train and a freight on the
Rock Island Line, near Norton, Kan,

With the late Woodbury Rand, a Boston lawyer, -
it was a case of love me, love my cat. When it seemed
to him that his relatives weren't showing the proper
respect for his pet he cut them off in his will, leaving
his estate of 60,000 bucks to his tabby, with the ob-
servation that his kin had acted " contemptuously "
toward the critter. Now Rand iz dead and the rela-
tives, consisting of seven cousins, have brought legal
action in an effort to break the will.. The cat figures
she's sitting pretty,

Lt. Col. James Stewart, of the AAF, is back in the
States after 2o months in the ETO. No, he’s not
Lt. Col. Jimmy Stewart, also of the AAF and the
ETO, but another fellow by the same name, who
comes from Corona, N. J. He said last week in Los
Angeles that he's met and likes his Hollywood name-
sake but that he's going nuts with all the film star’s
fan mail that he receives. " A nice guy,’" said Lt
Col. James Stewart, " if it wasn't for all that fan
mail '

Gypsy Rose Lee, the strip-tease honey, turned up
in Reno and registered at a nearby dude ranchunder
her married name of Mrs. Alexander Kirkland. She
zaid she was going to have a baby and divorce
her husband, who is a playwright and director-

Lt. Commander Marius Kimmel, son of Reat
Admiral Husband Kimmel, was reported missing
with the submarine Robalo. His father is awaiting
court martial for responsibility in neglecting the
naval defenses of Hawaii before the Jap attack on
Pearl Harbor.

Freeman Gosden, of the radio black-face team of
Amaos and Andy, married Jane Stoneham, daughter
of the late Charles Stoneham, owner of the New
York Giants.

1. Gew. GeorGE S, Patron, commanding the

American Third Army on the Continent, is si.;__l-:_ o
that story which appeared in at least one civilian
paper about his arriving in Normandy waving 2
$1.000 bill and offering to bet he was going through
France like a knife through butter, or something- H-L_
recently attached this note to a report on mﬂlm?
operations which he sent Gon, Grorge C. Marshall,
Chief of Stafi: “In a clipping which just reach®!
me 1 saw that a correspondent had stated that
arrived in Normandy waving a $r,000 bill an
making bets, 1 amved in Normandy incognit?-
I have never seen a $1,000 bill."” So that's that.
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Buy Jeeps Now?
Dear Yank,
. The question has come up in our company concern-
ing we soldiers buying jeeps. A lot of us would like
to start payment on them so we can have them as
soon as we are discharged.
Can you put a little light on this question?
Cpl JESSE BURDETT

Britain.

[Pending legislation may allow vets to buy fjeeps at
wholesale prices, but no provisions are made to start
payment now.—Ed.] =

Weak In The Clutch
Dear Yaxk,

The writer iz assigned as a technical representa-
tive in this ET(. I shounld like to thank Sgt. Merle
Miller for his timely article on the jeep.  He quotes
Borothy V., Knibb, of the U5 Burean of Foreign
and Domestic Commerce; this woman, in my estima-
tion, shows some good old common horse-sense.

I have watched all this sales buoild-up the jeep is
getting ‘as a one purpose do-all farm unit with
disgust.

The jeep will no more make a farm tractor than
the (MC, 6x6, will make an all-purpose road trock.
I admit 1t will have its uses on some farms as the
gadabout, but if it is put te the plow or dise-harrow
it will stand up like a snowball in h——. No tractor
has ever been buoilt that [ know of with a 6-in.
clutch as in the jeep. Usupally a gin. and better
is used and even they have their clutch troubles.

I hope you don't think I am talking through my
hat. E;Jrn and raised on a farm and 13 vears in the
farm implempnt and tractor business, both whole-
sale and retail is my background,

I don't wish to dizcredit the jeep any. It's a fine
vehicle for its job, but to build wp this sales idea
that it's gonma do all the work on the farms is one
of the most foolish things I have heard of in this

—Our army.
R. E 3COTT

Britain.

Just Like Mew York

Dear ¥ anx,

I have been here in France with my outfit for a
couple of months and 1 would like to say the French
people have appreciated what we arte doing for them.
Just recently we made over roo miles in one day
and it seemed like every native who lived on that
highway was on the road, waving, throwing flowers,
even trying to touch us and applawding, doffing
their hats and crying, " Vive I"Amerique.*' Tt really
repaid us for the years we spent in the Army. In
one town in particular, the people were lined three
deep all down the main street, gendarmes holding
back the enthosiastic people. People were holding
up their babies so they coold ste us better. All 1
needed was the ticker tape to make me feel I was
back in Mew York,

Plc, MORRIS SCHATSKY
France.

Mo Whoopee
Dear Wang,
The boys who took St Lo and every other place

NEW YORE: Bgt. Allan Ecker, Sgt. Marion

Leo Hofefler, Bgt. Joo MoCarthy, Ggt. Dan Polier, Bgt. n&é
Behlotzhauer,  Bet. Rilﬁ‘dm Bgt. Arthmr Weithas,
WARHINGTON : : Bgt. Geonge

¥cErinn : B, Burii Evans, Gaige,
CHINA-BURMA-INDIA': G, George J. Gor Bet.
WEBT PACIFIC : Set. Bl mﬁ"e,"‘ N

can tell you the same thing. We people in the front
lines don't celebrate.

When some of us boys get wounded (the only way
to go back there now) and try to go in these towns
for which we've fought, in which we've seen our
buddies die, the MPs throw us out before we get there,

We are not celebrating until we get to Berlin, but
we'll have to do it before the MPs get there,
France, FIVE BELATED CELEBRATORS

Treatment Of Prisoners
Dear Yaxk,

Because you have been an invaluable aid to us in
better understanding of world problems, we of our
organization turn to you for help in searching for
an explanation of the American people who are
pampering Axis priconers of war in the US A, I
thoroughly agree that the prisoners should be
decently fed and elothed and housed, but not in a
manner to which they are unaccustomed, undesery-
ing, and unappreciative of.

I become sick, completely sick, when I read again
and again of the generosity of the American people
toward these " defeated ” men, who deep in their
hearts have never known any emotion for Americans

but contempt and jealousy.
Cpl. T, W HALLIGAH

Britain,

Is There Anyone Finer?
Dear ¥ apic,

Here is a snap of lovely Dinah Shore as she was
seen in France on a US0 tour.  The shot was made
by Sgt. Al Rios, photographer in the Minth Air
Force. Mot bad, is she fellas?

France,

[No.—Ed.]

BOYS OF THE SQUADRON

Wants To Stay Here

Diear ¥Wanie,
- A few of us in my outfit have been considering

o jon, Most of us

he towar Army of Oceupation, | u
;eaEWmure “than one langonage. [ speak Polish
lﬁmnti}'. read and write it; 1 know a little French
and German and Spanish. I've been through seven-
teen countries and seemed to have gotten along w ith

inhabitants. A e
a“llﬂ-{;l:t to know of the gualifications I'nrl tlnls job;
also the details that go with it. Firsst 1'd like to
prepare myself by going to school to study French
{erman. : :

an;llm"':rrry adept.at languages, so it shouldn’t take
long. I've been in action three times, including
two major engagements. 1
I would appreciate it if you would forward all
this information, including the arrangements for

marricd men, elc.
Pyi, E €. HOWAK

Britain.

[We can't give you all the information you want,
but If you are interested In studying languages now, or
some other subject that may be useful to a member of
the Army of Occupation, we suggest you look into the
United States Armed Forees Institute, You should be
able to get a catalogue and a blank from your Special
Service officer, library, or Red Cross director.—Ed.]

Soldier, Prisoner or Civilian?

Dear ¥ ami.,

Most of us here entered the service gladly because
it was a military necessity, but sot umder any
circumstances, beganse it would have been a con-
venience to the civilian economy at that time. We
expect to serve gladly for just so long as in the
opinion of our Government that military necessity
continues to exist; if we serve any longer than that,
except on a voluntary basis, it would be unfair to
dignify us with the name “ soldiers,” for we would
be in effect and in fact, prisoners. I am sure that
most GIz will agreed that that is just and sol

EDWARD R. DEVEREUX
Britain.

Dear Yang,

We just finished listening to a resume of a speech
on discharge of men after this war is over, claiming
that it would be just as cheap to keep men in the
Army after the war as Lo ereate mew industries for
them. What about telling that speaker that we'd
like a chance to indulge in civilian activities as socon
as it's humanly possible,

Everything wasn't perfect in the U5, prior to
this war, but we still loved it that way and sure could
appreciate a chance to live there as civilians again.

ESSENTIAL SOLDIERS
France.

Bachelor, Bachelor Girls

Dear YAk,

I've read your * Boos for the Bachelors " and
partly agree with the married men, but I think
some of them just blow their tops withoat thinking.

T am a bachelor, and have been in the Army poing
on three years. However, I do think the mbrried
men shoold get the preference, I think most of us
bachelors with prospective wives back home can
stick it out until most of the married fellaz get
home to their wives and children,

I know our Uncle Sam will figure out the faircst
way and let us know in the near future,  Until then

let’s finish this war and then think of going home.
Sgt. HAROLD E. ZAHN

Hritain.

Dear Y ank,

Just what makes these married men think they
deserve to go home sooner, and that they are the
only ones fighting this war?  Did you ever stop to
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ask your bachelor
home waiting for them,
brag about their women?

U've been engaged to a FIGHTING YANK in the
Pacific who has been in the Army almost four years,
men would consider him
I wouldn't say he was too ugly to get
And,
think of using a wife and
hirk his duoty, even if it

and 1 puess vou married
a bachelor.
married, or that no woman would have him,
furthermore, he wouldn't
family as an excuse to s
meant being in the Army of Occupation.

I'm not speaking for myself alone, but also for
her voung men and women in the
same predicament. T hope and pray that both of
us are lucky enough to get home, and build our
home and family in a peacelul country where we
can be sure that our children won't be doing what

the thousands of ot

we are doing now. We are both doing our share,
and we have just as much to fight for as you have,

Pre. €L (WAC)
Britain,

Dear Yank,
Fve pot lots of sympathy with the fathers and

TR Gors FTAMIAUS MeMTALY unoessiNG

”‘-";};.?7‘.}.’-'?,‘;.:1 girl ever got her shoes off and
Sotrawhere orerseal EFA NERLE R
_Yﬁ:ﬁ can g womun's slockings come off
bofone her shoes? . Y
Comp Rucker, Ala, —Pui, VINCENT mn:ﬂ
# Shucks, that aint sll. Her shoes don't
mitch, either.

buddies if they hagd girls back
or aren’t they the type who

* stopped pgetting ribbed in your magazine.

-husbands whose Ietters re the Four Bachelors *
appeared in a recent issue—but do they have any
thought at all for good Anglo-American relations?
If s0, why the suggestions that the bachelors should
marry girls over here and stay here? What did we
girls here ever do that your beat-up old bachelors
should be unloaded on fo uss H you Yanks have
no use for your cast-offl bachelors then 1 guess we
would have even less,

s A GIRL FROM “OVER HERE"
Britain,

Sad Sack Irks MP
Dear Yawk,
I think it is high time that the military paolice
I am
referring to the Sad Sack cartoon of August 27 which
is purely slander of character. For in the past two
years that we have been military police, never has
the ‘cccasion arisen like. the one imagined by Suad
Sack. We just do our duty, amd the only ones that
come in contact with us are the ones that go arournd
breaking all rules and regulations,

S0 please look at it from our =ide for we are some
of the best soldiers in the Air Force. To prove it
you should see our T[S slips. We are the middle
man in all things when it comes to taking the crap,

TIS AND Hi5 RELIEF
Britein.

Good Soldiers Mever Dry
Dear Yank,

Here in France we have found the most legitimate
gripe of the war. We have found that the Gl rain.
coat and shelter halves were made to abzorb water,
but not to resist it. \When not wearing the rain-
coat, you expect to get wet, but when you have 'a
raincoat on, you expect to keep partly try. The
GI raincoat does not fulfil these requirements at all,

The ghelter half is practically in the same comner,
because even new ones leak like a sieve. The water
runs through them just like Niagara Falls. Just
what can be dune about the whole situation

SEVEN WET SACKS
Franca,

National Anthem (Cont.)
Drear ¥Yams, Z
Pic. Schurr seems to be asking for an argument
when he suggests that the Stars and Stripes Eurever
be adopted as our national anthem. In my belief our
present national anthem was bomm of one of our
country’s most trying battles, The words of The
Star Spangled Banuner were inspired by faith in some-
thing that the anthor and the people of ﬁmqlz-m:a
believed in.  We still believe in the same things,
so why is a change necessary? ' That spirit will live
on 10 peace Or war, Sor. CARKOS M. SPARKS
Biritain.

Dear Y ark, - ; .
Ple. E. C. Schurr ought to know that the Stars
ane Siripes Forsver is a march written by Juhn
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Philip Sousa, Tt has been in existence Io, these many
Years without any words of note,

I agree with Pre. Schyrr that we need a new
national anthem, but let's make it an original piece,
complete with words.

A GEORGE SEMLER, USH
Britain,

Dear Yan,
The things which bring a lump to my throat and
* which make me more determined than ever that
America shall continue to be a nation founded on
Justice, right, and Progress, seem best to be found
N Amterica the Beautiful. Now that T am far from
the 1.5, and all jz Erim war, the pictures of home
which pass through my mind and give me the mast
thrill are those of fields of grain, happy school kids,
thriving industries, modern luxury trains, a con-
gregation leaving church with their families intact,
majestic mountains, lazy rivers, ete.: (hese are
America to me, along with our traditions which are
the most noble. Is not all this finer than war?
Is it not portrayed in the words of America the
Baautiful?

il SgF. ROYCE M. CHAMBERS
Britain,

No Gunners Wanted
Dear Vawe,

We are a bit confused, We are now with a Bomb
Group in the ETO and much to our surprise we found
there was a surplus of gunners, and due to thiz fact
we were relieved of our rank, taken off fiying status
and are now doing add sround jobs. They called it
" RECLASSIFICATION. /

We are now doing -such jobs as truck drivers,
typists, giving out equipment which takes no par-
ticular skill or training whatsoever, Are we that
far advanced in this war that they no longer need us?
If that is the case we want to be among the frst
to apply for discharge.

We would like to know how we can again be put
on flying status to do the job which we are best
qualified and best trained for. In that Wiy we can
help our Government as well as ourselves,

EX-GUNNERS

Britain,

YANK'S AFN

Radio Guide

Highlights for the week of Sept. 17

1T1S—AHDRE KOSTELAMETI—The

s“"nl\t famous armangements of populsr and
sami-clasle musle. Parcy Faith Is guait
conducter,

2135=YILLAGE STORE=F fest with
llﬂllll'ﬂ.'f Ju-r?llwll and Jack H-h'.l.u" el

131 5=GI JOURNAL—A repart from ths
Tu[sn#' hgrl'l:ﬂrr“rlni"Fh-‘lﬂh;':htl'unlrnnr.

Juck Carson is this woek's editer-in-chlaf,
His stafl includes Lorraine Day, Arthur o,
Brymn, Rochester, Mel Blanc, Rensom
Sharman and Kay Kyser.

2115=FRED ALLEH=With Portland -

HEHHESIMT Holfa, the Mighty Allen Art Players and

“all the gang. Musle by Al Gosdman's
Orcheslra. Songs by Mi, Lo, Jack and
® Dama.
Z2030-THE AMERICAN BAND OF THE
AEF=The full orchastra under the
direction of Major Glenn Mifer,
1935000 CROIBY=The Dixlatand
Ilm,ﬂul"kd!hﬂu.hufr-mvn-:nd
Bob himsal.
1330-YAMK's RADIO WEEKLY,
2105-mbutuﬂmwsuus!ssmn
=A naw feature. Eddie’s guests, Red
Stawart, Lips Page. Lizs Morrew and
Bobbis Hacketf. F
HEWS EVERY HOUR OM THE HOouR_
Alsc heard over the Alljed Expeditionary

Force Program.

AFN In Britain on your dial:
1375ke. 1402ke. 1411 ke, 1420ke, 1447 ke,
218.1m. 213.9m. 2126m. 211.3m. 207.3m,
AEF on your dial:
583 ke. S514m.

THURSDAY
FRIDAY
SATURDAY
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round decision from Pyt Bek Munrgumr-.-' inoa War Bond bout ot Mew Yark
It waos their fourth meeting, and the figh! drew o 34-millian-dollar gole in bonds.
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Fiara sl

the home stretch with the American League

pennant fluttering from Mr. James Luther
Sewell’s hand, don't make the mistake of sell-
ing them short against the Cardinals in the
World Series. The Brownies have a hunk of
wartime strength that may surprise.

Consider these facts:

No team, or combination of teams, has been
able to slap more than three straight defeats
on the Browns. Every time they have been
seriously challenged for the lead, they rapped
the opposition smartly on the knuckles and
bounced back with an eight-game winning
streak. Against the pitching-powerful Tigers
they have won 11 out of 14 pames.

These facts become even more imposing
when you consider that the Browns have
faced fiercer, tougher competition in the

IP the St. Louis Browns come dashing down

American League than the Cardinals have be-
labored in the National. The Cards, for ex-
ample, could never spread-eagle the Ameri-
can League with anything like their present
17-game lead. There’s too much good pitching
in the American League to let a thing like
that happen. Even the humble Athletics are
tough any time they spring Newsom, Flores
or Black at the enemy.

The statistical nuts will probably make out
a strong case against the Brownies when the
series rolls arcund. Usually these fugitives
from a decimal point get their best mileage
from batting and fielding averages, which for-
tunately never seem to prove much and more
often than not are confusing. You will prob-
ably hear that the Browns never scaled higher
than sixth in team batting, or higher than
fifth in team flelding, and that the club has
only two .300 sluggers. The pay-off on all of
this, of course, lies in the indisputable fact
that the Brownies are comfortably lodged in
first place. What the Browns lack in fat bat-
ting averages or dazzling fielding records they

t. Danno O'Mohoney, the former heavy-
Pweight wrestling champ, failed to impress
at least one GI at Camp Barkeley, Tex. This
guy made the mistake of hitting Danno in the
face. So Danno broke his nose, blackened both
eyes, then flattened the MP who tried to stop
the fAght. . . . Cpl. Billy Conn is telling the boys
in the ETO that Joe Lovis was lucky to beat him
and that he will box Joe's ears off the next time
they fight. “Louis couldnt hit me with a solid
punch if I didn’t want him to,” Conn said. . . .
Pvt. Jim Ferrier, the Aussie golf champion, is
stationed at Camp Hoberts, Calif., where he re-
cently busted the course record with a sizzling
32-29-61. The old record was 85, . . . According
to Cox. Lew Jenkins, the mosquitoes on the Nor-
mandy beach were so fierce that he needed a
blood transfusion when he got back to England.
M/Sgt. Zeke Bonura wants to bring a GI
haseball team from Africa to the states for a
bond-selling tour. . . . Lt. Larry French, who saw
action on D Day with the Navy, is back home.
Killed in action: . Kennsth Cotton, former

more than compensate with up-~to-the-hilt
playing, dangerous clutch hitting and a deep
and abiding faith in a nice guy named Sewell.

ROBABLY the most amazing thing _uhuut

the miracle Browns is Mr. Sewell himsell.
He has gathered together a group of aggres-
sive cast-offs and lashed them into semblance
of a solid ball club. The experts didn't give
him a ghost of a chance of overpowering the
Yankees at the beginning of the season. Even
fat Mr. Joe McCarthy said the Chicago White

Sox and not the Browns were the team to fear.

Mr. SewelPs slickest operator is Vernon
Stephens, a loose, gangling shortstop and one
of the few products of the Browns' farm sys-
tem. Currently Stephens is leading the league

-in runs batted in and is hitting over .300.
Without wincing either to the right or left,
Mr. Sewell says he would rather have Ste-
phens on his club than Marty Marion of the
Cards. But nobody else shares his sentiments.

George MeQuinn, who was traded away by
the Yankees during the Gehrig era, is a deft
hand around first base and shapes up as a
better defenzive fielder than Ray Sanders
of the Cardinals. Sanders, on the other hand,
is a stronger hitter. Don Gutteridge, the see-
ond baseman, was given up by the Cardinals
and shipped to Sacramento where the Browns
rescued him. In a show-down with Emil
Verban, the Cards’ rockie, Gutteridge emergés
as the more aggressive and a heavier hitter,
Verban is the surer fielder. It's a stand-off at
third base between Mark Christman, a Tiger
discard, and Whitey Kurowski.

Mr, Sewell's outfielders are plentiful, which
means he can juggle them as often as he
pleases to get the maximum mileage from
them. Mike Kreevich, fired by both the White
Sox and Athleties, has developed into a de-
pendable centerfielder under Sewell and rates
about even with Cardinal Johnny Hopp. Gene
Moore and Chet Laabs, who alternate in left
field, were shrugged off by the Tigers and
Senators respectively. Neither of them meas-
sures up to the super structure of Stan Musial,
but then how many ball players do? The two
alternates in right field, Al {Make Mine) Za-
rilla and Milt Byrnes, are newcomers and
seem to be more than a match for Danny Lit-
whiler, himself only a Phillie refugee,

The Browns haven’t an outstanding catcher,
so this edge goes to the Cardinals who are
well healed with a couple of rare peacetime
specimens named Walker Cooper and Ken
©'Dea. Mr. Sewell is depending on Frank
Mancuso, a CDD from the paratroops, and
Myron Hayworth, a rookie, They make mis-
takes but they also hustle.

When we last stole a look at the records,
the Browns were getting good pitching from
Bob Munecrief (12-6), Melson Potter (10-5),
Jack Kramer (11-10), Jack Jakucki (9-6),
George Caster (5-3), Denny Galehouse (5-3),
Al Hollingsworth (5-8) and Tex Shirley
(4-3). Nobody knows how they will stack up
with the famed Coopers, Laniers and Wilks,
but when Mr. Sewell discusses their merits
he has a wicked wink in his eye, He thinks
they are capable of throwing shut-outs at
anybody—including the Cardinals.

California football star, in the battle of the
Philippine Sea; Pvi. Vince Kozak, heavyweight
boxing champ of the Army in the ETO, in the
MNormandy fighting; Sgt. Robert Smidl, National
Junior tennis doubles co-champion, in the Nor-
mandy fighting. . . . Wounded in action: U1, (jg)
Paul Lillis, captain and tackle on the 1941 Notre

Dame football team, in the invasion of the

Admiralty Islands, . . . Appointed: Bill Atwood,

one-time Phillies cateher, as a flight officer
and service ﬁilat in the ATC. . .. Discharged:
J. Gilbert Hall, veteran tennis player, from the

Army because of over-age (he's 46). ... Ordered
for induction: Pitcher Tex Hughson and catchers
Hal Wagner and Bill Conrey, all of the Hod Sox,
by the Navy. ... Reclassified I-4: Secound base-
man Bobby Doerr, center fielder Leon Culberson
and catcher Roy Partes of the Red Sox.

SPORTS SERVICE RECORD

CHAMP AT WORK. Gus Lesnevich CM1ec, lighi- l"

heavyweight champ, chacks hi
at Manhatton Borrocks, N. ¥ !
director of the Const G

s boxing equipmant
whara he is hﬂlil‘lg

uard Part Seeurity Command, ~
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By Sgt. JAMES P. O'NEILL
YANK Staff Correspondent

ITH THE FIFTH ArmMy 18 ITALY—The divi-

sion PW stockade was located two miles
behind the lines in a stable, There were

more than 200 prisoners in the stockade, studi-
ously picking lice out of their clothes, Several
MPS, with bored looks on their faces, were guard-
ing them. Every now and then a prisoner would
move too close to the stable door, and one of the
guards would nudge him back with the end of
his tommy gun. It was midmorning and the sun
was comfortable. Most of the Jerriez had taken
off their shirts and were attempting to get a tan.
I had come to the stockade to try to find an an-
swer to the question: “What is going through the
mind of the Mazi today? What is the proud killer,

1

the superman we used to see marcning so cockily
through the newsreels, thinking right now?"

The best man to answer this question, I figured,
was a German prisoner himself. And I might get
some help, too, from the PW interrogators. The
team of interrogators at this stockade had two
rooms on the second floor of the stable

There were three men in the team—one officer
and two enlisted men—and they were busy gues-
tioning prisoners, hut they took a five-minute
break for a smoke while I told them what I
wanted. The officer introduced himself as Lt. W.
J. Lehmann, a New Rochelle (N. Y.) lawyer. The
Gls were Pyvt. Fred Walk of New York, N. Y., and
Pvt. Richard B. Frowmm, who used to sell geal
estate in Long Island, N. Y.

At first the lisutenant didn't seem to under-
stand what [ wanted. He began to talk in a bored
voice, explaining the job of a PW interrogator.
It zounded like a high-school recitation.

“First we screen them,” the lieutenant said,
“that is, we separate them according to divisions,
battalions, companies and platoons. Then we be-
gin our personal investigation, little of which we
are able to téll reporters about. Then—."

“Beg pardon, sir,” interrupted Walk. He was a
short, well-built kid with a pleasant face except
for eyes that were cold and impersonal. “I don't
think that is exactly what the sergeant wants,”
he said. “You mainly want to know something
about the typical Nazi soldier's mind today, don’t
you?" I said I did.

For the first time the lieutenant seemed to be
interested. “That isn't the type of thing we ask

these prisoners,” he said. "But
when you talk to so many of
them, you're bound to notice
things. It would be much bet-
ter if you saw a fresh pris-
oner. Of course you won't be
able to ask him any gues-
tions, but we know the sort
of thing yoy want.”.

“We have a prizoner in the
other room right now who fits
the tvpe to a T, Walk said.

*You're right,”" the lieuten-
ant said. “He's a very inter-
esting puy and he comes from
Walk's neighborhood in Es-
sen. Pwt. Walk got out of
Germany in 1939 and will be
ideal to ask the questions.”

izl Soldier Thinks

Walk and I went out into the hallway to the
other room. “There are a few things I'd like to
mention before we go in there," he said. “Let me
do all the talking, and act as disinterested as pos-
sible until he starts to brag—and his type always
does. When he starts bragging, pretend to be very
interested—even if you're not. There's a little bit
of the missionary in all Nazis, and when they
think they are impressing anybody, they really
begin to loosen up.”

N MP answered Walk's knock on the door.
He was a tall joe with a tommy gun in one
hand and a comic book’ under hiz arm. The room
was small and filled with hay. In one corner on
a stool sat the prisoner.
The German was blond and blue-eyed, He had
a thin red scar on his right cheek. He held his
cap in his hands, methodieally folding it into
layers and then flattening it out on his lap. His
look was not ope of interest or-apathy; it was
more of tolerance, ¢
When Walk came closer, the prisoner recog-
nized him, smiled and said something in German,
“He just said ‘hello’,” Walk explained. “This
morning when I was interrogating him he wanted
to know how I knew German. I told him I had gone
to school in Germany. I always tell them that.”
“I won't go into my life history,” Walk added.
“It probably wouldn’t interest you, and anyhow
it is too unpYeasant. But for the benefit of your
story, you probably should know this much:
“T lived in Germany all my life until 1939, when
I was forced to leave because I didn’t exactly like
what was happening. I studied engineering at a
school in Wew York until the war broke out and
then I enlisted. I came overseas with an Infantry
outfit and fought with it until I was hit at Vena-
fro. When I got out of the hospital, I was re-
classified. T requested this job and was lucky
enough to get it. e
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=Though I came from this : ; ;

[ don’t remember himg persfﬁaﬂﬁ-.n?ﬁzhmh?m'
Essen we come from = pretty fl'DWdedpaé 0;
probably have seen him many limes, esg ul” .
when the Hitler Youth kids -paraded. du!:&m }-
street. He was one of them. He is an ':dmlntum
for you to see, He is an Oberfeldwebel, o uj!:_-pe
lent 1o a master sergeant in our ut'myl qu iqﬂ-
platoon leader in an S§ divisional Cnmi}any ;n;
was caught early this morning when our Infantrs:
;u'l, Dﬁdhls p:.ﬁtoﬂl;;. Most of his men Eave up. blf'l
e and another Jerrw ; i o :
rzn oul of ammunition, (entishoolinguati Ahey

“Here is- his history up to date: AL 15 he was
studying to be an engineer but he quit it to join
the “Hitler Youth Movement. That was in 1932
in other words, he is one of the original admirers.
He has been in the Repular Army 7% YEars. He
has fought in France, Crete. Russia. Norway anc
It_alj,r_. He has been wounded seven Llimes. Two aof
his wounds were fairly serious—both of them
bayonet wounds and both of them received in
Russia. He does not like to talk about his X
piences in Russia. :
i “That is all of his history we have. Oh, there
i= one more thing. When [ began to interview
fim this morning he was very disturbed, Finally
he asked me if there were many Jews in Lhe
American Army, and when I said there were he
daidn't seem to like the idea.”

Walk sat down next to the prisoner. 1 made
myself comfortable on a stack of hay, while the
MP—his tommy gun straddling his legs—sat in
front of the door and began to read the comic
book, Walk offered the prisoner a cigarette, and
the prizoner refused. Walk began interviewing
him, asking a guestion and then translating the
answer into English. This procedure he followed
through the entire guestioning.

Q. When was the last time you were home on
turlough?

A.In the middie of April

Q. Is there much left of Essen?

A. Essen is flat.

Q. Then where did you stay?

A 1 stayed in acamp outside the city, with my
wife and child,

. What did vour wife have to say about the
bombings?

A. Not much.

. How do the people take the bombings?

A. They don't care one way or the other any
maore.

Q. How did you feel when you saw Essen
bombed fAat?

A. Pretty bad. But this is war and I have seen
many bombed cities.

@. Do you know about the invasion?

A, Yes, .

@. Do you believe it?

A. Yes,

&. How much do you know about it?

A. I know that you have captured Cherbourg.

€. What do you think about that?

A, We were told by the High Command that it
Was coming.

Q. Were you also told that the invasion would
be successful?

A. The High Command told us that they would
let you get so far in and then they will push you
back into the ocean.

@. Do you believe that?

A Yes, :

@. Suppose you don't push us back into the sea.
Then what?

A. You are a long way from Berlin.

w,u_lc threw a piece of stick he had been play-

ing with out the window and turned tc me.

He was a little mad. “This type” he said, “the
typical Hitler fanatic, gets on your nerves. He
won't admit a damned thing and he is always
cocky. Most prisoners—the ordinary Germans and
the Russians and Poles foreed to ﬁght—t_hey not
only will tell you they are licked but will even
tell you the date it will be over. But not this baby.
For 15 years he hasn’t admitted a thing, and it is
pretty hard to break the habit

Walk turned to the prisoner once more and
resumed the guestioning. , :

©. What do you think of the American infan-

a2

wﬁfmlfl-be i much better than he used lo be. But
it is his planes and artillery thx_:t hother us.:.l '[“F;-re
is too much of it—and those dive bombers. 'd e}; :
come right down on us. They are not afraid of

¢ antiaircraft. , ; : 3
Du(;l. With what you have just said. plus th.e in

Plenty of Nozi soldiers like these hove been captured in Italy, bot they're not convinced the war is lost.

vasion, plus what the Russians are doing to you
—do vou still think you can win this war?

A. It isn't over yet.

. You haven't answered my guestion. Do you
still think you can win this war?

A. I repeat, it isn't ever yet (The prisoner's
volce was very loud. “That is as close,” Walk said
to me, “as you will ever get to an answer on that
guestion from this type.")

A‘r this point the prisoner put a question of his
own. “Why did you Americans gel into this
thing, anyhow?" he asked.

“Because we didn't like the idea of fascism."
Walk answered. -

The prisoner shrugged his shoulders. “You will
find Bolshevism much worse,” he said.

“What do you mean by that?"” Walk asked.

“I mean that you should be fighting Russia in-
stead of us. They are the real enemy. If we had
your production and our super-army we could
have beaten them and the rest of the world,” the
Erisoner said.

“They all give you that line,” Walk told! me.
“And they really are offended when you can't see
it their way. There is no sense talking with them
on the subject. You'll never get anywhere and
you won't learn anything. They just repeat the
standardized phrases and get madder and madder
when you won't take them as the gospel truth.”

Q. What do you think is going to happen to
you? (You could see the prisoner didn't like that
guestion.)

A. I don't know.

Q. Would you believe it if I told you that you
would be taken to the States? That you would
sleep in regular Army barracks, as good as any
that an American soldier sleeps in? That you

“sAY, FRITZ, HOW DOES THAT SONG ABOUT
SAILING AGAINST ENGLAMD GO?'
=Cpl. Ralph Hawman

would be blothed, fed and be given the privileges
of working and getting paid for it?

A. No,

Q. Well, you will,

A. I won't believe it till I see it.

@. If Germany should happen to lose the war,
and you were returned to your country, what
would you do?

A. I don't know. Probably study engineering.

Q. You started to study engineering once and
gave it up for the Hitler Youth Movement. Do
you think you might give it up for some other
movement this time? :

A. I might.

Q. Why did you join the Hitler Youth Move-
ment in 19327 -

A. Because I believed in il

@. Do you still believe in it?

A, Yes,

THE prisoner pulled out a battered pack of ciga-
rettes, There were only four left in the pack
but he politely offered us each one. We both po-
litely refused. He lit one and stared at us,

Walk got up from the hay pile, The MP stood
up and put the comic book back into his pocket.
Walk and T left the room.

When we were outside the stable, Walk turned
to me. ""Well, there he is," he said. "I hope I asked
the right gquestions. There are a lot more I could
have asked him but it wouldn't be any use.
Either he'd spout phrases at us or he would flatly
refuse to answer. For instance, his type won't
talk about the Jews or Nazi atrocities in Poland
and Russia.

“¥ou know, it makes me very sad to see people
make fun of the Nazi. Take the cartoons and sto-
ries that poke fun at him. It isn’t right. This guy
izn't funny. You don't think he is very funny
when you go to a Graves Registration Unit col-
lecting point and look at some of the comic stiffs
these Nazis have made out of American kids, Bul
very few people get to see GRU collecting points.

“And now that the score is heavy on our side,
we shouldn’t think of this war as the end of a
ball game where you go over and shake hands
with the Joser. The man you just saw was u crim-
inal long before he was a soldier—and very few
people saw anything funny in Dillinger or Ca-
pene. Given a chance. this baby will do the same
thing over again. He is a dangerous fanatic and
there are 12 million more like him in Germany.,
Just because we see a few dead Nazi soldiers. we
shouldn't get the idea they are all pone, 1 hope
we remember that,”

2 Walk accompanied me to the jeep. [ asked him
if lherp was any danger in my using his right
T‘I‘EE in the story. “You can use it he i
one Elirfﬁtn t hurt anyone I know. There isn't any-

When Il_luﬂ the stockade, the sun had set. Mast
of the p |snn?1's had put their shirts baek' G
They sat placidiy, picking off lice, f




"I WOULDN'T FEEL BADLY, SIR. TIME AND TIDE WAIT FOR MO MAN." “IT'S TOO BAD WE CAN'T SIMULATE THE WHOLE DAMMED THING."

=Sgt. lrwin Caplan =5g1. Dlck Ericson

"SHORTY'S EVERY INCH AM IMFANTRYMAM!"
=Pfc, Jay Brown

UREERY

" I GAS MASK, HELMET, TOILET ARTICLES, A
co&i ::gﬁéo“;;w:?ﬁnnﬁs&s OF TWO. NEAREST RELATIVES.” . “BOYOBOY, WOULDN'T SHE LOOK SWELL IN A BATHING SUIT!"
—pvt, Toem Flannary =Pyt Willlam Goo




