


In the last war, more than a million men were killed in the battle for
Verdun. In this war, the area was liberated almost without a struggle.
But it was Verdun—"The hinge of the door
times on France, sometimes on Germany"
"Dead Man's Hill' reminding Gls again o

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON
Y ANK Staff Correspondent

things in this war—like small children playing in
the front-line rubble, and bodies in the mud of

VERDUN—YDH run across incongruously startling
Land suddenly covered with freshly-cut

‘Mo Man's
flowers.

At Fort Donaumont, in the middle of a vast grave-
yard a few miles outside Verdun, you stumble on
zuch an incongruity. Fort Douaumont is one of the

great underground concrete citadels that withstood
the battering of another German army for four years
—1g14 to 1918. In one of its crumbling concrete
surface rooms there are two piles of debris neatly
armnged side by side. In one, there are rusty 1918
shell fragments, mines, mortar projectiles, hand

nades, machine guns, rifles, and a single un-
exploded 4zomm. shell—all from the last war, In
the other there are K ration boxes, empty C ration
cans, cigarette wrappers, 2 broken pistol belt, and a
five-gallon gasoline can—all from this war. «

The debris obviously had been mixed at one time,
but some passing GI with a sense of history had
meticulously separated the old from the new. And
now the decaying room with its weed-grown rifle
ports has taken on the religious glow of a funeral
chapel.

Tf;:m,e two piles of debris, side by side, are Verdun
today. The old battlefield area north of the city is
not far from the site of the present battles around
Metz and Nancy, and the backwash of warrhas ﬂowad
into the old forts and trenches for the third time in
four years. This time the backwash is Amerncan.
Theré is GI laundry hanging from 1918 barbed wire,
GI bedrolls parked in the 1918 pillboxes, and GI
fjatrines in the 1918 trenches.

A negro signal corps unit moved into an old fort.
Before long, the supply sergeant discovered a tunnel

Jeading back to a nearby town. For four years in
the Iast war. reinforcements and supplies moved up
' the front through this funnel, when the saturation
it : made travel on the surface sure
artillery

ITages
death Now, it rainy weather, the supply, sergeant
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“ARMODRED UNIT Cls OF

THE ARGONNE FOREST TO EXAMINE
WHERE _THEIR FATHERS FOUGHT H_HE THAN A I:I.I.IA.

runs a jeep and trailer through the tunnel, draws his
rations and gets back, without having to worry about
slippery Toads, the MPs, or getting wet.

Technically, the 1.5, Army outfits were not sup-
posed to be there, They were merely assigned a
certain small geographical area for bivouacking pur-

However, if one of the old fortifications
happened to be nearby, they sometimes automatically
moved in. After all, a roof is a roof and four walls
keep the cold out—no matter how many thousands
of men once died there. As a medical corps major at
one fort explained with a shrug of the shoulders, " A
man has to worry about how he's going to keep his
bones from freezing tonight—mnot about someone
else’s bones of twenty-eight years ago."”

This is a pathetic area. Ewvery square foot of
ground has been torn up by shellfice. The grass and
a young, new growth of trees have partially covered
the scars, but the earth undulates as if a great wind
had whipped it up into tiny waves. The French
tried to clean up the battlefield after the last war,
but finally gave it up as a hopeless task. 5o the
miles and miles of trenches remain, and the millions
of feet of barbed wire entanglements, and the thou-
sands of unexploded shells and hand grenades, and
the mustard gas deposits, and the pitiful personal
debris. And now when an outfit moves in here to
hivouac, its bomb disposal squad must first take care
of the rusty old projectiles. And all around the area
are signs stating that you enter the area at your own
risk, and that building a fire on the explosive-laden
soil is tantamount to committing snicide.

THERE are endless cemeteries, and out in the wilder-
ness you find lone graves marked with names like
Feldwebel Frantz Lange and Caporal Andre
Nicomette, The landscape is studded with monu-
ments including the famous skeleton on Mort Homme
(Dead Man’s Hill) inscribed : “Ils n'on! pas passe—
They did not pass.”’

There is the ossuary at Douaumont, where un-
identified pieces of human beings picked up on the
battlefield have been gathered together. And there
is the trench of bayonets, where nearly a whole bat-
talion of the French 1jyth Regiment, awaiting an
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T

¥ . i - - .
WORLD WAR MO, 2, INROUTE TO VERDUN, PAUSE NEAR .

A WORLD WAR MO, L BATTLEFIELD—TRENCHES
R OF A CENTURY AGO. °

R L .

¥ =,
=
O v

attack with fixed bayonets, was buried alive by an
artillery barrage that collapsed the trench. The men
are still there and the bayonets still protrude abowve
the surface. Ewvery once in a while you run into a
perfectly flat shell-pocked stretch of land with not
even a stone or a piece of rubble showing. But there
will be a monument, like the one saying: " Here was
the village of Fleury, destroyed in 1916."

When T{5 Richard Epstein, of San Francisco,
lo?kuil. at this monoment and the surroundings, he
said, ““We thought St. Lo was bad. But here, even
the dust is broken up into little pieces.”

A piece of land was rarely contested for so long.
On a front barely thirteen miles wide, 800,000 men
lost their lives. ' Forty thousand were sacrificed in
an attempt to take a single hill. And there is a
report of 200,000 gas and high explosive shells of
all calibres, up te qoomm., being dropped into an
area approximately 100 yards square in preparation
for an attack. This was a war of total annihilation
where the slaughter of two-thirds of one’s foot soldiers
was expected, and thunderous artillery barmages
collapsed all the trenches, wiped out all the roads
destroyed all the truck convoys—thus enabling the
infantry to advance into a lifeless vacuum until their
ammunition was exhausted, or the next rim of resist-
ancuii was encountered. Great all-out offensives
would gain a few miles over a period of months
Then the offensive would be ground to a standstill
and the counter-offensive would begin.
itsThE importance of Verdun in the last war lay in
ks E]:Pgraphlml_ position. The city is described by

e historian Gillet—" The hinge of the door which
E":’"Es open sometimes on France, sometimes on
m_ﬂ'lﬁmi _ The whole battle was fought for the

'tca' ed heights of the Meuse River which rims the
'1::_:1;5" &D a semi-circle to the north and east, While
e l:ﬂ;ns needed Verdun to get to the great
Es lu ing to Paris, it was possible for the French,
i ng as they held the city, to counter-attack into
rmany,

E‘Ie Germans reached the heights of the Meuse

ﬂ:c Hi!ﬂ Verdun in 1914, They were still there when
war ended, four years later. Their greatest attack
carried them to Fort De Souville in June and July
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GERMANS TOOK IN 1916 AFTER DRIVING OUT THE 5T ORM

FRENCH WiITH TIME-FUSED GREMADES, GAS, AND LIGUID

FIRE. LEFT, L. 5. SOLDIERS OF THE PRESENT WAR ARE COOK-

ING DIMMER AT THE BASE OF A MEMORIAL TO FIRST WORLD
WAR HIRDES NEAR VERDUN.

ABOVE 15 THE FAMOUS FORT DE VAUK, WH:;:? THE

of 1016, Souville, like the other forts, is a rein-
forced concrete hill with several subterranean levels
and protruding fire points. On June 21, a frightfol
artillery bombardment began, raking every foot of
of the area round the fort with high explosives, It
was the heaviest barrage of the war. The ground
was chumed up, woods disappeared, and the ridges
were set on fire. On the 2and, the Germans poured
200,000 gas shells into the area. But French rein-
forcements, wearing gas masks and carrying heavy
packs, staggered up into the sector which they now
called “ The Furnace.”

% the moming of the 23rd, the artillery attack
oreac_hl.-d tremendous heights of fury. At 7a.m.,
the attack began, storm battalions of infantry march-
ing in mass formation preceded by special squads of
hand grenade throwers. The French reinforcements
moved into the vacuum. For days the titanic battle
surged backward and forward, On July rzth the
enemy reached the slopes of Souville. A moving bar-
rage of French 75s played directly on them. The Ger-
mans reached the moat of the fort. They stormed
the superstructure, But of the thousands of Bavar-
ians who had attacked, only 150 reached the super-
structure, "like the edges of foam from a wave."
In an instant, all 150 were captured or killed. The
Germans never got that far again.

Today, Fort Souville is a musty ruin, and its
superstructure is occupied by a handful of U.S.
troops. The first night the men arrived, they slept
outside. The second night they explored one of the
tunnels, said, * What the hell,”" and moved into it,
Now, the old ammunition is moved out of the mouth
of the tunnel, and bunks are spread neatly on the
floor. There is a stove which Pvt. Clyde Salter, of
Atlanta, Ga., found, and put into working con-
dition, and an electric light which Pvt, Joseph De-
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WERE'S A 1918 VIEW OF A CASEMATE OF FORT DI
MOULAIHVILLE NEAR VERDUN—DEFORE THE SHELLING,

THESE STRIKING FIRST WORLD WAR AERIAL PHOTOGRAPHS SHOW FORT DOUAUMOMNT (LEFT] A5 IT WAS [ARLY IM

1915 AND [AIGHT!)

George, of Utica, N.¥ , ran in from a nearby
generator. The mouth of the tunnel is neatly closed
by hangings of camouflage-colored parachute silks.
The day I was at Souville, Pic. Vernon Gardner,
of Ayer, Mass., and Pfc, Augie Roberts, of Lind=zay,
Calif., were throwing a baseball around in the moat
which was the highwater mark of the World War
One German advance. None of the men was quite
sure as to whether the fort was a relic of this war
or the last. * This Maginot Line,"" said Salter, " muost
hawve been a bitch to crack."

Big Fort Douaumont was the keystone of the
Verdun defenses. It was captured in a snowstorm
by the German surprise attack of February, 1916.
It was recaptured later that year in a matter of
hours by the French General, Mangin, who attacked
in a dense fog,

HERE are GI tourists and transients at Douan-

mont today. There are also two permanent in-
habitants regularly assigned there—Sgt. William
Hornbeck, of Lexington, Ky., and Cpl. Leo Kister,
oi Newark, N.J. The Germans had uzed Douaumont
as an observation point, so Hornbeck and Kister
moved right into the small barracks building Jerry
had constructed on the superstructure of the fort.
The building is now suitably decorated with such
signs as, “ Through these portals pass the loneliest
bastards in the world,” and, “ Broad and Market
Streets.”” Hornbeck and Kister use various sections
of the fort as storage places for their equipment.

Hornbeck hangs around the fort, but Kister has
explored all the old tunnels and shafts of the fort
about as far as it is safe to go. In so doing, he bhas
come across some strange things. Decp in the bowels
of the earth, he found a beautiful cream-colored room
with a flowered border around the walls. In other
subterranean chambers, he found row upon row of
crumbling two-decker wooden bunks with shreds
of decayed blankets and clothes, obviously just as
the poilus had left them twenty-six years ago. In
an isolated blocked-off section of the fort, he dis-
covered a human skeleton clothed in the grey-green
of the German army, In another place the Cﬂl’p‘fi’ﬂ]
showed me a ponderous turret-raising mechanism
and a rusty 155mm. gun, with shells, reamer and
sergeant's whistle right next to it, all ready to fire.
The turret was invisible from the surface and
evidently had been forgotten.

Kister had collected dozens of souvenirs from the
old weapons left lying around the fort. Now he spends
his evenings working on a ring for his girl friend,
miade out of the copper band from a World War One
shell. Once he tried to walk across the valley to
Fort De Vaux on the next ridge about a ml!::l away.
He got about a guarter of the way across. Then he
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became hopelessly entangled in the maze of barbed
wire, shell holes, trenches and potato mashers, that
he gave it up as an impossible job. He has a nice
sense of values. *To think,” he says, " that thoze
poor guys tried to do the same thing in pr8—with
shells falling around them, besides."

Kister shows you a rusty shell fragment just out-
side his shack, and an unexploded 7smm. shell
curiously protruding from the concrete wall of one
of the casemates, He professionally points out the
huge crater cansed by a French goomm. shell which
scored a direct hit on a casemate from fifteen miles
away. The casemate simply has ceased to exist.

So proficient is Kister's knowledge of the place
that often touring generals and colonels press him
into service as- a guide. One fuoll colonel neglected
to do this one day, and went wandering around one
of the tunnels by himself. Later that afterncon, the
colonel's driver came looking for Kister. "1 think
we better see if we can find the Old Man," said the
driver, * He should have been baclk two hours ago."'

In two minutes Kister had found the tunnel, and
five minutes later he bhad found the colonel. The
colonel was yelling loudly from the bottom of a

it « h he had fallen, Kister and the

40-foot Pl{'l:stct'lxh;?oncl out with a rope. " You
dnvcrl P: have done like that, sir, Kister =aid to
f::uucl:}lll:mﬂl “ Someons “’5-151 meaning for somebody

i : in here."
else not to vﬂ.\.lk n?ui?t“:li'l;:rmtﬂ ST aetop I e
i Berhage 10 home of an ordnance outfit which
= th‘fﬁﬁlﬁ“ﬁ? fort, lock, stock and barm}. The
outht had been living in holes in the mud since D-
Dutﬁtand when it saw the 2-foot thick stone walls of
Eﬁf{nrt it almost wept with joy. T_Eglﬁay IBVislitll;l-_f_[
them the company commander, Lt. William Bonelli,

Detroit, was happily established in one c,'f ﬂ:lu
Of' tes and the supply room wis functioning in
m“nll; ammunition chamber, with the usual sign
ﬂr;:l:; supply pr_-mnnuel may enter supplly oom
tﬂ.ﬂklﬂ'}j to the closed steel plate doors—as if l&nymm
could get in anyway. The barber, Pvt. Tom Nomey,
of Pawtucket, R.1., was cutting h;u._r in a gun turret
and T /5 Maynal Sheaffer, of Harrisburg, Pa., was
boiling laundry in a GI can in the mﬂc_vtat. T

The guard room was installed in the pillbox at
the outer edge of the moat, And the only addition
to the 1o18 security setup wias 4 handrail erected
by carpenter Sgt. Francis Lucas, of New Haven,
Conn., along the moat bridge. This was necessary
because cpl. Jack Moore, Iﬂf Bluefield, W. Va.,
the corporal of the guard, is almost blind without
his glasses and +wice fell into the moat while chang-
ing g ight.
m%sﬁzdtaﬁiﬂfune above the archway entrance to
the fort is an inscription in French. Below this in-
scription, sign painter Sgt. John Melton, of Hunting-
ton, W. Va., has posted another sign which says
simply, “Our Home."

De Vaux. It was here that a tremendous defense
took place in 1916, the last minutes of which were
described by the historian Gillet as follows: ““The
Germans who have gained a footing in the ruins of
the superstructure are only able to dnve the French
out of the casemates by lowering baskets of grenades
with time fuses and by spurting liquid fire and
asphyxiating gas. Captain Tabourot, who was
df:gendiug the northeast gate, lies writhing in.agony,
wounded in the stomach and with broken legs, The
aid post is a hell where hundreds of wounded lie
parched with thirst in the stinking darkness. Water
is unobtainable. The stench increases. In the
atmosphere of smoke and gas it is impossible to
breathe. On the seventh the fort signals again, and
these are the only words that are read: ' . . . At
the bitter end . . , Vive La France. . . "™

In the very northeast casemate where all this took
place, a strange thing has happened. The walls are
covered. with scribbled names, hoine towns and
dates. The Germans started it in 1916, and you read
inscriptions like ““Eric Deutsch, Dusseldorf, 1916,
Then come French names, *'Francois Rozier, Paris,
1917, “Lugien Olivier, Lille, 1939."" After that
come more German names, “‘Karl Schreiber,
Koenigsberg, 1942."' And now there are names like,
“Paul Martz, Wilkes-Barre, Pa., 1944.""

The American names are big and black and seem to
blot out all the others. One of them says, *"Austin
White, Chicago, Ill., 1918 and 1944. This is the last
time 1 want to write my name here. !

anurs the most famous. of the Verdun forts is
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Whenw'liie'air, the infantrv,lihn armor and the artillery all

get working together, without argument, it makes a prefty
picture on the map, and the attack is acknowledged to be
“very well conceived.” These are logistics, however, and the

men on the line say simply, '

supposed

By Sgt. MACK MORRISS
YAMK Staff Correspondent

ITH THE FIRsT U. 5. ARMY IN GERMANY—

There was a staff sergeant standing along-

side the road gloating over a Jerry pistol
he'd juost picked up. He didn't know the name of
the town his platoon had entered on the first day
of the attack: he didn't know the name of the town
just behind him, or the one just in front of him,
He said : “They're throwin® in some stuff over there
and I think we're still cleanin® a fe_w snipers out.
“ou know, I was just sayin® to the ]}eutemnt here,
‘Damn, I wish I could find me a P38." And[ looked
over there in the weeds and seen a belmet a:nd a
belt layin’ there, and I went over and just picked
up this P38.

“ Well, anyway,"” he continoed, " we went into this

i eolumn of dences, No, I don't reckon we
;Joém 111;1:::55 we worked platoons in. We took our
abjectives, anyway, and got some prisoners. Came
dark we settled down, and they put an 88 barrage
in on usand blew hell Duttof the PE?;E That's about

I'm locky; got me a i

an‘i'h]za;?e?:'teuant zaid he thuught the name of the
sown was Kerkrade. That's in Holland. Tt was
taken on the second -of tiird day of the atlack, b;:t
it was the first day of the attack as far as the
lieptenant and the sergeant’s outfit were E!‘Jﬂ::EmEﬂ+
That's the trouble with these things. It's ha;i:}
get the big picture, - Ome or two outfits wi

ther one will kick off and a
P S one will kick off.

to
kick off, an

couple of days later still another

‘Now this is the way we're

to fight."

Then the armor will break through and spread out,
and some reserve units will come up and be com-
mitted where they're needed. And before long,
everything is mixed up so that you can't tell from
nothing. Of course, there are people who can tell
you these things. Battalion knows where C com-
pany is, and the regiment knows where J is, and
divizion knows the disposition of its units down
to the sixteenth of an inch on a square of acetate
covering a one fto two hundred map. It's only
by ascending degrees that you get the big picture
out on the line.

wo soldiers sat silently in a chapel, which was on

the right as you entered Rimberg Castle. The
castle was a little beat up and the windows of the
chapel were gone and the gilded figures carved into
the wall behind the altar-%)'tcce were chipped here
and there and pretty generally dirtied by the ancient
plaster that had spilled from the ceiling when the
shells hit. Outside, the artillery was still hitting,
and, occasionally, men would scatter for cover. But
our artillery and theirs together made such a noise
that you had to be pretty good to tell what was
going out and what was coming in; the whistlings
and the blasts blended together. :

The two infantrymen sat quietly, not moving.
One of them had been reading a letter. The other
held a long-necked bottle, dark and dusty. ‘“Wine,"
he said. “'Good wine." He said it quietly. He
wasn't drunk or anywhere near it; just relaxed for
the moment. The chapel was suddenly very guiet.
It had been there, perhaps zoo feet inside Germany,
for several hundred years.

T »
: T A

TURE

Now this attack was a thing very well conceived,
It was to start off with air. ""Well, as soon as the
weather permits,”’ the general had said. And the
air came, butit was a disappointment to the infantry.
There wasn't enough of it in the right places; and
when the infantry captured a prisoner, they ashked
him. what had been the enemy reaction to our pre-
paratory bombing. Unfortunately, the prisoner had
been asleep at the time and he said, ""What pre-
paratory bombing?®'

That was on the first day, but on the fifth day
it was different. Air came in to give close support
to the infantry, to help break up a counter-attack.
Air was on 15-minute call all that day, and it did a
nice job during the counter-attack, It also messed
up a4 German barracks that had been well fortified
and was giving us trouble. Air was up glistening in
the sun and wheeling and diving, so that it seemed
there was something missing in the assault sound-
tracl if there were no planes up. Then they would
slide back into the sound pattern and leave again,
like the smooth instrumentation of woodwinds and
brass.

The infantry had little argument with air or armor
in the plan of this attack—in the big picture. The
infantry was to break throngh the Siegiried Line and
the armor was to follow, move past the infantry and
spread out to the front. It makes a very pretty
picture, and you can illustrate it with arrows that
streak through a breach in a wall. The armor was
a little slow starting, because the infantry was a
little slow breaching the wall, but armor is at a
disadvantage when it has no room to manguver.
So there had to be a fair-sized gap before the armor
could get going. Then it was all right. 3

H1s attack north of Aachen in Germany was not

the first penetration of the Siegfried Line. There
had been other break-throughs south of Aachen,
and this one up on the northern flank wasn't much
different except that it came at the end of a Jull and
the. others came at the beginning. The southern
break-throughs were from a running start; the
northern one was from a standing position. The
northern people held up before they reached the
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HITLER 5AID HE'D WEVER HAVE TO FIGHT IN GERMAMNY —

DUT HERE

THE ALLIES MARCH THROUGH THE SIEGFRIED LIME.

DOMNCE PAST THE LINE. AMERICAN FORCES CAPTURED THE
CGERMAN TOWMN OF STOLHBERG, WHICHNOW LOOKS LIKE THIS.

MHEET, AN

ALLIED MILITARY GOVERNMENT UNIT TODK QOVER.

HERE ARE SOME EX-HITLER YOUTH DEING QUESTIONED.

GERMAN C
DESERT UD

IVILIANS, PAYING THE PRICE OF WAR AT LAST,
AcCH FOR THE SAFETY OF THE ALUED LINES.

] There was plenty of artillery, both ways.

line, got set and then hit it. OFf course, the Germans.

got set, too. That's why it was rugged. They pgot
set with their artillery.” By the second day, and
certainly by the fourth, the infantry had decided
on one thing definitely : that there was more artillery
coming in on them than there had been anywhere
else before, '

The Germans mixed mortars in with their artillery.
They mortared and shelled until, as the infantry said,
-it was better to'keep your fingernails over your head
than to have nothing up there at all. Battalion after
battalion lowered the boom in answer until at night
the sky flashed orange-white like the little lights
on a busy telephone switchboard, Artillery took
up a lot of space in the big picture—and down in
the impact zone,

From the observation post you could traverse the
telescope over maybe an Soo-yard *front. It was
pretty well plastered. There was a knocked-out
Tiger tank over there, and on the slope were two
or three hundred shell craters which made the slope
the most forlormn-looking place in the world when
you looked at it through the sterile eye of the battery
commander's telescope. There was a haystack on
the hill that looked partly knocked down, and no
one could tell if it was a real haystack or a pillbox.
Fifty calibre tracer bullets have occasionally bounced
off haystacks in this vicinity.

T was interesting, with the shells bursting and all.

But down below the observation post and in front
of it three or four hundred yards distant was a little
scene containing more drama, although no one in
the OF paid much attention to it. There was a
crossroads down there and the road that went to
the left carved out of sight around the bend. From
the crossroads on, the road was under enemy obser-
vation. And Jerry sat back there some place and
sniped with 88s at whatever went up or down the
road. You could sit in the OP and hear the shells
coming in on the road, four or five of them, maybe,
and then a jeep would come barging around the
bend toward you. And another jeep would start
down toward the crossroads and go out of sight.
Then you'd hear the shells come in again, You could
always tell that they'd missed when the jeep rounded
the bend coming toward you, buk when one went
down the road the other way you couldn't tell® And
as the jeep passed the OP, the guys would be just
sitting there, like they were on their way home
from a movie. Tf you hadn't just seen it, you'd
never be able to tell from looking at them that,
thirty seconds before, they'd been riding along like
those little docks that roll across the back end of a
shooting gallery.

But. one time two jeeps and some shells met

simultaneously at the crossroads, and in the con-
fusion the drivers couldn’t make up their minds
which road to take. So they ran into each other.
That was on the third day of the attack. It was
very funny, So was an incident that occurred when
some soldiers stopped off in a barn on the fourth
day. There was some shelling, and a shell came
through the wall of the barn. It hit a cow and took
off her leg. And then the shell spun around and
around on the floor in the midst of the soldiers, and
never did go off.
But
there was.the infantry and the armor. The infantry
went up against pillboxes, as the infantry south
of them had done before, and took the big boxéar-
like hunks of concrete. The Germans fought from
field fortifications around the pillboxes and then
retired inside the pillboxes, but they weren't much
better off in there. The infantry picked them off
with rifles, firing through the apertures, so that a
German officer who was captured complained bitterly
against that sort of marksmanship,

ND then the infantry took over the bunkers and
Aswmtad out Jerry artillery fire, and then moved
on. A bunker would become a platoon CP and then
a company CP and then a battalion CP or an aid
station, So the attack progressed, slowly. On the
first day it moved just over the Wurm River, which
is a little creck that approximates the border; then
there was another crossing on the second day and the
~armor began to push. On the third day the infantry
was in Ubach, Fourth day, stymied. On the fifth
day the Germans counter-attacked at ojoo hours
and retook six pillboxes. The infantry fired 1,200
rounds of mortar fire and by 1000 hours the coumter-
attack was stopped. In late afternoon the infantry
took its pillboxes back again.

Today, everything began to move. The weather
was good and the air was good, The armored people
said : ‘“‘Now this is the way we're supposed to fight."
The infantry climbed up on the backs of the tanks
and together they captured Alsburg, and the big
picture people reported 1,300 prisoners and several

‘a second again

from the road

! land gained. When you've beeq
ﬂ??usma:;ﬁm:f awall it fecls good to have the wall

start softening up after 2 while.

i .o Tndian summer back home. The
T2 vae Balenburg and Ubach was very bluc
with & few high clouds. When an 83 tn.:rl-‘:i ﬂﬁlputshot
tian L over there, the airburst was dead black for
e st the white of the cloud. The 83
missed, but jost bﬂ}:egtin a;fu :Jtm Ls shied away from
like a highs :
tkﬁ;:ﬂ r:;“rg mﬂg Ubach are almost together apd
they're both messed up, but me:h 15 worse than
Palenburg and the funny part of it is that the Ger-
mans did most of the messing, It you had Dy
occasion to wonder about the Germans shelling their
own towns, you should take a ook 4L Uth‘, It's
not as bad as St. Lo or Cassino, certainly, but it will
take a long time for the man who owned the hard-
ware store to inventory his bicycle fenders and his
light bulbs and rearrange his shélves again. In the
back room he had a pot of coffee on the stove, and it
was still there, and the calendar on the wall was dated
two.days ago. :

Up u!: eruet, a few doors away, was a beer parlor,
but now all the chairs and tables were flung around,
and the side that fronts the street was tom up so
that it didn’t look attractive at all. The bar was
very nice, though; looked like it had been made of
chrome. Across the street was a hotel or something,
and in one room there were two expensive radios
and a bunch of Reichsbank notes on the table. The
radios weren't booby-trapped, cither; at least, they
hadn't exploded yet.

You stand in one¢ of the houses here and marvel
at the effect of high explosives on a civilian home,
particularly if the place has been lived in for a long
time and the people have collected a lot of junk
through the years, and stuck it in odd drawers and
behind doors and whatnot, A sewing basket looks
very strange when it has been blown into the dining
room and the knitting needles and swatches of cloth
and fifty different kinds of buttons are scattered all
over the place, mixed in with the knives and forks
and the legs of the table and a couple of hundred
pounds of bricks,

In the square in Ubach was the Party head-
quarters, with a couple of neat signs outside. Under
the signs lay a soldier—an American—with a picce
of burlap thrown over him. Through a hole in the
burlap his chin stuck out and you could see the dust
on his whiskers. Inside the headquarters were some
doubledecker bunks, and somebody had taken a
big picture of Hitler and smashed it over one of the
uprights on a bunk, leaving the frame caught there.
Further up the road were some Germans and a shL-{gP‘
The:sheep must have canght a direct hit because he
was almost tumned inside out. A German lay mixed
up in a pile of bricks and he was so tangled up in
:Iho‘ilm;sﬂ?fr Endh bricks t}'lat he looked more like 2 rag

. e bad never had any bones at all.

Am_:rmzn German lay across the road, face up, and
his face was yellowed the same colour as the dust
which the tanks ground up as they went by. A
ISi:-:Ufma“'PEMUd b'}: and through its turret was a hole
ﬂgc :.-fuu‘.-} make if you took a pencil and ran it
rough & picce of K ration cheese. The Sherman
Wﬂh.'.: going back, 3Il1d its crow rode it Wu.'s.ri]}r, The
oha "ttryﬁ# a5 passing through, on either side of the
:-I‘ Eé' own the middle of the street went a gang
bri .ﬂEn.nm} prsoners, and the two forces glanced
thuLsfr:-ttLauh other and walked on. Ina shelter off
past th;"r :::fsjtfi;: ';I,d people, civilians who were
wore black. anybody in Germany. They
In front of a wrecked beer hall stood
irl,.¢ - il 5 a young guy
:;I:::th: gl::lll:il;{-tméd this young Buy had on plugl‘num and
back Yqu socks and his hair was all comhed
but the infanie ered Who the hell this joker was,
and Wﬂ:li-:eﬂ My Just looked at him and at the girl
that Ubach ur:ﬂ 1he infantry walked on up the hill
ODs, with oy 20d they were sweating in their
packs. The cooroats tied across the tops of their
: 12 stubble on their faces caught the dust
» and they looked as infantry always

1 i
ooks when it's on the move in action, dirty and tired,

and numb,

ﬂf‘l;l]']cu;ruar:ﬁ]hw was blasting from four sides, most
yesiérd]ﬂrry wasn't shelling today, as he had
i ay and the day before, but now and then
Somwg::jd be something coming in.
ﬂ‘uﬂit?':' ¥ on the street asked the infﬂl]tr}f. ‘“What
A ti .
the {:—'u‘;_ﬁélf-:tu}f looked up disinterestedly and told him
the mmpﬁi;“;“'ﬁ:’- ;['ht'.n he added the name of
i o4 10 the phonetic alphabet,
E-'.l&}l', he said, £

And it wag Pure irony, the way he said it,



LY

MERE, TC MEM WORKED MIGHT AD-
G UP TO SUPPLY THE ARMIES op ﬁ:l.ll..

By Pfc. BROCKIE STEVENSON

The four water color drawings reproduced on this page are the work
of one Gl who, like thousands of others, has lived and worked amidst
these surroundings.

THE END OF THE LCT IS LET DOWN ON THE HARD, AND A “LONG TOM" IS QUICKLY
AND EFFECTIVELY STOWED ON BOARD TO BE DELIVERID WHERE IT'S NEEDED.




Adriatic Front

On the Eighth Army’s right flank,
Polish and Free Italian troops
are pushing back the Nazis with
a determination born of revenge.

By Sgt. HARRY SIONS
YANK Staff Correspondent

w THE EicHTH Army Apriatic Frowt—The
o noonday sun glared down on the battered
port city of Ancona as we drove through
its steep and narrow streets on our way lo the
forward lines of the 2d Polish Corps. holding the
Eighth Army’'s right flank along with the Corps
of Italian Liberation and the Italian Partisans.
A few newly recruited AMG police with white
arm bands patrolled the main streets. Jeeps with
important-looking officers dashed around honk-
ing horns, although there was practically no-
bady left in the city to honk horns at.The civilian
populace had been asked to stay out until water,
light and other utilities were partly restored.

We drove down to the harbor of what had been
one of the great Italian Adriatic ports. Right now
the port was a sad-looking mass of rubble,
blasted piers, freight buildings and wrecked
ships. It was hard to tell what had done the most
damage—Polish guns. German demolitions or
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Allied bombs—but the sum total was impressive.

We walked along the harbor's edge. An lalian
laborer shoveling gravel into a shell erater eyed
us listlessly. A dozen yards [rom a pier a German
freighter lay gently on its side, as if taking an
afternoon siesta.

We continued north along roads lined with
heavy traffic, Polish six-by-sixes, half-tracks,
tanks, armored cars and trucks loaded with
Polish troops, on their way to or from the front,
Everywhere you looked—on trucks, road signs,
shoulder patches—was the insignia of Lt Gen,
Wladyslaw Anders' 2d Polish Corps.

It was midafternoon when we reached the
Polish divisional CP, set up in a large orchard
and field a half-mile off the road. The Aéld was
covered with tents and hutments. and up on a
knoll were a group of farm buildings.

A tall Polish paratrooper lieutenant. wounded
in the fighting at Belvedere, explained to us the
over-all set-up along the Adriatic region of the
Eighth Army front. The 2d Polish Corps held a
sector extending from the sea for about 20 miles
inland. The Corps of Italian Liberation, the
newly formed Italian Regular Army, was holding
the Polish left lank. On the left of the CIL, Par-
tisan groups were operating.

The lieutenant shook his head when we sug-
gested a trip to a coastal town half in German
hands, half in Polish hands.

“It's a little too hot right now." he said, “"You

" Polish staff sergeant.

: . the Germans and they might
|_mgh| E;LL%II'JE:I; I:ii t:ot recognize our Ie:‘.gal Ex-
?;l;itcfm Ithe:.f often shoot Poles when they catch
them, The Germans, you gee, are a strungeﬁ .feu?lle'
We have pushed them back more llhan 0 miles
in three weeks, but they do nol recognize ous

existence.”

We stopped at a
soldiers were engage
equipment. Therle WEere
ian rifles, machine gun

Polish ordnance unit, where
d in sorting captured enemy
piles of German and Ital-
s, carbines and grenades,
i itank guns,

- were long lines of enemy anlitank guns
gchlfj;cks. mortars, 795 and ﬁmrlmwnwet fer. Ger-
man Aame throwers, Standing in front of a IE.H”
Italian replica of a German 75 was a pot-bellied
“Kak ~pashiviaste?” we asked, in what we

ed was Polish,
ﬁg'L‘lll'; fine,! replied the sergeant “How are

. things back in the States!”

Back before the first World War he'd been a
mechanic in Chicago. He fought in the U. S. Army
in France in ‘18, came back to the States and
then moved to eastern Poland in the garly 1920s,
When the Russians came in 1940, they took him
and his family to Siberia. A year later he volun-
teered for the Polish Army and was shipped to
the Middle East. Now here he was in a 2d Corps
ordnance unit, happy except for one thing—he
hadn't heard from his family.

“How'd you like to go back to the States?” we
asked. A dreamy look spread across his fat face.
“¥ou mean back to God's country? That's too
good to be true”

A couple of soldiers in the sergeant's outfil
came over to chin with us. They were brown and
hard and alert-looking. In/their British sun-tans
and shorts they looked like Eighth Army Tom-
mies. We talked about the life of Polish soldiers.
Chow was pretty good, much better than it had
been in Russia and. better than in Irag. They
were getting fed up on British bully beef, but
their cooks helped out with Polish specialties—
hot borscht with chunks of meat in it or mayvbe
some sweet plum soup. Equipment was good. Mo-
rale was high, even a little too high sometimes.

“Like when we were al Ancona,” the sergeant
said, “The men didn't want to wait for the
artillery to come up, They wanted to dash up the
hills without support. They're out for blood.”

l:\' the morning we piled in our %-ton British
utility car and drove back to the Palish divi-
sional HQ. At the press tent we met a lieutenant
whu was liaison officer with the Poles for the
CIL. He was a tall good-looking bronzed kid who
looked as if he had just come out of OCS. He
laughed when we said so.

The Corps of Italian Liberation, he told us, was
c:'ealted under the lerms of the Italian-Allied
armistice as the official Italian army. It receives
its equipment from the Poles and is under the
Jurisdiction of the 2d Polish Corps.

The CIL's headquarters, where we met several
staff officers, were located in a shaded villa evac-
uated by the Germans only a few days before. In
contrast to other Italian officers, these were in-
formally dressed in slacks, shorts, sweaters and
rolled-up shirt sleeves. With them was a Capt.
ph'lj"!tilml the British liaison officer with the CIL.

& operations office was a boudoir of the
Louis Xll‘l-f_ period, with gilded cherubs painted
on the ceilings and brocaded curtains at the win-
dows. We sat on gold-and-crimson love seats and
fragile gilded chairs. If it hadn't been for the
maps pinned against the walls and officers busy
:c!. lbf:f deaﬁgﬁ. You would have expected the ladies
G U“"a 'ﬂﬂ_thg11~ dppearance for tea, Instead

. Umberto Utile, the CG, bounced in—short,
igef'ual.f siu:k}f, volatile ‘and egg-bald, We chatted
im;prgré mt{l};lt&s, with rCapl.. Phillips acting as
el hu];‘ e Egeneral's Ttalian was too fasl
R the captain, who had spent 15 years

aly before the war, spoke the language flu-
E“E-‘f{ complete with gestures.
willz Est:’ﬂﬂg a[[te"nﬂﬂn Capt. Phillips drove out
CPiwag o n l;l!antr:,r unit of the CIL. The unit
billetad in la 'ge farmhouse; the troops were

ME m;t; scattered over a nearby ficld.
Italian pa?if In odds and ends of uniforms, old
Arounia ch TOOp pants, slacks and shorts, lay
bl ﬂcwmg_the fat and watching a couple of

We SEI:D]:M boiling abové an open wood fire,
whio: hag ﬂisi‘)tﬂ hl{Sk}' youngster from Turin,
the armistic rted from the Italian Army after
e E and volunteered for the CIL. Like
Yor ﬁghtingﬁ- U{Lhﬁr EM, he had two chiel reasans
eity and 1e : Eel the Ge-rm:u_'l.s out of his home

Pay up old scores with the Fascists,




The Fasecists, he said, were no :
would be any good. Italy never ﬁgﬂfdaﬁgﬁ:ﬁr
peace until they were all eliminated—ang hy :
drﬂ% his l‘::anﬂhacmss ‘his throat. 5
en ist attalion marched thr 2L
trano, he said, which they hag t'akeunugf?ugﬂt%e
Germans after a bitter battle, the townspeople
lined the streets and threw fAowers at the feetput
the marching soldiers. In the crowd WEre @
couple of local Fascists. They also threw- bouquets
but the bouquets had grenades inside them and
several soldiers were killed. So were the Fascists
of course, a few minutes later. g
A :::ruwd of soldiers gathered round, and it
wasn't long before the conversation developed
into a regular Eyetie bull session, with each man
shouting to Bet in his 2 cents' worth. One of the
Egn:s lt;‘.t his pot of pasta to complain about the
ood rations—one meal of a every oth
but bully beef three times apa;;y evag d;yfrﬂi?c};
to the Jerries and the Fascists, it seemed, the CIL
ha!e;i bully beef —and next to bully beef the
Eritish “V" cigarettes, rationed at seven to a
man per day. We took out a pack of Chesterfields
and offered it around, lighting up a “V" cigarette
somebody offered in exchange. It tasted like
burnt straw with a mild flavor of cow dung.

WAJ = cbent the next two days with CIL units
scattered over the farm lands and along
the slopes of the beautiful Le Marche hills. It
was a pleasant, rich country. We walked through
fields carpetéd with bright red HAowers, and
though the sun was hot, cool breezes came from
the hills. Blackberry bushes grew along the moun-
tain roads, and there were long stretches of vine-
yards, heavy with grapes, and orchards of plum
and peach trees.

You wouldn't have known there was a war
going on, except for the steady booming of the
Jerry cannon fromsthe ridges to the north and
northwest; the everpresent signs marking mines
a few yards off each road; the blasted road cross-
ings and bridges, which the Germans had blown
up in retreat with devastating efficiency: the
fields pocked with shell craters. And if you hadn't
known that the hospitals in the rear towns were
loaded with men, wounded in operations that
had taken place only a few days before.

It was dusk when we were led through a
mountain road, across a large cornfield and fruit
orchard to a battery of Alpini-manned 75 moun-
tain guns. Some of these mountain fighters from
the Piedmonte region had seen action in Russia,
others in Greece and Montenegro, -still others
with the Fifth Army near Cassino. They were
older men—soldiers who had seen too much
fighting and wanted only to get the war aver”
with and go home.

The battery OP was on the second floor of a
farmhouse, and the guns were concealed near
rows of haystacks a short distance away. The ob-
server peered through glasses from a front win-
dow and ‘shouted fire directions to the battery
helow, while from the side windows of the same
room the farmer and his kids watched the guns

st away. ;
bl;hrery 'Eirme the 758 barked, the kids shouted
and applauded. No one seemed to be concerned
about the enemy guns, even when a bright flash
of fame indicated that a Jerry shell had hit a
haystack less than 100 yards away. The 7is kept
blasting, the kids kept hollering, and the farmE-
er's wife walked around the battery guns as if
she were enjoying an after-_d_mner stroll, :

The next morning we visited a battalion of
the Arditi, the CIL shock troops. This unit was
taking a couple of days’ rest. It was Sunday and
when we arrived the battalion was celebrating
mass in an open field. The men were standing
in a semicirele, the chaplain facing them at an

altar made out of, piled-up British ammo boxes. |

er mass the men gathered around their CO,
a f;rfitr_}r, fierce-looking paratrooper, ‘whu gave
them a pep talk and then led them in the ba}f
talion song, written many years ago-for the Ard:t:
by Gabriel d Annunzio, the famous Italian poe

- iopnalist hero. ’ :
angnz':agfu nthe Arditi corporals had fought \:.r?_h
the Italian Spezia division against the American
troops at Gafsa in the North African campaign..
“1;2' sgked pim what he thuuﬁght C::f :t:?:nﬁ?fﬂ?g
soldier compared w?th the Ger : :
bﬁidf':flhizitation. he said he thuu_ght hul_t.,hdwre;
5*lgai in courage, but the Amermaase‘ anse
::ct:ical fighting knowledge than the rmans.
“The Americans,’

he said. “liked to make
frontal attacks. At (Gafsa

pur unit of 32 men was
attacked by 60 Americans whom We repulsed three

times because they went straight for our position
from the front without trying to flank us.”

“But the Americarg beat you," we said.

“Yes,"” he answered, “but you wouldn't have
beaten us if we had had better equipment and
food and better officers. Besides, we could never
trust the Germans. We never knew when we'd
get support from them and when we wouldn't.”

“That's ‘what the Germans said about you,"
we said, :

He smiled bitterly. “I know that's what they
said. But I was there."

“Does having fought with the Germans help
you fight against them now?"” we asked.

He grinned. “It sure does. We usually have a
pretty good idea of what they're going to do.”

orR two days we had been frying to get in-

formation about the whereabouts of the Polish
staff officer who was CO of the Partisan groups
in the Adriatic sector. No one at CIL headquar-
ters was sure where he was, but we heard that
the Partisans recently had fought off a German
attack on a town to the west. So we headed there.

It was a rough drive, along narrow mountain
roads, through fields, up and down diversions
that sometimes were 60-degree-angle drops and
across shallow streams whose bridges had been

. blown up. It took us almost two hours.

Along the road we encountered Italian carts
laden with household belongings, painfully mak-
ing their way, some drawn by bullocks, a few
by men and women. They were coming from the
direction of the town. :

“That often happens,” Capt. Phillips explained.
“When the Partisans take a town from the Ger-
mans, the people line the streets to welcome
them. Then they start packing up and get oul
They know the Germans are going to start shell-
ing the place from their new positions.”

We drove slowly through the town's narrow..

streets and into the piezza. The place was nearly
empty. Then suddenly a band of about 30 Parti-
sans marched in from a side street, heavily armed
with an astonishing assortment of German rifies,
American Springfields, British tommy guns, Brit-
ish grenades and Jerry potato mashers. One toted
a German MG-34. Others were draped with
chains of machine-gun cartridges while almost
all wore heavy German belts with Gotf mit Ung
inscribed on the buckles,

They were part of the Partisan unit that had
held the town for the past four days against
German attacks.

With one of the Partisans as a guide, we drove
out along a8 mountain road and up to a farm-
house, where we found two officers, One, a broad-
shouldered major with rugged weather-beaten

features, was the CO we had been secking. The

other, a captain, was slight, fair and youthful.
The two officers were sitting at a table on which
were spread a large map, a bottle of wine and
two glasses, -

The captain was the last kind of officer you'd
expect to be a leader of a hard-bitten, rough-
and-tumble guerrilla band. He spoke with a
clipped British public-school. accent and we
weren't surprised when he told us he wore the
Kent School tie and his father was a barrister in
London, “in the Chambers, you know.”

Last February he had been an intelligence offi-
cer in a British regiment, somewhere in southern
Italy. Reports had reached Eighth' Army intelli-
gence about a group of Italian Partisans operat-
ing in the hills southeast of Naples. He was of-
fered and aceepted a job as liaison officer for the
Eighth Army with the Partisans.

There were about 250 men in the band when
the captain joined them. “They were hungry,
had few arms but were full of hate,” he said.

Last December, the captain explained, some
German soldiers had been found stabbed to death
in their sleep, in an encampment at the foot of
the hills. As reprisal the Germans burned to:the
ground every house in the four villages of Lama,
Torrento, Ledopolena and Polena.

The young men of these villages formed a band
with one purpose: to kill as many Germans as
they could and follow the Germans as they re-
treated north, until there were no Germans left
to kill in Italy.

“\We are now 500 kilometers from the hills

“ where the band started,” the captain said, "Many

of our men have been killed, but we have always
found Partisans anxious to take their places. We
ask for one gualification: each man must have a
personal reason for hating the unemy."l

The Partisans built their own bridges as they
moved north, had their own mule train and’ ob-
tained most of their weapons from the German
dead. Most of the time they were behind the Ger-
man lines. ;

“In fact,” the captain added with a wry smile.
“we are more of less behind Jerry lines right now.
How would you like to visit one of our outposts?™

FrorR we had a chance to answer, we were

piled into two jeeps. The captain drcu_ve one,
the major the other. In thesback of each jeep sat
two Partisans, armed with tommy guns.

We drove slowly along a narrow road aboul
400 vards toward the German-held ridges, then
switched into a field and up a small hill where a
cottage stood concealed in a clarhp of trees. To
the right, behind-a haystack. was a machine-gun
emplacement. Two Partisans lay behind the gun.
one a new recruit. He had fought for the last 10
months with his father in'a local Partisan group.
Several days ago his father had been caught and
shot. Now the son was Aghting with the major's
band.

“For the last 24 hours.” the captain said. “he's
been sticking Lo that machine gun hoping for
Jerry to come.'”.

We visited several nmore outposts, then drove
back to the major's headquarters. We sald good-
bye to him, cheeria o the captain, and headed
back. [t was dark when we hil the main road.
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PUPS AT POW-WOW. LT. GEM. OMAR
BRADLEY'S TWO FOX TERRIER PUPPIES SIT IN
OM AN ALLIED COUNCIL OF WAR M FRANCE,
GUARDING THEIR MASTER'S STEEL DEREY AND
COCKING AM EAR TO LEARM WHAT'S UP.

Glider Trip To Holland

ITH THE FIRST AIRBORXE ARMY 18 HoLLaxD

w (delayed}—The operation, as explained in
the brieAng room, was to be like the old
off-tackle smash in football. General Dempsey was
massing English armer for a sweep through Holland
and thence around the end of the Sieglricd Line.
The First Airborne Army, the largest glider and
parachute force ever assembled, was to swoop down
on both sides of the long oad and run interference
for the tanks. Our airborne job was to land, to
seize and hold the bridges, canal banks, and road
junctions, and to keep ‘em rolling north toward
Arnhem:

Just before noon on September oth, our tow-plane
pilot called **Good luck'' through the interphone,
and the Roy White's Revenge was on its way,
part of a wave of reinforcements for the landings
already made on Sunday, two days earlier. Lt
Hashal, our glider pilot, had named his ship for a
frivnd of his wheo had been killed in Italy, We rendez-
voused briefly over England and then struck out
cross-channel for the Continent. The fog closed in
varly and at times we could barely discemn the out-
line of the tow ship just up ahead. Occasionally,
through a break in the fog, we'd see a glider abandon
the flight and spiral down towards the Channel.
Usually the air-sea rescue boats were waiting on the
spot almost before the glider hit the water. The flight
grossed o German pocket near Dunkirk but, except
for a few fashes, the expected ack-ack didn't
materialize.  Another glider lost control over this
pocket, but it held to a long glide and apparently
made it to safe territory. At any rate, when we last
looked back, the boys were standing around talking
with the local population.

I was holding down the co-pilot’s seat and as Lt
Hoshal swung us north towards Holland I saw him
make motions for his fak suit. His judgment was
confirmed a few minutes later when we crossed a
patch of woods which blossomer suddenly with short,
barking bursts of machinegun fire. It was our first
of spveral such experiences. A glider at 500 feet
is a clay pigeon. You just sit there feeling naked
and helpless and big as a barn door, while the slugs
pop through the canvas, Glancing back I could see
some of the boys hunching instinctively :
center of the glider, though it wasn't much use since
one position was about as safe as another. Once ]
thought the pilot was hit, but when he saw I was
_worried about him he grinned and said, "'No, not

“yet!"" That was all right with me. 1 had no desire
to make  glider pilot, at least not just then.

There was a last burst of fire over the trop zone
and then Hoshal swung us earthward in a hurry.
Counting up on the ground, we found we d been
pretty lucky. A private sitting just back of tﬁﬁ
cockpit had been wounded in the face. I ha.dhcultg t
4 slug in the hip pocket which Empl;'_:f‘![ *""H""':I};
through a notebook. As for the rest, they wert

toward the

SPIFFY SPA. 5/5GT. DAVID WILSON MUCKS HIMSELF UP WITH A MUDIATH WHILE S[SGT., SHE

RAMAM RILEY COMTENTS HIMSELF

WITH A MINERAL ONE IN THE FAMOUS BELGIAN RESORT TOWMN OF SPA. THAT'S PVT. FRANK BILIM AIRING A TOOTSIE.

right ; there were holes all over, but the slugs had been
hitting where we weren't.  Other gliders were still
coming in and some of them were catching fire.  Just
as we struck off cross field for the assembly area,
we saw two big C-47s belly up and plunge down
in fAames. A glider pilot, several days later, told
me that all in all it was the roughest mission the
Transport Command ever few.

Lt, Walker, of Clayville, I.I., assembled about
100 men and we set up a temporary defense.  The

Yanks in

shouted ‘*Americans!'' and surrendered,

The next day the regiment made a forced march
to Veghel, about nine miles down the line, where
Jerry was putting up strong efforts to cut the road.
One of our companies went into position, set up
an outpost, and sighted two German NCOs cautiously
working towards our lines, bringing with them o
blindfolded sergeant from one of our parachute
units. The Germans were taken prisoncr.  The
parachutist said he had been captured the previous

rest of the company was scattered all the way from
London to Brossels: Division HQ sent a call for
help shortly after we arrived, and about a dozen
of us.piled into a pair of jeeps and hurried down
to Son, a nearby wvillage. They'd beaten off the

“attack by the time we got there, but Jermy was now

having a try with his bombers, so we crawled into
the first handy holes and just sweat it out for the
night, The next day the company moved up to
the other side of Son and took over a canal bank.
5/Sgt. Jack Eleopounlos, of 5t. Louis, Mo., took a
patrol and “liberated’’ the village of Beughel,
about three miles away, which for some reason
had been bypassed in previous drives. There was a
great deal of rejoicing but no beer, so we had to
celebrate the occasion by gorging ourselves on apples.
Several of the young men of the village voluntesred
to accompany us back to our own lines. They
spoke reasonably good English and had considerable
information to give us as to the disposition of Ger-
man troops,

 held Son for three days with only one action,

That came when the battalion was detailed to
elean out a German pocket which menaced the road.
Jerry put up a stiff fight at first, but we drove him
out into an open held interspersed with drainage
ditches and he started giving up. Plc. Emnest Miller,
of Payson, Utah, pulled off the big coup of the
attack, Miller was charging from ditch to ditch,
firing his BAR, when it blew up in his face, Carried
forward by the impetus of his charge, Miller leaped
into the next ditch, brandishing his trench-knife.
The oceupants—three Jerries armed with machine-
guns and a mortar—threw theic weapons away,

day when he and another sergeant had sighted what
appeared to be a white flag waving from the German
lines, The white flag turned out to be Jercy's artillery
direction finder, The two Heinies owed their ciLp-
t.“m, to a different bait; they had voluntecred to
::ﬂ:::;ﬂ:;r lines in the hope of finding American
Capt. Walter Miller, of Washingtan D.C

aranged an old-fashioned horse tl‘.l{lt'.gtf_;l;t* of 1iu'-
i{*rmfms was sent hack and returned with the other
nl:ltﬁﬂ{ﬂm (P]:-mﬂh“tﬁt' The: four NCOs—two Yanks
e a{fl th-r‘.T":'lI"&__L:nm parted company on the
S f.l_ ilhelmina Canal, each pair Teturning
s anl nes.  True to the Yankee tradition,
P e er squeczed a little advantage from the
thiie rt;;{li';f-:fnlg‘ﬂhil]ﬁ of the Germans and from
i (E’:r il & repatriated parachutists, he learned
ST ULY Was missing the German CP by
St Eai“m}!'ﬂl't}y Th.“ mistuke was corrected.  We
s Jilmﬁ"mﬂ_"m'ghlmtc German psychology. The
o hﬂpl:lv‘.;sl e:::elves members of a unit which
we fought o ¥ pped, couldn’t understand why
Uit it ':h;':’-h*-'" 'i'-’lt Were so surmunded.  For
in ?i&lwat'in tﬁeu;l:sgnpiz::qummnd RN W
oo m:’g:::mlttlﬂl!r-;. the remainder of the regiment,
failed to fii hﬂth ¥ scattered groups which had
ol m!:i g _li.flI_‘Sf Nlight, was sitting tight on
Veghel. A Imttu?‘t Bes that assured us command of
scheduled. £ 1;!‘- of Herman Gouring troops wis
position hutitm:-L ¢ a do-or-die, attempt on our
i witll:wcr tame. The Germans contented
cessful demotis an occasional shelling, an unsuc-
bridges, and 101 party which had designs on our

‘ an attack which cut the road below




; about equally het were left to
duty and what : ¥ Ween

: . : passes in the Arm
e 1o Yielded @ lot of valuable
apples are plentifal. _Bood looking and Dutch

English than most A

can get a pair of tch shoes for \

cigarettes and, if you're lucky, a bztw.ﬁepgfk:i:i
for sevén packs. But jost where ¥ou can get thﬂsz
commodities comes under the Eeneral heading of

secret information.
=By Pic. GEORGE GROH
YANK Fiold Correspondent

TH.ﬁT old T/5 stumblebum acquaintance of ours,
the Count, doesn’t intend to let his hitch in the
Army mess up his career as a civilian any morethan
necessary, He used to sell refrigerators back in
civilian life and he plans to sell a lot more of them
after the war to friends he's made in the service.
“ well, maybe you'd hardly call them friends"
the Count concedes, ™ but | got their home ad-
dresses off their service records and the chances
are they'll buy an ice-box just so's I'll go away
and stop reminding them of the Jﬁ.rmrI

The Count arrived in the ETO with a stack of
business cards neatly lettered with all the pertinent
facts about himselfi—name, rank, serial number, anﬂ
the notation that he is a " sales representative.
Tastefully engraved In the lower left-hand corner
is the insignia of a T/5. It’s the emblem that keeps
the Count on the straight-and-narrow path in the
Army. | paid §5.98 to have them cards printed
with a T/5 on t:em."bhe says, * so naturally | can’t

rd o go an t bus

.ﬁ;hl Cuﬁ: ha.s“wurkad out quite a neat little

stem for distributing his cards. ** The trick with

ece second looies,’” he explains, ™ is 1o give them
a snappy salute with one hand and slip them 2 card

with the other, Before they know what you've

done, you're gone, and ?‘Fu've got another customer

day—maybe.
fMD?;:::!ld ¥s :h::l"‘r Count admits that so“{arihhﬁ
hasn't sold many refrigerators in the ETO. INt I'
he says, when asked how business has been |a :ur.
* | can't sell nothing here. :z; g:t: ‘:hinx. :: t:gurr.z
: d i be ot
il:‘::r'ui:;‘ ﬁh;ir:::f'ri: I:Eg. And for another, | ain’t

in" king any in
got any ice-boxes to zell. They ain twrl::“nl i

days and eveniith a
;I::]t:::: thﬂ b:{-:uu jce-boxes don't :;T lntu the
size of packages that the APO will handle.

ith the

ctance of the APO to cooperate wit
Tg‘fur;h.; m?nn;arl:hl f_nterpnm E:t:krim I:I;wtnu
“ | wrote me old fady, st 4

send me just one lictle i“;::’:rzl.:d- 5o she hauls

to the boys and get them taxi, along with
one around to the Wu:faﬂhu oes the wise guy

me written request, an t's what. And

down, tha
of a clerk do? “:“;'i:?: 2 simple request for an

i r
h:hi:"d;p:mtm er fighting soldier son—well,
AL hwer sos used to clean up as a sales-
ad‘ i Ti:'l;hd]::t:aunt js apt to mutu;‘that.
man in civilian L csucht up

when the
henﬁﬂ"ﬁf ;L:‘hfﬂlnﬁns made a fortune if he d
W
been able tI:I: d :
somecne T o
o o
m
i mm his full five-foo

himsell u
to |-|1||.u:l'||;I Say, listen. F::Fﬂrnunﬂ ¥
got me my six-months

The Plece of Junk

OMEWHERE 1IN HoLLanp—One day during the
bitter fighting here, a lumbering junk heap
that should have been on its way back to the
smelting plant months before ambled up toward
what was then the front lines. In it was Sgt. James
Paddy McCrory, of a British armored battalion.
He was alone in the tank. .
_When the commander of the unit saw the wheezing
Piece of armor in which Paddy was riding, he barked :
"Take that-ambulating pile of scrap iron out of
here and don't come back until you've got another
one, That's an order, sergeant.”’

McCrory disappointedly turned back from what
looked like one hell of a fight and began urging his
beat-up Sherman toward the rear and the ordnance
depots, having considerable difficulty keeping the
tank going at its top speed of seven miles per hour.

Padxltgawa.s angry. He didn't want to leave the
battle that was coming up.

Then he saw a bunch of U.S. paratroopers from
the ro1st Division. The Yanks were forming up by
the roadside in which looked like battle array; so
Paddy stopped and yelled out: “ How about some
tank support?™ :

Lt. Col, Patrick F. Cassidy, commander of the
outfit, yelled back, * Okay.”

Naturally, Paddy needed a crew ; so S [ Sgt. Stanley
F. Czarriak climbed aboard to take over the machine.
gun, and S [Sgt. Roy W. Nickren got on top to act as
observer. Then Paddy buttoned down the top of
the tank and ambled off in the company of the
parachute infantry battalion,

Everything went fine until Paddy’s 75mm. cannon
quit, which happened just as the unit was attacking
two enemy anti-tank guns screened by some shrub-
bery. There was no turning back; so Paddy simply

_went up against the anti-tankers, using a screwdriver

as a fAring pin and a tank tool as a hammer. In
this way, he sent many shells screaming into the
bushes.

crew had accounted for two enemy guns, one

German ammunition lorry blown up, about hfty-five
prisoners, and about fifty Germans killed. -

Paddy McCrory was still with the Americans the

w HEN the day’s action had ended, Paddy and his

next day when news came throngh that two enemy
tanks had cut the single road held by the Allies,

Without waiting for his crew, the British sergeant
buttoned the lid of his limping Sherman and took
off. Near a point where the main road had been cut,
he saw a small lane that looked like a good place to
start operations, He pulled into the lane and was
about to go into action when his engines conked out
on ;:,im, That was that, He couldn’t move another
inch. .

The tank was right beside a house and Paddy got
out and started tinkering with the engine, when
suddenly he heard some loud talking by the side
of the house, The voices weren't speaking English.

McCrory did some quick reconnaissance and
swallowed twice in rapid succession when he saw a
German 88 on the other side of the house. Luckily
the 88 couldn't fire at him through the building:
aleo, Paddy couldn’t fire at it. What was more
to the point, Paddy couldn’t have moved if he'd
had the smoothest-running engine in the world—
not with that 88 so close! So he zsimply sat down
by his Sherman and waited. After nightfall he
quietly slipped away and headed back toward the
ordnance depots, leaving his dilapidated tank for
the Jerries. '

They say that Paddy McCrory won't be marked
AWOL by his outfit.

—By Pvi. HOWARD L. KATZAMDER
YANK Staff Correspondent

What, No Cones?
uis isn't to say that it's anything other than
Tjust'pla.i.n hell at the front, but some GIs in the
vicinity of Aachen have been enjoying some-
thing they never thought they'd see again until they
were west of the Statue of Liberty. Seems that back
of the lines in Liége, there's a big ice-cream manufac-
turing plant which the Krauts neglected to louse up
and which is now running smoothly again. So three
times a week a truck goés back from the front,
loaded with GI cans of milk, and returns with the
same cans full of ice cream. Result: Pie a la mode
in a foxhole. Not as many flavors as Howard
Johnson offers, maybe, but a darn sight better
than bitter.
—YAMK Field Comrospondent

— AL F R, ¥

A GERMAN PALEOX W LIEGE, BELGIUM, 15 COMVERTED INTO AN ALLIED PUBLICITY DISPLAY. TOWNSPEOPLE COVERED IT'
WITH “WELCOME" SIGNS TO GREET ADVANCING YANNS,
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PRODUCED BY THE C

. DDG Tlll!ﬁ, This Army dog stretches out next te his GI master to snalch a minul‘!: or twa ,n'i
rest during a bivouac in southern California. The animal is one of o grovp of canine “"”-'I':F‘
troined by the @MC Remount Service al tha War Dog Reception Center in San Carles, Calif.

1

CUTE KIDD. shellbock Williom B: Odekirk Slc hos just been
initioted by King Meptune after crossing the equator on o Coast
Guard-manned assaull transpart ship in the Southwes! Pacific,

'

ki

€pl. Florence L. Bous

r a @l honeymoon
too. The honeymoan

MOTORIZED MARRIAGE. In Bari, ltcly, WAC
W. Hopkins Jr. What could be a batter buggy fo
they had a jeep, and with trimmings,

r married Capt. Wilson
than a jeep? Mothing. So
waos spent al o mountain rest camp.

. Her zipper busted so Linda Darnell hod to HOPE ON TOP. Globe-girdling radj
:'GHT L".:Ef g:enrrfneﬁes costume for film, “The Great John L. ing Center, Oahu, T. M., 15 do g :pn: :;‘ dwm::;n “omic, Bob Hope, steps off af Jungle Train-
e sewn i ing wi '

th M/Sat. John Compton, ex-grapple’™
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TINIAMN TOTEM. This Jopanese Shinto shrine on Tinian seemed to logl samething in the ayss
of Marine Pfc. Don Roberts. He climbed on top to pose os o symbol "i_'iﬁu!hernech Supremacy,
Uncle Tom's Cabin, Sacred and Profane Love, Custer’s Last Stand, Faith . what Have You?

0

TRUNK LIME. In Assam, Indio, elephants are the only means of
transportation that can get through the swomps. Two smart
Signal Corpsmen use one as a stand for stringing telephone wire.

/ ] v f RAT CHEESE. Thiz was o Mazi concrete pillbox in France an
¢/ : ', 7 ; exaomple of the so-called impregnoble German defenses, The fire
i i . : of Americon tank gunners haos blasted it into a riddled lump.
= r : JI FL .
i d got tirad of uniferms. They got & i
MNISSEN NIGHT LIFE. Gis in Icnl’un' 'S-hnr'rl'r et the. Lk the At:' vary hikad thay kicked

i i hare. J -
1o the Red Cross girls stationed there. "0 ing wear—in one - obliged with o full-
fledged fashion show—Ffrom swim suifs _n avening St Nidaan: hits

. . F T -:I""f
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POST WAR DREAM. T/5g1. Joseph Austin ond V-4 August Gray in ; i i : .
ide of the post-war jeep. Theirs has cigarette lighter, spotlight, air hy *w Guinea show their EARTHBOUND ACK-ACK. Thers isn't enough Luftwaffe, so inis
s, dashboard starter. antiaircraft unit in France figured it would support the doughfeer

| .






Plans for
Washington suburb, voice caused a lot

the future were hatched in a

of dizzy dames to tie up traffic in Times
Square, a GI's widow left home for France
a mother-in-law loused up a blue haaven'
and the Treasury decided that hangins;
around an airfield comes under the
heading of a good time.
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HERE are only 1t d R ; s
bl sation }’;' ‘:‘ﬁlz;:ﬁ} 'th.gnt:ll_l.a.ﬂm*t 't_h_ﬁ speed of l'_!l_'v
el ot - C is the military nccessity
: E sufficient troops in the service to quickly and
Efrm"'llféf‘rl%’ defeat Japan. The other is available shipping, . .
u]_"ti?t] “i-:: _(_"l'.tllfﬂ'['li.'.rl'l'lll: i;ﬂt":ﬂ?‘.‘: l.‘.'l::lti:l' into the plnnning,"

5 Just 47 words, men, is the dope as it came last
wieek _frﬂm the |-{nss man of the Army—Secretary of War Henr
L, Stimson, His statement was taken in some quarters to l:i
an answer to charges by Governor Thomas E. Dewey, of New
York, lh:v _H:-.pu_bl]c:l.n candidate for President, to the ei’lw:t that
the administration was planning to keep Gls in uniform after
the war to avoid the possibility of having to sct up a relief
agency to take care of them.

stimson issued his reassuring statement only a few days after
gnuthrr Wnshnygt:)n authority had made it clear that the encmy
15 not necessarily as good as beaten yet—not by a long shot.
FI-E'CGI‘UI_"H to the Office of War Information, if the Germans hold
out until Spring, the Japs won't fold until 1047, This was pretty
bleak war information to those many members of the home front
who lately have been running around telling each other that the
war was practically over., :

The trouble out in the Pacific, the OWI explained, is that our
nearest base is still 1,500 miles from the Jap mainland, that
Tokio still has an army of 4,000,000 to say nothing of a possible
1,500,000 potential Nip soldiers who so far haven't got snagged by
the draft, that Japan has been making some extensive headway
against the Chinese lately, and that the problem of finding enough
shipping to fight right into the cnemy's corner is going to be
one tough baby.

JiLr, the war has to end some day, and representatives of
sthf.' four hig Allies—the U.S., Great Britain, Russia, and China
—have been spending most of the past two months getting ready
for that day. Last week these representatives, ‘who have been
meeting at Dumbarton Oaks, a fancy estate in,a suburb of
Washington, finally made public a proposed charter cooked up
during their talks and calling for an international security organiza-
tion to slap down Aggressors before they get too far out of lmu_-_.

To put it briefly, the Dumbarton prnpc:sa]rr woul_:l C_FF‘“E it
worldwide agency known as “"The United Nations'' and
empowered “in take such action by air, na*_ual, or _Ianr_l forces
as may be necessary to maintain or restore lntr,:rn.'-ttmn;:i lu-ali‘:;
and security.”’ The permanent members of this SEt:l;.I:FWOu..
include the four nations which drafted the proposal, with France
oining “in due course,”’ and there would also be six non-
: = t s of two years. In addition,
permanent members ¢lected for term ; Pl
the charter suggests having a generd] By ﬁ as an inter-
whose powers would be rgety ﬂdv??ﬂ}iﬂgﬂt‘?:l council of 18
national court of justice, an "CUL "L direct the force needed
nations, and a military staff commi

to maintain peace.

& Al this_wi'.:..:, of course, only a be o
pointed out that none of the decisions r‘;‘i heL e
was hinding on any natim:_ a::? E:‘ft 15L£rhich D

e mg[elﬁetfi] t‘li:;rtav';l:;bus chiefs of state, then revie:#eﬂ

BT c:'1'115-1:]‘“J‘!'~Tatim1s conference, and ﬁqally okayed h:yl eac

ggv:.m'[}r!:itt involved in accordance with its constitutional way

of doing things. z 'nVESﬁ.Eati‘:"“ ander way to try to
B At cummlt?‘ll- Ef;]w?[:l.flhich was repurted to have b{ﬂk{;n
gE‘t {0 the bottom ol & HUtEI S‘tﬂ.ﬂﬂr in Wﬂ,!{-hlllgtﬂl'l shortly

out in the mezzaning OfI:h;:ddIL"SEEd the Teamsters' Union there

i s , deth
ﬂtﬂr.PmSIdentTEo N;f'y officers—Lt. Cum-.m:]a::mtfe:f{ thsdhsen
a while ﬂlg;l'ndnlph Dickins, Jr—T¢ ,rte'd. 4 e they were mem-
Ia:'gadda; for a dance when mvcmt} IETI:' tr:-“;{(‘i in their hair. These

spe’ TInion' e i just made
e th:-l-l;itzlr::s ::;i'ﬁ::er.‘i. said that "‘the President ]Tﬁd';fjuuuniform
ﬁ;ea:;iﬂfh-” and wanted 10 KDOW L i Chief. Suddeth and

i Commander-in- it
were going to vote for th:;u;)ther men that it was none of their
Dickins sai

d they told tB

inning and it was guickly
it % at Dumbarton Oaks

Six thousand throng Cathedral of 5t. John the Divine in Mew York to give thanks on

the fourth anniversary of the climax of the Battle of Britain.

Eifie Klinker, who has just joined Charlie McCarthy and Mortimer Snerd in Edgar

Bergen's family, meets the head of the Los Angeles pross photogs.

Here's how the Eastern Seaboard hurricane sliced Atlantic City's Heinz Pier, a land-
mark of the New Jersey resort. The Steel Pier, boardwalks and other amusement

spols also suffered severe damage.
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business, and with that 5 fight started. Just who

the men who tangled with the Navy were, nobody
seemed to know,

WAEH[NGTON‘E most recent murder was doing.a
pretty good job against tough odds of wangling
its share of the headlines, Two days after petite, 18-
year-old Dorothy Berrum, a government typist of
Chippewa Falls, Wis.,, waz found mped’ and
murdered beneath a weeping willow tree on the
Potomac Park Golf Course, police arrested Pic. Earl
McFarland, 21, a Marine veteran of Guadalcanal,
whose wile, in New Berp,, N.C., lost a week-old
baby only a month ago. Pfc, McFarland was located
by means of a Marine's coat belt which the cops
found a few yards from where Miss Berrum's body
was discovered,

McFarland served as an assault engineer with the
First Marine Division on Guadalcanal and is now
stationed in Washington., He was said to have a
police record dating back to when he was 10 years
.old and listing three vscapes from a Tennessee re-
formatory, two prison terms, and desertion from the
Army. Police were also questioning McFarland in
connection with the rape and murder of Mrs.
Margaret Fitzwater, 63, whose nude body was found
about a fortnight ago in the Lagoon near the Pen-
tagon Building,

Wilhelm Albrecht von Bressentin, 44, a former
German count and now a naturalized American, was
sentenced in Brooklyn, N.Y., to zg months in the
Federal pen for transmitting information on ship
movements and other military matters to the Nazis.
He pleaded guilty to having used invisible ink to
send secret stufl o German agents in Portugal, >

Jean A. Brunner, the new Commander-in-Chief of
the Veterans of Foreipn Wars, told a news confer-
ence in Washington that his organization favored
A fen-year bgn on immigration to the States as a
means of cutting down competition for jobs. Brunner
{;alq‘] Ithf: VFW also favors compulsory military train-
ng n peacetime, granting of seniority privileges to
vets who join up with unions for the first time after
they get out (an idea already hacked by leaders of
the AFL and CI0), and cconomie sanctions against
the people of Germany, Japan, and Italy.

The heavy destroyer 1SS Thomason, named for

PAGE &

the late Lt. Col. jﬂhl’l W, ":[|'|1:;|;|_-|:|;!_5‘.|r_-,.|:|_r }]'__ wiu;lel}f
pnown soldier and author of Red Pants, Fived
Bayonets, and the other books and articles about the
parine Corps, was launched in San Francisco. A
native of Huntsville, Tex., Col. Thomason, before

‘his death in San Diego last spring, was on the staff

of Admiral Chester W. Nimitz in the Pacific. His
widow, Mrs. Leda Bass Thomason, . sponsored the
2,200-ton  destroyer, and his son, Capt. John W-
Thomason, jrd, who just got back from Guadalcanal,
New Guinea, Saipan, and Tinian, was also present
at the cersmonics. 1

Forty-eight percent of the people back home think
an effort should be made to get Germany to pay the
cost of the war against her, once she's been stripped
and conquered and the Nazis have been punished,
it was announced by the National Opinion Research
Center at the University of Denver, following a Suf-
vey. Sixty-three percent of the people feel that Japan
should be made to do likewise,

The Fisher Brothers, founders of the Fisher H_":"‘jf
Drivision of General Motors, took steps in Detroit to
start out as independent manufactyrers of antomo-
biles and aircraft after the war, The brothers, who
retired from GM a few weeks ago after 2o years with
the firm, set themselves up in their new business by
organizing two new corporations to engage iulﬂ'l'-*
manufacture, sale, and distribution of automobiles,
plnl'lES. motor-coaches, and trocks, So maybe there's
your next boss, boys. I

The ¥ellow Cab Co., of Cleveland, was told by the
Federal Communications Commission that it could
go ahead with experiments in using radie for dis-
Palching cabs, the first such Project to be undertaken.

HIRTY-1HOUSAND bobby-sock chicks furned ont 10
Twulm:tmu Frank Sinatra back to Manhattan. * The
Voice,” making his frst New Vork a ce this
yeal, opened a three-week engagement in the Para-
mount Theater there and it took 421 police reserves:
z0 policewomen, 20 radio patrol cars, 2o monnted
police, and two police eMeIgency trucks to handle the
crowds, Teen-age Eifls started gathering in Times
Square at 4 in the MOMINE to be sure of getting one of
the theater's 3,500 Seats. The theater opened at E
and two hours later the line of would be cogtomers:
packed four abreast, stretched down 43rd Strect to

- b \"I-

3

i

“FRENCH WELCOME"

S&T. GECRaE Sa

8th Avenue, then up to 44th Street, and back to

Broadway. All traffic was detoured § rd and
44th Streets. . When Sinat on

‘atrm appeared on the stage
he was greeted by ecstatic groans and moans tha‘t:agli
but drowned him out,

He sang I'll Walk :
Come Out, and There'll Re g Hof?:'ma inatth;gﬁ: 4

ﬂ_lf Berlin. After heari_ng the ws
for the Berlin picce, a d ay the babes all went

X isgusted cop suggested that it
would be a good idea to send singtmgli‘ans. instead
of Yank troops, into the German capital, “T can’'t
think of a worse punishment for Hitler,"" he
remarked. L

FIGHTING SoN
workers of Qmak .
san Capl. Alfan
83 Axis planss

and Mrs
aha, Mgk,

I.u Dﬂ'u'i.i' A
In ang day

John Dawvis, war
» smile al news that thair
ustang group knocked ou!
‘s fighting over Rumaonio.
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All this excitement Pm;’“
Pted Henry Gi
Icssm: of psychology at Columbia r%.-}m'::é’::. pr:-
analyze Sinatra swooners as being the victioe ot
mass hysteria,” complicated by war ; '1fms of
the contagion of a fad, and by . uniforms,

. the " ar s
little fellow represents some kind -;_f Eil‘lcuta_lzﬁé h:.:i‘;s

much like the story of 'Prine 2 ing.' " T
added that hé had heard heibE?:T:::rE SRS
ﬁ;;; Tt}fﬂl of fact, '"The Voice'' is getting around
ag eal these days. Shortly before his Broad-
WAY appearance, h_f: turned up at the White H :
where he had tea with the President. Others a.thc:u:s;ln
ing the party were Toots Shor, a New YE k
restanrant owner, and Rags Ragland, who got rh::
Hollywood the hard way, via I)urleﬁqué, 8

HE Nazis may go on talkin i
g about doodle
Tthe States, but the authorities ba.ckmh:!:nl::ugi%:%

seem very alarmed about the threat, At all events

they've brought the original copies of the Declara.

tion of Independence an . i,

inland hiding spot s "t‘LﬁZ‘L“J:E;E{ZJ‘&TLEEE
stored since the start of the war and placed thu£
ﬁ;ﬂiﬁgtgxmm view in the Library of Congress at

Robert Sherwood, the plavwrigh Sy
ﬁmﬂi‘s director of the DfECt:}r of %’l";'l.' ﬁi:f:‘;lgti;z

wnte Campaign s 'L‘ChEE T Tk t]
President Rﬂsarﬁelt_m RO dull HmCEBA for

‘Enmgn _lahn B-ens:nn.r of Baltimore, Md., opened
his campaign for 1.‘_'1f1('t.|ﬂ111tﬂ Congress by offering
to kiss every lady in his district who asked him to,
a'ﬂd- he pml'l‘ll_sr..*d i.ﬂ hﬂ,VE an attractive }‘DIJ'I‘I.E' miss on
hand to do hkew1:°.<-: by ‘thc EE].TI:S. Rmk}r indeed is
the road to Washington.

At the Lawson General Hospital, in Atlanta, Ga.,
T /Sgt. Carlton Griffin, of Townsville, 5.C., married
Patricia Ann Moore, a girl who, he said, had re-
mained in his memory even when amnesia cansed
by a fractured skull had blanked out everything elze
during the nine months he spent in a German prison
camp.

At the Army's Crile General Hospital, near Cleve-
land, O., Pic. John W. Herbster, of Cleveland,
described what it feels like to be a guinea pig. He
was one of 14 who helped along the Allied advance
in North Africa by letting Army doctors experiment
on him in their fight against the sinister sandfly
fever which was threatening troops in that region,
He came through all right, as did the other 13,
but he had a hell of a time doing it and later con-
tracted yellow fever, for which he was invalided
home and is now undergoing treatment at the Crile
institution. Recalling the circumstances leading up
to his voluntary ordeal and the ordeal itself, the
Pfc. said: "1 didn/t stop to think whether it
meant death or blindness. I just knew it had to
be done., I wanted to do my part in this war—
guys were fighting and dying, and I was driving a
truck. They put us in a cool, air-conditioned room,
which was a break after the 1zo-degree heat of the
desert. They gave us all we wanted to eat and plenty
of entertainment. Then they strapped little porous
belts filled with sandflies around our chests. These
flies bit and their bites felt like needle stabs. Four

T

days later a fever hit us. It was pretty bad. I hada
temperature of 105 degrees for ten days. I couldn't
eat or sleep. It hit my eyes hardest and for threc
days I was totally blind. I was a little panicky, too,
I guess, but 1 kept thinking about those other guys
getting shot at and it made me feel better to know
I was doing something, too. Then the fever left us
and it left us fecling mighty shaky. e went to a
rest camp and then back to duty."”

S/Sgt. Alvyn P. Wood got back to his Chicago
‘home on a three-day pass from Camp Gruber, Okla.,
just in time to say goodbye to his wife; who was
leaving with a contingent of Wac rtecruits bound
for basic tmining at Fort Des Moines, Ia. * We'll
both get home sooner if T get in the Army now,”
said Mrs. Wood, as she took off.

In a restaurant in Cambridge, Mass,, Miss Loma
Slocomb asked a waitress to substitute squash for
potatoes on her luncheon order and got the home
front's stock retort: “Don't you know there's a
war on?" Miss Slocomb’s reaction, far from stock,
consisted of throwing some dishes around because,
it developed, she knew very well there was a war on,
She had donated seven pints of blood to the Red
Cross, her fiancé is on active duty in the Pacific,
three of her brothers are in the armed forces, and a
cousin of hers was killed on Guadalcanal. :

Mrs. Rose Ann Webb, z3-year-old worker in a
shoe factory and widow of Pvt. William Webb, of
Valdosta, Ga., who was killed in action in France
on June g, disappeared from the home of her mother
in Lawrence, Mass. The following day the mother
received a post card from the girl, saying: " Dear
Family, Don't know how to say it but I'm going
to try to get to France or die trying. Will turn over
all the insurance to the baby. Take care of her."
The Webbs had been married three years. Their
baby is a z-year-old daughter, Corrine,

Don Radda won the comn-growing contest in Wash-
ington, Towa, with a stalk that was 28 feet, 5} inches
tall.

Lady Lil r5th, a heifer, was sold at Cheyenne,
Wyo., for the record price of $20,600—plenty of coin
for a hunk of filet mignon without even any French
fries thrown in,

An experimental station at Rutgers University,
N.J., has developed a streamlined turkey built for
two. It weighs only 15 pounds and is ready for the
axe a mere 12 weeks after popping out of its egg.

Warren Patterson, 31, of Coshocton, O., who be-
came separated from his wife two months ago, was
said by Prosecutor Russel E. Lyons to have con-
fessed that he had dropped two of his four small

sons into the Mohican River becavse he didn't

want to see them live without a home. One of the
kids drowned, but the other crawled out to safety.
The father left the remaining two. under a tree half
a mile away from the river. Mrs. Patterson has been
arrested on a formal charge of abandonment.

T has been costing a number of families in Phila-
Idelphia an average of. §z2,000 an hour to hire
Myrtle Voughs as a maid, according to police who
took her into custody on a charge of having stolen
%50,000 in cash, jewels, and clothing. The cops

i
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said she told them that she worked no more than 3o
minutes in homes where she was hired and then
beat it with everything that wasn't nailed down.
The body of William Templin, j5-year-old tele-
Fhunu lineman at Moonachie, N. |., apparently lived
or 14 hours after he had been electrocuted by a
high-tension wire. During all that time, while a
rescue crew worked over him in vain, his body re-
mained warm and there were no signs of rigor mortis.

LEX L. THorsEN, of Brooklyn, N.Y., is o man

who likes his Sundays peaceful and quiet, and it
irritated him when his wife insisted on spending that
day bustling around the kitchen, painting it. It irri-
tated him so much, in fact, that when she wouldn't
stop he grabbed the brush and painted her face, head,
and chest. After trying to clean herself off with
kerosene, Mrs. Thorsen herself became irritated,
and in more ways than one, and fnally wound up
by having her spouse arrested on charges of third-
degree assault.

Another one who doesn’t like her peace disturbed
is Mrs. Dolly Madison. Fifty years old and as im-
petuous as her namesake, she was pinched in New
York for heaving six bottles out of her hotel window
at a street-corner political meeting which she
reckoned was making too much noise.

Out in Los Angeles, Mr. and Mrs. George Lenz
asked a judge in Superior Court to legalize the names
by which they are’ far better known—George Mont-
gomery and Dinah Shore. Seems people get confused
when they hear that Mr. and Mrs. Lenz are coming
to call. Montgomery told the court he was 28 years
old and born in Brady, Mont. His red-head wife
gave herage as 27 and her birthplace as Winchester,
Tenn.

" Just Mollie and me, and mother-in-law malkis
three . . ' was the way some wheeze-artist once
messed up a line from My Blue Heaven. Turned
out last week he knew what he was doing when
the song's composer, Walter Donaldson, sought a
divorce from his wife, Walda Mansfield, the actress,
on the grounds that her mother ate five meals daily
at the Donaldson home.

Joseph Dunninger, radio’s $1,000-a-week mind-
reader, was found by the courts to be the common-
law _husband of Chrystal Spencer and was told to
cough up alimony.

Gypsy Rose Lee, the gal who made a fortune out
of a G-string, obtained a divorce from her actor-
husband, Alexander Kirkland, in Carson City, Nev,,
on grounds of mental cruelty.

The wife of Arthur Lake, Hollywood's Dagwood,
gave birth to an eight-pound daughter.

Mre, David Rubinoff, wife of the violinist, became
the mother of a seven-pound son at a hospital in
Wichita Falls, Tex., where she and the musician
make their home.

Watching planes take off and land is an amuse-
ment, in the opinion of the Treasury Department,
which ruled that sightseers who visit the observation
deck of New York City's LaGuardia Airport must
pay a zo per cent Fedeml admission tax, So far,
nothing has been said about taxing ground crews
in the ETO for all the free fun they've been having.
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EX-N.Y. BOS5 FREE. Jimmy Hinas shokes honds with his son as he leaves
‘Sing Sing Prison, Ossining, M. Y., ofter serving three years and 11 months
on @ numbers-rackel charge, He promised parcle board te give up politics
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Mail Call

International Relations
Dear Yaxx,

May I put in a few remarks on the same matter
that Sgt. V. K. brought up in the Yasx of October 3
it regard to more discussions of international politics
in the Army? You cut him short with the statement
that this was being taken care of by the “'Army
Talks."' Someone had the right idea but from where
I sit I can't see where they have struck home. They
are too often given by disinterested non-coms, anxious
only to get it over with; and too often the informa-
tion is elementary,

The way they are received is aptly shown by a
few questions directed at the average GI.  Ask any
soldier for a concise statement as to why we are in
this war {and surely there is more to it than "we were
attacked™). Then ask him why it is to our interest
to maintain co-operation with Great Britain after
this war. If he has survived this far ask him his
opinion on the British idea of cartels and our idea
of free enterprise as personified by Eric Johnston—
and which offers the best opportunity for inter-
national co-operation and benefit. Any soldier or
civilian that cannot talk clearly on such’ simple sub-
jects cannot vote intelligently and is a sucker for
any glib-tongued politician who promises him the
MO0, .

The folks back home are going to listen to us when
we get back. At first nothing will be too pood.
Whatever group most of us join will become the most
powerful pressure group of all—and what will most
of us have to say? If it is only that the Germans

and Japs are no good and let me forget about the

while mess, are we then admitting that our only
constructive use to pur country is to be shipped
abroad to live in dirt, boredom, and to be shot at?

The average intelligent English and Ruossian
soldier have some very definite ideas on how this
world should be run. Their governments will be
centraliged more than ever, as will all nations; thers
will be no time for fumbling the ball. This war
has made us the leaders, and that is a real respon-
sibility for all of us. If we dodge it as was done after
the last war, we may yet live to see (and pechaps be
in) another war. = :

Being a buck private it is not my place to suggest
anything to arouse interest in vigorous discussion of
ideas. T just thought you were a little hasty in
inferring that ""Army Talks'' filled the bill,

Prl. W. R
EBrituin.

A Personal War

Dear Y ang,

In your interesting ¥Yawgk mapazine T read with
disgust the complaint registered by an Unhappy
Oldster who wants to go home and marry.

I am one of the so-called pups from the states but
I am not bitching for anything only the end of the
war. And if there was a reason for wanting to get
home before it's over, just let him read this one.

I am 42 years old and have a wile at home worry-
ing herself to death as our youngest boy is missing
sipce last July 24th. He was a member of the 8th
Air Force as a tail gunner and was just barely 21
years of age.  Another one somewhere here in France
i5 O.K., I hope, for I have not heard {rom him for
some time, He is a member of an artillery unit,

S0 let's end this war before we think of going
home,

This is from one whose heart aches for the freedom
for which we are fighting almost as much as for the
son who is missing. 5
A }:hth”all respects to the Lkid who calls himself

op. : .

France,

Statue Of Liberty As a Pin-up?
Dear Yane, ;

For nearly a year now we have seen the cream of
feminine pulchritude as di,spla}rud in the pin-up
section of your swell mag. We've read the letters
from other GIs who want scenes from their native
states but'as for us, altho:we do appreciate your
current pin-ups, we should like to see one of the
Statue of Liberty. Truly the queen of all pin-ups.
Please consider this request from—

T4 HARRIS J. LOYELY

- FOUR EX-HEDGEROW HWOPPERS
France.

Why Walk Alone, Lily? ' ;
Dear Yaxk,

We the patients of Ward Mro in a hospital in the
ETO listen to Miss Lily Ann Carrol sing “'I'll Walk
Alone™ on the “Duffel Bag' program over AFN.
Among us there are quite a few who haven't seen a

} < e B
picture of Miss Lily Ann Carcl. °So for the benefit
of every GI in the ETO, we the patients of ward Mio

request to see her pictore in YANK.
Pt LOUIS G, ROBINSON
fand 15 other namas)’

L' Yha

Britain.
[YANK herewith happily complies with this and
scores of similar requests.—Ed.] .

He's Ready To Co
Dear Yawk, -

I wonder if many of those writing letlers fo Yank
understand fully what they are saying. Iam referring
particularly to those writing about going to the
Pacific. Most seem to dislike extremely the mere
suggestion of going. It is about time they were made
te realize that many of those Joes are our brothers
ard friends and by even being hesitant we give hope
o the Japs. T for one feel that it helps the Joes fight-
ing over there to redouble their efforts’ when we

have spent almost half of that time in

extend the hand of fellowship and say, " We're glad
to be with you till we have wiped the slate clean on

il T(5 M. ALPERT
Frunce.
Medical Discharges
Dear YANK, i
I have been overseas for almost two years and I

fuoapital

because of a game leg, Now I am told that I will
be shipped back to the States and given a CDD,

While T want the discharge, 1 don’t want to tlake the
CDI), Can I insist on a medical discharge instead,
so that I will be able to ask for a pension as a

dizabled veteran? ;
Pic. AMDY STROUDEL

" Britain.

[Despite the old Army belief to the contrary, there
iz no difference between a medical discharge and a
certificate of disability discharge (CDD). Officially
there is no such thing as a “medical discharge.”
All who are discharged for physical reasons are
given CDDs.—Ed.]

Linger, Linger, Little Star—
Dear Yawg,

We who are stationed at the smaller bases never
get to see and hear any of the big stars who come
to the ETCY,  We read about Bing, Marlene, Astaire,
Dinah, and Glenn Miller, but they never come our
way. 1 suggest that if these stars have to do a
certain number of shows, have some of them hit the
smaller camps, instead of the bigger ones where all
of the personalities go every time.

N Sgr. HECTOR A. PERMETTI
Britain,

All For Planning

Brear Yaxk,

. « I believe.that the “‘higher-ups' realize -what
our boys at the front are sacrificing, and how long
some of them have been i the service, T think
that they're trying to help ws with the Arm
Demobilization plan—not discourage us.  Yes, I'il
admit that they're trying to plan a little of our
future for us, but I'm darned sure that we don't
want to undergo the same misfortunes that many of
our World War 1 soldiers experienced on their
return to the US.A. By planning a little of our
future, I believe they're trying to aveid what
Imlup?ned in 1919 and 1920,

don’t exactly like the idea of being a 30-
man, but I'd much rather sweat out the E\l?mf:.} Erlf-?rl;
I would some bread-line, and that's for darned sure,

| Cpl LLLAM
Britain. ot Y. ScoTy

Count Service Only
Ilear ¥ ank,

-« .+ In demobilizing, age and marria should b
excluded. Points should be given only F:r length oi
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"And this is Col. Gen. von Kleeb, who is scheduled for exaculion in ne
lass than 12 differant countries after the war."

Loans For
Servicemen
Dear YANK,

My wife and I have
had our eyes on a cer-
tain house in my home
town for several years.
Recently it was put up
for sale—just at a time,
of course, when I am
least able to pay for it.
I was wondering il we
could borrow the money
under the GI Bill of
Rights. If I counld fioat
a4 “loan I am sure
my wife could mect
the payments with the
help of the $50 a month
she gets from the ODE.
In that way we could

want so much. Can we
get the doogh?
Plc. GEORGE WEISER

Guam.

[You can’t get it via
the Gl Bill of Rights. The
benefits of the law are
available mlz::nnn and
women who have left the
services with anything
better than a dishonor-
able discharge. Indivi-
duals still in service are
not eligible for the bene-

Rights.—Ed.]

Mad About YANK
Humeor
Diear Yane,

It was my misfortune
to vield to the tempta-
tion and read wyour last
imsue, At the time I was
feeling pretty cheerful
{which is a seldom oc-
currence). I read am
article called ““Tough

service, length of service overseas, and length of
combat duty.

- Holland.

" ELEVEM PARACHUTE EMGIHEERS

Civil Service Credit
Dear Yank, _

Some of my buddies and I were wondering whether
anything has been done to give Gls any preference
so far as Civil Service jobs are concermed. Are we
going to get any credit for our service?  Will disabled
Gls get any added cmdlit for thtl.“'l:l" wounds? Areany

- ! P f
particular jobs open only to ve T

Hoe.
Fr!qmr’ honorably discharged veterans of this war get
a S-point credit on Federal Civil Service exams. Those
veterans who have service-connected disabilities or
who are eligible to receive pensions or disabilicy
benefits, get a [0-point eredit. In addition, Fede;;:;
exams for guards, elevator operators, messengers
custodians are open only to veterans.—Ed.]
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Shipment Ticket,” by

. Sgt.- Vanderbilt.

The article was homorous [ won't deny it. T got
about as big a kick out of that as I would if my
dentist put a hand-drill in the place where I used to
have a‘tooth, [ made up more new swear words in
that ten minutes than a tugboat skipper in a rowboat
in Kansas, If sense was Three-and-One oil that Van-
derbilt guy wouldn't have enough to grease the
dynamo on a fire-fly’s rear end.

How could a guy go on breaking down people's
morale like he does? The way he talks, Flash Gordon
will be here with his space ships before we get home,
The character says I'll get home when I'm 56 (at
least). Right now, I'm 2o, 56 less 20 45 36, 36
vears ['ve got to serve yet. Then I'll be 56, My
mother will be 76, and my dad will be S8o. In all
probability my dog will be dead.

I won't mind staying over here for a year after

the war, but you can tell Sgt. Vanderbilt that if he
thinks I'm staying over here 36 years, he's crazier
than two bed-bugs playing tiddiy-winks on a feather-
bed go miles away, I'll swim the Atlantic if I
have to.

A DISGRUMTLED PFC.

Britain.

_Aft Bayonet Range
I}ear Yawk,

In reply to our dear ““First Sgt. T. 5. Urbanek &
the FF.B.I's"" who says his outfit was closer to the
lines than the Engineers, T and and a lot of other
guys would like to say just this. Sarge, we are very
sorry you haven't been home in so long a time.  We'd
like to see everybody go home but listen, old boy,
we don't like your opinion of the Engineers. Who
swam ashore on H-Hour to blow out obstacles so

your guys could come in? It was the Engineers and

they are blowing the pillboxes and dragons-tecth to
bits in Germany now so the war can go on and soon
end. [ left them where they took up their rifles and
bayonets helping to fight off a German counter-
attack. I was hurt in the arm in Germany so don’t
think all we do is build or repair roads "cause we can

a bayonct, too.
ke bl Pyt €. W, KINSEY

Hritamn.

Likes Our Lasses
Dear YANK, : .

This is the last straw! We have heard enuul,gh
criticism of ¥Yawk “pin-ups,’” and that complaint
about Angela Greene coming from the Eastern Com-

buy the home we both-

fits of the Gl Bill of

mand in Russia really takes the cake.

If their mormle is so easily upset by a mere pin-up,
we suggest they leave the Yank to men in the Armed
Forces who are over 18 and in reasonable control
of their mental faculties,

Please! Let's stop these panty-waists from trying
to take the color out of Yawk!  We're wondering if
they use their spare time crocheting lace for their
long-johns. %

THE BOYS OF_ HUT 17

Britain.

Shert Name—Twin Claim

Dear Yank,

_ Dur Flying Fortress group is doing right well for
itself in combat, but until the censorship eases up
we're going to lay claim to & couple of other records,
50 here you are, wolves, can you beat them?

We claim the shortest last name in the ETO. The
name is Ey, and the handle that goes with it is 5/ Sgt.
Bruce H. He is a radio operator and gunner from-
Bridgeport, Conn. :

And the fellowing we claim to be a twin record.
Harold and Gerald Reed are in transportation, Gaile
and Dale Fornshell are in ordnance. Both pairs are
in the same squadron here.  Both were in the same
squadron  in. the Statess Hoth are 21 years
old. Both were born anderaised in the same part of
Kangas; the Reed twins in Hutchinson and the
Fornshell twins in Wichita.

Here is their picture.  Dale is on the Ieft, Harold

o the right, Anyone with half an cye can match the
other two but can anybody cutmatech our two claims?
JUMPER'S JUMPIMG JOES

Britain,

YANK'S AFN

Radio Guide

Highlights for the week of Oct. 22

:su"uh'r 1330—5AMMY KAYES SUHDAY
SEREHADE*— Swing and Sway ond a

thought for the day. Billy Williams

aings,

2135=VILLAGE STORE'-Comedy

runs riat with Josn Davis and Jack

Halay.

2105=MAIL CALL*—A half-hour of

MONDAY
T“Eﬁn“ star-studded enteriminmaent sspacially
presented for the Armmed Foroes,

2135 =DIMAH SHORE®—The Disia

“Enﬂisnl? Diva's own program as sho sings with
Bobbie Dolan's Onchestra.  Another

apisode In the lila of Willam and

* Mary; played by Roland Young and

Cornalin ONis Skinnar.
THURSDAY

1935-MELODY HOUR'—Modarn

amangemants of the lavorite music of

yasterday and foday, with the Orchas-

tra under the direction of Parcy Failh,

2105-RAHSOM SHERMAH SHOW—A

new AFH feature with Comedy and
- Muske holding the spotlight.

133 0=YANKs RADID WEEKLY.

2201 —XAVIER CUGAT SHOW-—Music
witha Latin flaver. Yecals by Don Radney
wnd Dwel Campo. =

FRIDAY,
SATURDAY

* Also heard over the Allled Expeditionary
Forces Program.

HEWS EVERY HOUR OW THE HWOUR.

AFN io Britaln on your dial:
1375 ke. 1402ke. 1411 ke, 1420ke. 1447 ke,

218.1m. 213:9m. 2126 m. 211.3m. 207.3 m.

AEF brosdcasts shortwave from 0800 to 1900
hours on 6.135 m. AEF also continues on
medium wave from 0555 to 2305 hours on
5B3 kc. or 514 m.
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NEW STAR. Jimmy McDanisls, promising Los
Angeles welterweight, tokes o right from Ralph
Zonnelli, then thiows his own left in their 10
round bout ol New York. McDaniels waon on points,

MAN IN IRON MASK, Bob Seymour. Washing.
ton Redskin fullbock, rips off @ first down before
running inta Margarita (44), Chicoge Bear halfback.
Sorely missing Sid Luckmon, Bears lost, 21 10 7.
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REMEMBER HIM? s
Bender, who, ot &1, is

i ¥Your old friend, Chiaf

; : ack in the saddle again .

botting practice pitche far a Fl_q‘ls
r and cooch for the Athletics

Here he baols out fies during fielding Practics



SPORTS:

By Sgt. DAN POLIER

ATHERED around us this w
] eek
G five loneliest men in the wuri-:?.r gl‘;};;

are the Messrs. L. B i
E. C. (Babe) Horrell, Amust%tﬂloﬁg::gg‘
Ralph (Pest) Welch and Jeff Cravat the
only active members in Greater Brotherhood
of Pacific Coast coaches. So tightly are they
bound tqgetherrthat they play each other at
least twice during the seazon and never see

an eastern football team anymore, except in/

the newsreels.

Mr. Allison, don’t you find your job at Ca]i-

fornia a lot easier with no Stanford -
gon and no Santa Clara to play? . foie
What's easier about it? Instead of playing

a regular schedule we have to double up with -

UCLA and USC and take two lickings in
I:Lg&;;-:stwa:ﬁ I'?n%e I don't think trgnere':t:gg
abou e best teams in
UCLA and USC are much the hzg{ l?ﬁg:li
notch below them I like Washington, Col-
lege of Pacific, then California. Our back-
field is small and lacks a triple-threater. Bob
Celeri, guarterback, is only 17 years old and
weighs 155 pounds: George Quist and Joe
Stuart, halfbacks, are 160-pounders and John
Loper at fullback weighs 165 pounds. I don't
know what I'm going to do for a triple-
threater. I'll probably have to pull center
Roger Harding, back to do the kicking. May-
be Mr. Horrell at UCLA could lend me one of
his triple-threaters. He's got both Bob Water-
field and George Phillips back this year.”
Which is the best, Mr. Horrell? Waterfield,
vour. 1942 star, or Phillips, your 1941 star?
“There's little to choose between them. If
the tape and braces hold out Waterfield
should be the best passer and punter in the
country. Phillips has been shifted from full-
back to quarterback to help Waterfield. He's'
a 6-foot-3, 200-pounder who can really sprint
and kick a ball a mile. We should have a
strong first team, but I don't think you can
compare it with our 1942 Rose Bowl squad.
We'll win our share against college compe-
tition, but we'll probably take four good lick-
ings from March Field, San Diego Naval,
Alameda Coast Guard and 5t. Mary's Pre-
Flight.”
Now, gentlemen, let's hear from Mr.
Alonzo Stagg, who has already taken a lick-
ing from a service team. His College of Pa-
cific Tigers were beaten, 7-6, by the Fleet
City Blue Jackets from Camp Shoemaker.
“Last year I had a perfect snap in coach-
ing. All of my boys were fine football players
at St. Mary's before they came to me. I didn’t
have a single jackass on the squad. But this

year I expect to earn my salary. I haven't a

- regular or substitute from last year's team,

WHO’LL GO ROSE BOWLING ?
SOUTHERN CAL? MAYBE UCLA

and only 10 of my 21 boys have ever played

football at all. One end, Milhaupt, used to be -

a center; both guards, Semon and Cousins,
and Pohl at guarterback have never played
football before; Jackson at center played only
one year of tackle in high school and Muen-
ter was shifted from puard to fullback. Ev-
erything depends on how Fred Klemenok,
our tailback, holds up. He looks like an ex-
cellent broken field runner and passer and
both Mrs. Stageg and I like the way he runs
the team.” ’

Mr. Welch, for a man who lost 19 letter-
men from his Washington Rose Bowl team.
you are looking strangely cheerful.

“Well, gentlemen, every cloud has a silver
lining. Mine happens to be Andy Walsh, a
tranfer halfback from Edinboro State Teach-
ers. He's the best passer we've ever had at
Washington and should make a great differ-
ence in our team. Besides Andy, we have
Jess Simpson, Keith DeCourcey, Bobo Moore,
Bob Zech and Bob Gilmore, all veterans. In
the line there's Gordon Berlin, a truly great
center; Hank Melusky, a fine freshman end,
and Jim MecCurdy, a guard who used to play
center for Stariford. Can any of you gentle-
men tell me if those are redwoods or South-
ern Cal tackles I've been seeing all the way
from Seattle.”

Bob Wolerfield, shown
here on 20-yard end
sweoep, will quarterbock
UCLA ogain affer spend-
ing a year in the Army.

-

Come clean, Mr. Cravath. Do vou have an-
other Rose Bowl team under your lash at
Sputhern Cal?

“It's almost the same team that played in
the Rose Bowl last season, so figure it out for
yvourself. Six of our first-stringers are letter-
men: left end Don Hardy, left tackle John
Ferraro, right tackle Marshall Romer, quar-
terback Jim Hardy, left half George Callanan
and right half Gordon Gray. Another letter-
man. Milt Dreblow, backs up Gray. As I see
it, gentlemen, football is war without guns,
and who in the hell wants to lose a war?"”

'y

Ens. Charlie Keller, Yonkee
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PORTS SERVICE RECORD

ERE's a new list of big-time athletes now

-operating in and around Hawaii: Lt. Frank
Leahy, Notre Dame coach; Lt. Johnny Beazley,
Cardinal pitching ace; L. Bill Dickey and Ken
Sears Slg, former Yankee calchers; Schoolboy
Rowe 52¢ and Virgil Trucks 52¢, Greal Lakes
pitching stars. . . . F/O Phil Marchildon, former
Athletics' pitcher, who was reported here as
missing after a raid on Kiel, is now a PW in

Germany. . .-. To give you an idea how good

the Great Lakes baseball team was, the poorest
hitter of the regulars was Gene Woodling with
a shameful 342 average. Great Lakes won 48
out of 50 games, a record that's comparable only
to the Sampson Naval team, which won 26 of
27 starts. :

GIs in Iran are comparing 5/5gt, Urban
Moasller, right-hander from Scribner, Nebr., with
Walter Joﬁnson. They say Moeller has the same
easy manner as Johnson, both were relaxed
under pressure, both were farmers and you
could tell it from the bleachers. ... When T-5 Al

Hostak, former middleweight champ, shoved off
for paratroop school he told chums at Camp
Bowie: “I'll be taking all my dives feet first
from now on.” , . . Moe Berg, who can catch
conversation in seven languages, is atfached to
the AMG staff.in.Rome as an interpreter. . . .
5/5gt. Walt Judnich, outfielder for the Seventh
AAF team in Hawaii, is coming home because
he suffers with asthma.

Killed . in action: Cpl. Jim Mooney, former
Georgetown All-American footballer and one of -
the greatest puniers of the past 20 years, in
France with the Infantry Battalion. . . .
Died: CPO Gus Sonnenberg, exponent-of the fy-
ing tackle in wrestling, at the Bethesda Naval
Hospital following siege of illness diagnosed as
leukemia. . . . Commissioned: Al Hust, captain
and end on Tennessee's 1042 Sugar Bowl team,
as a second lieutenant in the Engineers. . . .
Transferred: Johm}\r Vander Meer 52¢, Cincin-
nati's double no-hit ace, from Sampson (N, ¥.)
Nawval Center to the Sguth Pacific;. 5/5gt. Greg
Mangin, ex-Davis Cup star and holder of the
DFC and Purple Heart, from Fifteenth AF,
Italy, to Redistribution Station, Miami, Fla. . . .
Discharged: Sammy Snead 51c, pro golf star, from
the Navy with a CDD because of a back injury.




Natives déscribe their two and
a half years in the Emperor’s
East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere.

By Sgit. LARRY McMANUS
YANK Staff Correspondent

% vanM—For the first time in Pacific warfare
American marines and soldiers on this
island are seeing the jubilation of an in-

ta*illigem, educated people liberated from enemy

rule.

“I've been through three campaigns,” a marine
sergeant said on Saipan as he looked through a
picture magazine showing Yank troops entering
a liberated city in Europe, “and I'll be goddam if
anybody ever threw a flower in my jeep or gave
me a drink of wine,” !

Earlier Pacific actions took place on atolls and
islands populated by a few grass-skirted natives
who accepted American oceupation as a change
for the better—more food, more cigarettes, less
work. But they had no understanding of the
background and causes of the war. Here on
Guam, however, events are taking place which
impress the GlIs, no matter how common such
actions may have become n campaigns on the
other side of the world,

A civilian photographer who has seen more
Pacific action than most servicemen watched
Chamorros enter the American lines, the women
in their ragged best in honor of the troops and
all of them smiling and trying to shake the hand
of every American they saw.

“I didn't have anything to do with rescuing
these people,” he said. “I'm just a goddam spec-
tator here, but I was so proud to be wearing an
American uniform I damned near busted.”

Even the sight of their wrecked homes failed
to depress the Chamorros, and there are few
buildings standing following the destructive
American pre-invasion bombardments.

“We don't care about that,” said Mrs, Agueda
Johnston, principal of Agana's George Washing-

Marian Johnston, doughter of o Yank ex-marine and @ Chomorro woman, had no truck with cccupying Japs.

ton High School. “The only thing that matters is
the return of you Americans.”

Mrs. Johnston is an attractive Chamorro wo-
man who heads the island's Red Cross chapler.
She stood outside a tent in a camp which tem-
porarily housed some 7,000 natives, distributing
cloth so ragged refugees could make new clothes,
Many years before, an American marine named
William G. Jehnston finished his hiteh in the
corps, decided nol to return to his home town
of Franklin, Tenn., He married Agueda and re-
mained in Guam.

Because he was an American, he was shipped
to a concentration camp in Japan shortly after
the enemy overran the small American garrison
in December 1941. A year later the family was
notified by the Japs that Johnston had died in
the camp. the family's only casualty of the war.

Now members of the family are busy gathering
their possessions from the several houses in
which they lived during the Jap cecupation, mov-
ing from one to another as the Japs confiscated
land and buildings. ;

War began for them the morning of Dec. 8,
1841, when nine Jap planes appeared and bombed
the island, killing two Amcerican officers. One
wnas Ens, R. G. White of Kentucky. White and
Marian Johnston, 2l-year-old belle of Agana,

‘had had a date the preceding Saturday night.

“He rcouldn’t tell- me what he knew then,”
Marian zaid, “but he gave me some of his papers
to keep safe, so 1 knew something was wrong.”

Anothel’ Chamorro girl, also attractive and not
entirely unresponsive to the advances of Jap
officers, said of Marian, "When. her boy friend
was killed she said she never could go oul with
the people who had done that thing. She never
did, even though she is very beautiful and Jap
officers were around her house all the time."

Life continued almost normally after the oe-
cupation. with the Japs attempting to make
friends of the Chamorros.

“They were very correct,” said Herbert, slim,
black-haired brother of Msrian, who was a clerk
in the Public Works Department when the Japs
arrived. “They issued a proclamation saying they

had come to protect us and save us from en-
slavement by the white race and the American
evils by taking us into the Greater East Asia
Co-Prosperity Sphere.

“Prosperity,” Herbert smiled. He drew a sealed
envelope from his pocket, “Go ahead and open it.
I never wanted to, but it's okay now.’

On the front of the envelope was written, “Pay
for three days work. Mr. H. Johnston. & yen,”
and on the back, “East Asia Institute, Tokyo,”
and the indecipherable signatures of two Japs.

“The Japs forced everyone to work,” added
Tom, another brother. "Men worked on the air-
sirips and military installations while the wo-
men .and children farmed.”

It wasn't until February 1944 that the Nips
began to rush Guam's defenses. A new, larger
garrison arrived and all. residents of Agana,
Guam's capilal eity, were made to move to the
country as news was heard that a powerful
American transport fleet was en route.

Herbert believes that the alarm was caused
by the task force which later captured Eniwetok.

“We kept up with the outside world by radio,”
he said, “The first rule the Japs made was that
all radios must be lurned in, but many werc
hidden and news of the war was passed from
une to another.”

KGEI, San Franciseo, was the station most
often tuned in, and William Winter the most
popular commentator.

When the Japs first arrived, Marian closed up
her beauty shop in Agana, but soon was forced
to reopen. Her elientele was limited to “the girls
who were serving the Jap army.” There were
some 200 of these, she said, many of them Cha-
morros who "were forced to.”

Marian herself usually kept a bandage around
her throat, and coughed loudly when Japs visited
the house. This gave them the impression that
she had tuberculosis. Her mother, who was oper-
ated on for appendicitis by a Jap doctor, obtained
from him certificates of poor health, making it
unnecessary for them to work in the fields.

After the arrival of the large Jap garrison,
the Johnstons moved from their Spanish-lype
house in downtown Agana, opposite the family-
owned Gaiety Theater and next door to the
rambling mansion of Pedro Martinez, whose ice

o

- plant and many other enterprises made him the

island's lycoon.

“What with Marian giving permanent waves
and the rest of the family making soap, we were
just getting a few yen ahead when we moved to
the ranch,” said Herbert.

Cynthia, another sister, had married into the

.Torres family, owners of Guam's largest ranch,

and it was to this area, in the hills northeast of
Agana, that the Johnstons moved. Material for
the house the boys built was brought from Agana
by bullock cart, as were the rest of the family's
possessions, including an upright piano,

“We were lucky for a while,” said Herbert.
“Then the Japs began to visii us, They are great
visitors, those people. They came and sat down
and would sit for hours without saying a word,
just sitting and smiling. Almost always they
stayed through mealtime and ate with us. Many
of them spoke English—one officer told me that
was required for a commission—but even some
who could chose not to speak it.

“All of us had to salute every Jap we met.
Not just the military, but the lowest Jap ¢ivilian
laborer also. If we didn't hold our arms stiff at
our sides and bow deeply we would be slapped.”

When the Japs said they wanted to farm two
acres of land surrounding their house, the Johns-
tons knew it was time lo move again, Food was
becoming a problem to the invaders—American
submarines had disrupted their lines of supply—
and the Jalp.s planted all available ground.

“We knew what would happen” said Tom.
“The Japs usually drew a line through a field
and said they would take everything on one side
of the line. Then they took it all” i

Despite periodic checks by the enemy on the
amount of food each farm should produce, the
Chamorros were able to hold out a considerable
amount of their crops,

So the JohnsTons built anpther house, a mile
deeper into the interior, and moved again.

When we heard that.the Marshalls had been
taken by America I'slowed up my farming,” said
Herbert. “I knew they would be here soon.”

He watched the American raids on Jap instal-
lations, early sporadic attacks prior to the start
of“the intense, pre-invasion pounding.

The heavy raids began about June 11," said




_ attend.: They told us th
American Navy was defeated and 1-.h.-;5;t mi

:rl:tiirz!l‘_z ?; the airplanes’ had been sunk. But

PPY because we had learned how to
read the Jap propaganda. If they told us 10
American pla o SR
£ planes were shot down and only five
Japs we would reverse the figures."

When the heavy strikes and shelling did begin,
l.'ll‘ll_'i"ka fE\‘E {:hﬁ-l‘l‘llll.'.lI'l‘i.‘_ls,,I those who were forced to
work on Jap military j i x i
The rest were in me}'hii{llzf.allatmm, e Killed.

“At 5 AM. one day—I think it was J
we were told to be at Ylig Bay, six m.iﬁ;;eaivlay
on the east side of the island, by midnight,”
Marian said. “We left at 4 p.m. and walked until
L1, carrying our clothes and food. It was a hor-
r:.hle [iLunessgml:; Thousands of people, lots of
them old or sick, were stumbli i
e e ng along a read in

Once at the designated area, Jap guards in-
structed them to build grass shacks and prepare
to remain there indefinitely.

““‘i-‘irsﬁ we ate the food we had brought with
us,” said Herbert. “Then we slaughtered our
work animals and ate them. Finally the Japs
gave each of us a handful of rice a day.” MRS GGUEDA (WILLIAM G| JOHMSTOM DISTRIBUTES RED CROSS SUPPLIES AMOMNG DESTITUTE CHAMORAOS

American attacks became heavier, but the
natives in their camp on the opposite side of the
island from the beachheads, still didn't know
that landings had been made. Most of the Japs
moved out, leaving only a few to guard the
camp, and the more wventuresome Chamorro
youths made stealthy patrbls through the hills in
an effort to get information. :

“Sometimes they would return and tell us
Americans had landed, but we had heard that
so often in. the past two years that we didn't
believe it,” said Marian. “We finally were con-
vinced when some of the boys came back to
camp with Lucky Strike and Chesterfield ciga-
rettes. We knew then that it was true.”

mE night two American soldiers were seen a
o short distance away, and the few remaining
Jap guards sneaked off in the darkness to join
the main body of Jap troops. Next day units of
the TTth Army Division arrived and the Cha-
morros greeted them joyfully and began their
last trek, over the mountdins. again to camps
established near the beachheads by the Civil
Affairs group which landed with the Army and
Marines. .

Mrs. Johnston resumed her Red Cross work,
Tom moved to their last ranch house to guard
their belongings stored there, for the Americans
are “great souvenir hunters,” he says.

“Iot them have any souvenirs they wish”
Mrs. Johnston broke in sharply. “They have.
driven the Jap away.” ;

Cynthia and her husband have returned to
their wrecked house on the cliff overlooking
Agana, while Mrs. Johnston and the rest of the
family remain at the camp to help their people.

Two other Johnston children are presumably
in the United States. Margaret, the oldest, mar-
ried a pharmacist's mate and moved  to Balti-
more where her husband left the Navy and
joined the city fire department. Joseph is a stew-

s mate in the Navy.

iﬁ:lllllfariam and her girl friend, Elsie DeLeon,
spend much of their time looking at the
wreckage of their island. Their Agana homes
are demolished, and nothing is left of the beau-
ty shop but foot-high concrete foundation blocks.
Churches are bare walls enclosing piles of rubble
and the Elks' Club, where once the bgai parties
and dances were held, is a staircase [ringed with
corrugated metal sheets bent double and hanging
Like. wash on the bannister. Mr. Johnston, the
children point out, was District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler of the order. ;

Elsie, who was & school teacher prior to the
Jap occupation, has thought for two years that
her sister, Dolores was dead. A few days before
the war Dolores, a nurse, left Guam to ta}u:‘ two
patients to the Philippines, and the DeLeons’ last
word was that she had sailed from Manila bound
for Guam on Dec. 5. The family was sure she was
at best .a Jap prisoner until Chamorros who
landed with the assault forces brought word that
she is working as a nurse at Mare Island Navy
¥ lifornia. - ;

?‘E':'I:;E;m.lldn'l we be happy,” Mrs. Jf_lh'lg““
says, expressing the Chamorros feelings. “Our
homes are gone, but so are the Japs.

WITH ANDTHER BROTHER TOM MARIAMN CARRIES CLOTHES FROM THEIR RAMCH TO THE U

5.-OPERATED CamMP




“YOU OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF YOURSELF—S5SAFE BACK HERE WHILE
YOUR MEN ARE QUT THERE FIGHTING ™ —Pie, Joieph Kramor

"THERE GOES SMITH, BUCKING FOR ARCHANGEL."
=5{5gt. Thomas Shaa

"WELL, WELL—AT LONG LAST! HERE COMES OUR RELIEF COLUMM." “"YOU'LL HAVE TO SEE THE OLD WOMAMN."
=Pwi. Tom Flannery =PFic. Bil !nn-_




