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The link between rescuers climbing the slope, and the hospital below, is
Cpl. Sid Baker, the vateran radio operator.

The rescue party is off. They will ascend in vehicles to the highest point
possible, and then fan out on foot to locate crashed plane.

While the medical officer and party climb through the mist, the tent is
pitchad and hot food will be ready for the injured.

=T )

FiLt. G. D. Graham, who with his anlisted medics pionsered the Mountain
Rescue, has been decorated by the British Government.




By Sgt. SAUL LEVITT
YANK Staff Correspondent

NGLAND—In the winter of 1041-2, a RAF Anson

Trainer plane, on a routine flight, blundered into

a cliff wall in the fog and mist that often wreathes
the gaunt old mountains of North Wales. Eighteen
hours later the crippled, frozen, exhausted pilot
knocked on the door of a farm cottage and babbled
an incoherent story into the ears of a Welsh shepherd.
The pilot didn't know how many of his men were
alive or dead. He couldn't even describe the location
of the crash. Through plain Shanks Pony and tele-
phone the information finally came down to the RAF
training field at the foot of the hills.

Soldiers can get on a rescue job of this kind
guickly enough. At the RAF base, the rescue party
consisted of F/Lt. G. D. Graham and hizs British
medics.  Besides the fact that they didn't know
exactly where the crash had taken place, there were
other complications. They had no proper clothing
or equipment for mountain-climbing. There were
no radio or telephone facilities of any kind in the
hills. - Moreover, with the exception of the M.O.
himself, they were not experienced mouniain-
climbers or scouts. There were other factors: though
in good physical shape they were not especially
conditioned for mountain-climbing, _
was winter in North Wales where the wind, the rain
and the snow know how to make a devil’s concert
ﬂlmug}] the mountain passes. : -

They finally found the crash all right—with one
man alive, and two others dead. . And as they carted
the living and the dead down the mountains there
was the harrowing thought that Fla}'ba one or both
of the others might have been alive hours earlier,
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their map-reading, hardy in cold rain and mist and
capable of handling critically injured men.

Today there are four mountain rescue service
stations through Scotland and Wales, But the
originals at the base in Wales have, still, the most
accomplished record of lifesaving of them all. The
rules are simple—you never stop locking, and they
have looked for as long as four days ata time. In
over two years they have never failed to find any
crashed plane, to bring the living to recovery and the
dead to the decency of burial. They have worked
through nights, signalling to each other through the
“ screen " of valleys which separate one man from
another, with Very flares. Their spiked shoes have
ploughed through marshland and dug into slippery
inclines,

Their “ theater of operations,” in this part of
Wales, is in ancient country, with castles and fortifi-
cations dating back to the Middle Ages in the foot-
hills, and sheep grazing everywhere along the slopes.
These are gaunt old mountains with the topsoil thin-,
ned out and the worn rock face showing. The height
of the highest peak—3600 feet—shouldn’t start you
sneering, even if you're from Colorado, for this is
lonely, rugged country—inhabited here and there by
shepherds—with lots of sheer rock face, tumbling
mountain streams and razor-edge ridges that are too
tough even for the nimble-footed, hungry sheep.
Winter, the parade of weather is all on the villainous
side—fog, mist, dampness and often a powdery
blowing snow that drives through the valleys as if
under the horsepower kick of a snowplow,

F/Lt. Graham had done a lot of mountain-climb-
ing in Switzerland before joining the RAF, but
others, like Sgt. Bill Harvey, Cpls. Sid Baker, Emnest
Jackson, Gregory " Mick” McTigue and Leading
Aircraftsman Tommy “ Jock  Cumming are " low
country " and urban in origin, from London, Liver-
pool and the rolling green midlands of England. Bill
Harvey hails from Norfolk, which is flat countryside
where a hill would look so suspicious they'd call in
Scotland Yard.

ong of them were mountain-climbers but they
Nwere. soldiers, So they became mountain-climbing
goldiers. From the older men like Jock Cumming and
Bill Harvey down to youngsters like Emie Jackson

- {Cpl.Ernie Jackson, FlLt. Graham and LAG ‘Jock? ®
U jCumming holst the atretcher up a cliff wall.

- i

and Mick McTigue they qualified as A1 plus physical
specimens, which is a cut higher than the basic com-
bat requirement in the British Army—qualifying for
especially hazardous operations,

Sid Baker, the blond wireless operator, joined the
RAF in 1936 and is an old hand at a key; he is usually
the man at the transmitter who acts as liaison. Ernie
Jackson—full of bounce, a warm, friendly youngster
—has seen plenty of this war. He was a civilian am-
bulance driver in London during the blitz and after
getting into the Army was a medic in Egypt and the
Middle East for two years and then served as an
“ air ambulance orderly " before arriving at the
Wales base. Sgt. Bill Harvey, " the first sergeant,”’
who usually handles all the incoming calls down
below as the news comes in from the mountains, was
at Malta and Aden as a medical soldier. He also
worked on an Air Sea Rescue job. Greg (" call me
‘Mick’ ") MeTigue is a quiet, able, husky lad from
Liverpool, of Irish background, who came into the
RAF with the outbreak of the war; and Jock Cum-
ming is an exuberant Scotsman, who, at 38, doesn’t
look a day over 28—the kind of soldier who can cut
up all night and do his job the next day.

TH.E men swear by their Medical Officers. " We've
had damned geod lock with our M.O.s,"" says Bill |
Harvey. “ Wizard, all three of them."

Graham, the man who started the ball relling in
the MRS is now in India; and his successors here at
the Wales base are two good-locking, trimly built
medical men—F (Lts. T. O, Scutamore and J. C.
Lloyd. One or the other of them goes along on all
operations, goes out with the searching party and
does his quick diagnosis in a driving main or standing
knee-deep in marshland.

If you ask them about their * toughest job,"' they
remember one in which & Wellington crashed. * It
was a Coastal Command kite,’" says Emie Jackson,
“and what was left of it lay there in a marsh below
the ridge like a gull with broken wings., It was
bloody miserable. The altitude where the kite came
down was about 2,000 feet. Flying Control gave us
his approximate position, where his signals had faded
out. It took us about two and a half hours to find
the kite. Mucky it was. The pilot had to make a
forced landing because one engine had packed up
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“Mountain sngineering” up ona of tha sheer
rock faces that are comman in Uhis parl of the
British lslas.
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h‘t& a Tane takes off or lands af i ?
Vanc en is operations traffic cop

T Lot -

By Sgt. BURTT EVANS
YANK Staff Correspondent

N ﬁm"hNFED AIr Base ¢ Itavy—From his con-

trol window high in the operations tower,

~ % unshaven S/Sgt. Vance B. Luten trains his

'[.upoculars on a smoking bomber that has just

joined the fighters and transports circling this
field, the nearest big field to the front.

The B-24 is full of flak holes, with two props
feathered, one engine shot out and another smok-
ing badly, no brakes and the hydraulic system
out of commission. Sgt. Luten can’t tell all that
at a glance, but the Liberator is obviously
crippled,

“M'aidez,” comes the grim appeal of the
bomber pilot over the radio. (“M'midez,” pro-
nounced “Mayday,” is French for “Come to my
aid.” Easy to say and understand, it is the inter-
national radic code word for distress.)

“M'aidez. Get 'em off there, 'cause I'm bring-
ing this boat in.” :

“Clear the strip,”” shouts Sgt. Luten. "Clear the
runway instantly for a crash landing. Get out of
the way, C-47."

“Wilco (will comply)."” says the C-47.

Seconds later the bomber pilot makes a down-
wind landing, tilts the nose forward and finally
grinds to a stop 10 feet short of the end of the
runway.

The meat wagon rolls up to do its grisly duty.
Jerry has accounted for all the casualties: the
nose gunner is dead and two men are wounded.
No one has been hurt in the landing.

Up in the control tower a relieved Sgt. Luten
turns his glasses away and returns to the job of
playing aerial traffic cop.

Planes take off or land at this base on an
average of one every 30 seconds, which prob-
. ably makes it the most active single-runway
field currently operating. As section chief of base
operations, Sgt. Luten is responsible for seeing
that all these arrivals and departures are made
without mishap.

From the control tower before the runway, the
sergeant—or one of the four other Air Service
Command operators who work in shifts—must
keep tab of everything in the air and on the
ground, identifying planes with binoculars, flash-
ing red “Stop” or green “Gp Ahead” signals with
hie reflector gun, nursing each plane to a correct
landing by radio and then guiding it to a dis-
persal area. ;

Since this is the nearest big field to the front,
it is the home base of fighter and fighter-bomber
sguadrons as well as transports. Almost any type
of plane is likely to use the field for an emer-

EEncy or crash landing.

af-year-old Sgt. Luten is a product of the
‘:ﬂfrmir ilassiﬁcatinn system—not the official one
but the other widely adopted version that prob-
ably put you where you are today. In other
words, he was lying in a pup tent near Caza-
hlanca one day last winter, wondering whether
' r to try to sleep In that puddle,

“to turn over o ;
N en a top kick happily named Destiny—Dusty

Destiny—poked his head in and said:

?-ritie}{ yI::ru. Get off your lazy rump. The Old
Man says that this here field is an air base and
your pup tent is base operations and youre In
charge of it. So get busy, and no cracks.” dn't

1t was almost as simple as that, And it di n]
<eem to matter that Sgt. Luten knew very little

about his new job.
That afterncon L

imperturbable ¢
fat. short and ImMpETiLLt==e - o

uten acquired an i_issistant. a
ouniry school
born Charles

Luten and Cpl. Morgan have moved right along
with the front ever since, Luten taking charge
of the tower operations and Morgan handling
dispatching and briefing. They and their service
squadron have been in on the Africa, Sicily and
Italy invasion shows, one right after another.
When the fighter squadrons move to a field as
close to the front as possible, Luten, Morgan and
the service squadron go right with them, They
have set up base operations in all possible places,
in the air, on the ground, even underground. In
Sicily they operated underground from a B-23
turret planted in a cave on the side of a hill,
Shortly after the invasion of Italy, their “tower”

_ was a trailer with a tarpaulin thrown over it,

It isn’t unusual for some of these fighter fields
to operate in front of the Artillery, but on one
oceasion—just after the invasion of Italy—the
boys were busy setting up shop when a runner
arrived with the news that they were ahead of
the Infantry. They had started to operate on a
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Beld that actually hadn't been captured yel.

“We were told we'd have to fight to the last
man,” says Sgt. Luten. “I don’t know what I'd
have fought with, though, I didn’t even have a
gun.” Fortunately the Infantry showed up before
Jerry did. :

Mix-ups like that happened in the African
campaign, too. One morning two Jerry pilots
flew into the traffic pattern over the field where
Luten and his boys were set up, landed as nice as
you please and stepped out of the plane into the
arms of some Gls.

3 the ranking aerial traffic cop of the Italian
A front, Sgt. Luten is probably the envy of
many an aviation-crazy kid back in the States,
But actually the job is nerve-wracking. His most
horrible memory is of the time he directed a
bomber to land just as a Spitfire was taking off.
Somehow the two planes managed to pass each
other safely in the middle of the runway.

The sergeant worries about things like that so
muech  that he has nightmares. His dreams are
full of planes, all kinds of planes, ceaselessly
landing and taking off, taking off and landing.
Only the other night he survived a very real
crash landing of his own, from his cot to the
floor, ‘where he woke up screaming: “Pull up.
pull up.” In his nightmare he had seen an in-
cautious Spitfire pilot aboul to land right on top
of a motionless homber.

But in more than a year no accident has been
caused by carelessness on the sergeant’s part.
That record seems even more remarkable when
yvou watch the way the operations tower works.

Except for a few common radio-aviation terms
they have picked up, neither Sgt, Luten nor any
other operator pays any attention to the rules
and practices followed in the States and at other
more orthodox fields overseas. “All we do is get
the planes off and on the ground,” Luten grins.

Recently a Civil Aeronautics Administration
official from the States, twisting his head from
side to side like a spectator at a tennis game,
watched planes of all descriptions and conditions
whiz on and off the single runway at a two-a-
minute clip. Then he turned an unbelieving face
to Sgt. Luten and muttered, “I don't see how
you do it.”

The sergeant was a jack-of-all trades in
Quincy, Fla., before the war, and never had any
particular interest in aviation, But now he hopes
to get a job with the CAA when this is all over.

“If they'll have me, he says, ruefully con-
templating all those broken regulations.
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YANK'S [ON

The Army’s Iron Infantry as see
by Sgt. Albert Gold, whose water
color drawings sare reproduced on
these pages.

The lisutenant on the top of the
M-4 has looked  things over—
getting the Big Picturea for the
man of his platoon. Now, through
the staff sergeant at the radio,
he is giving it out to his five
crews. Radio communication
from tank to tank is referred to
as “speaking through channels.”'




inlow the pila nf_fleld equipment to bhe used fonight en bivouack, a crewman Field scene at evening: the tanks have been camouflaged and put to bed. Card
warms himse|f next to tha motor on the “ten-minute break. '

games and mail to be read will be the program befors slaep,

The reconnaissance scout and a crewman bat the breeze,
maybe about a gal, during the break, But the mouth of the
big gun has nothing to say for the moment and just looks

forward silently towards Europe. Though severe, these

axercises are still practise, not combat. On some certaln

day the Iron Infantry will lumber onto unfriendly shores,

will move into battie position, and things will be reversed,

Then this “'self-propelled howlitzer, 75 mm. M-8"" will talk
: and the men will ba still.




THAT LAST LONG
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T was Spring, season of adventure and love.

Johnnie hoped that it would be mostly love, as

he stepped, shining like a new dime, ioto the
sunlight. This was his first pass in England, and
he was going to find out if it was true what they say
about April, England and romance.

Yes, he truly shone, from his shoes to his blitzed
hair-do. All was new. All was pressed and smart,
and as the boys in the barracks had remarked, he
smelled like a Two Bit Hostess.

He had listened all week to boys like himself
discussing girls. In the mess halls, in the showers,
at work, as they readied themselves for bed, in fact
everywhere one went, woman was the topic of con-
wversation. Even more so than baseball. According
to what the boys said, it should be easy. Girls
tagged you on the dance fioor, winked at you, picked
you up in the street. It was a cinch, a pushover.

“ After all,” thought Johnnie, “those guys are
no diffierent than I am."

He straightened his already impeccable tie, and
hopped a bus. His eyes gleamed with pleasure as
he surveyed the seats before him. The boys hadn't
lied. Practically every seat was occupied by a girl.
They were plentiful and pretty, too. He plunked
himself down beside the one with the beautiful red
sweater and turned on his handsome look. She
paid no attention. He tummed to catch a glimpse
of her face, caught instead the glint of her wedding
band, so he concentrated on the scenery outside.

The conductress returned his smile, gave him his
change and ticket, and went about her business.
Here, at least, was encouragement. That smile had
been definitely friendly. Lf only she wasn't quite so
taken up with her duties, Johnnie could get her
into a conversation, and then . . . but she was
busy, and besides, she didn’t lock like the pick up
type. In fact, none of them did. The best place
was obviously the town. All the boys had had
success there, His blood tingled as he recalled some
of their stories. When the bus pulled up to the curb,
it was with renewed confidence he hopped off, tilted
his hat further over his right eye and sauntered
down the street, looking handsome.

uE warm sun beat down upon him, making him
Tfeel heady, and deliciousinside his breast. Itwould
take only a cute créature clinging to his arm to
complete his feeling of well being. He took up his
position in front of a photography shop, and looked
hungrily up and down the street. His heart thumped
away in his bosom and his tongue felt leathery. He
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had never done this before. He knew girls back
home, plenty of them, but he'd always met them
at school or through his sister. However this was
war, and he was a soldier far from home, Desperate
measures were necessary.  The other boys had done
it, and they were no different.

After straightening his tie six times, and setting
his cap as many, he felt he could procrastinate no
longer. Girls were everywhere, but which one was
it to be. That one was too old.

“Too young."

*Too thin."

* That one, too.""

" Too fat."

" 0h the hell with it!"

It seemed that all the really pretty ones were
already engaged by other Yanks,

“That one! Oh boy, what a peach!’” He took ~
a step forward, touched his hat and said, “Er . . .
GULFE! 1"

If only there was a crevice handy, he'd creep into
it, She hadn't even noticed him. Looked right
through him, in fact,. Why hadn't he spoken sooner?
What had happened to his tongue, to his
prepared speeches? He walked away, wilted.

Just then the odor of beer assailed his nostrils
The pubs, of course! With a pull at his tie and aI
poke at his hat, in he went, But not before he
looked around to make doubly certain his mother
wasn't looking. In the smoke-filled, body-jammed
dimly lit interior of the pub, he regained his com-
posure. At least this lived up to the stories, 1
place was packed with ATS, Waafs, and Wren
talking to Yanks, while over in a corner a Tom
played darts with the proprietor, oy

"'What'll it be? " asked the barmajd.

The story of a lonely Gl in E
who wanted to learn about ::::::
and love in the springtime—and did!

I‘IIH Education and Infarmation Division, War
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“Beer , . , er . . .1 mean. . . er . . . light ale,
please,” Johnnie answered. Glass in hand he turned
to survey the sitnation. He was standing next to
an ATS. She was neither pretty, nor was she
young. In fact, if one was to tell the truth, she was
more on the short, squat, and homely side, but she
was a girl. " Nice day,”" he ventured.

“TUh huh,'"she replied, and waited.

Good gravy, where to from here? He tried
desperately to recall some of the surefire lines used
by the boys, but all he could think of was “Hi
Toots,”” and that just wouldn't do at this stage of

. . would you care for an American cigar-
ette?'’ he tried.

"“Tah. Oh, thers you are, Paul dear,”” she an-
swered, and walked off with a Master Sergeant.

J“"?"m downed glass after glass of light ale in
futile search for alcoholic courage, but outside of 2
few excursions to the rear of the pub, and a tend-
ency to hiccough, the beer left him flat. As for the
women, the more he saw of them, the less they
appealed o him, He had pictured someone like
Ann Sheridan, but she was not forthcoming.

It was a thoroughly deflated Johnnie who walked
out of the door.” What to do now? He'd rather
e than Bo home early, and he'd rather go home
than visit another pub. Only one thing remaine
t0 be done, so he slumped himself down on a doof-
Ehni'ell:mtu await a sufficiently disrespectful hour to E°
“ Here, Yank," said a friendly old voice, “doP t
you feel well?*”

Pm D']{‘l I:I'Ia'am,
Your steps.’’

~Oh, I don't mind. Haven't you ..'111}:"-'-']"'“‘”

I'm sorry I'm sitting on

o

a ‘IEE:'HWEII ...mo, ma'am, I haven't,”" he blushed-
2 ell, my goodness, come in and have 2
Up of tea then, You'll catch your death sitting
out in ﬂ-ue‘dark this way."' :
caps the lttle old lady took him in, stuffed him Wit
perad ?"d*‘-ﬂhf—‘i and tea, fussed over him, PAT
Next — and invited him back the next week-.
k xtl‘m}m_mgr when the boys interrogated lnﬁ-
& :.5 & radiant silence, and looked wickedly out W
call h'mﬂf of his eye, That did it! The boys "i“‘,_.
im u;lnllliﬁi;rhe lf']'onﬂ Wolf,"" and threaten to f0ll
[=H] . . :
PLHLY excursions into town. ctainly

N one ﬂ'll.ng & Z
: : veryone concurs, love is €€
ABreeing with Johnnje,
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Bars And Barracks

ERE'S another exapm 1
on combat mijgg; ptﬁ,jguf the wa
Hune anntherfx?[]ﬁzlmm Eth,"‘f Eety tf;mig.ﬁ"’h“ fy
geant, who had be © With a young gech oot
i € ser-

o C:ungmtulntiona Li
IDUJJ;!FE h%:u Enrer with mu't&"'ant';p ;
anks, Joe," said the proval.
The barracks chief was ﬂr;;\zba
!;uard at the time anqg be =i
mﬁfggﬂrgxfgeﬂf dl}e ,Fg; hiiﬁ“ﬂu on a name ang
By : ¥. Lie ’ .
e oo oy e e
. he S 16 was. *“Wael,* e
m;,lﬁ ayﬁou_re still in here, aten’tcfrg:;:?ﬁed'the
B Dt s m:ttf:d that, tog, Okay, Lisut I‘hF
sai € other, ™ what are we waitin 'f !5];" SRR
.H"ETE seemed to be no good Lot
L]e‘utr_nal'lt,_ h]!i ha‘rs gleaming on his ¢
the creases in his pinks still crackl;
mopped up his old GI barracks on
schedule. Then, when the job had been
the barracks chief, he took off gratefully

F For Fast One

And here’s one that hasp't i :
j:'anks izl th? ETO except that 333:11;1{!:&3:3'1&& ;;?:E
it up at a ” 100 Mission Party " e
bomber group. A British bam];:ur oﬁnﬁ;nﬁ?'}nc?“
home field after a raid over the Cuiutfm:ni Eh n E;hits
night, glc:t in touch with the tower, —* This i: E _{::
Gmrgi%m ;heGEﬂDE ﬁ:;d,-. “May 1 have landing in-
struct ahead.

" G for George from (censored),”” the towe i
* you may land on unway z3. Jlli}vet,“ SEERPled
__G for George circled and was about to COMMence
:]1:& ﬁtn;.] :ppq:?;crh 1|.-«r'h\13rl!15l A for Apple called in and told

WEL € are ing on three engines.
we land ‘m:rm*.diate]y?'“!jr ¢ S

In this emergency, G for George was told to take a
run for itself and come back a little later. The pilot did
so and this time, when he had got the all-clear and
dropped his landing gear and was all set to call'it a
night, X for X-ray came in with a complaint similar
to that of A for Apple’s. X for X-ray, too, had only
three engines running, the pilot said, and could he
please land right away guick? So once more G for
George was ordered to take the night air.

This time, as he circled for his final approach, G for
George’s pilot called in and said: “ G for George. I
am operating on only two engines. May I land im-
mediately?”* To which the tower, plainly alarmed,
replied at once: “ G for George, you may land im-
mediately.”” Which the pilot did—and he wasn’t
fooling about the two-engine business either. G for
George was a Wellington.

ﬂ'llﬁllﬂ It Close

A corporal friend of ours who got back to camp sev-
eral weeks ago after a furlough in London has written
us a letter telling how he weathered a stormy financial
crisis while in the big town, and we pass it along on
the ofi-chance that it may sometime solve the prob-
lem-for other Joes in a
he got one nf{hnsc take-it-or-leave-it furloughs on a
moment’s notice and figured that, although he could
get his hands on only two or three quid, he'd t?lh; it.
Well, he shot the works, of course, during his I.!'B{}
night of beating around Shaftesbury Avenue an

L ety ill in London, found
finally, with 24 hours still to kill n-ll_,en:;;_-un more,

i | ice jingling three ha :
ﬁ:‘:f w_l:]t i;‘; I;,ﬁk{ﬁt,g MEreow:r. he felt woﬁfﬁ'ﬂ:’lﬂl
starvation and realized something had 0 3
but quick. - ; in his

Itq:;.':s at this point, while fumbling ar;:;nfi miv];ﬁ
pocket to make sure those ha’pennics hn a“ nlg fill-
birth to any farthings, that he came UPSL @ B =
ing which had fallen out of one - ]:]1? :ilst at his
couple of months before and which thcn;:eic orc
camp had insisted on replacing With COPTEC L i,
iron or something. It “'315] at ﬁi;nhli Eéasily turn out
i e on 3 R o

et o o X hops that buy old
o ) m?;flr:ulﬂbr};;d f:ir use f-:..‘rr the
the fifth tock a rp:ld in-

hob. That save ~ived himself
ﬁ;:l;;mt;:h fiefz- of our friend, who I’EW:’; stomach,
handeomely with a bitter on 8 Very elrz“efl Cross, and
followed th:‘;s up with a meal at the
then took off for camp-

n equally serious jam. Seems:
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Hoping we could pass along the name and address
of the shop which rescued our friend, we wrote to him
o find out but he replied nothing doing, he'd been too
faint with hunger at the time to remember. Probably

a matter of security, anyway.

S.AP. : : :
A while back, a couple of lines appeared in ¥aNK's

“ News from Home ” department noting that Dr.
Mf;?;-is Fishbein, of the American Ac_zuiemy nir Me-rdl-
cine, had warned parents against giving their kids
names with initials that form words which would hold
a child up to ridicule—S.A’P., for instance, Might
give the kid an inferiority mml;;ll.g: or something like
int, as we recall it.
that was the POIb SCnt the good doctor might like

e Jus
m‘::::;r‘:hn{‘. there's at least one chap in the ETO

ks sli up and gave him the initials
:"rgnie Pi’u{ a.n:i j:f:ae‘i:;l it never gets him down in the
lﬁasr‘l‘ m fact, he sort of likes it. He's Shelby Alex-

- = e e P -
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Lancaster Midnight Air Mail Dalivery Service to

|
the Eighth Air Force utilize the RAF ‘
send messages to one A, Hitlar. i

"50 THAT'S ENGLAND! . . . | DON'T LIKE IT!" |

=Pvt. Tom Flannery el

Eam S S SR —— tea U= 3T e I T o |

ander Perrette, a C.B. from Waverly, Tenn., and
here's what Herbert H. Rensi, a fellow C.B. who oc-
cupies the hut Holiday Inn with him has to report :
* The initials 5.A.P. do not bother him at all. He
has them stencilled on the back of his clothes and
gets a kick out of it when he hears someone call:
‘Hey, sap!' "

A pretty minor contribution to medical research,
obviously, but every little bit helps, they sy,

Overtime

A Joe we know was awakened in a Red Cross
dormitory by a fellow Etousian who was shouting in
his sleep. " Hup, poo, hee, haw! Hup, poo, hee,
haw!" the tormented slumberer was calling. * To
the rear, harch! To the rear, harch!'" This went
on until someone got up and poked the noisy guy
in the ribs to make him pipe down and then started 1o
ball him cut. * Aw, what the hell,”” muttered the
offender drowsily, " It's another day’s pay.**

PAGE 11




AIRBORNE POOCH. Skipper has mop,
~ hours with Bth Air Force Bomber g
briefings, :

- - e QT T
MARIE ANTOINETTE M/Sgt. Antonio MONKEYSHINES. It didn't take Pfc. Napoleon T“{"”Lf::ﬁ:":,'gi b gl
Christofori dug up Marie, warded off the rest his mascot. He was first U. 5. Engineer to land in 2 H

of his outfit yelling for the guillotine, also to land this chimp, Kudaby.

OSCAR THE CROW. This strangest of
mascots watches Pvt. Richard Reedy shave,
perches on his rifle during inspections.

£ o S Uy £ 3T .=

ANY GUM, CHUM? This six-month-old Seabee EQUINE ALARM CLOCK

This New Caledoni : .
mascot in the Aleutians was all right until he Gallagher, has found himself an Army horss, of allal l.:I"FIrIIIII 0. M.
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to wander these days, they always |
,ewildering array of mascots—every- 3

, Africa to baby elephants in India.
ble as souvenir hunting. The ¥

repressi
them, feed them Spam and other Gl /.
their mascots into battle with them. 13
from all over the world, are 23 few
) prove the point. e
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“BO0D NEITOH DL

“JJST LIKE YA SAID, SARGE-MOBODY GOT BY WITHOUT
PROPER AUTHORITY."”
=Cpl. Ray DiTulio

=i

"WHAT
THE HELL DO YOU MEAN YOU'RE GLAD WERE NOT PLAYING
FOR KEEPS?" .
=Cpl. Art Gales
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There was small talkk about the Presi-

dent and his family and big talk about

Potential Presidents, the Secretary of

.I'h-n Interior Proposed giving homecom-

ing .Jues factories as bonuses, and

Gasping Gaspar walked up to an awful
letdown,

thi] Chief Executive and his family :

. Lieutenant Charles W. Spencer, a patient at Valley Forge
Huspi[:ﬂ.l, in Phenixville, Pa., wplfnse hand;: wWere maimedywhezg ;
shell ripped through the nose of his Flying Fortress, remarked to
4 newspaper reporter that he wished he knew “ where President
Roosevelt gets those long, jaunty cigarette holders.” The Lieuten-
ant said he could use some holders like them because, with his
hands in the shape they are, he was having trouble managing butts.
Last week. Spencer received a package from the White House,
In it were 39 long, jaunty cigarette holders, just like the ones the
President uses.

Mrs. W. R. Hubbard, of Amowrock, Mo., wrote to Harry A.
Truman, Senator from her State, to find out how accurate was some
hot dope she had picked up from a friend of hers regarding Mrs.
Eleanor Roosevelt's motoring habits. Mrs. Hubbard said she had
been assured that Mrs. Roosevelt owned four cars and revelled in
a z2,000-gallon-a-month gasoline ration. Senator Truman tumed
the query over to H. G. Grim, head usher at the White House,
who replied that Mrs. Hubbard's information was all wet. The
President’'s wife, wrote Grim, has only one car, gets along on a
hasicﬂl“ A" gas ration card, and drove a total of 168 miles last
month.

In Fort Worth, Tex., Mrs. Ruth Googins Roosevelt was granted a
divorce from Colonel Elliott Roosevelt, second son of the President,
She testified briefly that her husband had asked her to institute the
proceedings and that he didn’t care for her any more. She was
give]] custody of their three children.

Two of the President’s other sons each climbed a rung up the
ladder in the service of their country when Lieutenant Colonel
James Hoosevelt became a full Colonel and Lieutenant Franklin
D). Roosevelt Jr.'s promotion to the grade of Lieutenant Com-
mander was approved providing he passes another physical
EXAI.

A FEW notes of less than international importance concerning

wp here are a few notes about some men some people think
Aought to be Chief Executive :

General Douglas MacArthur, head man of the U.S, forces down
Australia way, released a statement at his Southwest Pacific head-
quarters, and the.gist of it was that the public had got the wrong
idea from letters which he had written to Representative A. L.
Miller, Republican of Nebraska—letters which had been widely
interpreted as being anti-Administration. Not so, said the General
in his statement to the press. In the first place, he declared, the
letiers were not intended for publication. Then he went on to
say: * I entirely repudiate the sinister interpretation that they were
intended as criticism of any political philosophy or ol"an}r person-
ages in h:!']a office. I have devoted m}"SE]'.f e’ﬂ.‘l_llﬂ"fly to the
conduct of the war. . . . My sole amhiglunflsléf a.usntst ?L;il:;lgtttzg
country to win this vital struggle by the fulhlment of
a.sha.sr}l;een or may be assigned to me.”” Both the Associated Press
and the United Press, however, interpreted the General's staterpm!t
as leaving the door open for a move to draft him for the Republican
FPresidential nomination. .

“ His statement was silent,”” remarked the ,l"ln.P.. on whether
he would accept the nomination if offered. His supporters have
declared repeatedly that no word frone the General is necessary to
draft him as a candidate.”” And the U1 looked upon '[:hn: state-
ment “ as indicating that he (the General) would be .'wallai:_rlujnr
the Republican Presidential nomination but would not seek it.

Out in California, MacArthur hackers failed in an attempt to
argue the State Supreme Court into providing space for wrte-in
wotes for their candidate on primary Lallots, which will be cast
on May 16, The General's name was luft off the ballots because
there weren't enough signatures on the filing petitions.

Governor Earl WEILI'I'BII;: of (-.‘.a'rl.ll.|j_'|.‘;|t;|_1-|i;;1._r who has the baclcing of his
state's 50 delegates as a * favourite son * candidate for the G.O.P.
Presidential nomination although he has repeatedly said he
wouldn’t run for the office, was chosen to deliver the keynote ad-
dress at the Republican National Convention, which is to be held

in Chicago starting June 26. Warren has frequently been mentioned

Mrs. Helen Young-Cerbone-Trimble-Gunnard-Cole, ex-Varga model and twice marriad,
wed three more Gls, received allotmenls. Here, in Newark court, jig is up,

There was a lot of noise that sounded like an invasion one night on Bull's Island, S, C_,
but next day Coast Guard discovered it was a flock of 65 silly whales that got |ost.

-
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as a possibility for the Vice-Presidential nomination
in the event that Governor Thomas E. Dewey, of
New York, gets top billing.

Meeting in Detroit, the Michigan Republican State
Convention unanimously passed a resolution praising
Dewey, a native of Owosso, Mich, Formal instructions
are never binding on Michigan delegates beyond the
first ballot, but the convention nevertheless went on
record ds reminding this batch thatthey “ should bear
in mind * that Dewey is the favorite among voters in
their state. Senator Arthur H. Vandenberg, of Michi-
gan, who is reported to have been advocating the
nomination of MacArthur, didn't show wp at the
convention and the General's name was not men-
tioned there.

The A.P. figured it out that, as of last week, Dewey
had 209 delegates supporting him, a neat lead of 175
on Stassen, his nearest rival, The Lieutenant Com-
mander has 34 delegates lined up—33 of them
pledged from Minnesota, Nebraska, and Wisconsin
and the other claimed from Nebraska, A total of
530 votes will be needed to pame the candidate. The
Republicans have now chosen 477 of their 1,050 dele-
gates, but 225 of those named are uninstructed,

ND that's the way the political picture looked at

the end of the week, Otﬁ’:rwise. the concern of the
folks back home was divided between the weather
and the war—and in connection with the latter the
big question was how to get more men into the Army
now and ease them painlessly back into civilian life
when the fighting is over,

The results of a Gallup Poll printed in the New
Vork Times showed that the nation is pretty much
for the idea of dmfting 4-F's for jobs in war indus-
iries.  Seventy-eight percent said “ Yes” to this
question : “ Do you think men who are tumed down
by the Army because they are not physically fit for
fighting but who are able to work in war plants should
be taken into the Army and given jobs in order to
free young men in war plants for combat service? "’
Fifteen percent were against the proposal, and seven
percent just plain didn’t know.

Notwithstanding this, the House Military Affairs
Committee a couple of days later gave up plans it
had been considering for passing special legislation to
force 4-Fs into essential work by means of theaten-
ing to draft them into Army and Navy labor hat-
talions, Representative Andrew J. May, Kentucky
Democrat and chairman of the House committee,
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id he and his colleagues had dﬂcid_ed that Govem-
?ent agencies such a.sggeimﬁw Service and the War
wer Commission already possessed sufficient
powers. to force men rejected by the services into
essential jobs. 3
Answering implied criticism of the Army for cre-
ating uncertainties over the matter of the draft,
Secretary of War Henry L. Stimson said that men
are called for service in response to fuctuating de-
mands, and that it is necessary to try to estimate
these demands as far as seven months ahead. Despite
this time lag, however, the average error between
the estimate and the number of men actually needed
in the Army at any given moment has been only
two percent, he said.

= HE House of Representatives, by a rollcall vote of
T_w,rz to 1, passed a bill backed by President Roose-
velt and designed to give a break to all honorably dis-
charged servicemen in the matter of landing Federal
Civil Service jobs. The measure, which was regarded
as sure of an almost immediate okay by the Senate,
stipulates that the names of veterans, their wives,
and their widows are to be placed at the top of

_ Government job lists. Moreover, provision is made

for spotting disabled vets ten points in Civil Service
ratings and all other vets five points. The only vote
against the bill was cast by Representative Howard
W. Smith, a Virginia Democrat, who said he didn’t
feel that the legislation was * well considered.”’
Talking along the same general lines as the House,
Henry Ford ancunced that he planned to give vet-
erans priority on post-war jobs in his plant because
ple have made a lot of money out of the
servicemen have made nothing.”

i jas ‘re
These are the ferocious little babies they
a5 3
back home now

Secretary of the Interior Harold L. Ickes had an
even more generous plan for ex-Gls. Speaking at
the smart Commonwealth Club in San Francisco, he
propesed that Government war plants be tumed over
to returning servicemen for ownership and operation
as a bonus for winning the fights that preserved the
nation, He said he thought the veterans shonld
operate the billions of dollars worth of Government.
built plants in competition with already established
private e'nm;_pﬁse and thus prevent existing
monopolies " from buying the governme factories
at a fraction of their cﬁg 4 ¥

Donald M. Nelson, chairman of the War Produe-
tion Board, warmed a Senate Military Affairs Com.
mittee that civilian production on a larger scale
" than we've ever seen " must be resumed immedi-
ately after Germany folds up if the U.S. is to avoid

thack i pthr:dpircém e
cu [ war production, and armament output
will be limited to only what is BSEATY
for licking Japan. F e ot e

As for the weather, it was awful, A tomado and
dust storms swept some states and late-April snow-
storms jammed up the roads in others. Nineteen
inches of heavy, wet snow fell in McCook, Neb.,
during a storm which blanketed the western part of
that state, Wycming, Colorado, and Kansas, Hun.
dreds of cars were stalled in drifts near Keamey
Neb., and there was a fall of two inches as far East
as Concordia, Kan. The snow lay from ten to twelve
inches deep in the vicinity of Boulder, Colo., where
ranchers reported that the storm had cost ther heavy
losses of calves and lambs, Chevenne, Wyo., was
p:l‘il‘ty “I;e snowed under, too, :

55-mile wind raised a dust storm over the Okla-

homa Panhandle, reducing visibility to Jess tha.nt,
mile. Throughout the Middle West, sub-freezing
h?idmmmfn“m raising hob with livestock and

ing up farm rati whi
behind schedule, T "rieh Were already

[ £ WAEONS.
to mount in new pattlewagons

_mile stretch of
hard over a 100 mile st :

d Western South Carolina, kill-
ring 500 Of mMOrE, an

The tomado hit
Northeast Georgia an e
: ;i .
iﬁﬂfﬁl:?':rf ms anﬂlsides 0{1 huu;esh allﬂi‘;ﬁ;

ide like confetti. Followed by

E:n?i;g:u%mand electrical storms, it struck first near
here it knocked down :IWR hm:;ms.

res of le were hurt in and around ltoyston,
%T .and n?:ﬁ; casualties were also reported in t?]men_
wood, S.C., where the two-story City Hospi :'-'H-S
damaged. Four persons were killed and at lg:ds zc:
injured at Abbeville, S.C., and two di a
Iva, 5.C. - il

On the soldier-vote front, the Tennessee Lene
Assembly met in a special session at Nashville and
amended the state’s law in a manner calculated to
make it easier for servicemen to cast their ballots.
From here on in, any GI from Tennessee who has put
in 30 days or more of military service will be entitled
to vote and the fact that he has been in uniform I{or
that length of time will be accepted in lieu of paying
the poll tax. Tennesseans serving overseas may obtain
ballots through members of their families.

Gainesville, Ga., w

turning out

The General Assembly of Indiana
also took action on the soldier-
vote matter, meeting in Indian-
:Rﬂis and passing a bill which

ows servicemen from that state
to vote for Federal, state, and
local candidates, The measure, swept through by a
vote of 95 to o, was placed in the hands of Governor
Henry F. Schricker after a Democratic minority had
tried in vain to insert a clause allowing use of the
Federal ballot by Joes who fail to receive a state one.

In Albany, N. Y., the Democratic minority of the
state legislature requested a special session to * liber-
alize” New York's soldier-vote law but got the
cold shoulder from Governor Dewey, who said the
existing law governing the matter was the * simplest
and best " of its kind in the U.S. The Democrats
had wanted to get rid of a provision which requires
the personal signature of a serviceman on the uest
for a ballot. Instead, the minority wanted ballots
sent abroad to all names and addresses supplied by
friends and relatives of fighting men.

More than 100 Missour sleuths were on the search
for a mentally cracked individual believed to have
been responsible for the gruesome murder of two
unidentified women whose headless and badly muti-
lﬁbcd bodies were found in a lake near Camdenton,

a.

Four babies whose mothers are the wives
men died at the Lawrence and Memoria] As{;ﬁﬂl&ﬁg
Hospitals in New London, Conn., after boric acid
powder had been accidentally substituted for dex-
UDFE-TB l{:i ﬂ%EElé feeding formulas,

onida wards, an actress, £ g
the Hollywood Canteen for mﬁ.rﬁé'f h:hsﬁm::guﬁt
received while danej i ii sl
e cing with a jitterbugging soldier.

uperior Court Judge in Los Angeles, who heard
ih]g]'-_'-uﬂﬂ?‘; took a dim view of jiving Jacksons. Said he :
fo rhn S Bet sober and have a headache but these
J UBEINE people never get over it '’

Al-ﬂ.tf:u::un for automotive tooling methods to the
S“bﬁpﬁtlil:lﬂfr:i of Allied battle equipment bronght a
i dllﬂ. uction in the cost of airplanes, tanks
W Pmductinng 1943, the Automotive Council for
il 2 Ot revealed. Liberator bombers which

38,000 two years ago now cost $137,000; the



cost of light tanks has been reduced from $4
: E o
§22,564; and .50 caliber machine e
cost §510 now are down to $zo0, g
An Army private, John N. Newlan
Mont., received highest honors in examing.ﬁfnaﬂt:kt?;
by 1,680 candidates in 44 states for certificates as
Pemthﬁed public lacooﬁunta.nm. Mewland is stationed
in the personnel office of the i
o Induction Center at
A blinded war hero, Marine . Al Schmi
killed 200 Japanese soldiers on ngdﬂcuaﬁlgiem
§hﬂw from fﬂqt an..f:d writers at an authors' luncheon
in Philadelphia. “I want to say that I think a lot

of peaple here are too soft hearted,' he said, "I

know what I'd do to any Jap I got
B ke o tale o ﬂ‘l:;‘ul!“ﬂ.}:d:s i{f& my hands on,

show them battlefields overseas. T'd like: them to see

Ellfnﬂ.aedrﬂatwtﬁ and friends, wounded, maimed,

soft peace then."

W, Anoie Mare Young, of Pine Thef, Atk

wes Lie frst woman fo receive the Civilian Dis-
tinguished Service emblem, the Army's highest
award to a war worker. She is a munitions worker
at the Pine Bluff arsenal and twice rescued workers
whose clothing had been ignited in powder
explosions,

Leslie Simon, 11, became the center of attraction
at his school in Chicago after receiving the shoulder
patches worn by General Dwight D. Eisenhower
during the North African campaign. The boy sold
$4,200 worth of war bonds, more than any one in his
class, and after doing so he wrote the General for
some personal insignia. He received the patches
last week through the mails.

1ICHOLAS MULICK, 24, 6f Passaic, N. J., achieved a

lifelong ambition after he had rescued five persons
from the Passaic River when a bus plunged off a
bridge. Safety Director Julius J.Cinamon told Mulick
be could have any form of recognition he wanted.
“Well, I always wanted to be a fireman,” replied

' Mulick. He got the job.

A Philadelphia police car cleared the way as
Aviation Machinist Mate (Second Class) Joseph A.
Charles ran six and two-tenths miles down Broad
Street from Olney Avenue to City Hall, * just to
prove that a sailor could do it."” His girl friend,
Miss Betty Curtis, and a fellow sailor, Mickey

Tufarella, of New York City, bet Charles 10 and 50 .

dollars, respectively, that he couldn’t make the run.
Charles got a police permit and a police escort and
won the bet. He turned the sixty dollars over to
the Red Cross and Navy relief.

The city of Newburgh, N, Y., will be the scene of
a mass dental experiment, the first of its_kmd_ in
history. The city’s 32,000 inhabitants will drink
water treated with sodium fluoride, believed able
to halt tooth decay, Dental experts will study the
effect over a 10-year period.

In Grifith, Ind., Jean Reinboldt, 1z, and
Georgiana Schuster, 12, were kicking around what
they thought was a mud-caked ball when the mud
fell off and disclosed a humeu} skull. Thmbuhi to
the discovery of the skeletom of 2 woman, about 30
years -t:nlt.i,e:;-::;Ir the neighborin_.g sand dunes, but the
authorities were not immediately able to establish
her identity.

John Pa?:l Kelso, of Los Angeles, jumped from the

Americans and

I'll bet there wouldn't be any talk of a

frying pan into the fire. Returning home from a trip
'Im Mexico, he tried to bring in 49 pairs of silk stock-
ings for the young ladies in his office. He got stopped
at the bolrder, though, by customs men who spotted
the stockings, confiscated them together with Kelso's
car, fined him 8o bucks, and indicted him for SMUE-
gling. Considerably chastened and empty-handed,
Kelso took a train home, where he found that his
draft board wanted him.

THE Army Air Forces began running big ads in the
newspapers telling the public that it was no
]uuger in the market for recrnits. The ads were
designed along the lines of those big automobile ones
of peace time, showing a monogram AAF at the
bottom and, at the top, the caption: " Ahead of
Schedule—An AAF Report on the Aviation Cadet
Program.'' Part of the report that follows says:
“The AAF has sufficient men in training and in the
Air Corps Enlisted Reserve to meet its present
schedule for combat crews. Until further notice
the AAF will not take any men into active duty
from civilian life for air crew training "

T

an Pedrd. Ca

ossible aboard training sh

Navy Gls at S

raalistic way p

The following ad appeared in a Norfolk, Va.,
paper: “ Moderately refined Navy couple would like
to live with congenial people. We dnnk too much
occasionally, smoke too much all the time, read a
few good books, and can falk or listen.”” Seventy-
five people called up to offer the couple quarters.

Major General Richard Donovan, commanding
officer of the 8th Service Command, disclosed that
Bo,000 P.W .z are now being held in camps in Texas,
Oklahoma, Arkansas, Louisiana, and New Mexico.

Eleven convicts tunnelled their way ount of the
Missouri State Prison. They pot to a sewer and
started crawling toward its mouth on the bank of
the Missouri River but when they got there they
found prison guards waiting for them. Some bright
guard had recalled that the sewer had been used
as a getaway passage several times before,

Peter B. Hart, one of the last remaining Indian
fighters and scouts.of the old West and a hero con-
nected with the famous Custer's Last Stand, died in
Pueblo, Colo., at the age of g4. A native of Willes

. ; i
2@ GORLTOL in Mas
[, fearn ﬂlamirp built of salVage:
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Barre, Pa., he was a member of
the group which tried unsuccess.
fully to rescue General George A.

Custer at Little Big Homn, Mont.,
in 1876 shortly before the General
and his 264 men were wiped out
by a band of Sioux Indians,

Joan Bennett was given custody
of her 16-year-old daughter, Adrienne Diana Fox
Markey, by John Marion Fox, a wealthy gent of
Seattle, Wash.,, who was Miss Bennett's first
hubby. .

ASPAR RorroLo, a meat dealer in New York City,

had an appointment with the Office of Price Ad-
ministration but couldn't keep it, Trouble was, he
said, that the outfit was located on the 55th floor of
the Empire State Building and he is allergic to ele-
vators as well as walking up 55 flights of stairs, So
the OPA obligingly met him more than half way by
moving part cf its staff down to an office on the fourth
floor. Figuring that in view of such courtesy he must
be due for scme good news, Roppolo blithely skipped
up the feur flights to find out what was what. He
found out, all right. OPA just wanted to fell him
that he had overdrmwn his meat ration and that his
license to do business was thérefore being suspended.
Roppolo is now allergic to OPA offices, no matter
what floor they're on,

WRatp

=Pyt Alex Paralta
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Mail Call

Puerto Ricans In The UK.
Dear Yawx:

It is regrettable that the article, " Puerto Rican
Soldier,”” by Sgt. Lou Stoumen, in the April 16th
issue of Yanx, did not mention the presence in the
1U.K. of Puerto Rican soldiers. (tuartermaster units
of Puerto Ricans are distributed among several
depots in England, and they are connecting lnks in
the chain of supply, handling the food and material
that is piling up in readiness for the word “ Go!"" The
units are Puerto Rican from the commanding officer
down. Lt. Col, Fortunato Roman. former super-
intendent of schools in several cities of Puerto Rico,
and an infantry first lientenant in World War I,
commands the outfit, which includes several white
and Negro service companies as well. The depot
commander at my station has commended the Puerto
Ricans on the good quality of their work. And they
are contributing to international education of the
English. I have heard an English girl who works
with a few Puerto Ricaps in a warchouse singing a
corrent popular song with Spanish words.

These are the first military units of their nationality
to operate on foreign soil. -

Eritain. T4 LOUIS HARAP
The Right Horse—But The Wrong Stable
Dear Yasw:

After reading the sports page of the April gth
jssue of Yaxk I decided to write to you concerning
the article titled " Kentocky Derby Horses: Their
Lives and Loves.”" There were several discrepancies
in the article, or so I think. =

Having kept up with borses, while over here, by
reading a weekﬁr magazine titled " The Blood
Horse,” 1 feel qualified to make a few corrections.

Miss Keeneland is a daughter of Lady Peace, dark
bay, 1935, by Sir Gallahad ITI cut of Sun S?nt. by
Omar Khayyam, and a half-brother of Son-of-Peace,
a stakes winner of last season. When speaking of
hali-brothers it is through the dam, or mother, and
not through the sire. Her sire is Blenheim IT an
English horse which won the Derby over here.

Calumet Farm is owned by Warren Wright and not
William Woodward of Belair Stud.

Britain. Si5gt. RICHARD 5. WORTH

Ditto
Dear Yane!

In your latest issue of YANK, April gth, Sgt. Dan
Polier made a little mistake which I wish to correct.
I'm not statin% that Dan doesn't know the difference,
but William Waoodward's stable and Calemet Farms
are two different stables.

Woadward is the owner of Belair Stud, owner of
Johnstown, 1o3o Kentucky Derby Winper, The
Calomet Farms are owned by Warren Wright who,
of course, owns the Calumet Cannonball, Whirlaway,

Britain. Cpl. RORERT 0. GREGOR

One Picture From Home
Dear Yami:

There we were, both of us, sitting in our room and
quietly reading your March 19th issue of Yaxe. All
of a sudden the guiet atmosphere was pierced by a

YANK is published weekly b
from YANK may be reproduce

MNEW YORK HEADQUARTERS
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Oazls St. Georgs, St Dick Hanley, Sgx. Charles Pearsan, Cpl.
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Mikifl, Cpl. Bl . ALASKA: Sgr, Georg M. Meyers, Pte.
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the enlisted men of the U
if they are moprestnicted by
permizsion has been granted for each item to ba re

loud, mournful wail and was followed, in a Wb;hmg
tone, by an exclamation of: * Mo, no, you can t do
that to me, vou just can't]" Yes, dear Y ank, there
was 15t Sgt. Leo Nans raving, gesticulating and hop-
ping around the room like somebody gone mad, He
seemed on the verge of hysteria. His outburst really
was a shock because he’s usually a very quiet and
mild-mannered fellow. I asked him what was wrong,
and at the same time tried to calm him down. Then
he showéd me what brought about his unusual ac-
tions—a picture, depicting the unusual weather in
Los Angeles. It so happens that the picture you nsed
was of the Orpheum ater in downtown L.A. in
which Sgt. Nans had worked for the last seven years
right up to the time he entered the service. He served
in the capacity of honse manager and practically
made the theater his home. Showing a picture like
that to him was like somecne else being shown
a picture of his home. It's no wonder it got him.
That's the reason I'm writing this letter in his behalf.
He wants to thank you from the bottom of his heart
and hiz appreciation iz immeasurable. He'd also be
very grateful to you if you ecnld possibly send him
a copy of the picture, that is if there's any on hand.
HNow that he's simmered down a bit he's very happy
to have a picture like that. May I also add my
thanks because of the fact of my being a California
convert of practically two years standing. We'd be
overjoyed for any further pictures of the area in and
around Los Angeles and Pasadena (South included).
Again we offer our heartfelt thanks and appreciation
of a fine magazine.
s Cpl. JACK GOLDSTINE
Britain. Tit Sgb. LED HAMS
[Just to show you that our heart is In the right place,
here are two further examples of C-ID’nmh scenery—
the best and latest we could find—Ed.]
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Dear Yank: .
Congratulations to both Staff Sgt. E. H. Healy and

Lt. William B. Storm for their fine letters in your -

" Mail Call ” of April 16th. To the Sarge's attempts
to exercise his franchise I can add a whole-hearted
and soulful amen. None of the people I contacted
knew anything about the WD postcard application
for a hallot, and although I finally wound up writing
a letter—even as the Sarge did—1I have yet to receive
my hallot for the Illinois primaries which were held
last week. And this in spite of the fact that I sent
my letter out almost two months in advance of the
elections,

produced.
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' hat YANE is mot

Lieutenant's statement t s not

Iuﬁ?ﬂﬁtﬁs‘?espunslhﬂitles as " The Army \Ee-ir:i,;m
dil a hearty amet. How can we cap

S litary victory if we haven't yet begun

ol i to follow that victory?

indicate that those in service

4 iy 5 p
cen’ lightest interest in the economic an
ha?‘n?catl ﬂcﬁu:é;g?;nd effects of this war. Thiz can
ardly be true.

Pin-up pictur
hq:rw“;bc?uf it, Yanx? When are
the bLall rolling?

Sad Sack are O.K. but—
es and the you going 0 chaxt

Ti5 BEN SHRAER
Britain.

Dependency
Dear Yanx: ;

Ever since T have been in the Army I've had an
allotment for my mother who is dependent on me
for 50 percent of her support. Until T married she
received $37 a month, but after I took out an allot-
ment for my wife my mother's monthly check was
cut to $20. MNow sometime in October a new AR was
published stating that a rent was to receive $33 2
thonth and a wile §50. However, no one here seems
to know if a parent who is 50 percent dependent 15

i i is pew allotment scale.
included in this ne Ble, WILLIAM L WURPHY

EBritain.

percent dependency doesn't make your mather
mi?mfwmmmma.lnwdtrfnrhﬂ to draw $33
iyt e g o

cent of her income. r a

r:.@ mSminmnWMmdmﬁMw-
ance Act of | This amendment, which became
effective Nov. |, 1943, states that those who are de-
puniﬂﬂmmEMfurfmthmewmtn their
wppu-tmdmlﬂnduﬂmnmmﬂm those
d-pmduntonmEMwapurwrlmdwau
-classified Class Bl ents. Your mother (50 per-
cent ) is a Class B Dependent and can draw
only $20 dollars a month.—Ed.]

Sam, You Made The Pants, efc.
Dear Yank:

I've been a steady subscriber to the Yank ever
since ['ve heen in the Army and I've noticed that
you answer a lot of questions {even the most are
foolish) and there has been a question buzzing around
in my feeble brain for the last three or four
months; so if you possibly can, I'd like to
have it answered. I'd like to koow why Uncle
Sam in the last few months has made such big seats
in the new 0.D, slacks, I wear a thirty waist, and for
the life of me I can't fgure out how a man with a
thirty waist counld fill the big seats in these trousers.
Also why the extra flap in the front? 1 like a good
fit in my clothes, especially my slacks, and I'm pretty
sure the rest of the GlIs do, too. So please answer this
question for me and I'm sure a million or so other
Gls would want to know the answer,

AR Pic. L 1. S05H
Brlain,

From The CWS Boys

Dear YAnE:

We have been waiting for this opportunity to
correct an impression that the only job of CWS in
’;I:tahstrll.:%lgie a].és.MLa.r aahthc ETO is concerned is to

er fellow s with tear i
By th oty gas and gas mask drill

Let us simply refer you to page 2o of

1L ! i
edition dated April 2, 1944, -.u.r'lniu::‘:i.E reads: Y’?h:
explosive loads being dumped on the Axis by Allied

planes are now averaging 6o percent incendiaries, and .
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Can anyens here speak English?

Spricht her jemand Englisch?

Prisoner sit dwn,
Gefangner hinsetzen.

in one recent raid on Berlin g8 percent of the
entire load was fire bombs, Chemical Warfare Service
reported in Washington. At the outset of the war,
incendiaries accounted for only 5 percent of our bomb
loads, the Service disclosed."”

We're not asking for any credit, but we feel that

we are doing our small part, too.
Sgt. RICHARD F. WERMECKE
Cpl. THOMAS A. SUMSER!
1stSgt. CLIFFORD G. AMDERSOM
Ti5 WILLIAM F. FYFFE
Ti5 KERWAM L. MULLIGAN
Tis ARTHUR M. SMITH

EBritain,

On Demobilization

Dear Yank: et
There is a grave in crt
tween * the rﬂhts of the individoal . . .

r in creating a schism be-
and the

Do you speak Engliwh?
Sprechen S;e Englisch?

Hande hoch!

[=_..}

(=
Are any of you wounded ?

Sind VYerwundets
unter Euch?

Thraw away your arms!

Waffen wegwerfen!

mere convenience of the community,’” as Pvt. Dyke
Williams does in his letter on demobilization which
appeared in a recent Yank. For Americans, the two
are indivisible and if anything, should result in
greater opportunities for those who have made
greater sacrifices during the war, ‘

In my opinion, any wholesale demobilization with-
out adequate provision would be a catastrophe for
the community and the ex-soldiers who will make
it up in a large part. Williams suggests their imme-
diate release so that they can pursue " their own
economic purposes.’’ Somewhat of a cue is given
in the news from New that the “ State Senate,
not unmindful of the future, has voted unanimously
to issue free peddlers’ licenses to veterans of the
We know now what demobilization

present war."'
;- did to the youth of Ger-

and economic insecurit
many after World War

Certainly the soldiers must be left to decide of
what benefits they will avail themselves, But they

Help carry this man,

Halfen Sie diesen

Halt! Who's I‘I'm':'
Halt! Wer da?

must be offered some alternatives. Educational
aﬁportumtma are a good case in point, so must
there be employment stimulation and the develop-
ment of activities in which they can participate.
And no derisive tall about WPAs, doles or handouts
can becloud the atmosphere.
government and private agencies to prepare for the
re-entry of millions of young Americans into the
social life of their respective communities,

It is most unlikely that even the most elaborate
preparations will result in places waiting for all the
soldiers when they get back. Allowances of one sort
or another will be necessary, Extended furloughs
may help many to pet praperly lochted, Others may
require a longer time, Many soldiers wouldn’t mingl
receiving their basic pay while they become accli-
mated and with the aid of 1. 5. Employment Service

- or soine similar body, arrive at a suitable situation.

: 5i5qt.
Britain. iSat. IRVING GOLD

CUT OUT ALONG DOTTED LINE

Now is the time for

n oy TWRY
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PIN-UP BOY. We have printed so many pictures of Beau Jack that you probably
think we own the guy. We don't, but Promoter Mike Jacobs does and he keeps the
Beow busy olmost every Friday night at Madison Square Gorden. Here Jock is
busy stortling Al Daovis with o terrific left to the face. Jack won this decision.

LOOK WHO'S BACK. I's Pepper Mariin {left), wheo
used to vwn the dirtiest uniform in the Nofionol League.
He will ploy the outfield for his old gang, the St. Louis
Cards. Stan Musial will play, oo, until the draft beckens,

G | C L e <2, A Iy o e T

NG PICTURE. During the winfer these Los Angeles Athletic Club girls
:f:l:uu:: on their camera poies while waoiting for the swimming seoson 1o open.
": know photographers never take pittures of o girl swimming. Left to right:
N;:fiﬂ Rogers, Pat Geary, Virginia Wenzlaff, Katie Manley and Wave Winters.

) 5\\_: =
2 %

X 3

ROBBER. Bob Kurland, 7-fool Oklahema A & M
center, shoves o sure goal by Canisivs College
out of the basket, but he didn't get by with it.
The score was allowed. Aggies won, 43 1o 29,

LORI
:’minll:'f F':‘::ﬁ :::ifv::ilf:pszn;WhEn":.ha Brookiyn Dodgers used
e r was “hopping down o Higleah."
:.Hi:g n!L::Ir: Mounr_ﬂml N. Y., they'ra learning more useful ‘:hir:usm'ikl'
: or Howie Schulfz gefs some expear) odvice fram Weso ?u:-an-l'

r— i, PR
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i AN oL EXTRA TWO MILLION BIBLES

HE American Bible Society has i -

ported that the sale of Bihlishdjrfr?étlgfa

showed an increase of two million, The
society naturally attributes this overpowering
mncrease to the war and firmly believes those
extra twq million Bibles were purchased by
Gud-fearmg soldiers of the United Nationsz,

But I have another explanation.

A lot of those extra two million copies were
bought up by track fans and promoters. I
can even tell you the name of the man who

15 responsible for this Bible boom. He iz Dea-

con Gil Dodds, the Secripture-quoting Boston
divinity student, who just recently lowered
the world's indoor mile record twice in two
weeks. The first time to 4:07.3 in the K of C
games at Madison Square Garden and a week
later to 4:06.4 in the Bankers Mile at Chicaga.

I th'mk_ it is safe to say that the Deacon has
done more for the Bible Society than any
man since King James. Every time he auto-
Eraphs a program for a track fan he always
adds the book, chapter and verse of some
appropriate Biblical quetation beneath his
signature. This means that thousands of track
fans, who normally only read the advertise-
ments in their Programs, now dash to the
nearest book store and purchase a Bible to
see what message the plank-pounding parson
has given them. In this way the Deacon has
been‘ known to sell 15,000 copies in a single
evening,

Even when he's not running, the Deacon
does much to stimulate the sale of Bibles. As
a champion athlete he receives a great
amount of mail from track promoters, coaches
and thin-lunged high-school distance run-

ners. He never answers one of these letters "

that he doesn't include an appropriate guota-
tion from the Scriptures. As a result. thou-
sands of promoters. coaches and families all
over the United States now have Bibles in
their libraries,

One promoter we know, Mr. Frank Bren-
nan of New York City, says the Bible has
become practically as essential in his work
as the AAU Rules and Record Book. In fact,
just before Mr. Brennan staged the Casey
games he received a letter of acceptance from
Dodds in which the parson had scribbled this
reference: Heb. XII:1, ? ‘ _

Fortunately, Mr. Brennan had dealings with
Dodds before and was prepareg:l tcn_ receive
this message. He reached for his Bible and

looked up the quotation. Here's how it read:

Wherefore seeing we also are compassed
about with so great a cloud of witnesses, let us
lay aside every weight, and the sin which doth
S0 easily beset us, and let us run with patience
the race that is set before us.

Mr. Brennan was much disturbed by this
gospel, especially that remark about running
with patience. Like all track promoters, he
always flashes a four-minute smile and faith-
fully promises the track mob world records
of every variety in all his meets. He was
counting on Dodds to shrink the mile record
and not run a patient race. But Mr, Brennan
also found some comfort in the Deacon's mes-
sage. That part about a great cloud of wit-
nesses gave him wvisions of the Garden packed
with no less than 15,000 spectators.

As it turned out, the Deacon was only kid-
ding about running with patience. He holted
to the frout after the second lap and pro-
ceeded to murder his opposition. He was
clocked at 60.8 seconds at the first quarter
with two yards on Rudy Simms, a NYU
freshman, and at 2:00.6 at the halfway post
six yards ahead of Bill Hulse, his chief rival.
He drummed around the third quarter in 62.8
for 3:03.4, a good dozen yards ahead of Hulse,
and ran the last quarter in 63.9. It was the
first time in his career that he really moved
down the home stretch,

After the race Dodds was visited by a
group of reporters who came armed with
Bibles in case the Deacon had a ready-made
sermon for them.

“Greetings,” said the Deacon as the litile
congregation trooped into the dressing room.
“The good Lord was with me tonight; I never
doubted He would give me the needed
strength if only I did not quit on myself. Yes,
I prayed while I ran."

One member of the congregation, Mr.
Lewis Burton of the New York Jowrnal-
American, thought it would he a good idea
to find out what prayer the Deacon used in
breaking the world's record, so he could pass
it on to other aspiring record-breakers. He
asked the Deacon what it was.

“You don't need special pravers from the
Bible to address the Lord,” Dodds =aid de-
voutly. “You need only speak from the heart,
and He will understand.”

I hope Mr. Burton never prints that state-
ment. It would ruin the sale of Bibles,

1

>ORTS SERVICE RECORD

w people know it, but Frankie Sink-
B 1:‘.Tn’:iihal g:gggd tIa; stay in the Marine Corps
“in any capacity” when be was examined I?r a
CDD. And not many pecple know that, b-f.:‘. }Tre
the Detroit Lions would sign Sinkwich, Iei'.;

" made him first sign a release absolving the clu
| from any blame in the event he suffered perma-
nent injury because of his heart cunﬂjttuﬁ:. G
One of the transport pilots in the recﬁn urmli a8
drive was Lt. J. K. (Buddy) Lewis, w osusemrs
lay third base for the Washington Sena i
e When we last looked, Pvt. Terry Meore, the

i Canal
& i lugger, was leading the )
ex-Cafe:;i;dE swi%ﬁ a lusty .371 avegag}:a,dw‘ﬁlu]s
fz mr;‘fer Red Sox pitcher Mickey Harris Thae L
o t of his first seven games. s NG RS
Eis oo ts show in North Africa wi e n fracs
e Cﬁ! s,r:m‘ev.c:t that will carrg; thFe ’T:; ::Ys e
5 Eﬂl!jed Olympics. . . . b uh o
?if :hgay g OGS 0 Mmmld‘“éirsvér:d who he
r's P
lassmen d

Wller:h:?remggg eg';:ma ride aﬁbu:tyﬂfn .t?u show I}::;:F
TR iz the frs

e f‘gu ?:afiealriasuésasebaﬂ team has turned up
year

in Honolulu almost intact. The line-up includes
George Dickey, White Sox; Marvin Felderman,
Cubs; Tom Ferrick, Red Sox; Joe Grace, Browns;
Jack Hallett, White Sox; Bob Harris, Red Sox:
Johnny Lucadello, Browns; Barney McCosky,
Tigers, and Vern Olsen, Cubs.

Inducted: Joe Gordeon, Yankee second base-
man, into the AAF; Lee Savold, heavyweight
contender, into the Merchant Ma_,ﬂne; Jack Kraus,
Philly Blue Jay left-hander, into the Army;
Ronnie Cahill, ex-Holy Cross and Chicago Car-
dinal footballer, into the Marines; Bobby Bragan,
second-best Dodger catcher, into the Navy;
Sammy Angott, former NBA lightweight champ,
into the Army; Marty Marion, string-beany Car-
dinal shoristop, into the Army; Buster Maynard,
Giant outfielder, into the Army,; Clyde Shoun,
Cinecinnati left-hander, into the Navy: Stuart
Holcomb, Miami (Ohio) football coach, into the
Army. . . . Rejected: Hal Trosky, former Cleve-
land first baseman, now of White Em':f because
of migraine headaches: CIiff Melton, left-hander
of the Giants, because of bone-chipped ler}
elbow: Vernon Stephens, slugging shortstop o
Browns, because of bad knee; Glenn Stewart,
Blue Jﬂi’ shortstop, because of varicose veins ::dl
ight leg. . . . Commissioned: Mace Brown, He
rig F cher, as a lieutenant junior grade

Sox relief pit uniar greds
i Navy; Jack Kramer, top-ra
:.'EH:E;?, as ?n ensign in the Coast Guard,

LITTLE INVADER. Probably the smallest Gl in the



WAR IN THEIR FACES. After 23 days and nights of fighting in the dark jungles of New Britain these marines are Eﬂiﬂ?’. to get a rest.
Cape Gloucester for all the men of their unit to climb aboard the trucks, they have the marks of front-line fighters bitten deep in the

Valiant Attempt of a Chicago Tovarich

To Uphold the Tradition in Iran

By Cpl. JAMES P. O'NEILL
YAMNK Staff Correspondent

EHERAN, IraN — When President Roosevelt,

Prime Minister Churchill and Premier Stalin
held their historic conference here, all the per-
sonnel at the camp were restricted. Cpl. Jimmy
Martin, a sax player who used to give out with
the dream stuff at the Sherman Hotel's Panther
Room in Chicago and now plays with a Special
Service band called the New Friends of Rhythm,
celebrated his 38th birthday during this restric-
tiomn.

Mow, it has been Jimmy's custom to celebrate
his birthday with two or three drinks and a nice
dinner. “MNever more than three drinks," explains
Jimmy. “I'm not a drinking man.”

Jimmy sweated out the conference and as soon
as the provest marshal took the lid off, he begged
a pass from his CO. The pass was only good
for the afterncon, because Jimmy had to play
a dance that night,

Cpl. Martin was the first GI in Teheran that
afternoon: most of the lads were saving their
passes for night work. In the first bar Jimmy
hit, he saw three Russians sitting at a table and
drinking vodka. They were two captains and a
first louey.

Jimmy wenl up to the bar and ordered his
usual light wvermouth. “As I told you before”
explains Jimmy, “I'm not a drinking man.”
Jimmy had the light vermouth somewhere be-
tween his epiglottis and esophagus when it came
up suddenly and spread all over the bar. Some-
one had hit him on the back.

When Jimmy picked himself up off the floor,
he was staring into the smiling face of the Rus-
sian louey. “Raasvelt—Stalin—good, yes?" the
Red Army back-slapper asked. “Yes" answered

AT

J’Tﬁnfer;can;_-ﬂussialps—gmd, yes?" the Rus-

sian louey said. “Yes," repeated Jimmy.

+¥ou have drink WIH_I me and my friends tE

Tovarich Raasvelt, yes?” asked the louey. “Yes,

aid Cpl. Martin. == e

S amy went to the Russians’ table feeling very
3 it wasn't every day you had a

all, £ :
fz-:-,]r_f‘]-'t J?I.-ffter: two captains and a louey; it wasn't
5
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every day the Big Three had a powwow in
your back yard—and it wasn't every day you had
a birthday.

The two captains were introduced te Jimmy,
“A Tovarich from Chicago,”” was the way the
licutenant introduced Jimmy to them. The louey
poured out four stiff glasses of vodka.

Jimmy tried to tell them he wasn't a drink-
ing man, but by that time the Russians had
arisen. ‘“To Tovarich Raasvelt,” one of the cap-
tains said. After downing the vodka, Jimmy tried
once more to explain to the happy Russians that
he wasn't a drinking man, but now the Rus-
sians were on their feet again, “To Tovarich
Stalin,” they said, and down went four more

Y ROt
W R

ﬂf‘

their allies. Sgt. James Dye (left center) and Cpl.
pratty well with chopsticks, but Cpl. Jack Flynn (right

glasses of vodka.

From there on, they toasted all the Allied
leaders, all the famous Ruszsian battles, and then
each of Jimmy's 38 vears. *'I wanted to guit but,
being the only doglace in the joint, I figured I
hadda uphold our tradition,” Jimmy moans.

Late that night two Russian captains and a
first louey carried a limp form in ODs to the
camp gate.

“This is Tovarich from Chicago. He is tired.
Treat him. kindly," said the first louey to the
MP at the gate. “He is good, Raasvelt's good,
Stalin's good, everybody's good—good night.”

Cpl. Jimmy Martin is out of the guardhouse
now and back with the New Friends of Rhythm.

“1 didn't mind the rap in the guardhouse,” he
says. “In fact, the shape I was in, I didn't want
any of my pals to see me anyhow. But I feel bad
about the Russians bringing me home; it sort of
hurt our tradition. It's a damn shame I'm not a

drinking man.”
g
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with Chinese troops in Burma eat rice with
Kenneth Swann seem to be managing
| Prefers to use a time-tested Gl spoon.
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By Sgt. GEORG N. MEYERS
YANK Staff Correspondent

ADD FigLn, ALaska S5 ¥Oou want
: to fiv i-
L iﬁgtir? You've read that it is the ﬁi:vehretrf .
uture and that anybody who ki

from down can fiy it and land S T
size of a boxing ring, Co g Ehe

gﬁnt:‘en::en. that is guano for the cornfields.
ﬁvine r:h.-i_:::pter as shle is constructed today is a
i'nu%md achine of delicate balance, Soth on the
gh and in the air. Tt requires precision at
the controls and g pilot whose air sense is keen
and1 wh_nse reactions are immediate. All this
vou 1L1d1scover if you sit for 15 minutes in the
cm:}:.pn alongside either of the two  specially
trained nﬁ‘rcers who Ay the Artic Jitterbug here
The Artic Jitterbug is a 180-hp Sikorsky heli-
eopter. which was flown north in a C-48 and re-
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assembled at Ladd Field by S/Sgt. Frank Mat-
tiis:::n of Sutton. MNebr., and Sgt Charles Smith
aof Appalachia, Va.. her regular ground crew.
jl:IﬂTte-Sﬂn and Smith have been {_-[\E“-j_ng conven-
tional GI transports and combat craft in Alaska
for many months. Last October they were handed
orders to fly down to Bridgeport, Conn. There,
at the WVought-Sikorsky Aircraft plant, they
spent six weeks learning how a helicopter ticks.

At the same time, Lt. Lyle Edwards, a former
Cambridge City (Ind.) machinist, and Lt. Ray-
mond J. Barnett of Purcell, Okla.; were Iearning
to fly the helicopter at Bridgeport. Both were
Army B-25 flight instructors who had volun-
teered for Arvctic duty as engineering officers.
They accompanied the Artic Jitterbug to Ladd
Field and inherited her after Lt. Col. L. B.
Cooper of the Aircraft Projects Section, En-
gineering Division Materiel Command, had put
the “trope™ through some preliminary eold-
weather tests. (They call it the “trope™ because,
while Sgts. Matteson and Smith were reassem-

“bling the helicopter at Ladd before a circle of
curious GI mechanics, one of them piped up, “Mi-
gawd—it's a helio-trope!” The name stuck.)

On the basis of short-time tests in the skies
less than 100 miles Below the Arctic Circle the
Jirterbug is regarded by her pilots as suitable for
cold-weather work without extensive change. _

Soon after they had the trope in flying condi-
tion. Sgts. Matteson and Smith bumped into a
minor snag. Waterproof covers for the blades of
the rotors stiffened and shrank in the freezing
temperatures and couldn’t he fitted over the
windmills, The two sergeants fabricated a new
set of covers from nonwaterproof mercerized cot-
ton, a trick they had learned months before.
in protecting bomber wings against the cold.

“There are still a number of adjustments and

vevisions to be made.” Lt, Edwards =ays, “before
the trope will be able to do the job she's slated
for up here.” That job will be rescue work. For
this purpose, a light ambulance litter has been
pontrived. Covered with a weatherproof hood,
the litter attaches to a series of joinis between
the front end of the fuselage and the main strut
of the landing gear. A small plexiglas window
iz fitted into the huod}.} r;]u that the p;;lent
g ed inside can watch the scenery go DY.
br?f; without the unbalancing effect of the
ambulance attachment. the helicopter deminds
concentration of the operator in flight, You're
conscious of this immediately if IthE igﬂo-:ti E:s;r:::
ride with happens to fly from the right-han

i : it.
m"ﬁg;ﬂzgrﬁe?" you're bound to ask, because

evervbody kmows that the left-hand side in an

i i hief pilot.
airplane is reserved for the chief pilot.
*'I:Jh.“ the lieutenant explains, this is

I learned on.” : dinarily
; reraft, a flyer or :
In conventional ai ith either hand with

ilots from either side W e it e
nprn Lt s WAt a2 the helicopter. “You see, o

the side

B
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Lt. Edwards and 5gt. Mattesen, guided by Sgt. Smith, bring the helicopter in for o landing, altitude 10 inches.

Lt. Edwards, "in an airplane, you take off, find
your heading, crank up your stabilizer and relax
The plane just about fAies itself. The trope won't
do that for you. You've got to herd her with both
feet and at least one hand all the time.”

When you inspect,all the control rods and ped-
als and throttles, you're surprised that even both
hands and both feet are enough.

One thing that won't irouble vou in the trope
is visibility. The cockpit is really a modified fish-
bowl, giving you unobstructed views up, down,
forward and to both sides. The only direction you
can't see is back. The engine housing and radio-
control board are behind your head.

The trope's radio is hard to operate in that po-
sition, but the engine in flight kicks enough heat.
through the firewall 50 no special cabin heater is
needed for flights made at sub-zero temperatures.
Similarly, no intricate de-icing or windshield de-
frosting devices have been necessary.

TAKE--JFF and landing in a helicopter are like no

other experience. in aviation. You're crouching
in your fishbowl while the main rotor whistles a
few inches above your head, making a sound like
someone beating the air with a willow switch.
You're all braced for a short run and:a gradual
slanting-forward uptake. But nothing like that
happens. The whistling simply grows more vio-
lent. The entire cabin goes into a jitter, and you
ascend straight up—six inches, one foot, two feet
—szn slowly that if you dropped your mitten. you
could climb out. grab it sind shake the snow out
of it, then elimb baek in again.

“Now." says Lt. Edwards, “this hovering is the
trickiest part. You've got to ride the controls
carefully, But it's lots of fun. Look!”

By now you're 10 feet off the ground. The lieu-
tenant nudges the main control stick slightly to
the lefi. You prepare yourself automatically for
a banking turn to the left. Bul instead the trope
gently shoots off in a straight line in the direction
the stick was shoved. The nose never changes
position. You skid sidewise above the snow.

A nudge forward and the ship halts its side-
ward drift and takes off straight ahead. Lt. Ed-
wards then sidles off again to the right, tugs
daintily to the rear on the stick and you have
completed a precise square pattern over the spot
where you took off. “This was one of the training
maneuvers at school,” the lieutenant says. “You
have to practice this hovering pattern by tracking
a 20-foot square, then landing in it.”

Lt. Edwards and Lt. Barnett were among the
first dozen Army pilots taught how to fly a heli-
copter. It takes 25 hours of instruction to qualify
as a helicopter pilot, but jmprovements and fool-
proofing of controls may cut that down.

In cruising at 100 feet over snow-flecked spikes
of spruce groves, the trope appears to be as
maneuverable as a Piper Cub. The air-speed in-
dicator reads 50 miles per hour, a speed at which
most small aircraft would drop into a stall.

“Here you can see the value of the helicopter
for rescue work,” Lt. Edwards says. He points
out a small patch of white surrounded by trees
“Suppose there was a wrecked plane down there
in those trees, We could drop right into that little
open space. We could bring a doctor or medical
supplies. We could even haul out injured men
one or two at a time.”

To make his point, the lieutenant soars over the
spot.; then descends at about the same rate of
speed as the average freight elevator in a hotel,

Before the wheels touch, he zooms forward and =

heads back for his landing field.

“I don't like my landing field,” he says as the
ship swoops close to its mooring lot. The “field” is
an area hemmed in by a barracks building, zev-
eral rows of 16-by-16 work shacks, a full-sized
hangar and a line of transport planes. But Lt
Edwards circles in ‘gracefully at 40 miles per
‘hour. slacks off to a hover. edges right and left
over the small clearing, then settles easily to the
snow in direct downward descent.

*Got to take it plenty easy on these landings."
he warns, “That's another reason I think it may
be a few wyears before the trope becomes the
family flivver. Right now, they'll cost you about
547,000, ready to fly,”

At this point you wander away pondering the
post=-war price on a good outboard motor.

Litter attachment converts helicoptor info ambulance.
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