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SOME PARCHED AMD WEARY MARIMES TAKE TIME OUT FOR A DRINK OF WATER, DRAWM F

— = -

ROM A TRAILER-TANK OHW TARAWA, WITH A DEAD JAP LYING CLOSE BY.

DEATH BATTLE AT TARAWA

By Sgt. JOHN BUSHEMI
YAMNK Staff Correspondent

were determined to reach
Tarawa's shore. :

A=z one Higgins landing boal roared toward
the dry sand, you could see a hand clutching
itz side. It was the hand of a marine, frozen in

gTIo, Tarawa, GILBERT Iscanps—Ewven the
B dead marines

the grip of death. '3,

The 2d Marine Division took this island be-
cause its men were willing to die. They kept on
coming in the face of a heavy Jap defense, and
though they paid the stiffest price in human life
per square 3’31"5 that was ever pﬂ!d in 1‘.!“'-_‘ 'hlIS--
tory of the Marine Corps, they won thiz main
Jap base in the Gilbert Islands in 76 hours.

Out of two battalions—2,000 to 3,000 men—
thrown onto the beach in the first assault at 0830
anly a few hundred men escaped death or injury.
blﬁ_cer casualties were heavy. And St]]]_thE ma-
rines kept coming. Th;e Leathernecks died with

s th —to get there.

”“E,E}fi?:'%:ﬂ:wn nf the first day of the invasion,
iHe Navy opened up with a tremendous bombard-
ment. Carrier planes.dropped 800 tons of bombs
while battleships, cruisers and destroyers hurled
2000 tons of shells on an area 2% miles long
and at no point more than 800 yards wide. This
was Betio, the fortified airstrip that is the main

island of 28 comprising the Tarawa atoll.

The marines were to hit the sandy beach im-
mediately after these softening-up operations
ceased, and everybody on the boats was happy
because it seemed like very effective fire, the
kind of intense blasting that would make the
Japs “bomb happy.” But that wasn't the way it
worked out,

The Japs were too well dug in. Their block-
houses were of concrete five feet thick, with
palm-tree trunks 18 inches in diameter superim-
posed on the conerete, And superimposed on the
trees were angle irons, made of railroad steel.
On top of these were 10 to 12 feet of sand and
coral rock. Only a direct hit by a 2,000-pound
bomb would cave in or destroy such blockhouses,

The Jap pillboxes were built out of sand-filled
oil drums, buttressed by heavy coconut logs and
then sandbags. Air-raid shelters were constructed
from ecoconut tree trunks, piled high in two
walls, with coral sand filling the space in be-
tween. Our heavy machine guns and 735 couldn’t
penetrate ‘these emplacements or knock out the
enemy eight-inch shore batteries and machine
guns that were awaiting our assault waves.

Daylight had been chosen for the assault be-
cause it permitied naval gunfire and aviation
as support, and because a night attack might
have caused the boats to miss the beaches. But
* there was another important reason:

It was flood tide. At low tide the coral shelf
that forms Betio and the rest of Tarawa atoll
is practically dry; at high tide there is 4%
fect of water at the shore line, and it gets deeper
farther out, The assaull was timed to take ad-
vantage of the flood tide.

Then the unexpected happened. A sudden
shift of wind swept the water back from the
beaches. Many of the Higgins boats piled up on
a treacherous table reef of coral, barely sub-
merged in the water, The marines were forced
to debark and wade in the rest of the way—
some 500 to 800 yards—in the face of murderous
Japanese fire with no protection.

Those few hundred yards seemed like a mil-
lion miles. Even before the boats went aground
on the reef, the Japs opened up with Ttifles,
machine guns, heavy mortars; T9-mm and 90-mm
guns, But the marinez kept coming on, across
the corpses of other marines whose lifeless heads
were bobbing in the water.

The assault was made against three designated
beaches by three bhattalion landing teams. One
of the teams was so powerfully opposed . that |
only two companies could land. Many casualties
were the result of a Jap trick. Snipers, hidden
in the hulk of a wrecked Jap sailing vessel on
the reef, let the marines move in beyond the
hulk and then shot them down from behind.

Just after noon a reinforcing wave of Hig-
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gins boats was sent in. Five-inch automatic Jap
weapons on the flank blew two of the boats out
of the water. Several companies were shifted
against the Jap flanking position to protect the
passage of new reinforcements.

Then the Hellcat fighters, TBF: and dive-
bombers worked over the area for about an hour,
from 1430 te 1530, flying sometimes only 60 feet
off the water. No point on Betio was much maore
than 10 feet above sea level except where the
Japs had built up their emplacements.

After the planes, two U. S. minesweepers
went in and tried to trade punches with the shore
batteries. Then two destroyers pushed into the
lagoon and fired at close range, 700 to 900 yards.
Then more planes. We had absolute aerial su-
premacy; the greatest number: of Jap planes
seen at Betio at any one time was six,

EANWHILE the blood-and-guts landing opera-

tion was continuing. Ten or 15 feet from the
high-tide mark on Betio's narrow beaches, the
Japs had constructed walls of coconut logs as a
barrier to tanks. Marines rushed the beaches
and scaled the chin-high walls in the face of
Jap machine pguns. :

Behind the barricade the island was ringed
with about 500 pillboxes, so arranged that when
you fought your way past one of the pillboxes
you were moving inte the cross-fire of two inner
pillboxes.

In the shallows. on the beaches and before the
Jap emplacements, marines died by sguads. In
less than 100 yards on the beach and within 20
yards of machine-gun emplacements, 105 marines
were killed. But others kept advancing until
at last they took the emplacements and wiped
put the Jap gunners. -

By the end of the first day, the three battalion
landing teams and reinforcements had szecured
little more than a toehold—three small beach-
heads from 70 to 150 yards in depth. The men
dug in and held on there through the night.
They established all-around security with orders
to shoot anything that moved. There were local
efforts at counterattacking. During the night,
some artillery was brought ashore.

The second day the marines began widening
their beachheads and improving their positions,
The center battalion pushed ahead until it was
stymied by pillboxés and blockhouses. This same
day reinforcements, including some light and
medium tanks, were landed on the comparatively
lightly defended west end of the island, and they
pushed east down the .airstrip, which forms a
diagenal line across the island, to the point where
the advanted marines were being held up by the
pillboxes. The Hellcats were called in again to
strafe the area while the battleships and cruisers
pounded from offshore, Then Marine infantry
and tanks advanced.

After the second day the battalion was able
to penetrate to the opposite shore of Betio, by-
passing or destroying the stubborn pillboxes and
Blockhouses, and by this time the eritical period
was past. But the fighting was not “officially”
over until 76 hours had passed from the time of
the assault, and even then there was still a hand-
ful of Jap snipers in trees and dugouts that
had to be picked off.

In all, an enemy force of about 4,500 defenders
was wiped out, including about 3,500 Imperial
marines and 1,000 laborers. Fewer than 200 of
the defenders surrendered, most of them laborers.
Tarawa was taken by less than a division of U. S.
Marines. We suffered the loss of 1,026 men killed
and 2,557 wounded.

Within four days the Tarawa airfield had been
put into svorking condition by Seabees, who fol-
lowed the first waves of marines while fighting
still was in progress. American planes are now
operating from Tarawa as an advanced base,

By Sgt. MERLE MILLER
YANK Staff Correspondent

CeENTRAL PacrFic Base—As his landing boat
edged toward the white sand and eoral
beach of Makin Island in the Gilberts, Sgt.

Walter Schliessman fingered the right breast
pocket of hizs two-piece herringhone fatigues.
Inside the pocket were two pictures, one of his
baby daughter Mary, whom he's never seen, the
other of his wife, whom he last saw in October
1941 on & 15-day furlough at his West Bayside
home on Long Island, N. Y.

Up ahead of the landing boat, Navy planes
flew low over the island, strafing Jap machine-
gun positions and pillboxes. The sky was bright
with the fires of burning Jap warehouses, shacks

| “Makin Take

and barracks. An oil dump exploded. There
were -occasional brief bursts of ack-ack. Jap
machine-gun slugs sizzled overhead, piercing the
top of the barge.

But as Schliessman remembers it now, the
whole thing didn’t seem much different from
amphibious operations in training—except for the
Japs. “I'd been getting ready for a fight for three
¥ears and a month,” he said later, "and there it
was and I wasn't excited. I was scared, of course,
I'm no hero—and no liar, either.”

Ever since Oct. 15, 1840, Schliessman and most
of the rest of the 165th Infantry of the 27th
Division had been training for the battle of
Makin—15 months at Fort McClelland, Ala., and
in the Pacific since April 1942, They'd trained
so long that they'd come to think they weren't
going to do any fighting. “We walked for almost
three years,” Schliessman said, “I mean,’ that's
about all we seemed to do—train like hell and
walk. T figure if we'd kept going straight, we'd
have circled the globe twice at the equator, We're
probably the walkingest outfit in the Army.”

The 165th Infantry is the old “Fighting 69th"
of first World War fame under a new name,
and until just before they left for the Gilbert
Islands, the men were calling their outfit “the
Non-Fighting 69th." Almost all of the original
members were National Guardsmen from Man.
hattan and Brooklyn and Long Island, N.¥. A
lot of them were Irish. And all of them knew
the legends of Father Francis Duffy, the 89th's
chaplain in the last war, who got the DSC and
the DSM; of Col. William J. (Wild Bill) Dong.
van, who won the Congressional Medal; of Joyce
Kilmer, the soldier-poet of the 69th, who died
in the battle of the Marne. They all knew-the
68th hadn't missed fighting in a war singe the
Revolution, and they were disappointed because
it looked as if this ‘one would be an exception,

“T'd.never have been able to go back tg Long
Island if I hadn't got at least one Jap " Schliess-
man says. He got seven confirmed and severa
prgbables in the Makin action,

ap machine guns opened up when the
were still 500 yards offshore. About 375 :::ﬂ
farther in, Schliessman's boat ran aground on a
ridge of coral. The ramp was lowered and the
men started toward the beach, The water Was up
to their chests and at least two of the men of
Schliessman's boat lost their rifles, A couple wera
hit, gasped once or twice and died.

Schliessman carried his Garand with bayonet
fixed, K rations for two days, a pouch of high-
explogive and fragmentation grenades, a egp.
tridge belt, a first-aid kit, a trench knife and an

¢. He didn't run, the way they dg

extra bandolie A slow walk was the best any.

in the movies.

ade. A
Dn;nulét;;mhira;miel the sergeant had a map gof

island, one he had drawn himself,
beaches, occasional -clusters
ms, the chief Jap installations and
objective his own and two othey
heading for. This was a Jap tank

of coconut pal
the pgrticulﬂl,-‘

platoons W"-‘F: nd remembered by Carlson’s Raid-

trap._sp;ﬂﬂt:t 1942, Lt. Col. Jimmy Roosevelt,
sl uﬁﬂ was second in command on that
USMC, “':d was along this time as an observer .
MHRT Ira i.:;g coach!” with the 2Tth Division,

anfs'“?c:}rgur fourth day on the lrnnspgtl_"
Sehlisssman said, “we'd gone over every detaj]
of the assault in 8 SETIEs of daily meetlings jn




the officers’ ward room. Not just the officers and
noncoms—everybody. Every private knew as
much about the over-all picture as his company
tommander. That's the way il was -and that's
the way it should be™ .

When Schliessman’s squad reached the sandy
strip of the beach at Makin Island, everybody
sought cover—Pvt. Leslie Westberry of Odum,

Ga., the first scout; Pvt. Damon Heath of Mag-

nolia, Ky., rifleman; Pvt, Clarence Winkler of
Haze:l Crest, Il!., assistant BAR man; Cpl. Guido
Persiani of Chicago Heights, 111, assistant squad
leader; Pvt. William Page of Holden, Mo., sec-
ond scout; Pvt. William Henry of Michigan and
Pvit. Duna]d1Wright of Edreka, Calif., riflemen;
and Pvi. Otis O'Neal of Bethany, Mo., assistant
BAR man. Schliessman ducked behind what
must have been a Jap storehouse. There were
sacks of cement outside its frame, or what was
left of it. Now it was only a smoldering ruin.

It took maybe 30 seconds to get themselves
organized. Then thev started the slow trek
across Makin. Their plan was to bisect the coral
island, then make & sharp turn to the right,
advance about 300 yards and take the tank trap.

If Schliessman had learned anything at all
during his three vears of training—during the

weeks spent on the assault course, on the com-

. bat firing course, on the combat-in-cities course

and on the jungle-training course—it was o keep
his men spread apart and to hit the ground low
and hit it fast when machine guns started firing.

Each man in the sguad was about 10 paces
from any other man. They walked slowly, once
in & while crawling on their bellies, oceasionally
stooping a little, usually standing erect, The
machine-gun fire had stopped as soon as they
hit the beach, and what few Japs they saw
were withdrawing fast. None was close enough
to be killed,

It took perhaps a half hour to cross the island.
It was a gquiet, almost unopposed crossing. Then
they made their right turn and almost imme-
diately ran into a Jap, As they approached a
small wooden shack, the Jap, smartly dressed
in an OD shirt and expensive-looking trousers,
ran outside screaming. He seemed to be hysteri-
cal, and though he carried a rifle he made no
attempt to fire it '

Schliessman hit the Jap with a slug in the
right leg and the Jap dropped. Then Westherry
fired and hit him in the head. Altogether
Schliessman and Westberry put five slugs in the
Jap. When they looked the body over, they

As they approoched a small wooden shack, the Jap, smartly dressed in an OD shirt and expensive slacks,
ran oufside screaming. He seemed fo be hysterical.
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found a wrist wateh that looked new but had
been shattered by one of the slugs Westherry
grabbed the Jap's rifle; it, too, was new.

Their next engagement was outside of what
looked like a bomb shelter—a dugout covered
with coconut lops and rising about four feet
above the ground, ' with ecircular, rough-hewn
entrances at each end. Schliessman threw a
grenade inside. There was the sound of a dull
explosion, and maybe 10 seconds later an un-
armed Jap emerged. As he came out, Page, who
was on the roof of the shelter, made a slight
noise. The Jap whirled around and Schliessman
instantly killed him with a quick shot in the
back, shouting: “The hell with you, the hell with
vou, you dirty son of a bitch.” Page gave the
Jap another slug in the forehead but the fArst
shot had been enough. He was a very dead Jap.

Then Schliessman lobbed another grenade into
the shelter. Inside he could hear a tense, excited
jabber of Japanese. A'second man came out, this
one in dark, apparently civilian, clothes. “West-
berry and I shot hell out of him, We fired about
seven or eight slugs apiece. He fell a few feet
fram the other Jap."

Page tossed another grenade in the shelter
and Winkler sprayed the entrance with BAR
fire. After that there wasn't any more jabbering.
No one bothered to go inside and find out how
many Japs had been killed. By this time the
sun was bright and sweat poured down every-
one’s face. "It isn't the heat,” cracked Page, “it's
the humidity.” __

When they reached the tank trap, the men in
Schliessman’s squad threw themselves into zigzag
trenches on both sides, into abandoned shell-
holes and shallow foxholes. Two other squads
in the platoon, led by 2d Lt. Charles Yarbor-
ough, a slow-talking Texan, shared the trenches
and holes with Schliessman's men, and with the
men of two other platoons. There were no Japs
anywhere in sight, although nobody could be
sure about the coconut palms. Any one of them.
might have contained snipers.

“We built our defenses under brush,” Schliess-
man said, “and Li. ¥Yarborough threw a smoke
bomb to let the others know we were there.
Then we began to wait. We stayed there all the
rest of the day and all night, just holding and
waiting.

“Mavbe some guys slept. I didn’t. I didn't eat,
either. I just chewed two sticks of gum [rom my
rations. My mouth felt dry and I kept hearing
Jap rifle and machine-gun fire. For some reason
it has a high pitch—sort of soprano.

“At 0330 the moon came out, and we kept
firing at the slightest sound. Our orders were to
fire at any noise at all, not to ask any questions,
just fire. About 0430 I heard noise in the under-
growth nearby and I tossed a. grenade at the
spot, warning everyvbody to dig deep. I don't
know whether 1 got a Jap there or not,

“About 0530 somebody spotted four lonely fig-
ures coming down the trail toward the tank trap.
They looked silly as hell; half-covered with coco-
nut fronds and trying to camouflage themselves.
Two other men and I fired, and all four Japs
fell, one by one. I fired 13 rounds at them."

THE battle began all over again at daybreak
and with increased intensity. Not far offshore
were the small rusting hulks of two aging Jap
boats, and sometime during the night a few
Japs must have swum to them with- machine
guns—aor perhaps the machine guns were already
there.

When it began getting light, the Japs opened
up on the tank trap and everybody was pinned
to the ground for almost an hour, helpless, Then
a Navy plane came over and bombed and strafed
the hulks for a few minutes, It was guiet after
that.

Schliessman got his last Jap in a coconut palm
about 25 vayds from his shellhole. Picking off
the sniper was simple. Later in the morning
scouts went out in patrels of two and three,
spraying every tree with fire. That was the only
way. The Japs were tied in the trees, sitting
on burlap bags just above the lowest branches,
and even after they were dead, they didn’t fall
out but simply hung there ludicrously,

By late afternoon the battle was over, except
for killing a few stray snipers, and Makin be-
longed to the men of the 27Tth Division. Maj,
Gen, Ralph Smith, who commanded the division,
messaged Rear Adm. Richmond Turner, com-
manding all amphibious operations in the Gil-
berts: “Makin taken.”

PAGE 5
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“Listen to me,"” said the Demon, as ke pPlaced his
hand upon my head. * The region of which | steak
is a dreary region in Libya, by the borders of the
River Zaire. And there is no quiet or silence,”

SiLevce—A Fable, by Edgar Allan Poe.
» * *

T was evening, and the Liberator Big fob was
Iretuming from a mission o an airdrome in Ttaly.

The pilot and his crew, fresh from training in the
States, were just completing their second raid.

As night fell they realized sickeningly that they
were lost. At o345 hours, Big Job ran out of gas;
red lights showed in the cockpit. * The pilot feathered
the four engines and the crew hasti?y parachuted
from about 6,000 feet.

Four of the crew gathered immediately—Lt. Milo
Rasmusson, the Wisconsin navigator; the co-pilot,
Lt. Oscar Street of French Lick, Indiana; and two
gunners, 5/5gt John P. Gomez of North Bergen,
New Jersey, and S/Sgt Royce O. Magee, Tylertown,
Mississippi. They began to yell for the others, but
could locate none of their six comrades. They
decided to stay where they had landed, until mom-
ing. They made beds out of their chutes on the
strange rocky ground, slept three hours until dawn
and then started out on a search.

The morning light revealed the puzzling terrain
as a great waste of gnarled and broken black lava,
with ragged ridges and cracks, and scattered patches
of sand.” They climbed some of the rugged lava
formations * just walking .around and looking,"

In a few minutes they saw two white parachutes
spread out on the black landscape and were reunited
with two more gunners, Dale P. Wilson of West
Virginia, and Elmer H. Renk of Pittsburgh. Renk
had a gash in his leg and had lost blood.

They took stocl of their situation. The crew was
dressed in desert khaki and wore G.1: shoes, The
mission had been a medium altitude flight and no
altitude equipment had been worn. They had no
arms, no rations, no sun helmets, no fare pistol, and
no water, except for a few ounces in Magee's canteen.
There were several dime-sized compasses but they

P =
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didn't mean much in that endless bed of lava, where
it took hours to travel a mile. N

“The walking was wery rough,” said Royce
Magee, * You had to find a rock you could step on
before you could even move."

Renk and three of the others had wounds and
SEVETE SPIRins. ]

They decided to start slowly in a northerly direc-
tion to find water and try to attract rescuers. Gunner
Magee and co-pilot Street, who were in the best
physical condition, were to go on ahead, with the
other four following as well as they could.

" We expected to find Wogs or camels or any-
thing," said Magee, ‘“ and get help for the other

8.

%heg walked throughout the heat of the day, look-

Mostly, it's just poets who rave about
trees. Poets—and these six flyers, forced
down in a hell of lava and stranded
there for twelve thirst-ridden days,

| il
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By S[Sgt JAMES DUGAN

i ir mates diminishing in the black
mg.tga:k']'zt;hﬂlrlkad until late in the afternoon,
wf:':n 'they lost all sight of the others behind.
Wij lieytenant and the sergeant were hot and

hed. They found shelter from the scorching
E:f in some large cracks in the lava and crawled
in, They thought about the four missing members
‘of the crew who had never appeared. Lt. Street
had been the next to last man to jump and the pilot
had been all set to follow him immediately.

Magee and Street spread out a piece of parachute
in the fissure and waited for sunset. ‘Out in the
tumbled bed of lava, heat waves eddied up over
the horizon, The grotesque shapes of the lava swam
gently around them like a black sea. .

When it grew cooler they started to walk again,




Th&}" walked until th
to '::vn’}? them on the?ftmegumt ﬁmﬁi?.nuther vk

o € must have walked ten miles that first day,"”

They saw no si of 1i ;
dwarf shrub and a fow little bgFT  Ccasional
I don't know how

Magee. I i beca
oy Enuldu't,'g'um it was use they could fly and
They slept wrap in ’

/ the chute, huddling to-
E:&tt;ﬂi £ t&fi ri:nt;d ;%1 they didn't sleep well. They
. : : P ki :
lt]'.l the cool dawn, u.'-henyit was i > Vees et

hmtn They wondered vaguely about the radio
gﬁ: e SOS, sent out in the last minutes of the
R% = é’ Sgt Thomas F. McDermott of Providence,

e rlft b-eaenl seen after the bail-out.
ng w:::ﬂ ed until the sun was full again and their
thburumt tr:a, ed when they swallowed. As they were
:h o Eim?vl mto another crack to escape from
ufati:::ﬂ €Y =aw a tree three or four miles ahead
"The tree was very larpe ™ =i b

thought sure we'd ii:'l-l:;:l!Fr m‘tﬁfmﬁd o =

They arrived at the tree at noon, and the tree was

down in a hole in the rock where all the water drained
m.ThBut there wa‘;]snt:; any water there,

€ gunner an & co-pilot fell exhausted in the
meagre shade of the tree, and lay there spiri
throughout the fiery afternoon, 4 L

l_'r was near sundown when they heard aircraft
motors far off in the dancing heat. They got to
their feet and waved their bit of parachute. A
green-camouflaged Liberator appeared and roared
in low near the tree. They saw the insignia of Joisey
Bounce, one of the B-z4s of their own squadron.
McDermott's SOS had been heard!

Thexpilﬂt of foisey Bounce, Lt. Walt Stewart,
came in past the marooned fliers a second time.
Magee held up his canteen and pointed at it desper-
ately. The air crew threw ont their personal canteens
full of water.

the birds survived,' said.

Six canteens crashed into the flinty lava and broke.
Magee and Street fell. got up, fell again, crawled a
little way, and reached them. One after another of
the split water bottles was empty. They licked the
rocks for a few drops of water. Joisey Bounce
disappeared.

Two more Liberators came in and threw out an-
other can, and some packages. They ran to the can
and unscrewed the cap. No water came out, It
was a message can, of the type used by Air-Sea
Rescue Service of the RAF to drop messages to
airmen on life rafts. It contained a wvery dry
note.

"SUPPLY SHIP COMING SOON, YOU ARE
3jzo MILES SOUTH OF BASE. HAVE FOUND
FOUR OTHER CREW MEMBERS 7 MILES
SOUTH-EAST OF YOU. HAVE DROPPED
VERY PISTOL AND K RATIONS."

Magee and Street lay on their piece of dirty para-
chute and read the note. “We didnt care anything
about food,'" said Magee. " We wanted only one
thing in the world—water."*

The fliers lay under the tree for three more days,
unmoving and undisturbed. The lava heat rippled
around them and morose little birds appeared and
disappeared. No motors were heard in the brassy
Libyan sky.

On the fifth day of their exile a Liberator appeared
over them at several thousand feet. The two men
ander the tree had to strupgle to think. They
realized dimly that they were lost and this airplane
was looking for them, The airplane didn't know
exactly where they were. This was the most desper-

ate moment of the ordeal, thinking that the plane
above them might lose them again. They thought

and acted as if in a slow-motion picture. But they

managed to shoot the flare pistol.

The plane was piloted again by Walt Stewart. For
three days patrols had been unable to find the lost
men. Stewart finally said: “I can take you right
to the place.” He brought the chaplain along. The
padre was vomiting in the fuselage from air sickness.
Most of the crew were ill from the bumpy ride over
the desert heat waves, from straining their eyes into
the shifting and swimming wastes. Stewart saw the
flares and went in low and buzzed the tree.

He dropped a five-gallon can of water and some
cases of Street and Magee saw the can hit a
thousand yards from them and disappear in the
tumbled lava, The thought of water was enough
to revive the dying men, They got up, stumbled,
fell, and staggered towards the can.

There were two gallons left in the battered water
can, They drank a gallon between them and sat
grinning madly at each other throngh cracked lips.

They were not strong encugh to carry the remainder
of t : water back to the tree. They crawled slowly,
their heads hanging down, feeling the water slosh in
their stomachs as they labored back to the tree.

They slept some more and rested until the cool
hours of the day., Then they stood erectly and
walked to the water can. They brought in the food,
There were cans of grapefruit juice, peaches and
pears, C rations—canned beef stew, pork and beans
—_and a new chute, as well as more flare shells. With
a skyborne can-opener they opened the grapefruit

juice and shared it, feeling like kings of the world.

They ate a can of peaches. They went into their

palace of shade under the lonely tree and slept.

The next day the burning lava was not the same.

Street and Magee looked at it and defied it. Th

were safe with their gallon of water and their .

They felt strong.

On the eighth day a RAF Wellington came to .

the tree and dropped a note asking for a heading on

the rest of the crew. Street drew an arrow in a patch
of sand and the Wellington flew south-east. It came
back and dropped a note: “ DO YOU NEED ANY-
THING? ™

Strect wrote: “WATER" in the sand. Four
canteens were dropped. All burst, Street wrote:
“WATER BURSTING.” The Wellington flew
away.

# the ninth day a Liberator appeared and flung
Othem a well-packed seabag with five-gallon and
two-gallon cans of water in it. The pack did not
break. There was also more food.

Magee =aid: " That was our brightest moment,
We had enough water and food to last it out, The
plane dropped a note saying a rescue party would
be along within five days.""

On the tenth day a Wellington notified them that
a rescue party was in the area, proceeding towards
them, They were to start shooting flares in 24
hours. There was more water.

On the. eleventh day a RAF plane was back
with a note saying they should begin shooting flares
at five-minute intervals. " RESCUE PARTY NEAR
YOU."” Socon they saw a column of dust in the north.

The rescuers arrived on the afterncon of the
eleventh day since Big Job had strewn her crew in
the remote depths of Libya. There were three gix-
wheeled trucks of the British Army Long Range
Rescue Service, manned by ten Indian soldiers, com-
manded by a Capt. Gardner,

They tried to tell Capt. Gardner how glad they
were to see him, He sucked his pipe and said: “1
see,”’ at intervals.

The Indian troops gathered up the small mound
of supplies that had been dropped and the convoy
moved off to pick up their four comrades.

At dusk they found them. A tent had been
dropped and the castaways had insulated it with a
parachute, The four had undergone greater hard-
ship from lack of water than Street and Magee. Renk
was in a serious condition with a festered leg wound.
Water was shared out and the party moved out in
the evening.

That night, they met four more trucks of the rescue
convoy, carrying a medical officer who looked after
the sick and wounded. There were three English
troopers and a Sudanese detachment. The British
soldiers took good care of the fliers.

Travelling slowly out of the lava on the twelfth
day, stopping often to remove rocks from the trail,
the convoy covered z5 miles to an Amab village,

“The Wogs came out with bowls of sour goat
milk to show their hospitality,’* said Magee. " We
drank some—kinda tasted of it, so as not to offend
them.'"

The British troopers cooked a meal of corned beef
hash and onions that pleased the castaways better.

the first stretches of sand possible to land aircraft

o Wellingtons were waiting, The men slept under
the great wings of the Wimpies and were flown back
to base on the morning of the fourteenth day.

They went to a hospital for a week and then came
back to duty. The radio man, McDermott, was
rescued by Arabs, but no trace was ever found of
the other three crew members.

There was no difficulty after that in finding any
of the survivors of Big fob around the desert drome.
They wore full canteens on their belts everywhere
they went.

!: was 6o miles before the lava bed was crossed. On

» * "

" And as the Demon made an end fo his story, he
fell back within the cavity of the tomb and faug?;dﬁ
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As the curtain rose on the last
act of the great drama, and the
principal characters stepped into
their roles, an expectant world
audience rose to applaud the

man who once said he had—

1"

.. n urgent

date with :
GERMANY

great events incloded the relentless ponnding

of the Germans' winter defense line in White
Russia, the bloody inch by inch advance of the sth
and Bth Armies in Italy, and the stepping up in pace
and strength of Allied smashes on Japanese strong-
holds in the Pacific—came the announcement of the
new top leadership which will direct the frontal
assault on Hitler's European prison,

These are the names of a winning combination—
General Dwight D. Eisenhower as supreme com-
mander, Air Chief Marshal Sir Arthur Tedder,
deputy supreme commander, General Sir Bernard
Montgomery commanding the British armies,
General Sir Henry Maitland Wilson in charge in the
Mediterranean, General Sir Harold Alexander as
over-all chief of operations in Italy, Lieutenant
General Carl Spaatz in command of American
strategic bombing against the German homeland.

These names belong to men who led armies to vic-
tory in Adrica, and set the framework in Italy within
which Germany faces defeat. They bridge the gap
between the dark days of German advances deep
into Russia and toward Alexandria, and the
rounding-up of the remains of the Afrika Korps at
Cape Bon. And eventually they may be the names
of the men who will give Allied soldiers their last
marching orders—toward home.

In supreme command is General “Ike" Eisen-
hower, who, in his busier moments engineered the
gigantic landing opérations in North Africa and
Sicily, who smoothed out the difficulties of coopera-

O'LIT of this past week of war—a week whose

tion among British, American, and French com-

manders. In his lighter moments this blond, friendly,
yet absolutely professional soldier is something of a
good poker player. Twenty-tight years is the span
of his military career—from 1915 until today., And
within that span he has risen from a znd lieutenant
at the age of 25 to supreme commander, at 53, of
one of the greatest military undertakings ever to
confront any man,

In a superficial way, General *' The's * advance-
ment from a znd liegtenant in World War 1 to a
supreme commander in World War II might be
likened 1o the career of a certain corporal in World
War 1 who rese {0 supreme command over the lives
(and the deaths, millions of them) of the German
Reich in World War [1. But this unwelcome parallel
in the careers of General “ Ike " and Adolf Hitler ends
with the contemplation of a single large fact—mamely
that " Tke " is going to win a war for democracy and
the little corporal is going to lose a war for Fascism,

Essentially, the appointment of "Ike" Eisen-
hower embodies an enormous iden. For, as he steps
into his new job, he becomes the first American ever
destinerd 1o stand on the soil of Egrope as a supreme
commander of a military expedition that combines
armies of our own and other nations.
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In many, many ways the Nazis must find the new
leader of the Allies in the west an extremely tough

dose to swallow. First of all he showed fhem in
Africa that there are brainy military strategists out-
side the Wilhelmstrasse, Secondly, the ancestry of
General “Ike” is one of those mixed ancestries sg
distasteful to the MNazi "bloodline” experts. The
General's family left Germany in the middle of the
17th century and lived in Switzerland for a while
“Ike’s" own branch of the family then came over-
seas and settled in the Lancaster-Yaork Tegion of
Pennsylvania. Later, the family went westward to
Kansas in the 18708 and 'Bos where David
Eisenhower, father of the General, married Id;;
Elizabeth Stover, who came of English stoclk.

With English, Scotch-Irish and German blood in
his veins, General “Ike” becomes, by Nazi stan-
dards, ong of the " inferior " men who s making Jife
particularly difficult for the * Master Race, BN

HAT must be even tougher for the Ge
; ! 1TIL
wuke is that the General is not gne of uw;en-:ntf

ditional Army men such as the Gg

for hundreds of years in Prussia, ;?ilfv]:ivﬁ e
that the General reads books—not only milita mi“m
inta which he has dog deeply enough, but alauryf st
books, and books of a social character M;,"n}r
believes in allegiance to the democratic id he
which no German general in his mght mj nin
ever been known to believe, md has

This lean-faced, scholatly * ke E; g

the eyeglasses and the sm?lll: that Sill?sntt":‘zer s
easily is a professional, trained soldie SIE 50
Pointer, But his father was no milj
him. David Eisenhower was a farm
icemaker, And the General, as a went th

the public and high schools of Alﬁlunu ;{,rﬂ“gh
He worked as a cowpuncher, ditchdigger and f‘mma
and took a turn at professional basehal], Armer

tary man hefore
T, EH\E““EH‘I and

roa West

THEY'RE TOPS! .

choose to look at
they're known to

doneit once, Tegethe

GENER
OMmap

. . And no mistake, anyway you

it. Together, Monty and lke—as
all the worthwhile warid—have

AL 5

R H
dorain.Ghis

XA
a5

r,they're about to do it again.
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But it isn't altogether true to say that the
k General
f::;_tput tome out of a militar:,r}rtmdition. It's a
-:'!i.ftnl 1-::-: a.}l_ right, b\.}t not of the German kind. At
ey rEl; » tTitical periods America has produced her
jacisr: e military men,  *0Old Hickory" Andrew
e N, a border Indian fighter and hero of the
e :ﬁ of New Dr{eans. Was one of them. Ulysses S.
: ﬁ':ﬁ @ West Pcu_ntl:r who went back to his father's
lszpﬂfirw]iilil:-:gr'lli?t in ;:l]lmais. was anotheér. Grant
- E i g :
m%gentc;ag: et theg% p F{g:;]r?n.utenanttn command-
ur tradition has nlwa}'s roduced first-rate com-
Eanders under ﬂu, prESSU!'&P::II events. And that is
e tradition behind Genera]l * Ike" who is “an
affable and genial man _ , _ keenly and personally
interested in Waging war against the Nazis. Every-
thing about Hitler is abhorrent to him, "

As iar_a.s tht-r American enlisted man is concerned,
Abe will go into battle under the command of a
winner. General " Tke™ jg the man who had the
responsibility of planning the successful campaigns

. of North Africa and Sicily, In the fwo amphibious

operations (the landings in North Africa and Sicily),

he demonstrated his mastery of the details of modern

warfare. These were operations which reguired the

perfect co-ordination and timing of men, ships and

ﬂ:;xes an a scale never before attempted in military
Ory.

The attack on Sicily which finally knocked out
Italy and made a homeless wanderer of a certain
Mr. Mussolini who could find hospitality only in the
lion’s mouth of Berlin, took 38 days. It was featured
by tremendous and sustained aerial attack, by the
follow-up of artillery, and then .men and tanks on a
scale never before mustered up by the Anglo-
American forces. Tt must have told the Nazis that
here at last was the successful combination of leaders,
organization and materiel that would eventually
destroy them.

This, then, is the new supreme boss, a man of
decision, who knows and has said that men will be

lost, but who also Knows how to win, who * had :

to make up his mind on how he should dispose of his
forces during the lull (during a critical battle in
Tunisia). Should he hold on to what he had and
make the Germans pay for every yard they ad-
vanced? Or should he clear ont of Tunisia and re-
group in Algeria? He chose to hold on to what
he had . . . He went forward to the front many
times in a Flying Fortress and held conferences under
the wing of the plane on riny days. On jeep trips
to the front he sometimes covered as muoch as zoo
miles a day.”™

The new supreme commander was, up to a year
ago, a colonel. In one swift jump he became per-
manent major general; his temporary rank is full
genem]_‘ “Like Hollywood. the A.I'ID}' likes to
type its officers.”” "Ike™ was considered solely the
“brainy " desk-type of general. But in North Africa
and Sicily his desk was next door to the heavy

ns. |
gume 1915 until December 7th, 1941, he was a
quiet, unpublicized officer, deep in military studies
mostly, with time out for training command posts.

He never got overseas during World War I but com-
manded tank troops at Camp Dix, and the men
whom he sent off to France were our first thoroughly
trained tank units. He was slated to leave for France
on a certain November rzth, but the Armistice took
Pplace November 11th,

After the war, he attended Command and General
Staff School at Fort Leavenworth, Kanzas, and the

. Army War College in Washington, and from this
schooling he emerged with top honors.

In Manila he was adviser to General MacArthur.
After Pearl Harbor all that long training and ability
of General “Ike" came.to the surface and showed.
In the Louisiana maneuvers in the fall of 1941 he
demonstrated ficld leadership in a manner that could
E.:;il: be ignored, Socon after, the plums began to

DRESS REHEARSAL. Remna
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the skilled British 8th and 1st Armies through Sicily.
General Eisenhower's rise is surely without parallel
in American military history, IFrom colonel to
supreme commander and full general in two years—
from the “mock” war maneuvers in the delta
country of Louisiana to the real maneuvers that face
him now as he must figure out the when and how
of the attack that must drive to the very heart of
MNazi Europe—that is his story. ,
From }}JII;‘I‘HJ. Adrica and Italy, preceding the
General, the enlisted man's grapevine has already
brought the advance news that General Ike " ain’t
chicken,”” that he hates red tape and is an expert
at getting things done quickly and to the point, that
junior officers who dawdle at the door of his office
instead of stating their business get hell bawled out
of them, that he is an easily accessible general.

a Korps, seramming smartly to the rear of Allied

lines in Tunisia last May, set the pace their goosestepping comrades are doomed to follow in the

months to come.

On a single day's notice, General Marshall picked
him as Commander of U. 5. Forces in the ETO and
he was off to Londpn., The largest part of the ETO
job at that time was to harmonize the mutual tasks
of American and British top-officers, It was this
diplomatic ability, among other things, which led
to his selection as commander in charge of the Allied
landings in North Africa. Three months after that
day in November 1942, he was in supreme command
in Morth Africa of all Allied operations. And in
May, 1943, he was banding the peace terms to
Marshal Badoglio,

He had led the Allies in the knockout of Ttaly
from the war. With himself as co-ordinating head,
and Montgomery, Alexander and Patton as the field
generals, the seasoned Anglo-American Armies
smashed Mussolini's dream of empire. General

. “Ike™ had been in from the dark beginnings, to the
time when seasoned American veterans marched with

This doesn't mean that & million G.I.s can beat a
path to his door, because he's a pretty busy man,
But it doer mean that if you happen to run across
him during one of those inspection tours that
generals make once in a while, he will not bite your
head off.

Now the last and toughest stage of the war is
coming up, The General has said =0, and he has
seemed” to know about things all along the way,
There will be men going down and there will be
awards—awards to the men of the line, for
that is how the General has handed out awards in
the past. Though General " Tke" has had experience
in most of the branches of warfare, he has never lost
sight of the fact that the soldier is the key figure in
battle rather than the machine.

“You can fill & battlefield with all the goldarmed
machines that, ever worked and you would still need

tough human beings . . . It is making no odious -

comparisons with any other branch of the service
to say that the dirtiest, hardest and most continu-
ously dangerous duty is the job of the foot soldier . | |
Ewvery citizen of the United States has a right to
know how important to our victories are the fighting
spirit, the sense of duty and the gallantry and forti.
tude of our ground forces. More and more in modern
warfare killing is done at a distance. But he (the
foot soldier) is the only one whose business it js to
close in primeval hand-to-hand combat with the
enemy. Whatever other branches may do to soften
up and break down the enemy, the war will be

won when the infantry, en masse, enters the enemy's

last stronghold. On the way to this victorious en-
campment the foot soldier fights and hivouacs in
fearful heat or cold, in seas of mud, burricanes of
sand or dust, enduring hunger and thirst aned cruel
fatigue, torment of insects and the threats of wounds
and death, For elite divisions there is little
repose. "’ g

oME correspondents have called the General 5

partisan of air-power "—of ' mechanized unjts "
but it appears clear that the General is really just
a partisan of victory and.of any and all Welpons
needed for victory, ] :

“¥ou have to accumulate power you need and hit

the cnemy at a crucial, vital point with l.-ver_-,rthiug"

you'‘ve got, '

Now Genernl " Tke " will again have his desk near
the front line—near enough so that he can hear
Joe's gripes through all the shuffling of official papers,

And so, chum, this looks like i,

“T have an uwrgent date with Germany,'" save
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Soldiers in Iran who saw Stalin

meet Roosevelt and Churchill no

longer look upon their command

- as the dullest Place this side of
Cooks and Bakers School.

By Sgt. AL HINE and Cpl. JAMES P. O‘NEILL
YANK Staff Correspondents

EHERAN, TRan [By Radio]—GIs in Persia, long
Taccustnmed to considering their command the

Bakers School, were slightly dumbfounded when
Presidant Roosevelr. Premier Stalin and Prime
Minister Churchill blew into town recently for
the most historie conference of the war
The railroad men, longshoremen and truck
drivers who make up the bulk of this important
supply depot's Army population couldn't belieyve
their eyes when they saw the crowd of celebrities
who followed the three United Nations leaders
here for the big internatieinal Surprise party—
Gen. George C, Marzhall, Adm, William Leahy,
Anthony Eden, V. M, Molotov, W Averell Har-
riman, Adm. Ernest King, Gen. H H. Arnold,
Lt. Gen. Brehon B, Somervel], Marshal Klementi
Voroshilay, Ambassador John G, Winant and
Harry Hopkins, tg name only a fepr
One GI who had g ringside seat at the e¢on-
ference from start to finish was Cpl. Matt Vdlen-
ski,- a railroad man from Pittsburgh, Pa., who
was in charge of the hillats for the entire Armer-
ican party. I
“There was never a duj| moment,” Matt says,
“A rouple of other fnoncorms and I got our first
hint that someone big was coming when they
il ald s to move all our eolonels from their reg-
ular billets into the Wwing of the hospital. But
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they didn’t teli us then what it was all ahoyt

Needless tq 52y, it was a rare pleasure forp
these corporals and T-5s to be able 1q tell the
silver eagles tg pack up and get gyt

“We waerps hearing plenty of TUmars ahout the
reasons for the moving," Matt added, “ang. of
course, the Cairg Conferenca gava ug something
to base our TUMors on. Sure enough, they told
Us one morning that the President Was coming,
0. we finished moving the colonels, hyt fast,

-and brought in fots, soap, towels, shepts, food,

envelopes, toilet paper and BVErYthing else we
could think of.

“We had a hell of a time Betling aroung, too,
because we had ng Special passes ang the whole
town was heing guarded as tight as a drum, We
had to buck Russjan Buards, argue with Our own
MPs and run oyr old beat-up trycls like they
Were never run before, When the conferenpa Eot
inte full swing it was even giddier, I haq aur
minister to Iran, Lotiis G,
ME on one trip from the Russian Emhassg.- where
the President stayed for Iwo nights He hopped
on the truck and directed me through the jumble
of guards ang shrubbery. At ona Point, [ ran up
against a Ryusclki Secret-service man who gaye
me a puzzled look from head tg foot and they,
still puzzled, saluted me, T saluted Rim back and
kepl on going."

Since Matt was gn duty all the time bringing
in food and supplies, he had a -good baukstage
view of the conference, What he didn't zes him-
self, he picked up from the cooks who Prepared
the meals for the President’s party,

They reported that FDR especially likpd the
gazelle that had been shol here by GI hunters
for one of hjs dinners, His othe favorite dishes
were odd snacks and fish, The c00ks sajd pge
made & crack about” fish being brain food, The
President eats plenty of spinach and likes 3
little garlie flavoring in his meals,

“That Soviet marshal., Voroshiloy, Was the

I Mitchel) Moyie-

12
Bn., move in for c.fus:?_-_'_l;ps.
=]

=l

biggest map I've pyap ; : Sy
R =1 SEeN in this command.

Matt saig And Gen, Marshal) certainly looked
i i e made a great
in‘!}mwnh the Poligh Waitresses when he gave
Mementos ?:f the visit—yris) bands that he

;c;tfgi.ghheé‘eﬂ:“;{ © GI PX. One waitress said to
Eﬂﬂd—lﬂﬂiﬂng- arshall i such a elean-cut and

Man. He's pot such good eyes you
:gnn:fﬁ fiet e foresighteq. She said she was
Ous ihﬂhq!must Went to pieces every time

im,"

.n’ﬂ};' Shot the Works

H; ﬂfii:f ‘“{]}Pml‘urﬁ of the conferen cewere taken
—T/Set. Artpyy D€ B46th Signa) Photo BEn.
Sgt. Rob ¢ Daniels, S/Sgt. Robert Davis,
William ¢ 3%, Pfe, Munrge Oettinger, Pfc.

Dggsu,eu. and Pfe. Grang Nelrad, all
men at top Hollywood studios.
came Workts with 5 35.mm
i ' machine propelled by a
E:‘ﬂzi s Makes a he?l ; a racket.
legation ¢4 shoot o 29denly cafjaq to the Russian

Covohference Pictures, they draped

oy achines to try 1o cut
like 5 B-z}:ﬂz Joise, “pp, . damn thing J;uundi?d

W se hgt' Daniels saiq afterward.

El Alamejp r-u“]‘ Who had taken pictures at
Shoating: Stali ok Algiers and Malta, were

LRI pliggn

i
the Jegg Ln' Rovseye) and Churchill on
UP and (o) N a SeLret-service man came

“To “”‘L Of the hoods was on fire.

00" Pfe, Osttinger told
Latap th: e Put it oyt }ruu?seif."g
lost my hqadpr.“‘l Apologizeq v guess [ sort of
= all gvey t}-.e. S4YS. “Just thini when this
wog Eﬂrt'_. flamen back on the lot
they've shop L' slegr?gm"lﬂ about the big stars
em g v 0 with 4 story about this

l':‘ETﬂphers never pxpect to

—



focus on anything e
ir i wpoTe important
fvfi.llthiler ;;:’Es_ Even the uccupatinitmuith'ﬁ‘nﬁt
anticlimax after this assi "
says Sgt. Davis, assignment,

Long Way From Home
Tln: 18th Station Hosp

thot Tends 1o, theo ﬁltal is located on the road-

Aim where the President
A b AT cnnvall::mtruups from Camp

nt patients were al-

fined to the hospital with Tacoma, Wash.. con-
' af i
the only wheel chair in his ward and s ans. 8.0
it to the side of the road. nd maneuvered
: ‘E'I!Fhet: the President came along and saw the
L el "'-3’3\?5?3 1? ifhj“p in front of Wiley's
aren’t we. son?"” he 5:i<1 a leng way from home,
“Yes, Mr. Presi : T8
plied. He ha sident, we sure are,” Wiley re-

5 bee ;
186th Qua ﬂemmf:é?:‘ersaas for a year with the

The Generals Eat Spam

/5cT. George MceClusi b !

from Ularenie. Pa. w?l];;'.edm} tex Foal e
after a hard day on a "h mnto his bnrﬂfrhs
his first sergeant. Th ﬁlilllduzer and bumped into

o « Ale 81 sergeant was carrying
MecClusik's ODs in his hands. “Here,” he said,
handing over the clothes. “You're going on guard.”
e George tried to give the top kick an argument,
dg;rbs?;‘es;;lllu:sn:;::t he was posted outside the

off the officers’ mess where
the generals ate their meals. A louey told George
not to let anyone through the door unless he
gave an okay. :

“What will I do if you are not around, sir?"
asked George. 4 ' et

“Don't let anybody in except generals,” said
the shavetail. .

George obeyed the rule, with two exceptions—
Adm. King and Adm. Leahy. “The louey didn't
tell me anything about admirals,” he said, “but
I figured they rated.”

When the generals sat down for their first
dinner in Iran the mess officer told Gen.” Mar-
shall that he was going to serve them the first
fresh meat ever received by the command. It
had arrived the night before by boat at a Persian
Gulf port and the officials had flown the precious
stuff to Teheran for the conference.

But Gen. Marshall refused the meat, graciously
but very firmly. “If this is the first meat to arrive
here,” he said, “I think the men who have been
stationed here should have the privilege of eat-
ing it. We’ll take Spam and bread.” And they
got Spam and bread.

“This isn’t hooey, either,” says George. "1
heard Gien. Marshall say it. And for my dough,
he's a regular guy.”

The Intrepid Irishman :

pr. John Kennedy was the guard, stationed
c outzide the conference room. He had to check
another door-to the room. The only way to reach
it was to walk right_tl?rpugh the conference
where the Amnerican, British and Russian offi-
cials were discussing confidential matters of

i ignificance.

w%ﬁ-;;ﬁ z:mg?ntrepigl Irishman from Philadel-
.hia Pa. swallowed a couple of times nervously.
g‘h n he1threw back his shoulders and marched
striight into ihe room past the t,lahle where ﬂfrIE
astonished dignitaries Were turning to stare al

him. He tried

= an : " 3
i e S et S

5 o sz those big shols understood
sald.d E:tjsldﬁgtl;f But I could see that they were
m:::dfliing at first just what the hell I was doing
w e

in that room.-

Gotta Go, You Can’t _
w'm:s;::ment of guarding the President and
i rty was given to Co. H, 727 Military

e ﬁ: and this was a great honor for these
Pnhmwh; in a noncombatant zone like Iran,
ﬂﬁill}r have nothing to do excepl boring town-

cop duty. mpany Wwas pfﬂl’.‘fﬂ in strategic
The !?r::::?_ tnl'lﬂe gl:;-ounﬂs of the American Ittgﬂ;
_-:_pﬂlﬁ Eh guﬂl’dEd the President so WE]: t:d.
tion. T Eind pight that they were also &leees
first day r all three of the mnferenﬂq aders
1o wntri:_lh 3:2 .. two-day meeting that
o
Lhrﬂugm_' =

. Then hEI
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Presentation of the Sword of Stalingrad 1o Marshal Stalin by Mr. Churchil| was one of dhe highly
dramatic moments of the conference, Marshal Voroshilov eagerly shows the splendid gift to
President Roosevelt.

of their assignment. They wouldn't let anyone
go anywhere without proper’ authorization. One
high-ranking British official, who attempted un-
successfully to get past them and into the em-
bassy without a pass, shook his head and mut-
tered: “This is the most bloody guarded place
I've ever seen.”

Pvi. W. G. Atkinson of Scranton, Pa, was the
guard on the back door of the embassy when a
colonel came up and asked #f he could go in to
use the latrine. Atkinson refused to allow him
near the door.

“Don‘t you know who I am?” demanded the
colonel. He merely happened to be the command-
ing officer of Atkinson's own MP outfit.

“Sir " replied Atkinson coldly, "until this thing

‘iz over. T don't recognize nothing or nobody un-

less he's got a pass.”
The colonel went out into the garden where
there were plenty of Lrees. y

Presidential Reviews

EVIEWING the troops here’ before boarding his
R plane for home, President Roosevelt drove
through the camp to the baseball diamond where
he talked to the soldiers from his jeep.

The President took a microphone in his hand.
It didn't work. Then he tried another that did
not work at first; either. He smiled and said:
waAnd these are supposed to be the most power-
ful weapons of the war."

His speech was short, lasting only about four
minutes. He wore his familiar browr felt hat,
a dark coat, a gray flannel suit, a white shirt
and black tie. He looked rather tired after the
long days of the conference. .

He told the gathered troops how he had looked
out the ‘window the first morning he woke in
Iran and thought at first that he was somewhere
in Arizona. The terrain here does resemble that
part of America. And he went on to tell them
about his meeting with Churchill and Stalin.

“We discussed not only plans for getting the
war over,” he said, “but also more important
plans for peace.”

He told the soldiers that the people back home
were aware of the fine job they were doing here.
He said he wished those people could see the
job with their own eyes.

“] am’ going home now,” he concluded. “And
I wish I could take all of you with me."”

There were no cheers after he finished speak-
ing. Instead there was a hushed silence that
seemed to last for a full minute until the troops
were called to order arms. The metallic clatter
of the pieces rang out over the bazeball field.
Then the men shouldered arms and began to
march away, Many of their faces were bright
and many of them had strange marks around
their eyes. For most of them, it was the first
time they had ever seen a President of the
United States,
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Some Cungr“smgn h

Sroams for ad a couple of fancy

ser itﬂ'll‘lﬂll the Prec:
r a5 ﬁ'“"

realities, the Army
railroads " in order o

the grim
took over the
avert a strike.

T'S only a i . .
thongh 12 oy with a5 yon dameman %3¢ 20 far but here's o
Sl 3 your New Year's bitter. Repre-
sentative Hoffma e S e i P
2 ; o, cpublican of Michigan, has
he House a bill which would require that furl
home be given to servicemen wha have sweat ;-]q- .1 Arionghs
in combatareas or in i A S CAE OE IO
of the bill stipulates that me
:.l.f'l::r:re t%&t:u' absence from duty would endanger a battlefront, but
it also calls upon their commanding officers to “exercise diligence "
in releasing men whenever possible.

I_‘I&\‘("s another: Senators Ernest W. McFarland, Democrat of
.PL[:!.ZDII!-]., and Burngt F. Maybank, Democrat of South Carolina,
sakud that whep their colleagues reconvene on January 1oth they
will start a drive to pass a bill of theirs which would pay service-
men $2 for every day served in the U. S. with four-bits extra for
each day of foreign service. The maximum payment to one man
would be $1,200 and the boys would be paid off in ten-year‘non-
transferable bonds. All this would be in addition to mustering.-
out pay. The bill has the okay of the American Legion.

And here's the latest dope—as of last weekend, at any rate—
concerning the draft and this business of taking fathers. Revised
fhigares made public by Selective Service Headquarters set the
goal for the combined strength of U. S. armed forces by next
July at 11,300,000. If things should ride along as they are right
now, this would mean 1,200,000 more draftees. But it's also
figured that another 700,000 to go0,000 men will be needed as
replacements during the same period, which means a total call-up
of 2,000,000, more or less, Half of these will be pre-Pear]l Harbor
fathers, drafted in accordance with the new law which permits
their being taken only after there aren't any other eligible men

- left. £

A= a matter of fact, fathers have been going plenty fast recently,

a s w. The Selective Service report showed that
;ﬂ:;aﬁrgfn:hé; were drafted during October and November. In
addition to the 1,000,000 more faﬂ:ners_due to dron uniforms during
the next six months, Selective Service has its eye on 350,000
voungsters who will become 13 befare the end of June, 300,000
men now in deferred jobs, and between 1oo,000 aIn 200,000 4-Fs
who face reclassification. Happy New Year, h-r_u}s o "
Already there are more than 10,000,000 Yanks in um_nr;ln Eé]‘l
3,800,000 of them are serving overseas, President Roosevelt dis-
rfﬂﬁ.ﬁi'during his Christmas Eve broadcast to :the wurid_ in wh|lc;j:|
he announced the appointment of General [{nght Djﬁt&l;ﬂ;l:r
a5 Allied Commander of the forthcoming :comhm. attac
:1-;1 Germany. By July, the President Predlcted, the overseas
figure will probably rise to 5,000,000 or l:ng_l'nﬁri B s
Said the President: " There i5 no easy roa th[_:is“L cw};hd_ cthe
end is not yet in sight_'* Remarking that wI;a.s 3 e}- g
(; Zhri.-_'it.mas some of the b::_ys have spent overseas, e: e .-r.E, b.::-
“Tt is the purpose of their government fo win thl_tls “3:; E:Ljnth ;
bring them home at the earliest possible date. e a I e i g
5 d men of China, FRussia, Grf*at Bnt::.:n. annil the U . 8.
. he.a_ d at the recent conferences in the Middle East that if
?c?rdr.af:‘::m;sarf to l;er:.p international peace, international force
e colied : long as it may be necessary."
w:j] hl;ﬁ.?hgﬁlfgdmsiaﬁ?ni.u:ﬂi President _we.nt. on to say, are agl:t'fd
-';11 hi;n * that Germany must be stripped of her military might
“lj be given no opportunity within the foresecable future to
a': : in tl:;at might.!”’ However, he said, this does not mean that
;ﬂﬁaﬁilies intend to enslave the German pe:qple. f_‘ln ﬂ?e':’;ul?::::g:
an;.ﬂrding to Mr. Roosevelt, the Germans will be gwe.il; a : chs
to become * respectable members of the European family.

17 stepped in and averted a nationwide
P E-SIDE;{JF;; ?—F;Erderingpthe Army to take over control of
railroad s the country. At the same time, he awarded the
every line in th -a S ise of a nickel an hour. T!,E}. had I:ngn
railroad workers, hi-cent-an-hour raise in their dickerings with
drm_land_’ﬂgt ?:nf;g[a}rerﬁ and intermediaries. ; i
their private ent will expect every railroad man fo con
" The Eatemfs the President. " Major military offensives now
at his post,” sai ¢ be delayed by the interruption of vital ﬁ:mT:.;
pla_m‘sr:ﬂ:l must IED e e S employes strike ..u;ud,_ tst:;{ﬂ
gt};:;':]gfm’;l;:ﬁ;t the Government of the Unit: bes.
rl =
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They get bigger and better. This latest U.S. airplane engine, being wrapped for delivary.
has 2,200 horsepower. Most powerful motor previously built had 2,000 hersepower,

Need some shoes? Dick Tregaskis,

-.ﬁr ¥ il

war correspondent In Malyv. coiilders g0 s
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The railroad managements, or some of them, were
causing the President trouble in more ways than one.
Twelve southern lines defied an order of the Fair
Employment Practices Committee which forbids
racial or religious discrimination in the hiring of men
for defense industries and which was designed to help
Negroes get better jobs. The defiant railroads ques-
tioned the constitutionality of the committee itself.

The old political cauldron was bubbling, too,
heated to a considerable extent by the fires stirred
up over the issue of how, if at all, servicemen over
seas are to vote in next fall's election. The Presi-

the press that he wants to get away from the tattered
emblem ' New Deal." The American people on the
day after Pearl Harbor adopted the slogan * Win the
War." After two years Mr. Roosevelt has caught up
with them, but the spots still remain.”

Mr. ngler also asked Secretary of the Navy
Frank Knox how come the censors had deleted part
of a letter written by a Marine in the South Pacific
to his mother in which the son had attempted to
explain why he wanted his mother to send him some
Willkie buttons from the 1940 campaign. Mr. Knox
replied that he had no idea why the censors had

assume that he will accept,” said the Senator,
“ unless he says he wounld not.”’

Henry ]J. Kaiser, the shipbuilding nonesuch, came
out for polling servicemen along broad, non-political
lines, and Mr. Knox, the Secretary of the Navy, said
that his department was considering the plan, Mr.
Kaiser's idea was that questionnaires should be sent
to Yanks on all fighting fronts to see how they feel
about the post-war world, especially where they
want to live and what they want to do. * Many

may want to go back to their studies,’’ said Mr.
Kaiser,

" Many have been trained in new trades
and they may want to follow these new lines of work.
Maybe there will be a million boys coming back who
will want to work in the air. Let's find out.”

Mr. Kaiser also sounded off on the matter of pro-
duction, saying that he felt the time had come to
resume manufacturing civilian goods.  “So great is
this country’s productive capacity,'’ he said, “ that
the peak of our war-materials production is past

dent told a press conference that he thought
Federal machinery should be set up to give all sol-
diers the opportunity to vote except those actually
in combat on Election Day.

Senator Scott W. Lucas, Democrat of Illinois and
co-author of the Green-Lucas soldier-vote bill which
the Senate killed, said he had a compromise measure
ready to introduce when Congress gets going again
after the holidays. The original bill called for a
Federal four-man commission to supervise the over-
seas balloting and died amid charges and counter-
charges involving the poll tax and state rights.

In the House, however, Representative John E.
Rankin, Democrat of Mississippi, attacked Federal -
soldier balloting and characterized any compromise
as " worse than the original Luocas bill."’

The Senate Judiciary Commitiee recommended
passage of a bill already approved by the House
which would do away with poll taxes altogether as a
requisite to voting.

The President was faced with threats of a party
split. Senator Ellison D. Smith, Demoerat of South
Carclina, said he knew many who wanted to take
part in a movement to separate the Conservative
elements in the Democratic Party from the New
Deal faction. *I know others,”” he went on, “who
have been trying to discredit this movement, but self
respect demands that we begin it. The southern
states have been kicked around long enough. Every
bill that comes up in Congress is a criticism of the
South.”’

But Senator Allen J. Ellender, Democrat of
Louisiana, replied that he doubted if there would be
any bolt by members of his party. :

The White House let it be known that President
Roosevelt wants to scrap the term " New Deal '’ and
substitute in its place the slogan * Win the War.
This got Harrison E. Spangler, chairman of the
Republican National Committee, all steamed up.
“Can the leopard change his spots? *' he demanded.
“ Evidently Mr, Roosevelt thinks so when? he tells

taken it upon themselves to scissor the request,
although he pointed out that it is against the dress
regulations of the Army, Navy, and Marines for a
man to wear a political button on his uniform.
Senator Arthur H, Vandenberg, Republican of
Michigan, said that he was going ahead with his
drive to draft General Douglas MacArthur as Repub-
lican candidate for President. *I shall continue to

She's Peggy Maley,
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Lucille Fridall, Ehattananga. Tenn., got the

reputation of being a champion |ettar writer
after recelving 500 letters from service men
in answer to thase she writes daily.

- 0 nah, Ga_, kissed lthe

R. Beasley, of Savan : $

Jameﬁter 10 months Tn a Jap prisan ca_rn.;:l_ He

Uy améng 1. 223 Americans 1o land in New
Was A B

York from Swedish exchange liner “Gripsholm

_ ﬁpﬂr?_—'i
o L
Hoyt Holden.
Army Aviation

ob al the
5 holding down a ]
3:::-3;;: Examining Board. After

000
o0,000 10

stickers and

before we have hargj v
man for the W rdly begun to fight." Buta spokes-

ar Production Board hastened to

for o cold water on this point of view. Schedules
Sﬂm;mthl: said, call for production in quantities
T Lrgerﬂmnmthepnst}rea.r,

Just to show that Mr. Kaiser hasn't lost his touch :

while mulling over such matters, the 3g9th Liberty
ship was launched at the Kaiser Shipyards in Rich-
mond, Calif. Tt wag christened U. S. S. Otis Skinner,
n honor of the late actor,

Jesse H. Jones, Secretary of Commerce, announced
that the government would sto p buying scrap rubber
as of the new year and that the scrap-rubber business
would be retumned tg private industry.

The outlook for paper remains bad, Manufacture
has been running away ahead of the production of
Pulp with the result that the War Production Board

ordered a new cut in the quotas of paper allowed

to publishers, Estimated saving of PRper in 1944 :
1,250,000 tons.

use of the shortage of new cars (and that

means 1942 models these days) the Office of Price
Administration ruled that an
automobile must be driven at ' ’ ,
be legally considered useless.
Heretofore the minimum has
been 40,000 miles.

Figuring the danger is past, Pres
the Metropolitan Museum of w

rt begun to move back its
collection of art treasures which ]
have been hidden in a bomb-

The Department of Commerce announced that the
war has caused a population shift of some 2,500,000
people, mostly to the west and the south, where johs
have been plentiful.

According to Dr. James Shelby Thomas, techna-
logist and economist of Chicago, the * perfect man *
a hundred years from now will measure 6 ft. 6 in.,
will never grow gray or fat, and will live to be 125

least 60,000 miles before it can
proof shelter some fifty miles out of town.
years old—all because of advances in medicine,

chemistry, and diet which are supposed to be just

around the corner.

Obituary Section: Thomas Joseph McCarthy,
composer of tunes they used to sing in the good
old days, died in New York City at the age of 58.
Among his hits were '* Alice Blue Gown.” “I'm
Always Chasing Rainbows,” “Rio Rita,” and
" They Go Wild, Simply Wild, Over Me.”" He also
wrote. the scores for Irene, Kid Boots, .and
several other top-notch musical comedies . . - Within
24 hours and in the samé city, another composer,
George Whiting, died at the age of 61. Among hig
best-known numbers were “ My Blue Heaven " and
" Believe It, Beloved.”' . . . Dr. James Henry Kim-
ball, famous meteorologist at the New York City
Weather Bureau, died in the town where he had been
soactive. Dr. Kimball prepared the first weathermaps
for trans-Atlantic air trips and served as adviser to
Charles A. Lindbergh and other pioneers of aviation.
- -« Mrs. Marie R. H. Coolk died in Philadelphia at the
age of 66. She was the divorced wife of the late Dr.
Frederick A. Cook, the explorer, who claimed to
have discovered the North Pole—and maybe he did
and maybe he didn't.

The third national poll conducted by the publica-
tion Film Daily among magazine, newspaper, and
radio critics to determine the outstanding movie per-
formances of the year gave top honars to Greer
Garson for her work in Random Harvest and to
Paul Lukas for his in Watch on the Rhine. Second
place went to Ingrid Bergman in For Whom the
Bell Tolls and James Cagney in Yankee Doodle
Dandy. Rated best for their performances in sup-
porting roles were Charles Coburn in The More the
Merrier and Katina Paxinou in For Whom the
Bell Talls. In the juvenile class, Jack Jenkins was
voted tops for his ormance in The Human
Comedy and Margaret O'Brien led the girls for the
part she played in Journey for Margaret.

The Hollywood Women's Press Club ran off a poll
of its members to find out how the members of the
colony out there stand with the girl reporters. Ann
Sheridan and Bob Hope were voted the most co-
operative with the press and Joan Fontaine and Errol
Flynn, the least. Charles Boyer and Bing Crosby
almost tied Flynn for his dubious dls'hni:hnniuaﬁg

reer Garson and Ginger Rogers were close
]('::nniainc for hers. Lu%:?lle gg;tl and Carole Landis
were rated second and third as most cooperative
among the women and Humphrey Bogart and Gegrge
Murphy came in right behind Hope among the nien,

Herbert Winkler, the one-man police department
of Coloma, a village near St, Joseph, Mich., sort of
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let his community down when he confessed to setting
five fires in the town “for a thrill."* The solitary
fatfoot, whose thrills cost $125,000 damage, ad-
mitted his guilt after nine-year-old Jackie Pappas
had already been found guilty of the crimes and sent
away to Coldwater Training School. Jackie had also
confessed to setting the fires, according to Prosecutor
Karl Zick, of Berrien County, but evidently didn't
know what he was talking about.

“An adventuresome hen, becoming fed up with life
in Mrs. Arthur Brown's chickencoop in Minong,
Wis., bummed a 50-mile ride into Superior by perch-
ing on the axle of a car driven by Mrs. Brown's
mother, Mrs. John Pixley, who was retuming home
after visiting her daughter, It seemed like a good
idea at the time, but the hen wound up that night
in a stew on Mrs. Pixley's dinner table.

Mrs. Carolyn Davis Wilson, 20, of Portland, Ore.,
gave birth to a normal six-pound, ten-ounce boy
after spending three weeks in an iron lung as a result
of an attack of paralysis. As soon as the child was
born the mother was returned to the lung. By her
side was her hushand Cpl. Marvin Wilson, z1, of the
Air Force, who had flown from India to be with her
on a furlough arranged in the crisis by the Red Cross.
Shipyard workers chipped in money to set up an
endowment fund for the baby.,

James Robert Shawkey, former pitcher and
manager ‘of the New York Yankees, was married in
Syracuse, N. Y., to Mrs. Gertrude Weiler, the
operator of a beauty shop in that city.

The Judges of the Superior Court of Cook County,
Ill., met in an effort to formulate some sort of policy
toward divorce suits brought by men and women
who are serving the U, S. overseas. The need for
such a policy became evident recently when one
judge denied the application of a lawyer who wanted
to introduce as evidence the. deposition of a soldier

- now in the South Pacific, and another judge allowed

depositions of the same kind from a WAC and an
EM now on duty abroad.

When Fred B, Wynn, husky cop of Evanston, Il1.,
failed to show up for duty one morning, headquarters
called his home to find out what was wrong. Mrs.
Wynn explained over the phone that her hushand
had been teaching ju-jitsu to his 16-year-old son the
night before and had done such a good job of it that
he had presently found himself lying fat on his baclk
across the living-room radiator,

In Golden, Colo., Arthur H. Morris, former Assiz-
tant State Attormmey General, sued the schnozzy Lake.-
wood Country Club and its directors for $25,000
because they threw him out of the joint. He blamed
iton ' a certain clique " whose members didn’t like
his wife and said he had been damaged socially, pro-
fessionally, and economically. Mrs. Mormris, mean-
while, was suing Billy Jelliffe and 21 other members
of the club for $100,000, charging slander and libel
in connection with gossip she says she's heard to the
effect that she used profane language. Home, sweet
home.

Ernest E. Strain, of Stamford, Conn., is a widower
with eleven children, nine of whom are in foster
homes. He's due to be tapped by his draft board
any day now, having withdrawn his appeal from a
1-A classification and landed in the January quota.
Even if Pappy never gets to be more than 3 private
in the Army, it's going to cost Uncle Sam several
pretty pennies to keep him there—$242 a month,
as our finance officer figures it. Hell, for that they
could hire a looie, give him a sergeant, and still have
a fistful of bob left over for cigarettes,

The old Newport News (Va.) Jail is being busted
up to make room lor a new slruclure buift
according to modern standards, A [ail and palica




Mail Call

We're Wrong
Dear Yang:

We, the undersigned, being of the type (we
think) that might be considered the average Yank,
have at different times howled with fiendish glee
upon reading the contents of your magazine. Then
too, there are-times when wé tear our hair, gnash
our teeth and try, with not too much success, to
suppress our feelings when some gross error has

committed.

With reference to the latter statement in the
above paragraph, we wish, in our humble way,
to call your attention to a mistake appearing on
page eight of your issue dated December 19, 1043.

In the first photo you illustrate a row of ribbons
as they should be worn; that is all well and good.
However, the cluster to the Purple Heart Ribbon
is fastened on backwards in direct violation of
AR 60040, WD, dated August 28, 1g41. Then,
as if to add insult to injury, these clusters are not
only on backwards, but upside down, as any fool
can plainly see. .

While we appreciate the fact than any one is
liable to make mistakes once in a while, it must
be taken into consideration that many of the
fellows read and believe in Yank, which is just
fine by us, but when a guy walks out with his
ribbons and clusters on in a helter-skelter manner
and is reprimanded, it makes a man’'s blood curdle
to hear him reply: “ Well, THAT'S THE WAY
I SAW IT IN THE ’' YANK ' MAGAZINE."'

So whatcha say wyou have someone THAT
KNOWS check this sorta thing before it is
printed, huh? Whatcha say?

JAMES B. ATKESON

TiSgt. Asrial

LEWIS LACHER

TiSgt. Awrial Gunner, - r

Thigl. Sargasnt Major
Britain,

[You're right, boys, and ‘we're wro Our

.mﬁ:'tptlﬂttfmm l'“tE-lr,vu

still a Fictle Erugnr from his first contact with

the ETO, and photographed

the oak leaf clusters upside

down. Here's the they _ﬁ
should be worn, ng to

AR, 600-40.—Ed.]

We're Right

Dear Yang:

The article, “ The Army Authorizes Bronze
Stars,” which appeared in the YAnk issue of
December 19, 1943, shows Photographs of the
correct order for ribbons most common in the
ETO

It does riot appear logical to us that the Good
Conduct Ribbon should take precedence over the
American Defense or the. ETO ribbons by appear-
ing on the right.

According to AR 600-40, paragraph 53, ** The
Good Conduct Medal will be worn in the manner
prescribed herein for Service Medals except that
it will be worn on the left of all Service Medals,"*
and paragraph 56, “ Service Ribbons will be worn
in the same order and position as prescribed for
the decomtions and Service Medals,”*

We are not familiar with change 24 of AR
600-40 which you use as authority.

How about enlightening us?

' Lt MERRIL H. SEAMAM
Lt. BEMIAMIN F. GREGORY
Britain.
i and m’unrlﬂrn. The
autho uote, G00-40, . 33, ust
r: Iﬂl.mnl'lundad on July 5, m by AR 600-
€ 24, which gives as correct the order of weari
of decorations that we used. The adjutant pnn?l
backs us up on this.—Ed.]

On God's Gift
Dear Yank:

We would like to make a comment on one
Frank A. Sinatra (God's gift to the Swooning
Women). According to a recent article in the
daily papers we see where he was classified 4-F,

also

bm&uwhehaﬂapmtq:aﬂwﬂﬂmﬂm
under weight. We were just wﬂuﬂﬂﬁﬂhﬁm ]
the noise generated by the crowds
women who act like a bunch of dﬂ-ﬂl:lm %4 000
he finishes a song. Could it be tha b e
a week that he makes keeps hlmﬁumbﬂlﬂ-ﬂﬂhim
$50 a month that his Uncle Sam offered s

We have two fellows in our [.‘a:bmpall}fh: oy
just common bath-tub baritones and W ettt
able to hear the blast of a 105 mm. gl;;;a 0
didn't stop them from coming over to: s e

We are sure that the universal dlmt‘a
ETO, namely Spam, Brussels Sprouts, L mbb“-?:
and C & K rations would fatten up Sinatra s‘ﬂwnt
to a point where he could wear his tuxedo wi
i THE BITCIHNG SOARD OF THE XD PLLT.

L. WILLLAMSON
. M. ALTANDRO
Britain. ’g' o Sqt. BYREE
Feline Fantasy
Dear Yank: -

Would be interested in knowing where you ac-
quired your information and picture of the lion
the December 19 issne of Yank carried.

I was employed at the Alameda County Zoo-
logical Gardens for several years as head keeper of
training, feeding and the care of all animals we

had there (including lions).

We had no lion called “ Tuffy and all our liong
wepe raised on horse meat, [ believe the lion yoy
have is one of several M, Olga Celesta donateq

to usin 1940. If 50 I am positive jt never
steak in either case. If padan

In our Zoo when horse
chicken heads from large poul
cerns was on the lions' menuy,

Britain, ol R F. Joszon
Don’t take It too seriously, §
s epbdle i o) caption canre?h old man,

ame

the tes, where there are sti|f an awful lot of

Hblldtr men ”l"::!n' around loose, Ang pub-
men {even zoos) will be

you m.—{ﬂ.} ) Bty A

Berwick vs. Bronx (Round 3)
Du._fu.r Yank:

0 commence. I am not hangi
and I am not an old cock. I gy b o th‘*m
That to the Bdltﬂl' '_Bu't the guy Iam hiszad off ﬂ.i.:
'BP.‘pre:r—ﬂhemaguj'. And if he ig 5
who is in the American Army, why don't mgﬂ
his mnk. 1Is he ashamed of being a buck Private)

For one thing, I am uninteresteq in what Be

wick has to offer. Beyer says it is 2

town by the similar name in Engh.:: ﬂfnf‘f"u{ﬁ

G|, SHORT-STORY CONTEST

nounces a short-story conbest, opgy, ¢
Y:::‘f:; personnel of the armed forcos, Slmi.:

iginal, unpublished and should rypn fro

Hl’b‘i:“;’:;;u words. Send entries to Fiﬂi;:
1000 16 NK, 205 East 42d Streot, Now York
'E?r:*“ The author of the story adjudged bes}
! 'ihe editors of YANK will gat a $50 War Bond,
E winning story and any others deemasd worthy
-mI.I be printed in YANK. Entries must be recoived
not later than Mar. 1, 1944,

—

bt or I should have seep ig
:ndx:yﬂﬁwm that they were mar ﬂ:"_"
tured in Berwick. Listen, Bud, you evident]y
never rode oo one of those cars yourself, Or Yoy
would realize it's so damned crowded you cap'y
sep a thing, and who cares where the car wa,
o just so long as it drives you
rdham Road! -

FBBEFE: gays he was bom in Danvil!p:, Pa., and
that's where they make the Bronx mail boxes, If
that's so, maybe he can tell me why it takes g
long for mail to get from there to here? After
all, Beyer is trying to tell me he is wise and knows
everything, including all about those three Indiag
towns near Berwick which I forgot hc:_w to spell
already. Can he tell me, by the by, if it's true
what they say about Scranton ?

Can he tell me what place has the most uni-
versities, the best parks and zoos, the best base-
ball team, the best local newspaper? In case he
don’t know what place I am talking about I mean
the Bronx, of course.  As a native from the Bronx
I have more culture in my little finger than he has
in all of his big fat head. \

He says T haven't been around. Brother, if
you live in the Bronx you got everything around
you and you-don't-haveto go travelling. Not to
Berwick or Danville, anyways. When T want
to go travelling I go to Brooklyn. Iiven that's
better than Berwick or Danville.

Ple. OSCAR SPIELMERG

P.S.?Whu's hanging on the ropes now, Ed old

r

Brilain.

More On The Soldier Vote

Yank:

Controversy between political parties whether
the soldier will vote or nlf:..t at ﬂ!EI:'Ith election 18
apparently playing 5 major role on the home front.

€ main question seems to be, should the Federal

vemment control the soldier's voting right or

d the States individually retain to the old

1aws? But what if the soldier is merely con-

an © absentee " by these State laws, while

unﬂ'“ the Federa] Government he could become

subject to the restrictions of a hand-picked group
of political members ?

i luww“' is the fighting soldier, as well as those

f all parts of tne world, so un-American that they
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THE BATTLE OF MAILE

HE battfle got underwa
e : ayon D g
e I a British girl, Kathleen h‘[a.i.lzc_embet ; 19, u;:l'mn

saying: ° American men
most of you suffer from a tEI:ﬁE:a:lEﬁ;}t:l e
lex which you end s A
P -1you endeavour to cover up by outbursts
of American commercialism. You sell yourselves
t:;{ us by enumerating your possessions, usuall
nigerators, mofor cars, bath showers c{:ntrg];
heating, etc. You make excuses for . o your
lack of Elih.‘ltaﬂﬂ'l‘l - . . of tradition and heritage
- - - in fact, you rob yourselves of background, an
important possession to an Englishman. | The
majority of you come from English, Irish or Scots
stock . . . the background you took with you from
these islands should make you a proud people
Why then not stop all this self-pity?'" I
The counter-attack—numbering thousands of
letters—was not long in forthcoming :

Dear Yank:

When vou captioned the letter., " Here
We Go Again " from Miss Maile, we are
sofry to say it was a rank understate-
‘ ment. Let's rather call it the beginning
ot of another minor literary war started by

. the rash viewpoint taken by a certain
Englich lassie. One of the reasons we like Yank so
much is because very often you print letters which
invariably throw a challenge at us G.L.s, and we get
a big kick out of answering them. Keep it up.

This letter is entered in defense of these Bragging
Americans, as Miss Maile s6 nicely calls them—the
ones who are accused of possessing an enlarged in-
feriority complex which thus leads into the very
serious offense of talking a little too much about the
old U. S. It's really most disgusting, isn't it, Miss
Maile, the way we :;o carry on about our home and
many wonders found there, Funny thing though is
we ha[;gen to be like those men ourselves, and we are
much =iraid that regardless of who you might happen
to strike up a conversation with it will always baoil
down to the fact that we brag. [It's too bad that you
don’t have the opportunity to visit the U. 5. and
see for yourseli why it is all Americans have the
natural  tendency to shout about AMERICA.
Vou accuse us of trying to sell ourselves to you by
pointing out our abundance of modern home equip-
ment and other possessions. Flease believe though
our statements are all true regarding the above, not
one of us is trying to sell either ourselves or the U. 5,
to the English. LA -

Exactly what is meant by our way of living isn't
quite anderstood, but note that every last ont of us
has found the American way of life can't be sur-
passed. If it weren't. the only ¥ight Wey 1o %
why then do you think we are giving our lives in its
Qefense? Background is not a thing the aversge
American talks about because life is-devoted to the
study of the future and not bf the past. That, Miss
Maile, is what has made us such a progressive copn.
try. We are proud to be Americans, not because of
what we were of might have been, but rather of what
W ate ﬂ‘" ¢ admitted that some of the settlers of
America were from the British Isles and thus had
much to do towards our vVery early history. But

A

hen it comes to voting
hould become & problem W i v
i‘.‘!r : president? And if they aré abﬁenmh nv.jmgf
i their own accord? Of course not. And i
they carry a rifle and shoot with it without
*iferﬁlri::;ntms another of the same force, do they
n;ed daddy-ish advice C;‘E they u];a;t to vote for
i ident? course not.
mﬁﬁ:{f&fﬁﬁzes who are having arguments
over the soldier wvote, the go{dmr has no platform
n which he can base his arguments, neverthe
— should be well represented at the next

ﬁiiﬁtfﬂ e is such a problem now o political
Pa{:?fﬁc o o5 know the soldier’s choice. At

fﬂﬂ-]ize his vote will C[‘ﬂte‘ ungxpmtlﬂd
lt;he{mgaquenﬂ}r the party-alliance which
mgﬂku'i out well through this war till election time
;cgved has now gone and the party beliefs are

ain showing their faces. But this fact should

;ﬁt make the soldier a rubber ball to play from one

o a_nDﬂ]-ﬁl'.
ha;grmps a general op
the soldier i8 fighting
gverseas or

inion should be, and 15,
for his American rights—
not—-defe:nding hiz democratic beliefs

to live, -

You, too, must remember that was over three
hundred years ago and that since 1776 we have been
? country of our own, Sinee then not only British,
rut all nationalities—Poles, Russians, Scandinaviane,
Gcr'm:‘ms. Italianz and French—have been welcomed
to enjoy the fruits of America. So you see, Miss
Maile, America owes its foundation not to England
but to many countries. That's one thing that's not
clearly understood here. =~
Does all of that sound like self-pity to you? No,
wet didn’t think so, either. This isn't self-pity by
far, but instead, just the opposite, it's plain
BRAGGIMG! Any American would have become
incensed upon reading your letter, we did. As we
didn't. start this controversy, -but knowing youo
would expect an answer, this is our reply. Hope
you will like it.
FIVE BRAGGERS

Britain.

Dear YWane:

The Yanks brag and we all know it.
1i the ]pecple over here would content
themselves with saying that and no
mare, all would be well and good. But
they don't, and Miss Kathleen Maile is
typical. After reading your December
19 edition, I more than had my fill of the constant

remarks about Yanks.

I have been told I represent a nation with an in-
feriority complex; and, furthermore, I indulge in
self-pity. A more unjust accusation has never been
voiced. According to my standards, which are those
of the average G.L., I can sincerely say that I have
never seen, heard, or felt anything here that would
tend to give me an inferiority complex, According
to Miss Maile's standards I should feel differently,
for primarily, I lack the tradition and hackground
;ﬂ:t play so important a role in the English way of

May I point out that in our beloved country we
have all that we want in the way of tradition and
background—that the Declaration of Inde ndence,
Lincoln, Washington, the " Mayflower,"* the Alamo,
Valley Forge, the Civil War, Old Glory, the Star
Spangled Banner and sach are enough for us. We
pride ourselves in that oors is a youthful, dynamic,
ambitipus, imaginative nation unfettered by the
rusty chains of ancient and medieval history. We
love it that way, we are intensely proud of it that
way, and we intend to keep it that way!l! And
we have no qualms about telling anybody what we
think, Call it bragging if you wish.

As for making excuses for our lack of education—
that's simply absurd. Of course there are a few less
unfortunate individuals whom Miss Maile may have
encountered that have not had the opportunity to
acquire an education, bot as a whole the States are
well up on schooling. As of April £, 1940, approxi-
mately 75000000 people in United States had
completed at least eight years of education, and
abtout 46,000,000 were attending schools. A con-
servative estimate of the number of le who are
privileged to attend college at one time or another
would ron to about 25,000,000, The World Almanac
is my source of information. Incidentally, less than
4 per cent of the population of the United States are
illiterate.

In an endeavour to settle a rather irritable situa-
tion I would like to add a few more words. No

closer bonds exist between two countries than exist
between the United States and England, but still
some of the English.people belicve they have grounds
on which to criticize the Americans. All this coukd
be avoided if they would only remember that
although we speak the same language, our way of
living and thinking, our environment, and many of
our non-political ideals differ slightly. So what say,

Miss Maile, that we forget some of this groundless
criticism and say that the Yanks brag and let it go
at that?
Britain.

Col. P. L K, CWS.

Drear Yami: -

I'm a peace-loving gent. In fact I
was the guy who raised the original
peace dove that darts around with the
olive branch in his chops; and damn
near gets his pants—I mean feathers,
blown off with flak. The only reason
I'mi here at all is because the gent sporting the F%
beard, and the red, white and blue suspenders,
mean braces, pointed his finger at me and told me in
no uncertain terms that he had a job for me plus
about two million others.

Yesterday I read a letter written by one Kathleen
Maile. Boy, I most blew my stack when she s=id
we Yanks suffered from a terrific inferiority complex,
and that we covered it up by commercializing
America. She shoold remember that major battles
were never won with an inferiority complex as a
weapon. We have come a long way since Pearl
Harbor, and we haven't done it on lack of confidence.

Sure we brag about the modern conveniences ak
home. However, this is not done to belittle the
English method of living. It is merely to show the
advantages of pooling ideas from 2 cosmopolitan
race that is prevalent at home. She is entirely
correct in asserting that Englishmen settled America.
However, it must be remembered that since the days
of the 16008 many more people from other countries
have settled within the confines of U.5.A. Somehow
the English can't realize that we are not an Anglo-
Saxon nation, but a mixture of many races and
nations. r ’

This background she speaks of as being 2 * must "
for every Englishman gives me and many others a
great pain in the neck, Ever since I landed on the
chores of the UK. I've had it crammed down my
throat that in order to be someone of importance you
had to have a string of titles as long as your arm.
Wake up, sister; in my country a swill-collector’s son
has a4 much chance of becoming President as does a
millionaire’s son, Remember Abe Lipcoln? He did
O.K. with a shovel and a piece of charcoal for his
edutation. i

In closing this letter T should like to add that if
Miss Maile doesn’t like to hear Yanks brag about
their homeland, she can always fight fire with fire.
I've travelled over a great deal of this country, and
have seen many things that are worth bragging
about. Take the pubs for instance. are an
institution that this country can well be proud of.
I have yet to see more beauty than the Lake district.
The economical running autos are gomething I have
Jonged to see more of in the States.

Come, Kathy, if we are going to whip Hitler and
his pals, we are going to have to put 2 stop to this
* hickering " among ourselves. Let's call a troce
and admit that each of us has a whole lot mare to
brag about than do the people of Germany and
Japan.
Brﬁain,

A YAME 5GT.

N N e

which he believes are the best in the world, This
alone should be his unquestioned right to vote.

The soldier should have a right to vote. He
should have his say on who the next president
should be. And if he is in just for the duration
plus six months you can believe he has an eye on
his civilian future. Whatever happens in several
years after the war will be his problem, and if he
has helped elect a president who will be w his
benefit or not, he will not kick himselt in the
pants—or someone else’'s—because he did not
hawve a say about it now.

B Sgt. A €. Lk FRAMCE
Britain.

Sweaters, Surrealism And Sex

Dear Yawk:

Glad to see with Anne Gwynne in a sweater, the
pin-up page taking on a down-to-earth, home-
town girl type of glamor. I'm sure the fellows will
appreciate more than the aloof ethereal beauties
recently objected to by another reader in "' Mail
Call '~ Here's one more vote for morg sweater

girls with a plain background, rather than a sur-
realistic collection of spheres and sparklets,

Gkl ART TRACE
Britamn.

A.P.O. Antics Of 1944 (Vol. ll)
Dear YANK:

Believe 1 have S /Sgt. Johnston and his V-mail
that appeared in yout December 12 edition,
beaten. Enclosed find one from my wife—arrived

- -

. o

| S — —— —— p— oy o n  m—

in only twelve days, and with absolutely NO
address. This is one we really can’t figure out,
maybe you can help?

Britain Cpl. WALTER ELLIOTT
fit’s nning to look llke prestidigitation
to us—E
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PORTS:

sgt. DAN POLIER

: " : T EY
157ER Long Pants slipped out of base-
M ball just as quietly as he talked or
mﬂﬁ:hﬂd Except iu;;r fh mager-uf-!act
news announcemen at Carl
: Hubbell, after 16 years of loyal se?v“{:;l
- would become general manager of the New
York Giants’ farm system, there wasn't much
of '[?i fﬁgﬁ made over him,

obody suggested that he be honored with

a Hu?bell-Daiy or a testimonial banquet. He
wasnt even presented with a wrist watch
or the inevitable leather traveling bag.

In many ways this departure' was very
much like Hubbell himself. He iz the meek-
est man in sports. He even comes from a town
named Meeker, Okla.

Last summer the Giants were playing
Brooklyn at Ebbetts Field and before game
time Old Hub toock his turn shagging flies.
Then he walked back to the dugout and
watched az the sad Gianis got trounced, 7-4.
As casually as that, on June 22, Old Hub had
celebrated his 40th birthday.

Manager Mel Ott, who used to be Hub-
bell’s roommate, probably knows Mister Long
Pants better than anyone else an the Giants,
“Carl's shy and he lacks color,” Ottie once
said.  “But he has more important qualities,
Like courage, skill, brains, modesty, loyalty
and humility. There's character in every
game he pitches.” 2k

Probably no other pitcher in baseball has
been able to put so much of his personality
into a ball game as King Carl. His perform-
ances reflected his earnestness, his honesty
and even his shyness. Hubbell never sguab-
bled with an umpire over a decision or
blamed a defeat dn his teammates’ errors.

“I'm just paid ta piteh,” he used to say.
“I leave the grousing and fighting to those
who can handle it. It's not my line.”

This attitude was never befter displayed
than in one of his classic pitching duels with
Dizzy Dean in St. Louis eight years ago. Dean
was being outpitched and he didn't like it
Finally he became so provoked that he lost
his temper and started shelling the Giants
with bean balls. Naturally, the Giants didn't
take it lying down. They got hotter than a
10-cent pistol and a wild fist fight followed.

Then an unprecedented thing happened,
Instead of rallying behind their favorite,
Dean, and their own team, the St. Louis fans
supported the Giants. It was Hubbell who

ter Long Pants beat Dean with a clean and

O =, =
7 b hat rhese
5, We don’t have to toll you w .
K m:::,,.s are doing. But we can fell you they're
i !ﬂlu of All-Americans, namely: Bill Daley (left]
o :ﬂ“pﬁg;v pregulman, hath formerly of Michigon.
an

They're in portsmouth, Va., now, taking boot training.
ey

had won them over. They had watched Mis- -

SPORTS SERVICE RECORD

Riley Has the 1940 Olympic walking champion, -

MISTER LONG PANTS
STARTS NEW CAREER

honest performance and they couldn't -help
but be impressed. When the fight was over,

. the St. Louis fans actually booed Dean and

‘ cheered Old Hub.

Hubbell, of course, is more famous for his
serewball than anything-else. And yet it was
this trick pitch that caused the Detroit Tigers
1o send him back to the minors twice. In
1926, when Detroit brought Hubbell up for a
second try-out, Manager Ty Cobb said he
would never make the grade as long as he
used his freak delivery..Cobb warned Hub-
bell that he would ruin his arm if he con-
tinued to throw “that dipsy-do."

Two years later John McGraw bought Hub
for an estimated $40,000. It was the best in-
vestment the Giants ever made, for Hubbell,

Tm:s yedars crop of Army football champions:
Randolph Field's Cotton Bowlers, with All-

‘American Glenn Deobbs gitching, in the South-

west; Camp Davis, M. powered by ex-Bear
Morm Standles, in the Southeast; March Field,
Calif., with at least a dozen “all” guys, in the
West; Kearns (Utah) Air Base, with a defensive
record of unlw touchdowns scored aginsi
them, in the y Mountain area; Fort Riley,
Kans., in the Mid-West. . . . Incidentally, Fort

Pvt. Bill Mihale, as its trainer. . . . Sgt. Joe DiMaggio
and 5/5gt. Fred Perry, the former lennis pro, are
working together as physical-training instructors
at the Santa Ana (Calif) Army Air Base. . . .
Add the name of Lt. Darace Moser, one of the
all-time backfield greats at Texas A & M, 1o the
list of All-Americans "who have lost their lives
in this war. Moser was killed in a Fortress crash
near Tampa, Fla. . . . i, Col. Wallace Wade is still
having trouble with his broken leg. He had to
be moved from Camp Butner, N. (., where he
commands an FA battery,“to Oliver General

;..- n
F o o o=
e
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in his 16 years with the club, won 253 games

and lost 154, He became one of the game's

great southpaws, master of the screwball—
the pitch that was supposed to ruin his arm

—and hurled the Giants to three pennants
nd one world championship..

The best description of Hub's screwhall
was summed up in a remark by Lou Gehrig
after the All-Star game in 1934, That was
the afternoon when King Carl struck out five
of the greatest sluggars in the American
League in a row—Ruth, Gehrig, Foxx, Sim-.
mons and Cronin,

“I'm still trying to figure out what hap-
pened,” l?ehng said in the clubhouse. “I took
three swings and every time I was positive
I was going to hit a home run, The ball was
right there, on the bat, and then it wasn't.
It disappeared somewhere. No other pitcher
throws anything exactly like it."

But Hubbell's success wasn't fashioned
around this one pitch. He had a curve and
fast ball to go with his freakish drop. The
screwball was simply the pitch that identi-
fied him. Incidentally, it didn't get its name
from the guy who made it famous. He's any-
thing else but.

Carl Hubbell is congratulated by the Giant's brain trust as he steps into the shoes vacated by Bill Terry
as head of team’s farm system. L. fo r.: President Stoeneham, Hubbell, Manager OH, Secretary Brannick.

Hospital in Augusta, Ga. for treatment, ., . _
What's this we hear about GIs in Algiers paying
$10 top for ringside seats at soldier boxing shows?
Inducted: l-uﬁ Appling, veteran shortstop of the
Chicage White Sox and American League bat-
ting champion (.328), into the Army; Bill Veack,
owner of the Milwaukee Brewers and one of the
most colorful figures in sport, into the Marines-
Berkley Bell, the tennis tourist, into the Army:
Low Klein; second baseman of the St. Louis
Cardinals, into the Coast Guard; Elbie Fletcher
Pirates' first baseman, into the Navy. , . . Re.
classified 1-A: Beau lack, lightweight champion:
Charlie Keller, qlu?gm,g Yankee outfielder: Bob
Carpenter, newly elected president of the Phila-
delphia Phillies. . . . Promoted: Birdie Tebbets,
Detroit' catcher, to rank of first lieutenant at
Waco (Tex.) Army Air Field; Harry Danning, the
Giants' catcher, to grade of sergeant at Lan
‘Beach, Calif. . . . Commissioned: Paul Mitchell,
acting captain of the Minresota football ‘team
and one'of the finest tacklés in the Big Ten, as
an-ensigr in Navy Ordnance. . . , Launched: The

Charles Paddock, Liberty ship named for the

former Olympic sprint champion. who lost his
life in a Navy plane crash near Sitka, Alaska,
. .. Decorated: L. Beb Saggau, former Notre
Dame t‘ouu:éalj star, with the Air Medal for herg-
ism on a dive-bombing mission against e '
shipping in the South Pacific, £ | Eane
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family doctor is the squadron flight surgeon.

At one heavy bomber base in the ETO he is
" Smoky "—Captain Wendell C. “ Smoky "—Stover,
who, like all flight surgeons, is part of his group and
squadron. He was with us all through the training
period in the States, and got to know us all by our
first npames—mainly because of the varions Stunts
we pulled in order to get away from faking typhoid
and tetanus shots.

So he is recognized as the family doctor of the
squadron at this base, commanded by Col. Neil B.
"Chick™ Harding, former West Point football
star.

Captain Stover is nof a continuously hard-working
medic, He has enough of the soldier in him to know
how to be lazy. But back in the days when the
missions first began to bring back their wounded and
shocked gunners, Smoky was there ds the red flare
went up over the field. As he climbed aboard a Fort
standing on the runway with a tire blown out and
shellcasings strewn through the waist he got a look
at his first wounded in action—three gunners lying
in the radio room wrapped in fying clothes.

This was his baptism by fire.

ENGLAND—-T]JE nearest thing in the Army to a

Since then, he has done it again and again. Each

time it is a little different. Each time he
must act quickly, decide at once to move or -

not to move the wounded, hoist a bottle of [ (C2][%)
plasma into the radio room or get the man quickly ‘C[l'%

to the field hospital.
Back in the States there were times when
Smoky seemed to have a callous disregard of the

men’'s minor ailments—minor ailments such as %

hangovers, a touch of fever following shots, and
assorted rashes and bruises such as G.1.5 are subject
to at all times. There was often a great deal of griping
about Smoky. The story went around that you'd
have to be pretty near dead before he'd ground you.
There was a young bombardier from Chicago who
told this one about the captain:

* There was a guy who got in 1o see Smoky and
whispered to him: 'Doc, I've lost both le ;

* ‘Shhh—quiet, man!" whispered Smoky, looking
around carefully, “they might ground you.”

This was slander of course. Smoky wouldn't
ground you—not unless Your fever was around a hun-
dred and one, and moving up. And looking back
on the whole matter of tmﬂiﬂg, YD'LI'IE glﬂd that
Smoky didn’t ground men too easily. Combat is
no fairy tale, and this husky, informal flight surgeon,
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By Sgt. SAUL LEYITT
YANK Staff Correspondent

who seemed so casual about your ailments must
have been aware of what was coming—that you
would soon be in combat, and the Army couldn't
afford to pamper you, for your own sake as well as
the Army's.

When the real thing came along, here in the ETO,
he proved to be hard-working—at exactly the time
he had to be bard-working and nowhere else. And
that was when those planes hit the runway. And
then you were in the hands of a doctor whose bedside
n:uimrler would do for Park Avenue, You counld
relax,

Smoky's baptism by fire came soon after he landed
in England. On a raid over Paris, Lt. Biddick's crew
caught merry hell and came back with three men
wounded. Radio operator “Fearless Joe” Eigen
had called in, and the red flare went up before the
landing, The plane swerved on the runway—flat

tire—and came to a stop. Captain Stover and Cap-

tain Kinder of another squadron came aboard. They
moved through the shell-strewn waist to the radio
room. Vickers, Stireman, and Schellin  were
the wounded, but the most serious was Stireman, who
had managed to drag himself from the tail to the
waist on a splintered leg. The boy was in a
bad way. He had done some tremendous
things with his guns, which is another story,
Right now he was lying in the radio room with
that splintered leg, result of & 20-mm. exploding in
the tail. Also he had been spilling blood from a
main artery. He needed attention ina hurry. The

bleeding was stopped, the leg put into a splint.

Then the waist gun had to be removed before he
and the other two injured men could be gotten out on
litters through the wrist window.

He was taken to the dispensary, given plasma,
about three quarts of it, sewed up, and hours later
was on the way to an evacoation hospital—alive.
Several times Joe Stireman opened his eyes and
smiled at the captain. He knew Smoky. Hadn't he
been in on all the jokes about Smoky Stover? It's
good to be in familiar hands when you're hurt that
bad

The Army's flight surgeons are picked men, just
like the pilots. Specialists as such find themselves
in well-equipped hospitals. But a flight surgeon is
very nearly a front-line soldier. A full-fledged
medical man, he must pass the Air Corps " 64"
examination, or flight physical. He's got to be under

Whether it's a cold on Main §t., or

a shattered leg at a bomber base,

he's "Doc"” to his patients—and the
best friend they ever had.

35, must put in at least 50 hours' fiying time, and go
through an intensive three months’ course at the Air
Corps School of Aviation Medicine at Randolph
Field, Texas,

Anchored at a fighter or bomber station, he gets
to know both the personnel and the kind of aircraft
out of which he must remove his wounded. Also,
he takes over some of the duties that belong to the
chaplain. You would be surprised to know how
many guys end up by talking to the flight surgeon as
if he's a chaplain, One time, a ground mechanic
came over to Captain Stover and said: * Captain, I
think I'm going around to the dispensary Monday
to take a flight physical . . . it's only that I got a wife
and kid though—"

" Well,"”" said the captain, “I can give you tha
flight physical all right, Joe, but about the rest of it,
that's something a man has to figure out for himself.
I've got the greatest respect in the world for the boys
able to go up on combat missions. It's not easy.
That's why I can't tell you what to do about combat
« - - Maybe you'd better think it over."'

The man made his decision in ten minutes—with

a4 clear conscience.

AT the age of 30, Wendell C. “*Smoky'’ Stover was
|the youngest of seven doctors serving the popu-
lation (5,000) of Boonville, Indiana—''down in the
southern part of the state across the river from
Kentucky.'

He hadn’t been many years out of Indiana Uni-
vemsity's medical school in Indianapolis: he had
married at college (his wife was a musical student at
Depauw) and there were two youngsters. In Boon-
ville his qlmntele included coal miners, farmwives,
small businiessmen. There was nothin baffling or
exciting about his cases—the flu, a broken leg, ap-
pendicitis or a confinement. To his job young Dr.
Stover brought competence, a good rough sense of
humor, and an easy ability to get along with his
patients—particularly the coal miners who wers
given to pretty straight talk. Also he brought no
frills because his patients were plain people who
needed to get back on their feet as soon as possible
in order to get by.. As for his future in Boonville-—

! You could stay there for a long time, Until you
got to be known as old Doc Stover ‘down the
street i 3

Then came the war,

Like many another man, Smoky " picked the Air




Corps.’* And today, at 33, he is a :
combat outfit—not a member of a I:::gmff“ur;;n o
tached to a group of fighting men, byt 5 memberan;'
the squadron. With the possible exception of the
CO, he can get closest 1o the men whe do the fivi
Some flight surgeons can get closer than n'ﬂ:.my;::ﬁ'
the men sy Captain Smoky Stover ig | 2
enough. L iy 15 close
It must be something he hpgy
Boonville days, mif-}fbe from ait
miner patients who used to =gy . * g
this i?usted leg keep me out of yv:ﬁrkHE:E ;E“g will
now it's a wounded gunner who says: “H Only
will this busted leg keep me gut, Gapﬁdnf-wh:l?n%

could heal ick i
the Smtggt'}lp PNHF qulck if u.'l.'EY sent me back to-

“ The States? 5 ‘1 fix i i
e ure, we'll fix it up first thing in
" For about Christmas =omet;
= ) time **
Sure thing, Ed, for about Christmas."’

ght over from the
Eﬂdmg to those coal-

NE Jﬂe WAS & FUNNer on a s 3

O“P over the field half an holuo -.:I:I Eﬁhﬁﬁﬁtﬂ“ﬂ
return of a mission over Bremen. Th lan :h
off a red flare. Then little things began to h:ppenut
There were four ﬂight SUrgeons Si:a.gdmg near thl.‘-'
tower, and the Eroup surgeon was upstairs, haunting
the control tower itself. The radio operator on the
plane had called in while the plane was over the
Morth Sea, telling base that there were wounded
men aboard. Smoky got a good Iook at the number
of the circling plane, said: “ That's my baby,’” and
climbed aboard the ambulance parked nearby. The
ambulance followed the landing plane like a terzier
on the heels of a horse. Tt came alongside as the
plane taxied to a halt.

In the plane he worked wvery fast—surprisingl
fast, because most of the time ynri saw Smoky Smf'e};
around the field, he was a slow-moving, slow-talking
man. When he got into the radio compartment, the
wounded gunner grinned and tried to say something
funny: "It's about time, doc. I understand the
radio operator made an appointment for me." And
the captain grinned back.

The gunner and the captain knew each other, for
the gunner was one of the " originals " of the squad-
ron and so was the captain. They went through
training together and didn't Smoky Stover have a
hell of a time trying to catch that gunner and give
him the typhoid needle three times ina row?

Now the gunner was fighting for his life, and the
*“ family " doctor, Smoky Stover, was helping him
fight. By the time Joe got to the hospital, the battle
wis half won.

In the hospital, too, the first doctor the wounded
want to see is the flight surgean. They can talk to
him more easily than to the hospital staff doctors.
They tax the captain with little errands and requests
__“ When you get back to the squadron, would you
mind asking Gus to bring over my letter-writing
folder as soon as he can? . . . Thanks, captain. And
lissen, captain, apart from this leg accident, 1 got
an old shoulder injury I wanna ask you about some

_ Another thing I was just thinking if I should
tell them about this little accident of_mlnﬁ ak home,
or wait a little while. Whaddya t-'_'l“"ki

“ That dL‘Pﬂﬂdﬁpu says the Cﬂptal-“-- Eﬂjmﬂmd}'

SCIENCE DOES ITS

time . -

sick at home? 1f it was your mother and if it would
bB“nn}r shock to her——"" :

Well, I guess I'll wait a little while. Then T'll
be able to say I was hurt some time ago and am on
my Kay out now. How's that, smart, hey?"

* It sounds pretty good to-me,”’ says the captain.
And the pﬂ.tie.fnt.t:g]l full of dope, Ea}.'ll,ala off mpstf:ep
and the captain moves down the aisle.

_There are other able men at this field, too. Head
flight surgeon is Major Laurence 5. Jennings, who

. has a mission to his credit—a tough one to Kassel;
so has Capt, Hardy, who flew on the tactically bril-
liant maid over Norway which blew up an important
Nazi war plant, Two Southemers complete the
picture—Capt. Emory C. Kinder, of Kingstree, 5.C.,
and Capt, Carmmoll E. McCarthy of Baldwin, Miss.

One gunner used to describe them as they lined up
along the field when the planes came in. " You watch
them through the waist window, one fall and skinny,
one short, and two husky guys, waiting for you as
you come in . . . when you see them you know some-
thing's up."

They came over to the ETO with a minimum of
facilities at hand. From the very beginning they

i
e
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s new
flak helmel staps .4 at 2-11.

Lighter than averag

" had to be resourceful in the G.I. manner—as, for
example, in ' miding " planes that had just made the
ocean trip from the States. The first-aid kits they
came over with were not good enough, so they util-
ized the Arctic kits fumnished to crews coming over-
seas. These worked fine.

Most important of their innovations was the instal-
lation of a plasma supply in the ambulance itself.
This came directly out of the experience of finding
men-on the planes too seriously injured to be moved
and requiring immediate transfusions. ;

It was the plasma supply aboard an ambulance
which probably saved the life of 5/Sgt Robert D,
Turcotte. Flak had gone through the metal fame of *
the ball turret and entered Turcotte's back, coming
out the other side through his chest, breaking two
ribs and puncturing a lung, and leaving him with
what the doctors call a ** sucking chest wound."

Young John E. Callahan, a mdio operator, had
taken care of Turcotte before the plane landed. He

BEST TO MAKE THE DO

= - .

C'S WORK LIGHTER
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remembered the first-aid lectures that had been
pounded into the heads of the crewmen by the
doctors,

“ Callahan,” the surgeons - said “proudly, " did
everything any doctor could have done aboard the
plane.”’ .

Callahan kept Turcotte alive. It was a masterly
performance in first-aid, begun at freezing altitude
level in enemy territory and carried out down to the
ground. Callahan knew enough to feed Turcotte
a continuous flow of oxygen even below the altitude
at which oxygen is normally required—and gave it
to Turcotte by surrendering his own single line of
supply. He covered the wound with a heavy com-
press in order to keep the air from entering the chest
cavity and air from escaping, an absclute necessity
in order to preserve Turcotte’s limited power of
breathing. Ang finally he remembered that he must
not give Turcotte morphine—a special injunction of
the flight surgeons in cases of chest and head wounds
only. Remembering what to do and what not to do
in a case like this would have been tough enough on
the ground: But to do this in combat and at altitude
where efficiency is, as the flight surgeons say, " defi-
nitely impaired '’ was a first-class military feat. In
effect, it was Callahan, remembering what Smoly
and the other surgeons had drilled into him, who
handed Turcotte over more dead than alive, butalive.

Then the flight doctors took over. Callahan had
done his job. The man could not be moved, but
must be attended in the plane. . T /Sgt John Erp had
rigged up a plasma bottle in the radio room so it
could be successfully administered to Turcotte. And
so, for two and a half hours, the radio compartment
of a B-17 was a hospital bed. * During this time he
was pulseless, ashen blue and breathing shallowly
and rapidly. Damn near ready for KIA (killed in
action). Gradually his fingemails changed from blue
to pink. He was no longer in pain . . . Turcotte was
given six bottles (about three quarts) during this
time. Then we were able to move him,

“ And then,'' said the fight surgeon, " the first

' thing he asked me at the hospital was if he had any

frostbite. That chest wound didn't seem to bother
him- at all.”*

AT a squadron party recently Smoky quietly drank
his beer. Pretty soon he was in the midst of a big
crowd of enlisted men. Fe was asked abouta certain
gunner fighting for his life in the hospital and the
captain said: “ You know Les. You know how
he talks. He said to me: ‘I think they got the Greek
this time." * It wasn't the answer the men wanted,
but it was the kind they expected—and always got.

The captain had another beer. Plainly his mind
was moving back over the whole year. Tt wasalong
time in war. He was seeing all the fresh young men
whom he had lmown ever since training days in
Utah. He had seen them grow into combat, * miss-
ing in action,”’ and DFCs. Now zome of the old faces
were gone and there were other young men. That
was war. For a long time now he had been around
gunners, pilots and Flying Fortresses. This was the
winter of 1043. Maybe in another year he would be
home in Boonville, starting where he left off.

* __until you got to be known as old Doc Stover
down the street."’
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