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THE man who's playing Santa Claus to Yanks in the United
Kingdom this year is Lt. Co). E

- E. Schroeder, Chief of Mail
in the E.T.O. Since Oct. I Santa’s litt/e he.‘perstifw: khzkir have
handled three times the number of packages they did during
the same period last year, Have You got a toy train in your
Nissen hut? The Pictures show how it Eotto you, and not down
the chimney, junior. That's busy [little helper Sgt. Sam
Capsuto, upper left, smiling all over a5 he thinks of the cheer
he's spreading. You can tell fram expression on T 5 Charles
Garrison's face, above, that he's Mmad about trombone music
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Marking the first time a correspondent has accompanied
Polish airmen in the RAF on a combat mission, a YANK

By Sgt. WALTER PETERS

writer goes along to help them lay sea mines from the air.

YANK Staff Correspondent

ember, 1930, when many people believed that the

Germans had a secret weapon that would destroy
British maritime power, a sentry at Shoeburyness,
on the Thames Estuary, casually focused his eyes on
the sky. What he saw startled him.

Swooping down from the dark blue, like an ugly
black buzzard in pursuit of its victim, was a German
plane that looked like a Heinkel 115. The plane
levelled off at about 1,000 feet and a few seconds
later, out of the ship plunged a long, round object]
hanging above the object was a white parachute.

At first, the sentry thoupght it was a German
parachutist, but a second startled look convinced him
it wasn't. An incoming tide prevented him from
wading into the sea after it, so he called the
Admiralty, The navy anthorities were jubilant;
maybe this was a sample of the German secrel
weapon” they had been waiting for,

The best mine experts were rushed to Shoebury-
ness and the " object” was retrieved from the water
intact. Sore enough, it was the much-discussed
German “secret” weapon—a magnetic mine.

Winston Churchill, who was then First Lord of
the Admiralty, ordered the experts to work un-
ceasingly until a counter measure was discovered.
“They did. Within twelve hours an antidote named
the “degaussing girdle" was produced, and’ every
sWeEpEr and ship afloat was immediately provided

with it.

o Srmr.wm-:nﬁ 18 ExgLanp—One night late in Nov-
-

More important, however, was that the Hritish‘i

hit back at the enemy by stealing his own
technique of laying sea mines by air. They
began with Hampden bombers in April, 1040,
and later fitted the four-engined Lancasters
and two-engined Wellingtons for the job.
Mow, almost three years later, records show
that the number of mines planted by the
RAF and the Fleet Air Arm runs well into
the six-figure column. Mot a single harbor or ship-
ping lane along the coastline of Western Europe and
from the Baltic to the Bay of Biscay is safe for Axis
shipping these days,

Waorking on this great job with the British, are the
airmen of the smaller Allied nations. I accompanied
an RAF Polish Squadron on a mine-laying sortie
recently and saw at first hand how the job is done.

Cur crew consisted of five young Poles and to-
gether they had bombed Germany and Occqued
Europe 120 times. The pilot, a z4-year-old Hight
sergeant named Tadeusz (Ted), had been put on 37
" high wars,’ a8 the Poles call high a}:‘.ttude bombing,
bt this was to be his first * low war.'* He was a small

about five feet four, and always smiled, even
A -pused—and he cussed most of the time.
when he i w minutes before briefing tirme.

as only a fe :
'I'if: I:?; g{iltﬁgref_l around an old stove which had no

fire in it. They talked about this and that and then
the squadron leader entered the briefing room. Every-
body rose to attention, He clicked his heels. Then
we all sat down. In Polish, he explained that the
targets for the night were cerfain enemy waters in
the ares of the Frisian Islands, north of Holland.

Tadeusz looked at me, “1'm afraid it may not be
interesting enough for you tonight,”" he apologized
softly. * Now Bremen, that would be much better,”

The squadron leader finished talking. Then an
RAF intelligence officer spoke in English. He pointed
to the map on the wall and discussed the various
places where mines should be dropped. In night
flying, planes do not fly in formation, and in mine-
laying every plane has its own spot where it is to
drop its load. On the map he indicated where each
ship should go. When he'd finished the British officer
lightly clicked hizs heels, just like Poles do, and then
a Polish intelligence officer took over. He sounded
like a football coach between the halves. He told
the men that they were doing much more than laying
traps for enemy ships,

* Remember,” he said, “every time you go out
there the enemy must follow up with a large mine-
sweeping fleet, That means a loss of manpower
for the Germans. Then again, you force them to
send out night fighters to patrol the areas and you
slow down shipping traffic between Germany and
the Scandinavian countries.”’

The men listened carefully. Just like the coach’s

0 pep talk, the story was old to them but they liked

to hear it over and over again.

“ A a result of your activity, shipments of
jron-ore and aluminium to Germany have
been cut down, which has seriously impaired
the production of her war machinery. In
other words,”’ the officer said, looking around
the room, * you are bottling up Germany =0
tightly that she is gradually being forced out
of the shipping lanes, The tighter Germany's bottled
up the sooner we'll see Poland again.”

The bricfing ended and the wing commander rose
to bid the men a successful mission.

In the supply room several men approached me and
asked if 1 had flying equipment, 1 didn't, so they
each offered me some of their own., When 1 was
I:DJ:HP[IE:T.E!}' dressed I found that the lying-boots were
British, the coveralls American, and another gar-
ment, which a sergeant told me to put on over the
coveralls, was of Polish onigin. This garment was
“’qf’i'h“‘“ll inside and silk ontside and felt lilee some-
thing you'd take on a North Pole expedition.

A flying officer, who was temporarily grounded
E{iat-i:hha:mg completed 30 missions, asked me to wear
Pl i Iéfn'-;’:s colored light green with pin stripes

“ My wife made it (continwed on next page)

the Ger Mansg
var' bombing
it's used mostly for **low \r-;
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the Poles call mine-laying MisEinn
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The mine was loaded
then five Polish airmen
to the Frisian Islands,

inte a Wellington,

the plane
then

took
and

for me just before T escaped from Poland,” he said.
" I've always worn it on operations. It would please
me, Panie Ameryhanie (Mr. American), if you would
wedar iF lonight.””

A truck stopped in front of the supply room and
a Waaf opened the door of the caband shouted
in Polish, " Predko, predko,’’ (Hurry, hurry]. One
of the sergeants shouted, " Okye, okye,' likca Cock-
ney, and we all piled in and were taken off to the
hardstand, :

A few minutes before the tale-off, Tadeusz
suggested that the best position for me would be
under the astro-dome. " From there you can see
everything,”” he siid. * Besides, we need a man in
that position just in case enemy fighters decide to
dive at us from the sky. If you see any aircraft at
all, let us know guickly.'

As an after-thought, he said, “ Yell in Polish or
English, whichever is the faster.” And then he
cussed me. Politely, though, and smiled and patted
me on the shoulder.

Owver the inter-phone we conld hear a girl's voice.
It felt good to hear a woman talking just before
leaving on a combat mission. It made us forget that
there was danger anywhere, almost as if we were
leaving on a mice, pleasant journey from LaGuardia
Field.

The voice was that of the Waai in the control
tower, She was telling our pilot to taxi up to the
flare path. As the plane came up we looked all
arpund the field. There were lights everywhere, it
seemed, in a varety of colorsi-each with a special
meEaning,

Behind us were other planes. They were Welling-
tons, just like ours, and their wing lights were on,
The long line of planes looked like a motor caravan
on the Boston Fost Reoad, or any other highway
in America.

Except for the voice of the navigator, Ludwig, a
pilot officer, there was little talking over the inter-
phone. It was the navigator's first combat mission
of any type, but his voice was steady and he seemed
to be very sure of himself when he spoke. The
men seemed to be sure of him, too.

Onee in a while the pilot would yell through the
inter-phone, “ How are you, American? Everything
okey dokey?" i

At one time T couldn’t locate the reply switch on
our inter-phone, so I couldn’t acknowledge Tadeusz's

seting immediately.

il Heg, Yankee—du{rsdle-dandy.” he yelled. " Thils
is no time to sleep. Hurry up, Amencan, wake up 1"

I finally located the swm:ht ani apologized. Tadeusz

aghed and cussed me out, VELY RICE CHEStE,
};ﬂg Then he said that I shouldn’t take his kidding

or his cussing too seriously.

+'s not verv beautiful in the middle of the North

Sea late at rﬂght_ At least, it didn't lovk pretty this
night, The clouds were ugly black and they hung
low. The water below, when we could see it through
4 breale in the clonds, looked heavy, brown and
slippery. It was as dull as you can imagine an}rthmg
being dull. There was all this nothingness aroun

us, none of our other planes were in_sight—there

was not even an enemy plane. We felt like rolling
u ing to sleep. ;
Elf;rﬁigﬁ:nfhe far Eihﬂnre, from the left dv-'?g. 1
sighted o plane, Iis wings and fus:elag;: bl?:tﬂe JJPE;:‘:
fectly against the muddy sky, and what ;ta [2 gut
came from it made it loolk like 2 mMOVInE rﬁn't I
there were no stars above us now, 50 I knew Lt'_Iie i !‘:_3«'
that it wasa plane. I called Tadensz's attention toit.
He checked and then reported Elﬁrt'-k I‘-!'“ko.‘r'- o
"Tt's oley dokey.” he safd. “It'sa Wimpy.

Within thirty minutes of our target, the navigator,
rear gunner and bombardier checked back and forth
with Tadeussz frequently.

R IIREERER TR

As we penelrated deeper and decper into enemy
coast waters the clouds began to get thicker. At one
point, for about 20 minutes, they were so thick and
dark that we didn't know whether we were flying
vertically or horizontally. It was playing hell with
Tadeusz's nerves. He cussed the clouds incessantly.
In Polish he used such idioms as " May the lightning
strike you,'" and in English his cussing was more
blunt. He was angry because here we had come all
this way, and the clouds threatened to thwart our
final action, that of planting the mines right on the
pin point of a certain shipping lanc.

“The mine doesn't do us any good outside of the
shipping lane,”’ the intelligence officer had said.

And we began worrying, and hoped that before we
reached the iarget, by some good lock there would
be a break in the clouds.

It's strange how thirsty a man can become in times
like that, We were flying low and required no oxygen
masks, so it was easy enough to drink or chew on
candy if we liked. I remembered there was a thermos
hottle full of hot coffee in a canvas bag behind the
astro-dome. Everybody takes along an individual
thermos bottle of coffee on these journeys. I reached
into the bag and poured some coffee into the
alumininm cap.

Just then the pilot called the bombardier,

* Only one minute,'” he said.

The bombardier said okay.

One more minute and we would be rght on the
enemy's doorstep.  According to stories from Fortress
gunners, the Frisian Islands aren’t exactly armed
with peashooters. So we anticipated plenty of fire,
I slowly sipped the coffee, but kept looking all
around, and up, Then we sighted the silhouette of
land from the nght wing. To the left there was more
coastline. Our plane was flying right through a break
between two islands.

Suddenly the plane began to rock, and then it drop-
ped altitude. Out over the left wing bursts of green
fire could be seen, and for a moment we thought the

he Poles like to tell stories about themselves.
.!'Th.alr favorite one is about the time when
they were still in operational training with the
RAF.

They wanted to fly over Germany in the
worst way, but the British wouldn't let them
until they had had longer training. One night,
while on a bombing practice mission one of
the Polish planes disappeared. RAF pilots
flew all over England and the Morth Sea looking
for it. But the Poles were nowhere to be
found, and the searching party returned to
basze. Several hours later, a lonely Wellington
circled the field and landed. It was the missing
ship.

Iﬁulii ence officers swarmed all over the
Polish airmen. Grinning, the pilot of the
missing ship mxplalned It all.

“We didn't want to waste the bombs on a
practice target, sa we went to Germany and
dropped them there.”

Polish
carefully

These

and

Mg
old,

plane had been hit, Tadeusz was using the inter-
phone plenty now,  Then, suddenly again, the plane
dropped more, almost in a nose-dive position, until
I thought we were going right into the drink down
below. All of this happened within 1o seconds, but
up there time is measured differently than on land.

Tadeusz straightened out the plane. Ahead of us,
behind, and above us came the most beautiful Fourth
of July fireworks 1'd ever seen. In the far distance,
all around, there were big redd bursts and closer, there
were light green bursts, The red bursts represented
heavy flak, the green stuff was light flak, and didn't
look as dangerous,

At one point I stuck my head closer to the top of
the astro-dome to get a clearer view of our rear.  Then
I d:lc}{ed fast. Hot, brightly-illuminated slugs from
machine-guns were whizzing behind our tail, and
some came high above me, I gulped whatever colfeg
was lelt in the cap and looked up again. There's no
percentage in ducking stuff that you can See, accord-
ing to old hands in the business, It's the slug you
du:rrn t see that has your name on it.

Ehn:n we heard the navigator talking.

Czas,’’ he said, " Cazas" (Time).

TI-IE bombardier muttered something in Polish, then
we could feel a heavy thud from below the center
of the fuselage and we knew that a mine had been
r.E:Eeasud. From where T was it wasn’t possible to
see the mine parachute into the shipping lane, but
the rear punner, a zi-year-old lkid with 18 ops to his
credit, could see beautifully as the chute opened up
and the long, round mine hit the water.
_ The time dragged along slowly from then on. It
seemed like an hour before we circled our way out
of lthu position between the islands. Actually it was
on :_,rabout 'o minutes, but the tontinuous barrage of
flak and machine-gun fire thrown at us made it
appear six times as long. And all this time Tadeusz
was cussing. He was much happier now; we had
planted our load and the only thing that could pre-
vent us from Tetuming to our base would be | plr'_l.r
?rnlﬂt;n;r{:; somewhere.  But there were no Iuc_'l-:;l' ;Ifuts
r the Gernmans i ; 1
o cREa ag:-i.z% night and soon we were ont in

Over the inter-phone came Tadeusz's voi

J
:::31;?5 evmer:t.rm::} ?eh: ;1& :.}m lockout -fnnl:Eénemy
¥ i i ) i

the hase to notify the Brl{i.sh MTﬂfl!:.}I;'u;E oo el
]iglt::; ﬂ:.afnrl &hfstiancr: ahead of us was a large amber
i wfﬂ_mh rom it we could see faint sparks of
s ) ;:; anl_encmy flak ship and it was shooting
g l_'r E :mt'*:; Tadeusz said that it might be
Shanes in;“ur TN the navigator called out a slight
et Course, to get out of the range of the

A.. i cusz turned the plane in that direction.
W wa.;lrtig: later the amber light was gone, And
T and 't again but the ugly, black clouds and
el 0}; ! :::mn sed below. But it looked prettier
was done w I?y od that oCre atisfied that el
would hani a4 that back at base WAAF girls
e {-{reu:];nslltnt of brandy and coffee and sand-
waris hed waiting ::::a:rw that th&-.re: would be a clean,
very hungry and damllilsélee?};‘r nnshe

i

He




&

¥ MUDDY A

A FIFTH ARMY JEEP SLITHERS THROUGH THE THICK ITALIAN MUD. LONG WEEKS OF RAIN HAVE CHURMED UP THE GROUND AND TURMWED JEEP DRIVERS INTO FATALISTS.

By Sgt. WALTER BERMNSTEIN
YANK Staff Correspondent

1TH THE FIFTH ARMY IN Irary—The road
w'lhmugh the wvalley was thick with mud

that looked like chocolate-colored whip-
ped cream. The rain dripped steadily from the
gray sky, blanketing out the mountains in the
distance, Trucks slithered heavily along the road,
trying to follow the ruts left by other trucks,

The attack had been suceessful that morning
and two battalions of Infantry now occupled the
high ground at the end of the valley. The trucks
were bringing up supplies: an ammunition dump
had already been established at the base of a hill,
and even the tanks wWere moving up.

The Regimental CP had pulled out as soon as
the CO saw that his atfack was in, Only two of
the drivers from the intelligence platoon were
laft, waiting for some of theit men to come down
from observation posts that had been made obzo-
lete by the attack. The drivers stood by the side
of the road, taking the misery of the weather
in their stride, acutely conscious of the fact that
they had driven in worse weather before and
would do so again, They stood by their two jeeps
and talked of life and second lieutenants.

“Woaw . vou teke that new lieutenant,!" one
nf the drivers said. “That there Ninety-Day
Wonder.” ;

“Which Ninety-Day Wander?" the other driver
=aid. “We got lots of them.”

ey know which one I mean, Sam." the fArst
Aviver said. '"The one with the pipe like he's
still in callege.”

a0, him.” Sam said.

“Why, today I had to show him which way the
tvont was,” the first driver said.

“Weow, Jesse, said the uther_'.

1 hope to fall right down in a dead faint,
fesse said, “Why, that man coulda’t find a hog
Ii['l a phone pooth, He dﬂ:l‘:l { even have flie cosmo-
line out of his ears yel.

“Now. Jesse, Sam said, :
F that's all. ¥You got to

“The lisutenant's all

right. He's Just YOUng, .
r..::,;juqe\ thern when they re young. -
-.-"_{au gol to EXCuse them,” Jesse said, "All 1

to do iz listenr io them,”'

2ot At o
» He started to say something else, but stopped
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to watch with professional interest as a two-and-
a-half almost slid into a ditch,

“Pull her sharp to the left,” Jesse called,

The truck driver pulled her sharp to the left
and nearly turned over. He stopped cursing the
truck long enough to lean out and say a few
things to Jesse,

“Mind your manners,” Jesse said.

The truck pulled out safely and moved on
down the road, and a line of tanks followed it
up: The tanks were open at the top, with a man
in each turret manning a .50 caliber. They stopped,
leaving one tank abreast of Sam and Jesze, The
man In this turret was very wet and looked as
if he had uleers.

“Get a horse” Jesse called.

“Why don't you think of something original?"”
the tankman said disgustedly.

Jesse made a few more tentative comments
about what tanks were good for, without ap-
preciable results, and then he suddenly stopped
tatking. There was the sound of fiving up ahead.
There was the sudden roar of motorz and Sam
said, “Jerry planes!”

The tankman didn't look so ulcerish and swung
his gun arcound wuntil it Taced the mofor sound,
now growing louder, Jesse jumped for his jeep,
which mounted s .30-caliber machine gun, and
started feverishly to prime the piece.

Sam hit the ground, together with everyone
else in the vieinity, and the tanks opened up
with the 505 The motor sound grew very loud,
and then a plane swept overhead, going very
fast and low, the crosses on the wings very big
and the Hame licking at the sides where the guns
where, It was low enough for the men on the
ground to see the pilot, who was bareheaded
with blond eurly hair, Then 1t was gone, the guns
swinging around to follow and the ack-ack in-
ereasing down the line Jesse was still working
on hig gun,

Then there was amother roar and the tanks
fired again. Another plane appeared, a little
higher this time, its motor deowning out every-
thing else. When it was overhead the plane
hanked suddenly on one wing and a thing like
a football came shooting out, arching over the
tanks, Everyone ducked and there was a loud
explosion and the plane was gone, The ack-ack
followed it along and finally

Brawing fainter,

I NN EEE———

stopped. Everyvone scrambled to hiz feet, Jesse
was still trying to get his gun together.

“You can come away from that now”
said gently. “They've gone.”

Jesse climbed out of his jeep, “I got to get that
thing fixed," he said,

“T wonder did he hit anything.,” Sam said.
"Hew," he =zaid to the tankman. “Did you see
where the bomb hit?"

“Didn’t hit none of our tanks."
said,

“What did you hit?" Jesse said.

“1 didn’t hit a damn thing,” the tankman zaid
sourly, There was the sound of motors high in
the air and then the sound of ack-ack up zhead,

“There they go.” Sam said. He pointed up,
Very high and just about to énter the clouds
were three planes with square wingtips. Tracer
bullets followed them up, but they weren't
coming anywhere near. The planes entered the
clouds and were out of sight.

“I wonder did they gel the ammunition dump,”
Sam said. ‘

Sam

the tankman

HE tanks started their motors again ang

moved slowly up the road, fattening the mug
as they went, A jeep came down from the diree.
tion of the front, and Jesse hailed the driver apg
asked if the ammunition dump had been hit.

The driver shook his head. “Not that T know
he said. “Only thing T know they hit w :
A S ¥ hit was Jake

"Not Master Sgt. Hamburg ot ¥
Compan$?" Sam =aid. % e Selies

“'The very same" the drivep
him right in the seat of the AEE
pulling for an insige straight"

“My," Jesse said, '

I'iI]'ILI.l‘L him bad?" Sam asked

‘he driver shook hiz he gain.
liating! he said He ;HT;id t?ﬁimjr::'e J1I-13:1. B
ar1d-1~1-,“:i}‘v‘1:tl on down the rgad, P e geay

CLiis war 15 getting dangerous "
J :I\;aw. ?am said. “Tt's just w!l'm
II:I‘EE to fill an inside straight™

e two of them returned th theie
S8l without talking, The rain stlﬁllfzzﬁl rens. and
E{Il:raa:]y.kThﬁ last of the tanks had qujlﬂu; Angd
he trucks were comi 4 i
3 Were coming down the road ey

said, “Caught
its as he Was

Jesse saig

1 you geg for

It was getting dark, Sgain.
find Street, New York City, N, ¥ Co
s M. ¥, Copyright, 1M3, in ¢ N terad
Printed In Great Britain by L'ﬂihnr:: {ﬂfa?fuf&}ﬂigfnw“rﬂ:;
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By Sgt. DAVE RICHARDSON
YANK 5taff Correspondent

¥ A PT Boar mv Sourawest PaciFic Wa-

TERS—Tiny red lights drifted past us in

the water between our PT boat and the
smoldering hulk of the enemy barge. “Those are
dead Japs,” said Harry Long MM2c of Stroud,
Okla. “They probably jumped out to swim for
shore but got it from our machine guns. The red
lights on their life jackets are supposed to guide
rescue boats.”

It was almost dawn and we were nearing the
end of an all-night mission that cost the enemy
two large barges, one small supply landing cr;li:t
and a large number of dead Japs. Riding with
us on the mission was the “Old Man,” Lt. Cmdr.
John D. Bulkeley, who commanded the PTs at
Bataan and brought Gen. MacArthur out of the
Philippines on his way to Australia

1 had met Cmdr. Bulkeley that afterncon at a
PT base, hidden away from Jap planes and sub-
marines up one of the hundreds of rivers that
wind among New Guinea's towering mountains.
The base was alive with activity. Motor torpedo
boats, their camouflaged outlines btepding with
overhanging jungle foliage, bobbed in the dis-
persal areas. Machinists' mates, str'tpped'ltﬂ the
waist under the scorching sun, Were gassing up
the boats and tuning their powerful super-
marine engines. Gunners cleaned their weapons
and loaded more ammunition aboard.

In the midst of this activity stood a stocky,
round-faced man in his early 30s, shirtless like
the sailors with whom he was talking guietly.
Thiz was Cmdr. Bulkeley. In his jungle hut hung
an officer’s blouse bearing four rows of rib-
bons, including the Congressional Medal of
Honor, but out here in the sun the only tip-off
on his rank was the way the men addressed him.

A zailor approached Bulkeley with a wide
grin. “Commander,” he said, “I got hold of an-
other tommy gun for our boat today."”

“Fine, fella,” the commander replied, “Get
all the guns you can. But don't take 'em away
from the jungle fighters. They need them more
than we do.”

Twao soldiers edged over to Bulkeley and asked

Lt. Cmdr. John D, Bulkeley, back from
@ mission, of the PT's jungle hide-out,

PT BOAT MISSION

-
if it would be okay for them to go on the night's
mission. “Sure,” said the commander, “glad to
fave vou. What can you shoot best—Browning
or tommy gun?” The soldiers, stationed at 3
nearby bivouac area, were looking for the chance
to knock off a few Japs.

A couple of sailors who work around the PT
base also asked permission to go out on the mis-
sion, even though they would have to put in a
full shift next day. either in the radio shack,
kitchen, ordnance hut, torpedo tent or on con-
struction,

“Wanta come along with us tonight?" the com-
mander asked me! “Sure,”’ I said.

Every PT bristles with machine guns, cannons
and torpedoes, but extra firepower is always
welcome, Only about half the men on each crew
are needed to man the fixed weapons. The rest
grab tommy guns, BAHs, Garands, Springfields,
pistols or grenades when the action starts.

Word had passed arcund that Cmdr, Bulkeley,
who holds a staff job at the base, would be going
along on the night's patrol, one of his regular
weekly check-ups on the tacties and efficiency
of the crews. Like Bulkeley, several of the skip-
pers are Annapolis men. They are kiddingly
called “trade-school graduates” by the other of-
ficers and =ailors, most of them Waval Heserves
who wvolunteered for PT training at the Notor
Torpedo Boat Squadron Training Center in Mel-
ville, R. 1.

The skippers selected for the night’s mission
were briefed, and then officerzs and crews filed
in for early chow at 4 r.a. It was obvious that
the PT base is a paradizse compared with Army
living standards in New Guinea. Our meal was
served in a mess hall on metal plates instead of
mess kits, The bread was fresh, baked that same
day by a sailor at the base, The meat, butter,
cold drinks and even cokes. the men told me,
were stored in big refrigerators. k

After chow we headed for the boats, passing
screened wooden and thateh huts used for living
quarters and offices. There wasn't a single tvpe-
writer around. “We leave red tape and paper
work to the Aagship down the coast,” Bulkeley
gald, “This 18 & combat base.”

As a vivid orange sunset painted the sky
ahead, our two PTs rvoared out of the jungle
hide-out's winding river and skimmed along
the smooth waters of the Solomons Sea toward
the scene of our night's patrol. Cmdr, Bulkeley
took his faverite position in a movie director’s
canvas armchair atop the narrow deck. Binocu-
lars and a pistol were slung over his khalkis,

i1, (ig) Herbert P. Knight (left) of Wichite, Kans py skipper, 1akes
over heim. Beside him is Joe Kocur @M2c of Sparrows poini, ma,

Puffing contentedly on a cigar, the commander
explained the task assigned to the PTs. “We
work hand in hand with the Fifth Air Foree in
blockading the coast against Jap reinforcements
and shipping,” he said. “The bombers patrol the
waters in the daytime and we take over at night.
In this way we're weakening Jap resistance in
New Guinea so the Infantry and Artillery will
have an easier job." :

In less than a year, the PT fleet ‘operating in
this area has sunk more than 150 Jap wvessels,
without the loss of a single motor torpedo bnai
through enemy action and with casualties so few
they ean be counted on the fingers of one hand.

PTs have much in common with the bombers
that share their vigil, Bulkeley said, A PT crew
15 Just about the same size as a Liberator ar
Flying Fortress crew, Living and fighting in the
close quarters of a PT hava made the lives of
the officers and men just as informal as thosze of
a bomber crew. Like bombers, PTs have distinc-
}blfve names and pictures on their cockpits—Miss

alaria, Ball of Fire, Jolly Roger and Cock of
the Walk. And like Air Force men, the PT crews

paint miniature Jap vess ne o
: els on their
a record of each victory. cabins as

usT before dusk turneq g darkness, we made
grrqtm 8 btgb of land ahead of us, It was Jap-held
E ftﬂrb- he gunners triedq g few practice
of Wienper skibper, Lt. (jg) Herbert P. Knight
e 4, Kans,, ordered the engineer to cut
¢ ree 1% ]L':' idling speed so we could move up
"D.Ellrl:rli dESS ¥ 8s possible, For severa] hours we
ed the coast line, following a plotted

fourse, our binoculars i
night for Jap eraft, T e dir i

Then a light drizzie

rainsuits. A little later posen and we donned

& : . the rain was succeeded
of " . g Sy s, Sl roup
2 ng elow t 1 T
fmI- tI'n:nt coffee and Balldu'iE;Eﬁ.n e
.au1~pfi:§da~lmk around inside the boaf and was
Siaw of :quﬂ%f-} size of the cabins. An outside
Salings i had given an impression of
mattresses fu. nsidethere were bunks with
2 o ua‘}:h nFlHr:er and man, lavatories
O clothes, a navipati GO
a 2 2 : igation
p?r?-uegﬂzrf guest room. Books, m&i&zinealic:g
R 4_330 f Were scattered through the cabins,
Louis ér_-hs:ﬁ.' EML‘.‘LhE? ; e, YLD Gh desk,
RIS havs G of Pekin, 111, shouted from
“Barge two points off

The skipper, Lt the port bow."

KEnight, spun the wheel hard

Harry Long MM2c of Stroud, Bklas works in the engine
reom of Miss Maloria,

named after a local harpy.
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to port and opened the tarottle. He yelled down
through the open hatch to the radio room. Ed-
ward Masters RM3ic of Brooklyn, N. ¥, mes-
sapged the other PT to follow us into the attack.
All hands clambered to the guns as Lt, (jig)
John Dromey of Boston, Mass, second in ¢om-
mand, barked orders. Several hundred feet ahead
af us, the other PT spun around to follow us
toward our target,

“It's a Jap all right'” said Lt. Knight. Our
engines leaped to life and we hurtled toward the
dark shape on the water. “Okay, boys.” the
skipper yelled, “let 'em have it.”

The misty black night blazed with the light
of tracer bullets and our PT boat throbbed under
the recoil as a bedlam of gunfire answered Lit,
Knight's command, Tracers poured into the
enemy vwvessel, a small supply landing craft.
It seemed to fold up amidship in a pall of smoke,
then suddenly sank with a gush.

“There's another one, a big baby, over to star-
woard,” shrilled Raymond Connors Sle, a Jersey
City (M. J.) youngster manning one of the ma-
chine guns. Lt Knight spun the wheel again,
and the PT boat left a phosphorescent wake of
foam as we closed in on our second vietim.

This time we couldn’t count on the advantage
of surprise; our atiack on the frst barge had
bhetrayed our presence. But speed, maneuver-
ability and firepower were in our favor. The Jap
eraft loomed up ahead—a T0-foot barge heavily
lpaded with men and supplies. Tree branches
camouflaged the vessel, evidently it hugged the
shore by day to gvoid detection by our bombers.

The barge had swung from its southerly
eourse and headed north at our approach. Now
tracer bullets spewed forth. I remembm—led what
John Burg MMIlc ._Jf De::;fiur. 111, had EHI-':']_‘. “Omne
hit in the right place might blow our thin ma-
hogany hull to smithereens. Wexf:an lwaﬁorr] to
get hit a!‘.:fwht:s'lu. But the tracers passed harm-
lessly over our heads. il o

wppur it on,” ordered Lt Knight, and every
member of our Crew let the bur#e‘ hfwe Hwﬂa!fh
cept officers, radioman and engine-room man,
who had their hands full already. Behind us, as
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we knifed past the Jap, the second PT sent its
tracers into the barge's hull. But still it floated.
We started circling to make another run.

Suddenly Eddie Ryscik SC3 of Port Chester,
N.Y., the cook, piped up: “Damned if there isn't
5 third one dead ahead. And just az big.” We
veered to starboard and passed within yards of
the barge. Two of our machine puns were
jammed now, but the rest of the guns spouted
white tracers of lead at the hull. This new ves-
sel was the same kind as the last one, and ap-
parently just as unsinkable. The other PT tagged
along behind us and fred away, bul as we
turned, we saw that both Jap barges were still
afloat and headed for the shore.

Then we noticed that they had stopped mov-
ing. Evidently their engines were hit. We made
another run, followed by the other PT. This time
there was no return fire from the frst big barge,
but the second one came to life and shot cannon
and machine-gun bullets our way. We made two
more runs, silencing the second barge but still
not zinking either of them.

“These are gonna be tough” said the skipper.
“Our bullets are glancing off the =ides. The
things must be armor-plated. Shoot lower this
time. Hit ‘'em below the water line" =

On this run we idled our engines and slid by
both barges so close we could look into them.
Just a5 we passed each of the barges we at-
tacked again, then spurted ahead to get out of
the way.

ivaLLy, on the fifth run, our boat slowed down
F and idled past the zecond big barge, only a few
feet from it. We tossed hand grenades and fired
point-blank into its bottom, As we left, it seemed
to bregk in two, nosed into the water and sank.

MNow both PTs stood by and sailors hoarded
the battered and smoldering hulk of the Jap
barge still afloat, Suddenly one of the sailors
whipped up his 45 and fired. “One of the Japs
was still alive,” he yelled over to us, “He tried
to grab a rifle”

Cmdr. Bulkeley, who had boarded the barge
with the sailors, was tugging at a Jap gun. One

Lt. Cmdr. Bulkeley, the hero of

the Philippine campaign, meets

a YANK correspondent in New

Guinea and invites him to join a

torpedo boat squadron’s all-

night attack against Japanese
landing barges.

of the crew members took out two of the bolts
that fastened the gun to the deck, but still it
wouldn't coime loose. :

Abruptly I realized that dawn had come. We
could see into the barge quite clearly. Dead Japs
with full packs were heaped in the stern, In the
bow were large boxes of food and drums of gas-
line, The barge had armor-plated sides and Diese]
engines, We counted four machine guns and a
20-mm cannon on the gunwales and bow,

A small fire in the bow crackled under the roof
of fresh branches and edged toward the gasoline
drums. This and the coming of daylight cut short
the examination of the barge. Cmdr. Bulkeley
abandoned hiz efforts to get the Jap gun loose
and scrambled aboard the PT, dripping with
sweat. The crew followed. “Make one more run
and sink thiz one' the commander ordered.
“Then let’s beat it for home."

The other PT fired into the bottem of the
barge and seurried out of the way, Listing and
splintering, the Jap boat sank in a gurgle of
water. After a last look around, the PTs opened
up and made tracks for home at top speed,

"Those big barges were the toughest bahies tq
sink T've ever seen,” said Cmdr. Bulkeley, “We
sank Jap freighters off Luzon (in the 1—_-,',\].11.
pines) faster than that." s

We noticed uneasily that we were i ]
of the Jap-held coast line only hal  full v
It was 5:45 A. M, now—no fim
in Jap waters, because shore
might send for planes. The
SC??Tﬁd the skies,

alf an howur later we hear :

Tom McHale Fle of PE{}Uidaeitfoj %}“;’-t overhead.
ted a tin}' 5'P‘EC1-T. i e qk}r 1_".{':111 ]_u- |.. ad Epot-
{4 5 3 Storn-g
IJL'r_Sltmn., But - the plane was 20.000 Fost gun
miles behind us, evidently on a 1‘uu:5n up and
reconnaissance. It disappeared a few dawn
later in a cloud bank, and the : _Momentg
again, the gunners relayeg

Most of the crew went below W
entered friendly waters, We drank
to shake off the morning chill,
ot Tt}.h_l{nk.u for a little shut-e
for the Fifth Air Foree to take

iew
f a mile away,
e to bE prg“’liﬂg
abservation posts
sunners reloaded ang

hen the Py
Warm coffga
then SiTetehed
¥ye, It was Llrﬁe
aver the day ghift
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now authorized to wear bronze battle and
campaign stars on their foreign theater rib-
bons.

Before Oct. 29, when this announcement was
made by the Adjutant General, the only combat
participation award authorized by the War De-
partment for this war was the bronze star on the
As.atic ribbon which signified that the wearer
had served at Bataan, Similar stars can now be
worn by soldiers who have served at Guadal-
canal, ew Guinea, North Africa, Attu and other
places where Army troops have seen action.

But that doesn’t mean you can drop into a
combat zone six months after all active opera-
tions against the enemy there have ceased and
still expect to pin a star on your ribbon. Each
combat zone and its boundaries—and dates of
the beginning and the end of combat operations
in that zone—are sharply defined in General
Orders Mo, 75, War Depariment, 1943, which
brings up to date the official list of recognized
battlps and campaigns of the United States
Army.

You are entitled to wear a bronze star on your
theater ribbon only if vou have served in one
of the combat zones on that list within the time
limitations specified for that zone.

For instance, you are not eligible to wear a
star on an Asiatic ribbon if you were stationed
on Guadalcanal from June 1843 until Septem-

sumlms who have seen combat overseas are

The Army

Authorizes

HERE IS CORRECT ORDER FOR RIBBONS MODST
COMMON IN THE ETO. Above, ground force man

wears, in top row, Silver Star; in bottem row, frqm
lefc to right, Purple Heart with one cluster (for twice
being wounded in action), Good Conduct Ribbon,
Pear] Harbor Ribbon, and ETO Ribbon with thi:ee
stars (one each for Morth African landing, Tunisian
campaign and Sicilian campaign). Below, air force

* % % % You can wear
them on your ribbons, as pictured
here, if you have served in
specified periods of operations
against the enemy.

ber 1843, General Orders No. 75 says a star
is mot authorized for Guadalcanal unless you
were there between Aug. 7, 1942, and Feb. 21,
1943, Tt also says that you can't wear a star for
service in Hawaii unless you were there on Dec,
7, 1941, In other words, you have to tangle with
the enemy.

Here are the other combat zones and time
limitations which have been added to the Army's
list of battles and campaigns and therefore rate
a bronze star:

Central . Pacific Zone includes the area there
west of the 180th meridian, the Gilbert Islands
and Nauru from Dec, 7, 1841, to a date not yet
announced. Anyone who served on Midway
Island from June 3 to June 6, 1942, alzo rates a
star.

Philippine Islands Zone includes those islands
and the waters within 50 miles of them from
Dec. 7, 1841, to May 10, 1942,

Bronze Stars

man wears blue field behind gunner's wings to indicata
he is in combat crew. His ribbons are: top row, left
ta right, Distinguished Flying Cross and Purple Heart:
battom row, F:ﬁ ta right, Air Medal (for five missions)
with two Oak Leaf Clusters {for ten additional
missions), Good Conduct Ribbon, Pearl Harbor, Ribbon,
and ETO Ribbon with one star (for all combar opera-
tions over Eurcpe). This order of wearing ribbons is
correct according to AR 600-40, C24.

East Indies Zone includes Southwest Pacific
area, less the Philippines and less that portion
of Australia south of latitude 21 degrees south
between Jan. 1, 1942, and July 22, 1542,

Popua Zone covers the Southwest Pacific area,
less the Philippines and less that portion of Aus-
tralia south of latitude 21 deprees south and
east of longitude 140 degrees east between July
23, 1942, and Jan. 23, 1943,

Mew Guinea Zone covers the same area as the
Papua Zone but the time limit begins Jan. 24,
1843, The final date, of course, hasn't been an-
nounced because the campaign isn't yet over.

Guadaleanal Zone, as mentioned above, in-
cludes Sclomons, Bismarck Archipelago and ad-
Jacent waters from Aug. 7, 1942, to Feb. 21, 1943,
The other Solomons, north and west of the Rus-
sell Islands are included in a

_Northern Solomons Zone, with a time limit be-
Binning F_eb.lﬂz. 1943, Because operations here—
in Bougainville—are still in progress the final
date has not been established.

Burma-india Zone is pretty complicated. It is
divided into two sections, The frst one, from
Dec. T, 1841, to May 26, 1942, includes all of
Burma. A second campaign includes the current
operations beginning April 2, 1942, in those parts
of India, Burma ang enemy-held territories ly-
ing beyond the following line: The Assam-
Thibet border at east longitude 85 degrees, 45
minutes; thence due south to latitude 27 degl:EE&
32 minutes north; thence due west to Sadiya
branch of Sadiya-Dibrugurh Railway (excl.):
thence southwest along the railway to Tinsukia
(excl}; thence south along Bengal and Assam
railway to Namrup (excl); thence southwesi-
ward through Mokeuchung, Kohima, Imphal
ﬁgla‘iﬂf];gt(}hltt?go?g {all incL) and alsg the

ers. In fact, a little water would
help after Pronouncing snmg of those places.
i of e - i
and adjoining countries plus I;ET:nEEE.i% ?:31111122
wide extending intg Allied-held territory, be-

ginning J g
annuugae:‘]y 4, 194-2. with the ﬂna} date not vet

Aleution Islands Zone is
: an area bound

wonbitude 165 degrees west and 170 degrees eay
e ; I:;Tg:fﬂgﬂ ;iecimeﬁi and 55 degrees north.
-'!.EIH‘Z. and Aug. 24, IBTE, t zone between June
E:I‘SME'P):Eis..':; Offensive Zone includes the whole
i ve of the lang areas of the United
stars in the ngT(;c?:-lt?;;l .;ﬁlme ey for icombat
ailE:.n won't end unti) Hith;:- };n{&s:lml N
nnd“{ﬁ‘:;u;“q Zone inclydes those parts of Egypt
June llyw:;;ﬂ OF30 degrees east longitude, from

2 » to Nov. §, 1947, and after‘that west

11, 1842,
Yozt !
< "6:)‘;;1::;. includeg Tunisia and Algiria east
Nov, 8, 1942::*? and adjacent waters between
air, and beme?ff Iﬁ? :31 1943, for combat in the
for ground combap T: 1842, and May 13, 1843,
Sicily Zona Al aia s ;
I agajacen
4, 1943, and Aug, 17, 1043,
: and between July 9, 1943, and

be given for pars . 23] 8ls0 states that credit will

; a;a 1rt1 a;ztisubmarine Oper-
tampaigns, The letta Tt of one of the above

igi L I sets do .

Drovisions, fo ibil: lown the following
bronze stars: © E:Pility of individuals to wear

I-I.P.r i h T,
the combet ore, individual serveq honorably in
tached tg 3 Eﬂr'lte 30 2 member of 5 unit or at-
in which the E;::L?;i?;p&:“ﬂﬁ during the period,
awarded credit in battle and was
PE‘[';graph 12, Agl Ezr:{f-o;gflgfer the provisions of
ﬂfta:h;iasisq °f individuals not members of, o
awardeq gz e TulS, provided the individual is
ably unger combat decoration or served honor-
at some (in. L Petent orders in the combat zone
battle or oaCs Veen the limiting dates of the
Partment grqers " 25 established by War De-
nu&l:lthmlt}r to wear the bronze star will be
will on enlisted men's service records, Credit
a be given only once to a unit for participa-
100 in any one battle or campaign. You can't

Bet a different star for each ou spent on
Attu, for example, e o



By Sgt. JAMES DUGAN

eceMBER rain fell on the front across the Vol-

turmo. Battery C was up to its knees in mud.

The loaders slipped and fell as they fed the
z5-pounder shells to the guns. It was hard to get
up; you fell on your back, cradling the shell so it
didn't get muddy if you could help it. The mud was
like tar, bogs and gquicksands of tarry mud. The
guns spoke, a line of seven hundred guns, from 25-

pounders to 1555, strung up and down the hilly line, -

flaring like a photographer’s flash bulbs in the gray
downpour. When they flashed, nidges of mud glis-
tened and the fog and rainy sky lit up and went out
like a neon sign.

C Battery, a mixed British and American outfit,
had been deep in the mud for three days on a slope
facing Mount Camino. Sometimes the cloud and rain
died down and they saw the haunted shapes of the
Camino peaks, and the monastery where the Germans
WETE, The&:aver saw the Germans; they felt only
his mortar fire, and the generals said there were Ger-
mans there, 30 C Battery slaved for its guns, ate mud
and slept in it, and cursed everything between the
Mediterranean and the Adratic, including K rations,
Jerry, the generals of both sides, and the weather.

Marlk Clark wanted a barmage so the living lumpé of
muod on the Elﬂqe gave it to him with a curse. The
guns flashed all day and all night; the world had
nothing in it but breeches, white flashes, mud, and
a soft bed of mud for sleep. The tired men cursed
loudly and off-key, because they were almost deaf
and they were keeping their mouths open to save
their eardrums,

As litter bearers went down the murderous trails
behind with wounded, the ammunition and supply
trains came up by mule and human back. Battery
C pot some fresh ammunition late in the morming. The
wet mules stood patiently as the stuff was unloaded.
The last mule broke ranks and marched over to the
Command Post, accompanied by three wet men; a
lientenant, a corporal, and a man with the civilian
technician’'s toangle on his sleeve. The strangers
talked for a half-hour with the Commanding Officer.

The CO pointed to a gully a hundred yards behind
{the battery and the three strangers under the com-
mand of the mule marched back and camped in the

1y
Euﬁyﬂriﬁsh gun-loader was relieved and went back
to look at the newcomers, The min stopped for a
few minutes and the sun came out, The Royal
Artilleryman sat on & rock and saw the mule being
unpacked. Out of one box came a shining aluminum
machine, a little larger than a typewriter, which the
corporal was monkeying with. The other boxes
yielded some odds and ends including a small tray
and a box with several pigeonholes. The civilian
picked into the box and arranged the small pieces of
Jead he brought forth, on the tray between metal
strips. The lieutenant, who had tied up the mule,
was scribbling in a notebook and banding his writing
to the civilian typesetter,

The RA man heard the battery commander calling
him. " Empty some of the smoke shells," said the
), " and let these péople here reload them.”

The strangers produced some paper from another
box and the thin corporal began tuming out printed
sheets on the small press. They stuffed the printed
pages into a half-dozen shells; recapped them, and

eonsulted the battery sergeant-major on the fusing.

w YWhat the hell goes on? "' said one of the gunners
to the battery commander, when the shells were

ready. o PW combat team,” said the CO, * They

e to give us & hand.”’
“T&E?ﬁ a Pﬁ team?'’ a lance-corporal wanted

to know. g
] ‘hological warkare,"" said the CO.
T lf;s{feutenant of the PW team came Over.
“ You mean We'Te gOIE to load that bloody

paper?”’ Eaid a guoner.

4

T s L'm-:,

. This fictional account of a new type
of weapon— psychological warfare—
is based on the experiences of PW
combat teams in Tunisia and Sicily.

The strange lieutenant said: * We think it's worth
trying. You've been hitting them for three days—
right? You don’t know what effect you're having—
right? I say you've probably got them groggy.
They've been getting the biggest artillery barrage
since El Alamein—right?™

He looked at the gunner who had made the crack
about paper shells,

“ Sergeant, these things look like crap. I admit
that. But don't make a mistake. They do explode.
You get only one explosion out of the HE, but you
might get a thousand explosions out of this one. It
leeps on exploding on every guy that reads it. They
get together and it explodes in a couple more faces,
and maybe it gets back to Germany. This stuff ian't
good for Jerry,

" We were sent up here from headquarters to see
if we could help out, This is one kind of job we do.
We can't do it unless you guys have them licked
already. We're no good unless you have them licked,
And it was your barrage that licked them."’

A GUNNER, down on his hunkers in the mud, listen-

ing and waiting to talk, said : * The bastards had
plenty. But you can’t see them. We hit every
square inch of that hill and still nothing. Why don't
the generals tell us what's going on? ™’

“ He's bloody well had it. Why don't they send
the infantry in at him?'" said another gunner.

* The snmll:nfa.hilchrs are probably out of there by
now."’

“ Wait a minute,”" said the PW lieutenant. " You
don't know how he stands. What do your patrols
report? "’ "

The battery commander said: * I told you, lien-
tenant, we haven’t had any accurate reports for 36
hours."’

A suspicious Pfc., who had been hefting one of
the paperstuffed shells, said: " What's it say in
them papers, Pop?"'

"ft's in German,'' the civilian said. *Read it
to the men, lientenant.”’

The battery commander said: * Wait a minute, "’
and then called to his men. " Take a break and
gather Tound over here.”

The PW lienténant held up the leaflet.

*TRAPPED!" he said, looking around at the
muddy gunners. "It says ‘Trapped’ in German.
Then—"The German Sixth Army at Stalingrad was
trapped. Two hundred thovsand men. includin

’ [
Marshal PEH.'I.]US. and twenty-mm gent:ra.ls Were
trapped and surréndered,’ " ) ;

The mule, tethered to a tree, gave off a lou
the P tree, d bray.
Trapped,’ said the lieutenant, “'The Mrilira
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Korps was trap in Tunis. * One hundred and
twenty thousand German soldiers died at Stalingrad
in the Russian trap. Thousands more died in Tunisia
in the British and American trap. Von Arnim and
son Paulus, both were trapped.

“ “What did these heroic German soldiers die for?
Diid they die for their wives and mothers? What
good is a dead son or husband to a wile or mother,
trapped by British and American bombs? " "

The mule brayed again.

*'Sp are heroic German soldiers trapped in Italy
—why should you die? Is it for Hitlerr Wives and
mothers give the answer to Hitler: No!  Our men

. will not die for you; they will live for us.' "

The gunners looked out at the inscrutable slope of
Mount Camino as the lieutenant read on:—

" *Trapped! German soldier in Italy! The only
way home to your wife, to your mother, is through
an Allied prison camp.~ It will please us very much
to continoe this deadly barrage against the positions
of your regiment, the 15th Panzer Grenadiers, but
you will want to take advantage of our offer. Save
yourself from the trap!l =

 *This iz a safe-conduct pass : Passierschein. Bring
it to our lines and you will be fed, fairly treated, and
you will return to Germany after the war."™

The gunners looked at the lieutenant. Nobody
said anything. : ! :

» Remember that word, ‘Passigrschein,” meaning
safe-conduct pass,”* said the lieutenant. " The leaf-
let finishes off with instructions in English to our
outposts. The man presenting this safe-conduct
is to be disarmed and returned to the rear.” y

The mule brayed and the rain began to fall again.

* Okay,”" said one of the gunners to the PW cor-
poral. " Give me'that shell, FGIJ.I.'—G}FEﬁ-:'

The PW lieutenant said: " We don't guarantee
what will happen, but this paper is your message
to the enemy in your sector. 1 think you bave him
on the run.” " 2

The battery commander called his gun crew chiefs.
“We're going to fire four rounds of these at sun-
down. I'll get you the trajectory to lay them in on
the windward., Range 10,300 yards elevation to
explode two or three hundred feet over enemy
positions,” He began to work his tables.

They fired the paper shells and waited.

HE first patrol brought in six Germbans, muddy
and half-crying with the shock of C Battery's bar-
rage, " Passierschein!"’ they said, holding up the
paper. Before dawn 2z Germans had straggled in,
producing the safe-conduct out of their shoes and
caﬁ, and saying “ Passierschein!™
ith the last group was an eleven-year-old Italian
boy, wery dirty, who held an old-fashioned rifie
against the backs of the Germans. The guerrilla was
dismissed with a couple of cans of K-rations. The

* kid was slecping under the mule at dawn,

An order came up from division at oBoo hours,
ardering the battery to prepare to move up. The
gunners stood on their hill watching the infantry
going up the slope of Mount Camino. The guns were
cold and covered with morning mist. The con-
scientious gunners 'were already servicing their
weapons, getting ready to move,

It was a fine sunrise. Suddenly the men saw the
beauty of Campania. It was quiet except for the
little sounds of the ant-like infantry far below. The
hills, even in December, seemed at once like spring.
The mud dried on their fatigues and fell off in clods
as they pranced around in the moming sun. They
were in Italy!
thThe PW lieutenant tightened the cinch strap on

e propaganda mule. The press, paper, ink and
E :?F we:::h th IE'EI]J:I::;“:.IE s Ei\dﬁaﬁnmw?:]r

TEW ea wi e limey ners
his. I{rnee-s and stretched his aii";:l.;a. Siend
_“You had them punch drunk,” said th
h::uh::mt to the battery commander: * E.ft ?::;
didn't know it. And Jerrty didn't know what ta do
about the mess he was in. These goddam
shells help find out.” The PW men and the wop.
went back down the trail, with the Ttalian en—ili}:
leadhmg the mule, o
o o> Bunner watched them disappear down th :
ng]TuE Fhret” be said,  the next thi“Eu}’uu&ExL.r

@ spraying Jerry with perfume,”
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Yanks at Home in the ET0

Take It Away, Chicago! oy
HERE was a lot of fine oratory and stirring
pageantry at the Chieto Flag Night ceremonies
held in London City Hall the other evening,

but to our way of thinking the high point of the pro-
ceedings came when a sergeant stepped up to a
scarlet-clad pikeman and an OD<lad private, who
were smoking together in a corridor, and told the
pair to douse them butts. The 1kcmsu}. who got
out of active service in 1903, and the private, who
got into it in 1943, both said, “Sorry,’ obediently
and hastened to comply.

' Just on the off chance that you didn’t happen to
be one of the 300 Etousians present, we probably
ought to explain what Chieto Flag Night was all
about. Well, Chieto stands for Chicagoans in the
ETO, a loyal group of goys who stand by their
rambunctions old city through thick and thin and
have formed a sort of club over here with head-
quarters in London and Lt.Col. Harry kool}mle}-
as its president. On this occasion, the p and
London got together and swapped flags, with the help
of a considerable smattering of brass and bigwigs—
and we say bigwigs advisedly, for some of the Lon-
don dignitaries who showed up were wearing those
super-duper toupees which their ancestors thought
so wolfish a couple of hundred years ago.

As a mouth-agape Yankee, up to our neck in tradi-
tion, we were naturally darned impressed by all
the ancient rigmarole, especially those pikemen. We
had a talk with one of them just to find out what
goes on in the life of so ornamental a fixture when
he's not doing his stuff for the newsreels. He
turned oot to be a fne old fellow named G. W.
Townsend, who daytimes goes guietly about his
work as an employee in the local law courts. He told
us a thing or two about the pikemen. They're mem-
bers of the Honourable Artillery Company, which
dates back to 1450, althoogh the uniform is a rela-
tively up-to-the-minute model—vintage of 1641. The
company has a charter, granted by Henry VIII,
which expressly gives the pikemen permission to
shoot deer in Piccadilly, so beware of sounding off
with the moose call when you're cruising around
those parts.

Providing neither sunspots nor censor were lous-
ing things up, the ceremonies were broadcast to the
folks back home, and for their benefit the Lord Mayor
of London said a few words (prenouncing the "ch ™
in Chicago sensibly, as in “ Chattanooga ") and so did
Sir James Grigg, the British Secretary of State for
War, and Lt. Gen, Jacob L., Devers, the head Vank
in these . They were all brief and to the point
and therefore oke by us, but the fellow who took the
cake, in our opinion, was Colonel Doaley, as loyal a
son of Chicago as Uncle Sam has ever been able to

loose from the place, we bet. In ringing tones,
fe referred to his home town as " the city beautiful,

a city of art, culture, and mus:'.!:." and wound op h_].r

reminding his audience that Chicago isn't as bad as it

seems,  The people of Chicago are law-abiding, "
he gzaid. “ The figures show that‘ it Ea:s one of the
lowest crime records of any large city.

Colonel Dooley’s point, of course, was
sound, if somewhat unique, and it won
the approval of practically every G.I. we ran
into at the coke-and-a-sandwich gathering
which followed the ceremony. The general
reaction of the Chicagoans present to the
colonel’s words was: * British papers, please
copy.”" T /Sgt. John Janovick, of 5636 West
26th Street, in good old Cicero, said that in the
19 months he's been in England he has grown
pretty used to being locked upon as " one of
those bad men from Chicago.'" Ist Sgt. Ed
Hsiazkiewicz, of 2856 North Avers Ave,,
Chicago, who made a five-hour trip to London
just to be present, said that in the 11 months
he's been aver here he's had his fill of well-
meaning British girls who regard his home
town as a more dangerous spot to be in than
a second front., “ They're always wondering
why I don't carry a violin case,” he
said, .

As it happened, five of the Mid-West's most
lethal gun-toters were present, together with
five other Etousians who make up the crew
of the Flying Fortress Windy City Avenger.
They gota big hand for the work they've been
doing in rubbing out Jerries and avenging
the plane's predecessor, the Wimndy City
Challenger, which went down over France,
The boys, who looked ill at ease but still
mighty pleased as they took a bow, are:
Ist Lt. Harry J. Task, Chicago, pilot; Ist Lt,
Robert T. Knight, Miami, Fla., co-pilot; 2nd
Lt. Al Hamel, New York City, bombardier;
Ist Lt. Barry E. Urdang, New York City,
navigator; S/Sgt. George Kriete, Chicago,
ball-turret gunner; S/Sgt. Thaddeus M. Damsz,

.Chicago, tail gunner; T/Sgt. Richard G. Muise,

Gloucester, Mass., engineer; S/5gt. Ted C. Tryon,
New Haven, Conn., night waist gunner; T/Sgt.
Harry D. Hawkins, Lebanon, Ind., radio operator;
and 5/Sgt. William Resler, Muncie, Ind., left waist
gunmner, vl ety

After hearing {(and looking at) Miss Aileen Hunter,
a dreamy blonde accordionist here with a USO show,
doa jobon " Who,"* we decided it was our reportorial
duty to have a word (or words) with her. " Are
you from Chicago?’’ we asked, enterprisingly enough,
She said she wasn't. * Ever been there?'" we con-
tinued dopgedly, * Nope,' she said with a smile,
“I'm from New York, which sort of puts us hoth
in enemy territory, doesn'tit? ' Dazed, we staggered
off, wondering how she ever guessed it . . . And, oh
yes, we nearly forgot. The Chietons elected Mayor
and Mrs, Edward J. Kelly of Chicago as the first
honorary members of their organization. In reply,
they got a pice cable of thanks from His Honor and
the Missus,

X" Marks The Spot

From the way we carry on about London
fog wyou might think we discovered the stuff,
but it's always raising hell with Etousians, and
we hope, by means of such graphic diagrams ag
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TiSgt. Wes Green and Wac Py
Pikeman G. W. Townsand strai
stories he's been hearing

t. Lucille Verzani put
gEht on some of those

about Chicago. The three
met at a recent Chisto got-together. g

the one below, to help others avoi i i
1 alawr, void the pitfalls int
::vhl-:smf a;gu; ct:rml;erda.v. have fallen, [TheLcEIm:ude;l ig
; ¢ Are a lieutenant and a colonel :
{I?‘u U figure you'd have been smart ﬂ:u:;rf:glhmtumdzdy:g
is particular pitfall anyway, but let's skip that.)
of the gooier fogs the

] Club, thoroughly lost.
i oll't|1e}1r* t:':}' “‘lf‘::jn lieutenant and his ]a.dﬁ', E::miug
The Bl Ytﬂn also bound for the Dorchester,
plight, and ﬂf ‘LPpai the lieutenant, confessed his
as guide. F'E eutenant eagerly volunteered to act

; ine,  said the colonel, and the party of

four started off i
leaves dancing 'h“mns of double bars or even cak

efore the g e i
hawv shavetail's eyes. Might
arlde;rs:—i‘:d m:]t that way, too (you Itl'-mg—mcktlgils

and polite talk pf 5 transfer), had the

lieut
i'l;: mﬁi&i:ﬂtigﬂﬁftt}fn ab:'-’“t a fountain and pool
roar from the I:Dluul:-.-l. ester’s front door, A sudden

i i ueals fr i

o oreible tealization that he hiwmaclf was bn ater
his future hag made it plain to the lieutenant that
our way and th]ust passed. “My girl and I went
the lientenant £1§°'°ﬂl'l and his girl went theirs,"’
the desk to which hug lugubriously the next day at
the duratio Wy '€ NOW expects to be chained for

L. I ha."-’eu't Sk hiﬁ] Sinw, Hank God. Fe
The Age Of Chivalry

<+« 8nd then the ; .
i ! guy in the 1 in,
;’3{_2 '?tb‘f“limate ::-'-rurl-n‘zm:i:'lrr T juipngértrizs bs:s}rhﬁ
T+ S-ops, and there's 5 1

and g quene waiting for it,
al]."I 1&]"1[('11 l.ilat On my can I‘igctllt in front Ei them
Yﬂllﬂ':e.lﬁ“' asked the other. *“Well,

yes and na,"
bones; j ] * Didn’t break no
Butef;ﬁgsém oy k.no'ﬂ"ed myself out for a minute.
sl ] .YD;i think I found picking me up and
MP? B8 ol A cop? A civilian? Ewven an

No such luck i , ATS
That's what hurts,'" pal. It was a big husky ATS.

Latrine Lesie

unWl::lEﬂ'iEf or not you believe this probably depends

Where you have the good or bad fortune to be
stationed, but it's the straight goods from a reliable
old t,ram'“g":ﬂmp friend of ours who went to OCS
and is faow in the ETC as a second lieutenant in a
ground-force guthit. Things are so far from spit-and-
Pﬂllﬁil out his way that he's on latrine dui.y oncE
every nine days—" and daing a damn good job of it,
too, " he writes. What's more, on the night he arrived
thers he had to wait to check in until the €.0. got
off K.P. Just thought you might like to know,




Turkey became the next best thing
to a fighting Ally as the spotlight
swung back from the conference
table to battlefront and bomber
base and 138 Mazi fighters plum-
il meted to earth in a single day.

P - - —_

Roosevelt, Churchill and Stalin in Teheran, was

finished, the chatter and rumors in the bazaars
of Persia's capital over their talks gradually died
down, and the three Allied leaders went on to new
appointments and new decisions.

Stalin went back to Moscow, and Roosevelt and
Churchill went to Cairo again for several more days
of plain speaking with Ismet Inonu, baldheaded,
cheerful, shrewd President of Turkey, and his staff.
No great announcements were issoed as a result of
this meeting, but it did not take intensive guesswork
to figure that Turkey was going to provide bigger
and better help for the Allies from here on in.

This conference came at the right time, when
Turkish neutrality seemed to be at the breaking
point. MNeutrality at any price had so far been the
Turkish policy of doing things. For four long years
they had been holding on fairly successfully to their
peace, their honor, and their great value both to the
United Nations and to the Axis. In the early days
of the war their neutrality was a business-like, agile
policy. The Turk played the part of the crafty,
willing victim who could pretend indefinitely that he
believed every gag out of the Nazis' bag of tricks and
promises, but who would not put his money down or
commit himself to any line of action untl the city
slicker had shown him some more,

In the heyday of German military success, Turkey
did supply the Nazis with chrome, and always lay
open as a royal road to the Middle East and to the
emall, weak, but growing Allied forces in those
regions. But now the slow, sure swing of Turkish
opinion over to the Allied point of view scemed to be
almost complete.  Turkey was now providing chrome
strictly for American and English consumption, and
she had the same military significance 'as the British
Isles as a possible jumping-off point for the Second
Front in Europe. The Allies could spring an invasion
into the Balkans across the islands off the south-
western coasts of Turkey,

A modern, super-streamlined republic, as self-
respecting and self-supporting as any peaceful

TH:-: ceeond act climax, the meeting between

by a Jap shell, an Allied
s right ahead debarking
New Guinea beach.

Though tern
landing craft goe
its troops on @

nation on the fringe of Europe can be
| these days, Turkey will not be commandeered
by any foreign powers for their own purposes,
but she can and does listen to reason. That is
exactly what she did last week at Cairo,
Turkey can give good service in the way of air
bases, supply lines, and outlying islands, and
the rapidly mobilizing Turkish Army is no
frozen asset to anybody.
The right moment did not seem too far off
last week, and the wires and wirelesses of
i Europe hummed with fresh rumors and fresh
| | denials. War, or the nearest thing to it
seemed the best way out for Turkey, but
peace, or its equivalent, seemed the only hope
for Bulgaria, the key country in the Balkans
at present, and possibly to all Europe.
Bulgaria, however, was anything but
peaceful as the month of December, 1943,
reached its halfway mark.  Sullenly and
- efficiently, she had been fighting along with
- the Germans in this war as in World War 1.
-— Since the mysteriously sudden death of King
Boris a short time ago, the Germans had com-
pletely taken over the country. The (Jueen and her
six-year-old son, Simeon, the new King, have been
keptunder lock and key by the Gestapo. The Germans
have massed enormous numbers of troops on the Bul-
garian-Turkish frontier, and the Bulgarian Cabinet
meets on a seven-day week, twenty-four-hour-a-day
basis to try and figure some way out of their troubles.
To interrupt the Bulgaran Cabinet meetings or
perhaps to speed up the thinking processes of those
cabinet ministers present, Liberators ranged over the
white domes and cathedral spires of Sofia, the exotic,
oriental-looking capital city. It was the third bomb-
ing of Sofia within a month, just a beginning.
Even more uncomfortable to Sofia than any rain of
bombs was the news from Cairo. Bulgaria has lived
in a state of militant fear of Turkey ever since 1879,
when Bulgaria was first given her freedom from the
Ottoman Empire. Now Turkey and Russia, whom
Bulgaria has been fighting half-heartedly but steadily
since she was lined up as a partner of Germany,
spemed to have reached”an understanding for the
first time in history and to have two friends in com-
mon—England and the U.S.A.

mmanu, on the other hand had neither friends nor
efenders, except the Partisans, that beautifully
organized band of guerrilla fighters roaming the Bal-
kan mountain ranges and ready to tumn the country
into a state of civil war without the slightest hesi-
tation. Mo matier what broke—peace with the
Allies, civil war, a German invasion towards Turkey
or vice-versa—Bulgaria was in the unenviable posi-
tion of having to take the count as an Axis ally.
Symptoms of an eleventh hour unrest wers break-
ing out all over Europe. French guerrilla bands were
on the increase, and other Frenchmen were making
themselves scarce in large numbers. Twenty Dutch-
men were executed in Holland for spying. Hungary
and Roumania were ready to fly at each other's
throats, and anti-aircraft guns were being shipped
to Portugal that she might be able to hold out against
any German attempts to try to take over the Azores.
The lid had not blown off Europe quite yet, but it

B-26 Marauders on the ltalian fre
see them scoring a direct hit on
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seemed about to. If and when the time came it
would be up to the Allies to control and direct the
explosion so as to bring down the entire German slave
state in ruins. The prolonged smashings from the
RAF and USAAF had already driven the German
people into a mood of active desperation. But the

. bombers were still roarng out from Britain da]r and

night, and the Berlin radio was stll going off the
air " for technical reasons.*’

Technical explanations could certainly be made by
certain combat crews of the Bth Air Force for the
Berlin radios getting out of order. The 138 fighters
shot down by Forts, Liberators, and their escorts in
a rzid on Emden one aftermoon last week made the
gmjute.st single item in the papers, for American eyes
at least.

¥ Russia, the winter season was setting in hard and

fast. The freezing temperature was clearing the air,
hardening the ground, and making for perfect travel-
ling conditions in general. The Russian Army, which
has done quite some travelling westward even under
worse conditions, was now able to hit its winter stride.
Arcund Kiev, hawever, it was not fighting a war of
rapid, unswerving advances so much as a war of
defense and attrition. At Kiev, the German General
Manstein applied his armored columns with great
lavish attacks, heaving waves of tanks and infantry
against the enemy and standing ready to lose a hun-
dred tanks a day, as he had been doing for five days,
in order to hold the Russians back. He is not holding
them, it may be added.

The Russians also continued active on the diplo-
matic front. Old Joe Stalin, who is becoming quite a
commonplace fixture at conferences these days, sat
in last Sunday while a zo-year treaty of post-war
friendship and mutual aid was signed in the Kremlin
between his strong, stout-hearted country and the
equally stout-hearted but temporarily not-so-strong
Czecho-Slovakia, now struggling along under Hitler's
heel. Little Dr. Edouard Benes, the diminutive but
energetic president of the old Czecho-Slovakian re-
public and one of the best friends the Allies ever had
in Continental Europe, was also present. The treaty
was signed by Vyacheslafi Miklmilm::dl Muolotov, as
Russian Commissar of Foreign Affairs, and by the
Czech Ambassador to the Soviet. ;

Blitzkrieg enthusiasts might not be too ‘excited
over the slow, backbreaking progress of the Fifth and
Eighth Armies up through Ttaly. It was the tough,
filthy traditional way of fighting, 1n which the in-
fantry and the engineers of both armies led the way,
and fales reached the headlines of 1,200-foot military
bridges built in ten days under a constant shelling by
the enemy, and of men and mule feams winding
slowly and painfully up freezing mountain slopes.
The Allies in Italy were fighting magnificently on
their own, and in their own good time would reach
Rome and all that lies beyond it to the North.

INALLY came the quiet but ternific announcement
Fof Frank Knox, Secretary of the Navy, who said
that the United Nations had replaced all shipping
Josses since the war began. This meant that when-
ever and wherever the Allies next invade, they wolld
have unlimited ships to back them up. There was
nothing to hold them back now.

Nazis claim thispleture shows Russians
“voluntarily” fleeing west, We've seen
more cheerful pans at a funeral,
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NAZI VISITORS. Their sub got as F; ;_I-h&
waters off our East Coast, gng that's where it was

sunk. These are four of seven i
survivors being picked
up by Coast Guard rescue plane, which drupp:?d F::n:i
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OCEAN CATCH This Jap pilot with the im-
provised clothes was fished out of the Pacific by o
PT boat, which shot his float plone out of the sky.
He's being given suitable escort to a Solomons HQ.
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NORTHERN LIGHTS. i1s just  SOLDIER MIDWIFE, g ¢ |
like home! Five marines, all from Chi- Williamsburg, Ky, haolds uE rpu:unme A. Perry af
cago, admire a traffic light set up at eleventh _I'"E"' helped into the wurldmu l‘mh?r the |
Dutch Harbor, a reminder of the Loop. beyond dispuie that tha US. sold - Which proves

ler is a versatile man.
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EAST MEETS WEST. Or. to be more specific, that Rogp ,
Chinese airmen, gradustes of a U.S. flight school. who s?nppﬁ?r j}’?ﬂ lagain) meets a group of

back home fo have a go at the Japs. These uniforms look as if they'd be :;l;llilry:;ghgndmznin*?ﬁg Eﬁg

HAMEEE TWINS? No, justa couple of honest
American girls, Inna Gest and Mary Moore. In Hol-
lywoaod they're showing o corset, modeled after o
Victorian numbar, lo repluce the elastic variety.
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FOUR ACES. Well there’s not much use in describing these girls. Go ahead, make up your
own remarks! The facts: they are all movie starlets, working for RKO Radio Pictures inm Holly-
wood; they are aderning a diving board over o Hollywood swimming pool; and their names
are (left 1o right) Barbara Hale, Elaine Riley, Rosemary LaPlanche and Dorothy Maloney.

%

Lt
L4

¥

s

I_,_-jEEF ROUND-UP, Many fnrrner? and cattlemen
have a post-war eye on the Army’s jeeps. Here's a
r:idifﬂl demeonstration of rnunding up cattle success-
fully carried out on the plains near Fort Warren, Wyo.

i LY H el ST s i .- .___ - -. e 4 -
ARMY HELPERS. Cpl. Hugh Walker, editor of BATTLE VETERAN. Pvt. Ken
the U.5. Army Dispatch, published in Iran in coopera- Bostwick (right), gunnery student,
tion with the Persian Gulf edition of YANK, supervises Buckingham Field, Fla., fought in
two lranians who are extremely young for typesetters, maost major campaigns of this war.

pe #ﬁ.f CLANIC A few dainty, 50.000-pound WINTERING IN THE WOOD. Or. why inspection officers grow stoop-shouldered.

; ; te Furni couple of wine vats of modest proportions converted info winter quarters by F b A
- hich a Vancouver factory is turning : ; : . quarters by two ingeni

strands oflqtiif_‘? W hkfiﬂ'pﬁ Mo stronger than their Eighth Army Tommies on the Termoli front in Haly. Mo match for a Nissen, but what a‘;!.gasu:-.g?
out for HIOSHY S but still plenty strong. 3

weakest links, perhaps,







They were talking about a servicemen’s
discharge bonus, Gen. Hershey wanted
2,000,000 more scldiers, Frank Sinatra
had a punctured eardrum, and Bob Hope
was voted the nation’s best comedian.

gested in St. Louis, Mo., that after the war each returning

veteran be given two jeeps and a plane. He tthl_g'_lt ‘tir'llﬂ
would be an appropriate modern equivalent of the post-Civil W ar
plan which was expressed by the slogan: " Forty acres and a mule.

Fair enough, but the Turner proposal didn't go very far toward
providing what it takes to run a jeep or & plane—or even a home
and family, In Washington, however, the military affairs com-
mittees of both the House and Senate spent a lot of fime worrying
about that matter.

The Senate committes got right down to talking about dollars
and cents by writing a servicemen's discharge pay bill which, when
that great day of mustering out finally rolls around, would allow
you and all EM's and officers up to and including colonels to cash
in on a bonus in the following amounts: $500 for 18 months or
more overseas, $400 for from 12 to 18 months overseas, $3o00 for
less than that overseas or for a year or more in the U, 5., and §200
for less than a year in the U. 5. Yep, that seems to be figuring
your time at about §15 & month—but this is a bonus, chum. Total
cost to the Government : About three billion fish.

P.5.; According to the above plan there'd be no dough for the
boys who went in for college study under the servicemen's edu-
cational and training act of 1943, Men already discharged would
be eligible, though, and =0 would the widows, childeen, or parents
of those who die while in the service. The Navy, Marines and
Coastguard are similarly covered by the bill.

The House committee completed hearings on its version of a
discharge-pay bill after 2 moving scene in which Sgt. Lemuel
Hendricks, of Council Bluffs, Towa, who lost a leg during a
Commando raid in North Africa, appeared before the Repre-
sentatives and warned that there would be another bonus-march
on Washington if adequate mustering-out pay is not provided for
by the government. He said that men on the battlefields are
concerned about ' their future and what Congresa is doing for
them, " and he questioned whether an initial payment of a hundred
bucks to each man would be adequate.

And while they're looking ahead to getting us all ont, they're
also looking ahead to getting more in—two million more between
now and next July, according to your old friend Major-General
Lewis B. Hershey, national head of Selective Service, That quota
which the general called the * best guess ™ at the moment, will be
reached by taking a million fathers, 500,000 reclassified 4-F's and
occupationally deferred workers, 400,000 eighteen-year-olds, and
1oo,000 boys of seventeen who are expected to volunteer.

General Hershey also released figures showing that this is a
pretty big little outht we belong to now. The total strength of
the U, 5. armed forces stands at 10,100,000, of which 7,400,000 are
in the Army.

One chap who is apparently not going to join the ranks is
Frank Sinatra, the singer of whom you've heard too much.
Sinatra, who is 26 and married, with a three-year-old daughter,
asked his draft board at Hasbrouck Heights, N.J., to put him in
its December quota, and this was done, He made what might
have been his final public appearance at the RKO Theater in
Boston, where he broke an attendance record established five
years ago by Eddie Cantor. Then the crooner went to Newark,
N.]., fora special Ph}"s":'allr at which the medicz turned him down
—punctured eardrum, Five cops were on hand to control the
expected crowds but no one in Newark seemed to care and as
Sinatra left the building five girls who happened to be passing
failed to recognize him. One irteverent gent, however, stuck his
head out of a nearby bar and yelled, “ Horray for Bing Crosby 1"t

NGVELTY notion @ Roscoe Turner, famous speed fiyer, sup-

aspower was bothering a lot of people in addition to draft

officials, Secretary of War Henry L. Stimson warned that
the  tough phase” of the war was stll to come—hoth abroad and
o+ home. The tough phase abroad, he observed, will come * when
the weight of combat Iu:ar-es_hears hr:avﬂ}-_m, our troops "o
"o it will not come “ nntil the country is willing to accept a
' On the other hand, Paul V. MeNutt, head
wer Commission, was of the opinion that no
lsion act would be necessary. MeNutt wants
ng at work by next July and believes that
npower has now reached " the final and

home,
g:‘.—n:rral-m—n"r[:r. law.
of the War Manpo
national labor-compil
to see 66,300,000 f._t'n]:r: :
the drive to mobilize ma
cricial stage.”

The caption that came with this picture from the dear old U. 5,, says th
a llon at the Zoo in Oahkland, Calif., has been fed on 14-pound steaks and is
only now going on a diet of horsemeat. ... O.K., boys, don't forget to wash that

stew gravy out of your mess gear,

The 70-ton Mars, world's largest flying boat, on completion of its ra

non-stap trip r the Atlantic from Maryland te Brazil, carrying
the heaviest load ever carried by a plane. Included in cargo were
soldiars’ mail,

r. 4

35,000 POuhds.
13 000 pounds of

cent 4,375.m;a
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This wreckage is all that was left of some of the buildings  Bill Grady, 7, shows off 1,900-pound

blown up inan explosionat the Mavy Mine Depot, Yorktown,
Va, Six civilian workers were killed and 20 were injured.

A former Republican President, two former Re-
publican candidates for President, and a Republican
Governor who may very likely someday become
his party's candidate for President, all happened
to be in New York City at the same time, a fact
which caused much political fur to fly. The four in
the order mentioned above: Herbert Hoowver, Alf
Landon, Wendell Willkie, Thomas E. Dewey.

Landon started things off by asserting that * much
more precise and definite information® would have
to be fortheoming concerning the Moscow Pact before
the Republican Party could endorse it. Landon also
expressed the belief that Dewey would be the Re-
publican presidential candidate next year and that
Willkie would be fading out of the picture before the
convention got arcund to taking a second ballot,
To all of this, the globe-—circling Willkie, who
technically is the GOP leader, replied that if Landon
represented Republican sentiments on the inter-
national situation, the party had better start looking
fora new head man. Landon retorted that it was not
clear to him " what ticket Mr. Willkie is aiming to
end up on.” And there matters stood, with only
Hoover, for the moment at least, serenely out of the
squabhble, . s

Reverberations from President Roosevelt's his-
toric international conferences and the spadework
which preceded them were not confined to the
Republican leaders in New York. Representative
J. 'William Fulbright, of Arkansas, declared that
the results of the Teheran conference between
Churchill, Roosevelt, and Stalin * demonstrate that
this time we have the leadership to organize a peace-
ful world.'’ Senator Gerald P. Nye, of North Dakota,
couldn’t see it that way at all, To him, the official
communicgue ount of Teheran was " significantly short
of the kind of direct language” that had been used
in the earlier announcement of the Cairo conference
between Chiang Kai-Shelk, Churchill, and Rmaev:]if.

As the nation quietly observed the second anmi-
versary of Pearl Harbor, the Senate passed a bill
designed to force within six months the prosecution
of the two men perhaps most closely linked in the
public mind with that disaster—Admiral Husband
E. Kimmel and Lt.-Gen. Wallt.er_ C. Short. ”The
chargg agai]]ﬁt thE pﬂ.il’ iS ¥ dErEI.If_‘tlﬂi] of dl.'ltjl’, bt
there were many legislators who were confessedly
doubtful as to whether it was legally p-uﬁsl;ble to
prosecute at this late datt;. e ::f;r the: law the

re liable for only tw R :
uﬂ:ﬂfjfﬁf ";f symbolize the long way the ﬂ&tlﬂﬂrthﬂ.si
come since the dark days when so large a part o
its fleet lay crippled or ruined at Pearl l?“}" ba.t-tilf
Wisconsin, largest and most POWER uthﬂ s :._
AL i Jid down the ways into the Dela
ship in the world, S hiz Navy Yard. Builtat
#are Kiver ab the Ph]]adﬂfﬂ lri:n t}-:); giant will soon
an estimated cost of $W& Jowa 'thus making a trio
join the New [ersey a0 100 @ ileshin” class.
o]z in the " biggest battleship

of U1, 5. vessels in Pennsylvania, has an

Senator Joseph Guficy, o enu-lyttle on a home
idea that should liven things up & TEE2 5 o
front which—so Congress thinks, at agy e
pomsing isouty st b 2L 25

ing taxes, He has i - ;
Wiuﬁ}ra.u%!mrim the Treasury to run off naEun::i
lotteries right now to help pay the way. Two bucks

Pl —

bufl, chosen champion at MNational
Hereford Show, Dallas, Texas.

a ticket and there would be 1,318 prizes totalling
half a billion in Government bonds for those who
hit the jackpot.

Representative Martin J. Kennedy, of New Yok,
introduced a bill to make life easier for older women
by lowering from 65 to 58 the age at which they
would become! eligible to receive Social Security
checks, "I sincerely believe,” he said, *that the
demands made uwpon the strength of our American
women in war plants and war activities will have a
gerious effect upon their earning capacity and
physical welfare."” .

Further notes on the ladies: Protesting against a

limitation placed by the Office of Price Administra- -

tion on the size of slacks and coveralls, a western
clothing manufacturer said it wasn’t fair to West
Coast women because they weren't built the same
ag those on the East Coast. . . . Van Kilpatrick, a
tattoo artist of Washington D.C., let it be known that
he had tattooed four Waves with their serial num-
bers, just above the knee—the right one, in case you
care. . . . MacDonald Bryan, Florida's press agent,
said that henceforth the state isn't Boing to bother
with bathing beauties and is going to publicize itseli
on “solid grounds.” Wanna bet?

Police Chief Walter Edmon-
son of Piermont, N. Y., an-
nounced that he was in the
market for a can-opener with a
ten-foot handle. A skunk with
its head wedged into a tomate
can had somehow got into his
dining room and, for the past
20 hours, had been weaving blindly dround, banging
against the fumiture and making an awful mess,
* It-is not so nice to come home to,” zaid the chief,
disconsclately stowing his evening meal away at the
lecal Coffee Pot.

Lloyd ‘Sampsell, former bank bandit who, for the
past 14 years has been serving a life sentence ip
Folsom Prison, at Sacramento, Calif., had the Toig-
fortune to have a run-in with the cops one night
recently in the San Francisco apartment of his
sweetheart, a good 75 miles from the cog where
he was supposed to be roosting. Sampsell, it de-

veloped, was an “ honor prisoner” at Folsom's lahoy

camp and, as such, had been getting leaves al
every weekend so that he could be Eﬁﬂl hig h::m
All this naturally raised a hell of a stink ﬂ.nd?n
investigation was launched by the state intg the
administration of its prisons. But Sampsell’s middle
aged girl-friend, Mrs. Jacqueline de Ia Prevopier.
who said she was a French refugee, couldn 't g e
all the excltement was about. ¢ what
*I don't think Lloyd is a crimins ok
said. “He interested me Pﬁychﬂlﬂié::a.ﬁlmr she
read a rather intelligent book that g -7 1 had
,ﬁISt W carried vl::ll'lI a l'athﬂf meﬂund : te and at
ence.'’ This, she said, led ta hep Vi?ritiug :]I:‘.mspom?-
the stir, where shf: fcqud he had N Privati com in
so she posed as his wifc 5o that o,
“ enjoy greater Visiting privileges ¢

“I became a necesSty 0 Bim _degugeg. 0

tinued Mrs. de la Prevotiere, and when no one tried
to argue with her on that point she went on: “1
tried to do him all the good 1 could, and if in the long
run I have done him some barm, T am sorry. Did
you ever have any woman in your life ‘who you
loved terribly? Would you have let your reason
and the consideration of the law overrule your wish
to go to her and be with her for a few hours? That's
all he did."" Just try whispering that the next time
the M.P.s get tough,

In Dayton, O., Mrs, Lillian Irene Cameron, 42
years old, of Altus, Okla., jumped to her death from
a 1yth-floor hotel room. A short while later, Major
John O. Kein, 43, of Grosse Point, Mich., assigned as
price-adjustment officer at Wright Field, voluntarily
gave himself up for questioning by military authori-
ties. He =mid that he was divorced and that he and
Mrs. Cameron had been living together as man and
wife for the past six years. He had been with her,
he admitted, at the time she threw herself from
the window. Both of them had been drinking
heavily, according to his account, when suddenly
she said " I'm leaving you,” and jumped out.

It's just an old gag in a new bottle, but anyway
Mrs. Theresa Hartnell, of Minneapolis, Minn,, sued
her husband for divorce on grounds of ‘cruelty and
wound up by telling the judge that she hoped she'd
soon be free to marry her ice man, | Basil W, Marlk,
of I-I_uﬂywmd, Calif:, admitted that he had set fire
to his house because, on getting home from work,
he had found some relatives of his wife had arrived
for a wvisit.

And now there’s only one resident left in the on
bopr!zmg mining town of Silver City, Idahg, H;:
William Hawes, 67, who became Mavor and Chief
of Police there when his only neighbor, Carl Johnson
71, found life dull, packed up, and left, ’

The best way to cae

William O, %umf,d‘ﬂmt:;
Mational Pest Control Associ-
ation, announced in 5t. Logis
umba.itnmpnﬁ!hpu!tu:
hmuc‘ steak. Trouble in the
ETO is the rats would have o
beat the Joes tojt.

C again. Two trigge
:E:]ezﬁi 1;.-3 North Side rber shop in that iairﬂ-:]::;$
Se Thomas Oneglia, a Prohibition character
T':em"t there Betling a shave, l
cighth annual poll of gog radio editors and

columnists conducted h ;
2 ¥ Moti i :
clected Bob Hope the natiﬂn?: e Bt

a0 Bt Meaner. ok Reny o o
mmediaﬁ anrg?’" Shiny, Hope was called the best
air; Croshy wa&istl;gw the best comedy show on the
best male vocalist best master of ceremonies and
TOgram, As for and his show the best variety
gmm Swing. H {rmdl“ tommentators, Raymond
Jr.. came gﬁt . - Kaltenbom, and Fulton Lewis,
Lowell Thg first, second and third respectively.
Putnam, ip I:Jhis' Walter Winchell, and George
: t order, were voted ‘the thres best

newm:asbf:rs.
Bill Ster Was picked as the best g

followed by Red
James's outfit way ol

TS ANNOUNCcEr,
3 . Harmry
d the best swing band; Guy

I '5. t:h
led the field a5 mnﬁi:’?m music. Dinah Shore

Fibb e :
oy, MeGon w39 3 poplas bt
Abbott and Wilc‘zz.tﬁul]u:.E'dl;u]:]:lr e A e

Charl the classi ohn
40 Gladys S £5¢ e Mot Vores oy e vorali
Musicaj his Ot led the Jadies,

mlﬁ of Philine o uf; o it f.'lmgiﬂf :rhﬂe
politan * Opeta Mignon. Her Metro-
ot n?g;:*tﬂt Was applauded fnrf;ix minutes by one
¥ the wacntlnal musical andiences in the world.
week at [ qq ‘1,1;‘ that Dinah Shore girl got married last
was onee | £8%8, Nev., to George Montgomery, who
e 2 screen actor and engaged to Hedy La
poral ana oW, (here’s your climax) an Army cot-
are g d for all we know a T/5 at that. Both
ta 7. . . . Arleen Whelan, who was the red-headed
Siar of the recent Broadway stage hit The Dough-
glffs.rzzvﬁileddis&at she had married Hugh Owen, a
on ict manager, two months ago; just

one day after her djvoga in Juares; E.MF? fi‘iﬂm
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Sister Kenny (right) explaing her infantile

paralysis treatment to Roz Russell, whe'll

portray Sister Kenny inafilm. Thisis Hollywood's
way of getting La Russell in the mood.

The leg belongs te Rita Lupino, sister of lda,
who alse has legs, Rita’s just been signed by
Columbia Pictures, which is all right with us,

Victer McLaglen, of the filme, with his bride,
Suzanne Brueggemann, whom he wed al Yuma,
Ariz. She was his secretary for six years.

Alexander d'Arcy, of the films, . . . Movie actress
K. T. Stevens announced she was planning to marry
Navy Lt(j.g.) Alfred Gwynne Vanderbilt, who's
got plenty of what it takes but can't spend much of
it at the moment as he's on duty in the South Pacific.

Cicely Browne, z3-year-old screen actress, sued
her actor husband, Feodor Chaliapin, Jr., 30, for
divorce, charging that he never took her anywhere
except to visit his Russian friends. " Since I don’t
speak Russian I never knew what they were talking
abount,”' she complained,

Looks as if the 4o lady gardeners employed to take
care of the flowers on the grounds of the Pentagon
Building—the vast sprawling structure where the
WD has its HQ across the Potomac from Washington
—are in for a soft time this winter. There aren’t any
flowers at this season of the year, of course, which
means that there's no work for the girls. Some of
them tried to resign, but no soap, Turns out the
jobs, like the gardens, are frozen for the winter.

The lights have gone on again all over the U. 5.
and now the same people who were squawking about
the dimout are squawking about the lack of it. At
least the people of Clearwater, Fla., are. They sy
it's 5o bright they can’t sleep. Too bad, too bad.

Isaac Garcia, 21, an employee of a cleaning shop
in Las Vegas, N.M., was discovered asleep in the
rear of the place by Mary Lou Ortega, a fellow
employee and a playful minx., She grabbed what she
thought was a toy revolver, pressed it against his
head, pulled the trigger, and yelled, " Wake up!"”
He didn't and never will again,

In St. Louis County, Meo., a
formation of geese approached
the farm of C. B. Oden from
one direction while a forma-
tion of Flying Fortresses swept
in from another. The two
squadrons met head-on, and
Mr, Oden decided that the
Forts had had the best of it when a goose dropped
dead at his feet. He's figuring on stuffing the bird
and calling it Jerry.

A sailor walked into police headguarters at New
London, Conn., with a roll of maps which he had
found on the street and which he suspected had been
dropped by spies. He wanted to turn them over
to the FBI. Desk sergeant Edward Riordan, a
scholarly sort of cop, had a look and saw that it was
a roll of wall paper with a design of r6th-century
maps on it. “Look here, feller,” said the sarg.
* ¥on don't want the FBI. What you want is Hitler
—he’ll be looking for wallpaper when the war's
over,"’

Charles J. Hejhall, of the Angus Hotel in St. Panl,
Minn., told the police it was all a mistake that he
had beat up Miss Gertrude Breckman, 18, of 666
Holly Avenue. "I thought Miss Breckman was my
wife,”’ he explained simply. _

Here's another nylon-stocking story, Diss Ruby
Comer, an elevator starter in Miami, Fla., reported
excitedly to the police that someone had stolen her
purse containing a pair of the precious hose. The
cops wanted to know if there wasn't something else
in the purse that would help them identify it. . * Oh,
yes, '’ replied Miss Comer, asan afterthought. " There
was §160.""

Miss Wilired Burkhalter, of Jacksonville, Fla,,
was awakened by an intruder in her bedroom and
saw a man climbing out of the window. " Who's
there?'’ she called. " Will you please shut up?”
replied the petulant thug, escaping with §1o.

In Los Angeles, Calif., Mrs, Carl Auer told the court
that she wanted a divorce from her husband because
she was convinced he was running around with other
women, although she couldn't prove it. Mr. Auer
saved the day. " She's right,’” he said, and the judge
granted the divorce.

Talk about backing the wrong horse! Since 1908,
Mrs. Katherina Grominger, of New York City, has
been putting all her dough into German marks. Even
the first World War didifX tip her off and in all she
tosued in some $350.000. When she died the other
day in her railroad flat, at the age of 73, the police
lnoked aronnd for her savings, expecting to use them
to give her a nice funeral. Mm. Grominger landed
in a pauper's grave af Potter's Field.

Three ladies are filling in for men by working as
garbage collectors in Chicago, where, just so they'll
think it's fun, they re being called “ salad collectors. '
But you guys on KP ain't heard nothing yet. The
garbage collectors of Burlington, Va_, have painted
:J]_I.T:fl‘nmmm Convoy Service” on their trucks.

In Vicksburg, Mich., the County Road Commission
E:I:-_i.l-i l.'l|.-:__'|1'l iis i]g]'ti to cut down an old atm: which. Asn
K, Briggs, great-grandfather of Calvin Coolidge and
a veteran of the Revolution, planted in the town's
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Main Street over 100 years ago. The axe-man will
be given the green light as a result of a decision by
Mrs. Esther Selbee, another Briggs great-grandchild,
to abandon her legal fight to save the tree.

The Democrat, 2 newspaper in Lamar, Mo., carried
this ad : * For sale : Half Jersey Cow—Fine Milker.*
No mistake which half yon're getting, anyway.

The Commissioner of Motor Vehicles in Michigan
sent a notice to L. R. Martinez, warning him that
his drver's license would expire in ten days.
Martinez, a Seabee, wrote back from an island in the
south-west Pacific: “ Many thanks. The local tribal
chief says he will honor my Michigan license for the
duration. Bat after the war will Michigan honor
a license signed by the chief?"’

Omer Fortuna, of 5t. Paul, Minn., owns a fine
stable of racing pigeons and was pretty peeved one
evening recently when three of his finest birds failed
to come home to roost. Two days later they turned
up on his doorstep, their wings and tails clipped
by some wise guy. Fortuna wondered how they'd
got back until he looked at their feet, which were
as swollen and blistered as a rookie's after his first
25-mile hike. Right—they legged it.

A son, aged four, a daoghter, two, and a niece,
three, of Mrs. Clyde Sincere, of 2328-B N. 1zth
Street, Milwaukee, swiped Mrs, Sincere's pocketbook
and toddled down to the corner candy store. On

the way, the children opened the pocketbook and
found in it only eight shiny pennies, which they
knew were precions, and some scraps of paper. The
kids squandered the eight cents on candy and lost
the scraps of paper, which only torned out to be
%105 in bills. .

“AllQut” is the name of a sow in Memphis, Tenn,,
who has geared herself to war production. Last
March she gave birth to no less than 18 porkers, a
local record of some sort. Now she's gone and done
it again, Whenever any one comes near her pen
these days, " All Out” grunts with a note of im-
patience. Her owner thinks she figures she should
hawve got the QMs " E * for efficiency long before this.

We've already said something about handing out
a flock of jeeps to ex-servicemen after the war,
Already, in Berkeley, Calif., Henry A. Tieslau has
gone into the used landing-barge business and has
16 of the craft lined up for sale in a lot along the San
Francisco Highway. All have seen service in the
South Pacific and are now condemned. The price
is §1,650 for a tidy little number, complete with
shell holes.

From Eastbrook, Me., comes the report that a
bear killed in Hancock County a few days ago
weighed 6oo pounds and was such a big baby that
even a team of horses couldn't tow it out of the

woods, The hunter whose aim saved him from
becoming mincemeat was Charles Wagner, of New
York City. He'd beon planning to stuff the beast
but wheil the horses gave up he decided he'd have
to carve it into steaks instead.

The management of a night club in Salt Lake City,
Utah, put in a hurry call for the police one evening
last week. When the sheriff arrived, he ordered two
women customers to leave, acting ‘on the complaint
of a Pic. who said they were annoying him. Home
was never like that in the old days.

Three parsons were missing in this blaze
dastroyed the Warren Refining and Chemi
Co. plant at Cleveland, Bhio,

has
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Meore On That Christmas ldea
Dear Yank:

Am writing this in connection with the sug-
gestions made by T/5 Max Schrier and Cpl. S.
Rosenblatt—namely that of sharing our as
packages with the kids here.

I heartily endorse the above G.1.5° sentiments, -

but must object to them taking credit as seemingly
pioneers of the idea. There are quite a few of
us Yanks who were over here last Xmas and,
if the gentlemen concerned will check with reliable
sources, they will find that we gave hundreds of
parties to Eritish children then and furthermore
have been saving our rations for weeks with the
same thing in view this Xmas.

Apparently the above G.I.s are what we call
* 1st of Mays “ or, are rather green.
Britain, UHSIGHED

Mow, now, boys, It's a great idea, so let's not
fight about it.—Ed.]

Need Them, Girls?
Dear Yanu:

Amongst a pile of magazines which were handed
in to our camp we found a July copy of Yank, in
which there was a very amusing cartoon on
Security where Pte.
Spafu proves him-
self to be very foolish .
and indiscreet.

We thought this
cartoon would be a
good thing to pin up
on our Mess Inform-
ation Board and it
wag hailed with de-
light by all Other &
Ranks, and also the &
Male Officers of the
[nit to which we"
were attached. They all thought it a great joke,
then, horrors!—that female dragon—our Com-
manding Officer came along, looked at the pictures
in the cartoon, saw the glamorous lady wearing the
transmitters and snorted, then began to deliver a
lecture 1o me on encouraging my girls to fill their
heads with such utter " tripe,”” whereupon I im-
plored her to read the cartoon properly, which she
did, and watching her face I noticed the expression
changing; secretly I believe she was just as tickled
as we were and eventually she really did allow
her face to “ slip ™ and admitted that the lesson on
security which it conveyed was rather good but
* hardly the thing for a mess room, my dear.”” 1
am wondering if secretly she will not be a regular
reader of Yank—if she can find an American boy
friend !

Most of the girls here have now acquired Ameri-
can boy friends so we are looking forward to
having some more interesting tit-bits to brighten
Up Our Mess room and provide US‘WIth a laugh,
but there is one thing we are all anxious to know—
where can we obtain seme glamorous-looking
transmitters like those wom by the lady in the
cartoon? Do tell us, please.
Britain.

. Anti-Social

YanNK: . ;
Deia":;-.ur excellent magazine has given my friends
and I much pleasnre, and ;uts of inside information

t our friends, the G.1.5. h ]
ab;:[':m of the G.Ls we know Imua‘Enghsh girl
friends, but the officers find it very difficult to get
a girl friend. What are they going t<:;|I do now
they have no clothing coupons to spare B
Bﬂﬁlf;néut we can recommend Is the usual TS

card.—Ed.]

Mo G.I. Blurbs

Dear Yank:
Have noticed the

which listeners to th

AH AT.5

increasing frequency with
g American Forces Network

find their pleasure punctuated by the mouthing
of such tote phrases as  Time to remember,
soldier, to——'" and “ Soldier, be neat, ete.’' ,

Carry these thoughts a bit farther and you at-
tain the ridicalous “ Time to remember, soldier
to brush your teeth,”’ A g

Were it true that COs, first sergeants, and
posters did not emphasize and re-tmphasize these
points, the AFN campaign would be splendid.
But such is not the case. The point is that these
small beginnings may forecast the introduction of
the high-pressure, blatant adverﬁsing of the radio
networks back home. This would mar the other-
wise high quality of the entertainment now pro-
vided by the AFN.

If Yanks would learn one thing from the BBC,
let it e the blissful effect of radio entertainment
minus obnoxious * commercialisms " and * plugs.”’

May I suggest that Yanks in the ETO prefer
their entertainment unadulterated.

Cpl. SCOTT MAYNES
Britain.

You Tell Us ¢
Dear Yank:

I would like to know where I may apply for
discharge so that I may retum home and take care

of my farm.
I would be very thankful for this information,
Ple. ACH.
Britain.
Where's My War Bond?
Dear YAnK:

Since I've been in the Army I've been buying
War Bonds, The money has been deducted from
my pay, but I've never received any bonds or any
notice concerning them, I started buying War
Bonds when I was in Texas, but I've gone over-
seas since then,

Australia,
[Write to the Army War Bond Office, Finance

Sgt. ALFRED 5. LIMROSE

Department, 366 West Adams Street, Chicago,

lil. Include your name, grade and serial number.
And as near as you can remember, state the date
you subscribed for the Bonds, where you were
:ﬂtlngﬂ at the time and how much they were
or.—Ed,

It's A Great Day
Dear YaRK: y

Miss Laraine Day, that charming companion of
Dr. Kildare, has become our fast friend, our fav-
orite pin-up girl, and the sweetheart of all of us
because of her admirable stand for the enlisted
man recently reported in the Stars and Stripes.

Too often do officers completely monopolize an
actress when she tours camps and bases whether
they be here or in the States as in Miss Day's case,
We, with but stripes to match bars and stars, can-
not interfere, naturally, and we hope that it was
not only the fact that Miss Day's husband is a

-.i,

buck private which induoced her cry to the Holly-
wood Victory Committee,

The Misses Foster and Manning tell of " an all
G.I. reception” at camps they visited. CQuite
frankly we discount this no small degree, for past
experience at some of the largest U. 5. camps has
proved that outside the walls of a theatre the
average G:I. is most lucky to get within seeing
distance of a glamour pal. Swiftly she<s whisked
away to elaborate and well-planned receptions
and parties in officers’ ¢lubs or hotels. The G.1.
manages to be fairly well shut out of it all.

It is to be hoped that the lowly G.I. here in the
ETO may find all the cinema greats taking a like
stand, washing their G.I. steaks down with coffes
ar_u:l cream instead of champagne, and hobnobbing
with us more and more with each visit they may
make. To Miss Lamine Day, a G.I.'s charming
wife, go our thanks many times over for a com.

0 a tew notches and hel i i
1o a eIfE il P to bring this war

MiSgt. AHGELD ). PALAZIO
5[5at. PAUL A ALEMAMDER
5{5gt. WILLIAM L DBILLOW
S[3gt. ANDREW L. FLACK
-'é!sm, JOHH G, YOMKURA
pl. ANDREW W. McCADE
T|3 ROBT. D. CROMPTON
TIS MARVIM B, MILES

Britain.
Here We .Co Again
Dear Yank:
Do English girls say and reall
AJ:Inu]J.I-ican men they myeet = b:‘ag E“mﬁn o
1 have spoken with several Enelish
Ets sibject, and all of them, ]ikE mys%fﬁp Ei::ﬂ
at most of you suffer from a terrific inferiority
:ﬁﬂ;ﬁ i;?!ih you Engnca.vour to cover up by
mencan Commercialism, You t
to zell yourselves to us, b e
E = DY enumerating your pos-
sessions, usually refrigerators, maot
?lmwers, central hqa;i.ug, etc, Ya?: ;:aﬁr:;mbuﬂstel;
Dufr h];r:;rw:ﬁ of living, your lack of education,
of Just ;cg. carning, of language, of tradition,
el eritage, in fact you rob yourselves of all
ackground—an important possessi to
Englishman, =0 i
The majority of ¥ou com i
e from English, Iri
:ﬂ?:nts ml;owhm ancestors left thgesels miﬁixﬂ
Americaﬂmnth E3}' m?::irfna?.r%ube Whefn they left for
en of sturd
:::“r:‘:iy type., They brought together mg uarﬂgdhiﬁ
can States after only a few years of settle-

mbuen made by their
! u 1S since
this, added to the background y;fqtihtn\dvfﬂl:

you from th
Jou (5 ese Islands, should malie ¥you a proud

Why then not stop all thig self pity ?

Why not stop takin 7
selves? 111 Oris misgﬂsﬁigg?ﬂlg?m o2 Kove

Britain.
KATHLEEM MAILE

TANEK 13 ublishod
TErllil-tbd en of th.waﬂ_’ds’_ b,:.-::;
Sge c: |NK L LORIAL STAPE
Cunninghor e, Brand, Pye, Jack
" Torm: Flargs, 3l Bavidscn, SgELys, £F5, Jos
Horner, Sge. ao0t' Bt Ben Frazier, Sge. Durbin 1
Fete Parls, Sgr i, BC Louls McFadden, Sgr.
t. Sohn 5 brs, Cpl, John O, Prest
In Charge, Majgr n;;jldndermn Vinderbilc Officar
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Mitzi Maytair, Carole Landis ond Martha Raye sing “Snaofu.”

“SNAFU! WHAT IS THE MEANING OF SNAFU?"

ERE are the lyries of “Snafu,” the new
swing number which was inspired by

' the experiences of Mitzi Mayfair, Carole
Landiz and Martha Raye when they were in
Morth Africa early this year.

“Snafu” was first sung by the girls in Issue
MNo. 8 of the Army-Navy Screen Magazine,
the Special Service news reel formerly called
“The War." The words and music of “Snafu”
were written by Charles Henderson.

The Army has a new catchword,
The Navy uzes it, too;

It seams the Marines

[Understand what it means,

I don't, s0 I'm asking you.

FIRST CHORUS
Snafu! What is the meaning of Snafu?
What's it all about; can't figure it out.
Is it contagious? Or simply outrogeous?
Snafu! You hear it ev'rywhere, Snafu!
Is it like a pill, or iz it a thrill?

Is it a military secret?

I asked a_louey who at first was rather formal,

And then he laughed and shouted: "Situation
normal!’” I

Snafu! The greatest myst'ry in hist'ry.

Fun i% fun, but why can't I find anyone

To spill the beans and tell me what Snafu
means?

SECOND CHORUS

Snafu! What iz the meaning of Snafu?

Iz it something new that officers do?

Is it a drop kick or only a top kick?

Snafu! You hear ev'rywhere, Snafu!

Is it cold or hot, inspected or nut‘z_

Iz it a pot of GI coffee? .
I wrote my congressman for further informa-
tion; i
He szaid: “You'll have to start your owmn in-
vestigation!” I 1

Snafu! The greatest myst'ry in hist'ry.

Fun iz fun, but why can't [ find anyone

To spill the beans and tell me what Snafu
means?

In Defense Of London
Dear Yawg:

I greatly enjoy reading the articles in your
magazine and it's a great book, but your article
on spending a leave in London gave me a
pain ; it was just plain lousy., The author’s main
idea was to give the impression of what a poor un-
interesting place it was, just a place for you boys
to go to, and be bored stiff in. Toes he expect
a city in the front line for four years to be as
bright and lively as New York?

LEM, RLAF.
Britain,

Wasted Breath
Dear Yawg!
Here are 11 genemal reminders for Hollywood
scenario writers, Tadio script writers, advertising
men, slick magazine writers, and all persocns who
come in contact with the American public through
their artistic endeavor: (1) Soldiers are ac-
quaintud with girls other than entertainers, debu-
tantes, and heiresses. (2] Not all soldiers in the
Army are lientenants in thel Air Forc-:e, {3) Mot all
soldiers in the Army are in the Air Force. (4)
Ciccasionally 2 scrlduarl 4 girl friend does not work
in a war plant where. is manuial:'.turmd the weapon
the soldier is armird‘ w1ﬂ1 or the airplane he fiips,
(=) KP includes activities other than potato/ peel-
{5 goldiers do not wear their fatigue clothing
ing. {9 are on KP or in the guard house,
aren’t fighting the war for Be
Stage Door Canteen 150t the first
n New York, (9} Army nurses

only when th
{7) Soldiers

Grable. (8) The
place they, hit 1

do not spend most of their time in love affairs with
officers. (10) Soldiers cuss once in a while. (11)
Not all sergeants growl; nor do they all possess
enlarged abdomens,
Fort Jachkson, 5.C,

On Gals Back Home
Dear YANK:

Thought I would inquire to see if any other GI
in the ETO had a girl friend back home with equal
intelligence of my girl friend. For presents she
sent me a " crash bracelet " with some other per
gon’'s name printed on it. Then recently I received
a package and upon opening it I saw the book
entitled “"See Here, Private Hargrove™ staring me
in the face—that just about took the cake. I'm
sure she meant well and I don't intend this to be
a complaint but merely as a challenge to any of our
fellows who think they have received a " dry
deal " from back home.
Britain.

Pvh, SIDHEY SCHLEPP

Sgt. P.5D., k., Air Corps

Harsh Words On Harsh Words
Dear YANK:

We enjoy reading Yani and look forward to
receiving it every week, but the letter publishecd
in the December 3rd issue of Yawe just about
‘lrung’’ our number. This letter conceming the
censoring of mail is not a very good example of
the way it is done in our company., In fact we
thinlk it is about the poorest way to start a ramor
that we can think of, ;

We feel sorry for the entire outfit that this bunch
of ¥anks happen to be in if this letter is the truth,

s ot

but we don’t want people to get the impression
that every outhit in the ETO is as " lousy " as this
particular one.

The Officers and First Sergeant of our company
encourage the men to write home. We have
mothers, wives, girl frends and relatives back
home as well as the rest of the fellows in the Army,
and we know how much they appreciate a letter
from their husband or son, which ever it
happens to be, so why should any one want to
pry into the personal affairs of other people any
more than is really necessary. No one reads the
mail written by the men of this company except
the Officer who is on duty for that purposs, and
two minutes after the Officer reads the letter, I
don't think he could tell you anything that was in
it. They only look for things which might give
away military information.

We hope the next time this bunch of Yanks gets
in the Army, they don't get in such a damn poor
outfit.

LAURENCE A MADILL, Capt., Infantry Company Commandar
JOHH W. BOUGHMAN, 1st Sgt.
Britain. THOMAS 1. JOYHER, Mall Clark

[Are we glad this letter was signed by a

captain1—Ed.]

Short Snorters
Dear YANK:

A lot of guys here are members of the Short
Snorter Club, but each member " joined " the
club under completely different rules. T thought
a trip across an ocean by plane was the ponmary
requirement for every new member, but one fellow
“ member " admits he has never flown in his life,
much less winged over an ocean. Amnother man
claims that a Short Snorter who is challenged by
another Short Snorter to show his dollar bill and
can show it can claim a buck from the challenger
for having called his bluff."

We're not sure of anything now, Just what are
the rules?

Alaska.,

[Short Snorter*rules” areas erratic as a machine
gun, and the club has deteriorated so much that

ractically anybody who can produce a dollar
Emmu a member. However, here are the
basic, accepted rules you should keep if you want
to be known as a respectable Short Snorter:
Cross an ocean by plane; this doesn't mean
simply flying a few hundred miles over water on
patrol. When you complete the trip, get in-
ducted by at least three reputable Short Snorters
and give each of them §l. Then write your name
and the date on another dollar bill, which you
keep, and get each Short Snorter present to write
his name on the same bill. Also, as a matter of
form, rou must sign their bills. You keep your

Cpl HED A. BOWERS

H th everywhere you go, for it is your
Mhrﬂﬁ“urd and any Short Snorter an
where in the werld can ask you to produce it

within two minutes or forfeit §1. You, of course,
now have the same privilege, and can challenge
other Short Snorters. If the challenged member
is able to preduce his bill, he and the challenger
merely exchange signatures; it is not true that
a challenged Short Snorter whe can produce
his bill gets a dollar from the challenger for
calling his bluff. Mlﬂmﬂ Men, iz believed
to have the longest collection of Short Snorter
bills, stretching some 35 to 40 feet and containing
about 7,000 signatures.—Ed.]

Dear Yamg:

Rejection Slip Bounces
. I'm sorry
o bﬂ l'&i‘.um_

E i ing this to

"y thr mra . . . fordlc o - ™ }'D\]. H-I‘Id
thanks  for
We're sorry to be relurning this ta you, and fo&[‘ii:lg it to
thanks for ofering it oo Yaye, We would use me. I would

i i we could, bul we réceive 80 much more kE'Ep it if 1
materiel than we have room foo in car limited could, but I
space, thas we must returs your contributioe, receive 0
Bz try wg ageis B you want Lo, 20d Yoo can m. o
be sare we apgreciace yoar Interest in Yane, rejection SHPE
which i3 your paper =1 well as cars. than I AT

]{Hup ifl I:ﬂy

limited barracks bag that I must retum vour con-
tribution, ¥ou may iry me again if you want ot
and you can be sure I appreciate your interest in
this member of the Signal Corps, which is your
Signal Corps as well as mine.

Drew Figld., Fla. Cpl L K. CLARk

i




SPORTS:

By Pvt. JOE HASEL

¥ 1921, Defiance College of Ohio lost five
straight games without scoring a point.
Then it won its next game 118 to 0.

The 1912 pame between Penn State and
Michigan was won after the final gun had
been fired. With the score 21 to 20 in favor
of Michigan, Marshall of Penn State caught
a punt just as the signaling gun went off. He
ran 60 vards for a touchdown. Penn State
kicked the extra point and won 27 tao 21,
{The touchdown counted since no game is
over until the play reaches a conclusion.)

In 1930. Al Lefebrire of Nevada made
Knute Rockne's All-American football team
but failed to win his college letter. He lacked
two minutes of playing time to earn that
award.

Buffalo (M. ¥.) Technical High School
falled to score a single point of any kind
over a period of three years, 1928-"27-'28.

In 1801, Michigan piled up 550 points with-
out being scored upon, and from 1901 to 1904
its great back, Willie Heston, scored more
than a hundred touchdowns,

In 1927, McCoy of Haven High School in
Kansas personally accounted for 90 points in
a game against Sylvia High,

With an enrollnent of only' 29° boys,
Wheeler High School in Oregon produced a
football team in 1834 that scored eight
straight victories. each time holding its-op-
ponents scoreless,

Al
iy

In the Alabama-Tennessee game of 1835,
Paul Bryvant played the full game with a
broken leg, and in 1934 Adolph Cooper of
City College played the whole season with a
broken rib,

Frank Hinkey of Yale made the All Amer-
iean team four yvears in a row—]891-2-3-4,

Just about the greatest football feat of all

time was turned in by Sewanee in 1899, With

a 12-man squad, a coach, a manager and a
barrel of spring water, they lraveledlmnfc
than 3.000 miles to play five games in six

SOME LIT
ABOUT A WEL

FACTS
LE-KNOWN
: L.KNOWN GAME

days and won them all, scoring 113 points to
none for their opponents. On Nov. 8 they
played Texas and won, 12 40 0. The next day
they played Texas A & M and won, 32 to 0.
They chut out Tulane. 23 to 0. on Nov. 10
and didn’t play on Nov, 11 because it was a
Sunday. On Nov. 12 they trounced Louisiana
State, 34 to 0, and the following day defeated
Mississippi, 12 to 0. They played seven other
games and won them all. Quite a record for
a college with an enrollment of fewer than
100. It was Sewanee’s second undefeated, un-
tied season in a row.

In 1903, Army plastered Navy. 40 to 5. for
its biggest victory over the Middies. Douglas
MacArthur was manager of the Cadet team.

Henry II, King or England, outlawed foot-
ball because it interfered with the popularity
of archery. The ban stayed in effect for more
than 400 years until the inventian of gun-
powder displaced archery,

The greatest fraud ever worked in foothal]
was pulled by Gross, lowa quarterback, dur-
Ing & game with Northwestern, Gross
screamed that Northwestern should be pe-
nalized 15 yvards and then picked up the bal]
and started 1o pace off the distance, Find-
ing himself in the clear, Gross ran T0 yards
before the safety man got him from behind

Jimmy Leech of Virginia Military Insti.
tute scored 26 touchdowns in 1930, @ o0

If a pass is caught at the
two players from the offensiy
complete. If a pass is caught
the attacking team and at- i
a player from the defending
a completed

same time by
e team. it is ip-
by a player from
he same time by

team. it iz ruled
pass for the attacking team,

ave already executed Primo Cornera, the fCII:—
E;:E"'l'e '-Ii:'l:rrh:l'éf heavyweight champion, for his

anti-Fascist activity in Northern Italy, ﬁcfc_:rm_ng
to peports from Berne, Switzerland, Carnera was
facing trial as a traitor and was liable to execu-
tinn after heing wounded and Lakel} pr:sn:}ntelr
during a skirmish between the Ital:egn anti-
Fascist Partisans and a German patrol ( a:-?eﬂr:fi
|_l,.'E~:r‘, was not in the Italian Army hél’.‘?tu?E' %rﬂ,f;e
feet joined the Partisans ﬁo?n afﬁl: Lna ycm%_ed
fith the Axis . . . The Merchant I dTll EF S
::i?:- the whole MNational P:'pfes:ir;na ér” el
Ltﬁgug by puttiog Fasiod SIdf LtuF'L:e rgz.;son i
teehed service until the end of t e
That AEF boxjng[hmu&?ﬁgmrrnl}n rj.:_:y R e
1 st g the Ge 3y 0 ;
;]-g:lt'hth :-:?cﬁ.i?n;iugne of the Al'ﬂt;'g'fe ?:Stm?;gmji

i & > fellow  we ! ind i
E;f"if‘hﬂ;hgﬂf Negra MP from Lﬁgnnhj;:ﬁelii:
who lookéd like money in the bank wi 18 o
Australian heavyweight e tain and catcher

Iiducied: Walker Cooper, capiain Al
of St. Loujs Cardinals, into Army, o, Wy
Phillies' third baseman, mto 'J'*glh"e}r-r hrl;tmv.:
2on, Washington third Dbasem : [H A
Rejeoted; Billy Jurges, Giants SROTLEE, GELSUEE
of an old ankle injury: Ran Nerthey, Phillies’ out
[:':{'E':'E_r_-'_'l Bopdugs of an injury of the (eIl ear.

Turﬂﬂ'ﬁ a strong possibility that the Germans
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Eﬂ!led _fqu examination: Tony Ga
cavywelght contender and Jer i

OT Te-erainination: Johnny vﬂﬁ:j’.rbaﬁkeep, v
cinnati left-hander, o i

tign: Lonnie Fray, Cincinnati
Fritzia  Zivie, former world’s
- - . Commissioned: Ba
money Winner, as seeq
Promoted: Cgpl, Ray Robinson, lig
an. to se!'gela_m: Copt. Hank Gow
edgUer to enlist in Fi

.« Decorated: § e rorid

SE??nd ba
wellter che
n Hogan, leading S
nd' lieutenany in

gt. Barne £ 10 majnr
Guadaleanal, with Silver vSE:;ErE hg“'f'lne hETn! of
Citation. A% Presidentig)

A/C Dick Wakefisld, the T3 -
who's taking Navy pre
Wesleyan College, has haey tur
pilot because of his height
and will become either g Be
gator. . . . 5;:'!1- P;'H' hhrrnn, the .;,gar'f“':‘]‘ or
champlofl, 18 new & boxing ¢ .
-.xl-]e‘?l F:F'ir.‘flﬂ, Al . H A

i L e Rogappy- AL Moy
from & four of the South P"-:I:‘iﬁ(.' l::ltunm 5 hack
h thj

story: “In_the Fijis when
E‘.HTL'T and dump{:umﬁ_ my :
anyone in the crowd to Cotng 5ok
worlced fine until a big sajjq ["“ap 2n0d h

work-out, You know whey he 4y HY gave e

b 1'il|'r‘|_r-'-.‘
wrnn AOnce ta % B
Tom Heeney, Who 0Rce fough gy ied

!.ﬂ'n‘r aneti me

T r Meer, Cin.
-1, riginall l:

cause of colitis condition, , . ?-f?gi:gge?of'igdbe-
e

EE'n'l:,a]];
Mmpion,
I'o goif
Bttt o« -
Welpht cham-
‘_ﬁ]'it majop

4 L T
~fliglt trali'-’-k_glng Tookie,
r:l:-ii”Ing at Ohig
. dmn.-p as ;
I 3 ~Iooter)

6 roiiis litd)
Wi 1,:1‘*“”_"-‘# ton

Clipping is legal three vards on either side_
of the line of scrimmage.

In the Washington-Oregon game of 1928,
Bobby Robinson of Oregon intercepted a
pass on his five-yvard line and was we_ll on
his way to a touchdown when a SleSItltth&
Westerwellen, jumped off the Washington
bench and tackled him. Washington con-
ceded the touchdown before the referee
caught up with the play.

g L2
YAL

On Thanksgiving Day, 1924, Ed Garbisch, i
Army center and ecaptain, kicked four field
goals to beat Navy, 12 1o 0.

In 1923, Staunton (I1l.) High School de-
feated Gillespie High. 232 to 0, just about
the biggest score ever rolled up on a high-
school gridiron.

IE 1804, Minnesota scored 775 points. In
1907, George Capron of the Gophers racked
o 44 points, all by drop kicks.

South High of Minneapaolis won the City
Championship in 1911 without scoring a 5in-
gle touchdown. Its captain, Artie Low. ac-

counted for all of the team's points, except
one, by kicks

In 1902, Stanford protested the amateur
standing of California's star halfback, Loco-
motive Smith. Smith was withdrawn and his
substitute ran 105 yards to a touchdown o

lead California to Az ror the
Thiliane 4 crushing defeat over

The queerest quirk of thj ned
: . this season happene
?]tliﬁc!uﬁ]hm" Ohio, when Ohio StathE dgfﬁrz‘ﬂted
o 015 12 minytes after the geme had ended
humem%frt' of the 36,000 fans had started for :
Ohio Starl WO seconds left in a 26-96 game. | |
i 10 State threyw an
mi ;:i Emgﬁlals the gun sounded the end of
the U‘fﬁfiﬁ‘lﬂ ll{hmg was off side and it took

from the drm Jnutes to get the teams back

incomplete pass into

with
bar
affar

&

:,:Lf““""’ Patly Berg (loft) is still walking off

b dsre she has some costyme jewelry
You, Jos) Pinned ap by Pfc. Rose Vatarito

4.1 I =
MPleting Morine ocs o Camp Lejeuns;
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By T Sgt. EDGAR L. ACKEN

HE whole length of the one-story narrow
Tstnne barracks that served as guqrd-huusu
dormitory hummed with conversation from
the groups sitting on the steel cots, smoking and
talking and occasionally hersing with one an-
other. But Jake paid no attention to the others
He had a listener—bought and paid for with Bull
Durham. The listener knew i1, He was out of
smokes and Jake had the makin's
Jake waited until his vietim had ralled & smoke
and lighted il. Then he began: 41 ]2
“A frien’a mine come off arfurloug_hltaF lnpll
g Jake. I hear ya ol man ain't feelin
:‘[;EIEE;I;.‘:I__‘F‘E%:& g says, “What Ithe_‘_v Ido. Eatchl hirln
drunk and jug ‘im again?'—jokin’, see? An' this
falia eave “No. honest, I hear he's sick.’ So when
I hears that I goes outta the mess hall—1 was
doin' a week KP: that damn capmn again, jus
cause I missed reveille, hﬁnyhn‘-‘-’ I ii’-‘-‘ts to the or-
devly ¢ an sees the frs sergeaml.
"Iiléﬁiﬁm:ndnhc?w it was, how the ol man was
sick, had pneumonia or somethin. :
ﬂ“'ﬁﬂcigr:ma] listener on the bunk behind Jake
interrupted him: “Howja know he had pneu-
monia?™”
"Oh, T dunno. Guess this guy tol’ me or some-
in% Anyway, I tol' the first sergeant about it,

and he tells me to see the comp'ny comman'et.
So I do.

“Lotsa good 'at done me. The CD looks at me

fishy like and asts me where the letter was.
An' I says; ‘what letter? An' he says that letter
that tells me that my ol’ man's so sick. So I tells
him how it was—1I didn't get no letter, this guy
tellzs me,

“He keeps lookin’ at me funny, an' then he says,
‘I tell yuh, yuh can’t get ne furlough unless yuh
got proof that ya ol man's sick. Naw il yuh
wanis yuh ean go zee the Hed Cross an' get them
to send a wire an’ see if ya ol' man is sick, If
they say so yuh can get a furlough!

“Sp I went back top the mess hall madder'n
hell. Here that cap'n wouldn't let me off jug
‘cause he hated me, My ol man sick an” all didn’
make no difference to him.”

The second interrupter spoke up ggain: T
vou go ta ti'L::j Rt_::qi Cross?™ e
Jake turned. “Nah! Whatsa use? I¢ e
the capn'd saild he wasn't sick ’m:;.L,lgl-]l-:ﬂ :Pas ?m.k
thin'."” Jake setiled in a position it som'-
face hoth his listeners. The first one hyg ig ?Ut:nd
the cigarette and had slumped on the hun;:us I:.'I'.‘l
and then putting an interested ek e ;‘:D'ﬁ
The second man seemed the TGy ; 15 face,
the pair, #nd Jake 0re interested of
v = concentrated on him,

“Anyways." he continued, w1 got madder an'

e e

madder, There I was, peelin’ them spuds an
scrubbin’ floors an’ washin' pots; an® my father
ready to die. I didn' do nuthin' then, though—I
couldn’. But that night I borrowed fi" bucks and
got in a prap game and won 10, an’ I took the 15
an' went to town.

“I had a few beers an' messed aroun’ some. but
all the time I was mad. Fin'ly I made up my
mind. 1 savs to myself, ‘Mavbe the ol man's dyin'
or som'thin'. So I started out. I caught a freight
up inta Kansas and was goin' on inta Colorado
where the ol' man's at, an' then I happened to
think maybe the MPs or cops might look for me
there. So I gets off at Wichita an’ gets a flop,

“Then I was broke. S0 T got me a job in @
hamburger joint. I figgered on maybe writin® thea
ol' man an’ if he was all right, I'd come on back,
S0 I work on there an' T had a little dough an’
I was ready to come on back, an' 1 Eaes inta a
beer joint an’ I has a coupla beers an’ somebady
clips me freverthin'” i

“Were you drunk?” his new listener asked

“Nah! I had a few beers but I don't get drank
on beer. Why 1 ean drink a whole case of beap
an’ don' hardly feel it. T 'member— "

“What did you do then—after you got clipped?

"Oh, I went back to the hamburger joint.
couldn't come back with no money, could 17+

"¥You coulda taken a freight back, couldn’ yoyu?

Jaxrﬁ fooked hlarri at his interlocutor.
; ku}lnw how du‘tty Yuh get on a freight” he
said, Yuh1 wouldn't expec’ me to come back to
theYumr;lpn ¥ all dirty, would yuh?"
"Yeah" the other said, © a1l
the makin's?" O B e
Jake felt the wrong pockets first, 1 Buess I got
Eu!:ttto som'eres.” He found the sack and held it

The other rolled a smoke and handed the bag
back. “Then what happened?”

. Oh, T was workin', and a guy gels flip in the
1oint. He claims I short-changed him. We has an
agyment an' damn if he don't call a con! The
dirty louse!

“The cops take me in, Then they fine out Whera
I'm from, an'—here I am, Jus on account the
cap'n hates me an won't lemme see my sipk al’
man, I'm in here."

“How ig he?"

“Who?'! asked Jake.

“¥our father."

Jake got up. "1 dunno, T ain't heard
in a coupla years an' I never did ge

“You

from him
tta see him "

PAGE 1|




TAFF SERGEANT NORMAN GOODWIN'S complete
flying career with the 8th Air Force was a matter
of hours, On June 25th he took his first and only
trip as radio gunner with the. Flying Fortress " Bar
Fly " on a mission over Bremen. Half-way to the
objective four MEs bore down hard and fast on the
Fort's tail, Goodwin saw them coming, got ready to
fire, and the next minute knew that his leg had been
hit. ‘Tt felt like being struck with a paper bag,” he
has said since. He looked down and saw his leg hang-
ing by a few shreds of flesh; a 2o mm. shell had prac-
tically torn it off above the knee. L
Then fire broke out in the radio eguipment, a,}“l
as Goodwin crawled across the floor for an extin-
guisher, the plane exploded, and he was heaved but
into space by the blast. He parachuted down into
the North Sea, where the cold water stopped the
bleeding to some extent, and was picked up by a
rman patrol boat. 3
G&B}r simﬁrllar direct and painfol methods other Ameri-
can prisoner soldiers have reached the interior of
Germany as prisoners of war. Twelve among their
number arrived back in England re::ently,l tugg:t:_her
with about 700 prisoners of other nationalities,
mostly British, brought here b}r the mercy ship
Atlantis. Many of them, like Goodwin, have lost

n arm or leg. In spite of empty sleeves pinned
f:f.'.‘:lﬂ}f to thei% battledress and a dead-white pallor,

Y 5 ell and :
:,:Ee;mf.:g what was left of their teeth, more
than ready to talk about what they had gone through
in Germany. Piecing their stories together, one got
a picture o{an existence !I:ur:h_mﬂ barbed wire that :.uis
hell with few reservations, in whnufh uglg,r the quick-
witted, the ::uupeml;ive andtiuii}rb:,;tﬁmsggg:hs o

When a man is first captnr e
is nspally too weak, shattcred an e

.rv seriously whether he is alive

*I;:‘ji;r ‘I.:- iza; ?:u:?owus. dreamlike, spi_pwrt_ackad feeling.
lile Gulliver's on his arrival in Lilliputia. ﬂDn; m?:ln
who landed by parachute on German soil founc,
when he tried to stand up, that he was almost mﬂ:;i
pletely paralysed h{ spinal injures. | {:qu!d“%u .
the card all right when I bailed out,” he gaid, ut
1 couldn’t even get & gum drop out of my pocke
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cheerful and, with fragmentary

when I landed.
hundred yards aw

boy came up {guil oint
where the gum drops . and afte ! he
caught on, took out the candy, and fed me o Some:

Then I pointed some more and got him to take off
my parachute. After that he thought T was dead
and pulled the parachute over me very respectfully,
I guess he wasn't far wrong at that.

“The next Germans I saw called me ‘Kaput,' and
I knew what that meant just from the way they said
it. There was a whole crowd of them standing
arcund when I came to again. I couldn't open one
eye, because all the blood was dried all over it. But
I did open the other one, and after a while they put
me in a truck and took me to a dressing-station.'

HE first days, weeks or months a man isa prisoner
T are usually spent in a hospital which, as far as care
and diet are concerned, is more than likely to be
“strictly Nazi." Generous and efficient treatment can
be had only at the hospitals run by Catholic nuns or
at the merchant seamen rest homes on the Frisian
Islands.

Right at the beginning of his stay in Ge 1
Pﬁmnu Shﬂuld. tﬂke the ﬂﬂ’(‘.nsi?r_‘ya,s ﬂaré}ﬁﬁ;}-;
possible. This consists of knowing his rights, and
asking for them all the time, politely but firmly. A
man's dog tags are his life when he is interned ip
Germany, because they clear his identity as a pris-
oner of war and as a soldier. Without them he
would be banded over to the Gestapo as a political
agent, and the most humane attention that he could
hope for would come from a firing squad,

If a man knows the rules of the Geneva Conven
tion, he can use them to great effect. Sgt. Goodwin
recalls that when the Germans tried to employ ﬂ}‘n
American and British prisoners as cheap labor th 'Ef
were turned down cold and could dg nothing . | e
it. " They made the Russians and the FI'E-’F.I.I:]% about
though,”” Goodwin says. " Maybe thoge peopl work,
signed the Convention. But if yqy s %he never
vention, you know where you stang a.n,;'iv- e Con-
they can do to you, and what yoy ':f:l.n f]ll&t what

“Right at the beginning, dske g, retuse to do,
receipt for your personal h,ﬂmgings Jerries for a
your cigarette lighter, and things 1i]m;-: %nur watch,
wige you have 10 way of claiming ¢y e at. Other-
'i"r'j" SWiP‘E au}rﬂ]lﬂg you yve Eat Withﬂ 1, and thﬂ}f

Also, it’s a good idea 10 know Gepma tTie?:ﬂ?{d

thing extra to e
atternpts to cscape. [§g
for the men left bed

: N (e
P::E}';I;;?é;?fe taken ﬂir@ﬂﬂ!‘j’;‘lﬂ‘%@ﬁmﬂ camp
Whichever thy tPending on their physical condition.
Well-regulatedﬂ flE’St‘lna'[mn_ life settled down into &
hospitals |'-.mnl? distributed ordeal. In the
ST i bB;cd man suffered the same amount of
arm or leg ;f ;’I’;“FES h:slneighb{hr, and to lose an
tinction, ©§ eyesight was no mark of dis
Meds

was Egec::rfﬁﬁlﬁtme“t as handed out by Nazi doctors
expert, sava bb-‘f' the returning P.W.s as in-
British tlmt%e' ut sometimes successful, However:
collapse of Fm ¥ho had been captured after the
ever since. we ¢ 20d who had been in Germany
looked Em.i"l.'vs,-rWEnrt Quartered with the Americans and
famous braip °M magnificently. One of the most
Opj;rgmm in England performed a deli-
not only t 0N On an American that restor®

I'.I.E man's h ;
: Americ ealth h'f-t his memory.
lively underst;in;n;‘“ii English reached a warmh

the 0 the prison hospitals, witcT®
meth%?l}d:fu 5ell'.lu1e bl ah‘F‘-‘l the U:EIJF pm..-ticﬂl
“Survival left, Either you understo?
i you both perished. ol
i ies 5 wel
with each other as they do in ﬁyﬂhﬁﬁf of the
A0S kidded the English about 00F
Dunkirk d fas!; enough towards the beach at
cans op ’;han o British complimented the Amer™
had a < ekﬂrtuusliq,,r of their bull-slinging. " Thrf!r'
ﬂl“’a}r_g hof: Ph-ﬁl.’ﬁl:,*r Gﬂﬂd\lﬁﬂ Sﬂ.id. # which 1.3;{-_
‘twenty.- ':a;l when a Yank fier was brought 1
shot I!nﬁl;ﬁet ii_:hzusand feet, three engines nu% ﬁt!ﬂﬁ
A a e cont A z, - ; el
what hapmned then. ' E' m]s; still chimbing
€0 the Americans first arrived, they were blu®
%!I-:]d bﬂﬂfﬁul at iﬂtEr\l‘Eﬂs‘ But thé.j,. g‘}}t over the
de 8. “When you're shot down the natural ’fﬂ“;
iy is to blame everything and everybody,’ G090
Wil says, You blame the flight leader. Why wi
“T group two thousand feet below, instead of 4P
where it belonged, giving you protection? You blame




the pilot; why didn't he take evasive action _sooncr?
Later on you're too sick to care. In the hospital men
would dream up wild soap-opera schemes of escape,
but when you're an invalid, you lose interest in
freedom pretty casily. Those who were strong
enough were always burrowing under wires, but it's
not-a good idea pnless you speak the L‘}ngu,age. If
they caught you clipping the barbed wire they put
you into solitary confinement, and fined you for
damaging Government property. The latter
measure seems a logical enough punishment,

ue average day in a German hospital camp,
Tacmrding to Sgt. Goodwin, moves slowly nl-::ng on
a fairly regular schedule, starting at seven o'clock
in the morming when the German guard comes in
with a blst on the whistle and a * raus.”

Breakfast follows and consists of cool, weak tea
and black, cast-iron toast. At eight o'clock comes a
change of bandages. Actually there are few new
bandages, and the best thata man can do for himself
is to wash his old dressings and use them over and
over again. During the morning there is a recreation
period and outdoor ::xerg:lsc, using Red Cross sports
equipment. Volley ball is particularly popular.

At eleven o'clock comes a strong apology for Tunch
—pgreat bowls of diluted barley soup with large
hunlks of horse meat floating around in it. Food
parcels from the International Red Cross amve
ance o week, and they ease the food situation im-
mensely. The men organize themselves into com-
bines, in which all the members pool the tins cuii
meat and fish received in the Red Cross parcels, as
well as their supplies of margaring and Sugar. :‘\
size of a combine is planned so that the c::-n;v.? 5
of a whale tin will be just enough to go around 1ot
On’%h?%}:rmnna allowed the prisoners in Goodwin's
group a small stove and kindling wood, nmf}a gu;;::lll
would accompany thnse_r\;hu weu.:eitéirale :; ﬁﬂauﬂ‘:imr

il1 JUTPOSES. £ 1 5 :
igzrrdlzz;ﬂmg YI'm:p ought to hear fwir}?g'mwn men trying
ivide two small onions eveIL, :
ta ﬁé‘;t of Goodwin’s guards “ knew thied \;ar :;:
lost and were just hoping that i—tI ;:’”“md NGt
quickly.”” TFhey Wert no longer Ho y'::'s A n[wln_:rrﬂ
swashbuckling bullies, but older menﬁm S
had been veterans in the last war. T :d}rhﬂni e
inciuded men who had been shipp i
Russia either as a result of wounds gr i
or feet, Some of the guards were ;‘Cﬁn s -u'uung
fellows. but there were usually enoug tzﬁill The
to make them all distrust one another steadily.

. risoners only when
well-meaning ones talked to ﬁﬁiiﬂns- If they saw

they thought nobody Was . o
anﬂ}trhc[ gqlgnrd coming along, ll-g.muﬂl.g t?;?.wm
the conversation and pace Up an e
supposed to. Some of the guards il
on leave in bombed German cities, 80 o

! it
d not seem O hﬂlﬂ 1
the damage there. T]:mt :':;en the airmen, which

agaj 1SO0ELS, T

it e g, 1 e G, v

stoned American and English fiers ;:Lm

Swore at them whenever they saw e ofl the bloed-
There was one guard who bad chargment fitted his

hounds, and who in looks and tEmP:Tg he'd threaten

job perfectly, * He'd get 50 mad a% Alsatian, on

to set one of his pets, & huge "'ri'::‘;.::iﬁ that we'd all
us," Goodwin recalls.

s When he

' says Goodwin. *

run like hell back into the barmacks and climb into
the upper bunks, :

“One day the guard was passing by a French
prisoner, & big, powerful man, He had his Alsatian
with him and dropped the leash, and the dog sprang
af the Frenchman, right at his throat. The French-
man warded off the dog with his arm and then
grabbed it by the throat and choled it. Then he
raised the carcass over his head and slammed it
down on the ground. That was that.

* Another time they set two dogs on the Ruossians.
We heard a great uproar in the Russian barracks,
and soon one of the dogs came flying out the window.
They ate that dog.”

Besides baiting the guards, outdoor sports included
a singularly un-American activity—volunteering for
details, particularly the wood detail. Under guard,
the men in this detail actually could go beyond the
camp limits, where sometimes they'd be able to pick
up apples along with the logs and branches and bring
them back. “Then we'd have a mild form of apple
pie,” says Goodwin. "It was only about that thick,
but it was quite a climax in our diet."

Indoor amusements included every card pame
known, even a form of horseracing worked: out with
cards., The men built ship models and organized
language classes, plays, and concerts. The Red Cross
sent some musical instruments,

Such matters took up most of the afternoon. Al
six o'clock in the evening every one had to be back
in the barracks, and at nine o’clock there was a bed
checl.

For a long time there was a great shortage in
reading material, but gventually some books arrived,
Direct news reports were very rare and unreliable,
and in many of the camps the prisoners were cut
off dead from the outside world, As a propaganda
gtunt, the camp newspapers were pathetic. There
were two editions in Goodwin's camp, both printed
in English, one for the Americans and one for the
English prisoners, The American version was called
The O.K. News and it was signed by the “ Overseas
Kid.'" It featured pages and pages of ingenuous lies
and rumors about England, calculated to make the
Americans dislike and distrust the English as much
as possible, Similarly the English version fried to
inflame the English prizoners against the Americans,
The net effect was cancelled by the fact that the
newspapers were  distributed among the wrong
nationalities, and merely tightened the bond between
the English and Americans, who were already united
by their collective contempt for the Nazi propaganda
as by no other force.

When Italy surrendered, the item was not men-
tioned in the camp papers, but the rumor spread
rapidly. Mot for a fortnight after the Italian armis-
tice was the news confirmed by the arrival of large
crowds of Ttalian prisoners at the camp,

ok rules and regulations, the P.W.s found, are
Mohscrved very strictly in the military hospitals.
Patients are allowed certain hours to smoke, If they
are caught smoking at any other time, they get
five days’ solitary confinement on rations of watery
soup and old bread. For over-ambitions tinkering
with any one of the nurses as they lean over the cots
on their errands of mercy, a man gets anything up to
ten years, "It looks as if they were counting on a
long war when they thought that one up,” says
Goodwin, " There was one nurse, though, who was a
very good skate. She used to let us smoke whenever
we felt like it. Sometimes she even brought us
c1gﬁ:emit$.t?ﬂh&nw:s ce&—ts.lﬂsé.ly_nnt our natural enem}r.l; :
{ € NUrSes WL CAINE ACTOSS Wer: Weoll-
meaning and efficient, and the Americans in general
adopted the policy toward them expressed by a New
Zealander guartered with them who used to say,
“ There are two times when I'm not particular. One
iz when I'm drunk, and this is the other,” What
the Americans saw of German womanhood seemed in
fairly good working order. In one hespital near
Frankfurt they all could look out of a ground-fieer
window on to one of the main streets, There was a
reassuring monpiony in watching the same blonde
patrol the E:lme pavemt:nt I;:—?htdﬂm: nigh:ﬁg
“T'a rman mests a Inend oot on street
he gives him the Wazi salute,”’ Goodwin reports, “'but
if he doesn't wantto bother, he just says 'Heil Hitler.'
you should see some of the salutes. They'd bring
their hands up feebly and then let them Hop back to
their sides again. It looked as if they were trying to
get out of doing any heiling. When there were air
B e e h
the Russian and © A TITY L1 0 -stay
?,;lf;he Eactories, Tt'sa gueer feeling when you h;-!-a_};-
the raids in Germany, and know that you are right
gnder the bombs of your own countrymen. One
1igh1: we really had it, and all the windows wore
:,mwn out in the hospital, You onght to ses Ham-
hurg, though. We came through it on our way home.
Everything was lnid flat for miles and miles.
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* You can see why we did not go over very big
with the civilians. It seemed to me that the hospital
staff stood up to the raids, and the military element
took them fairly easily, but not the civilians. When
I left Frankfurt, I had to take a street car to the
station. A Russian conscript was sitfing on the
bench, also waiting for the trolley, and next to him
was a typical old German. The Russian got up and
gave me his place, because I was still rather shaky
and weak, When I sat down, the old German moved
over as if I might contaminate him. When he saw
that my leg was missing, he said in uncertain English,
“That is good. It is too bad that there are not a
hundred more like you.' His danghter was with him,
sitting beside a baby carriage. When her father made
hiz crack about 'a hundred more like you," she cor-
rected him. “You mean a thousand more,’ she said.
Fine people. ‘When the street car came, the Russian
helped me on to it, and held me up all the way,
because nobody wounld give me a seat.

" They threw stones at us whenever we stopped
at stations and they recognized us as fiyers, “Yahnke
schweinhund,' they kept yelling at us, and if our
ﬂia_tds were decent tous, they'd called them “Yahnke

vers.' "

The prisoners were able to pick up these ugly,
fleeting glimpses of the Germans as they are today
only on their trips from one prison camp to ancther,
and on their great final trip to the coast to take the
boat ride home via Sweden.

WHEN the report of their repatriation first came
through, the fortunate few did not believe it.
Th? had been subjected to so many rumors of that
kind over such a long period of time, that the truth
about their release was accepted very slowly and
cautionsly, " Sweatingout that repatriation was worse
thananything elee thatwe ever lived through,” Good-
win recalls. * We finally got all packed up, and were
taken to the station where we sat for hour after hour,
Nothing happened, and they brought us back to
camp. We had lest all our food parcels for the trip,
and we had nothing to eat when we got back. The
hoys had given us a farewell concert the night before,
and it was awiul for them, and for us, having to
ecome back again.

" Tt was four days before they took us away again.
All the time we kept thinking of the men who were
on the mercy ship two years ago, when the Nazis
trumped up some damn excuse to call it off. That
was when they were really riding high, but they've
changed their tune somewhat since. Still, we didn’t
feel safe about it until ws got to Sweden. Ewven then
we thought it wasn't real, We'd wake vp sometimes
and feel quite certain that we were back It camp
again, One of the fellows with us sdid that £ there
was any hitch or slowdown in Sweden he wis going
to go deliberately haywire and smash a couple of
shop windows or something so that he could be jailed
for a civil offence in Sweden. It might not have
worked but he was determined to try it, anyway.

"Sweden waza great preliminary, but the welcome
that they gave us at Liverpool was the real thing.
All the way up the river, the ships were giving us the
V for Victory signal on theis whistles. The crowds
and the bands on the docks really made you feel
that yoi had rejoined the human mace again.
They were all English; though;, and we thought that
we'd have to let them know that there were some
Yanks on hoard, so we all yelled, "Who won the
World Series?’ ; X

“ Tt was even noisier on the ship then, I_:ut they
afl played swing music. It was the first ime that
we had heard swing music in mnnllha_ and you have
to admit that that's a terrible thing to do to ome-
legged men.”

Cpl. JOHN PRESTON and Sgt. BEN FRAZIER
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“THEY'RE IS35UING THEM, 5IR, INSTEAD
OF GOOD CONDUCT RIBEOMNS."

—Pic Joo Kromor

“WHAT'RE WE HAVYING FOR CHOW TOMNIGHT?"
—5gi, Tom Zibelll

“YOU UNDERST

AND
INSPECTION ; OF COURSE, THIS

I5 PURELY ROUTINE.*
—Cpl. Art Gaotes v

3 IT ISN'T MY OLD DRAFT BOARD . . ."
N PR —Pfe, Migchall Wrighe




