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EPILOGUE to a Raid....
bomb is like an ingenue. It takes

Aa hell of a lot of preparation to
get her on the stage and it takes 3
hell of a lot of post-mortems to get
her off again. Every raid means
fong hours of discussion and study
before the bomb doors open and
more hours of rehashing after the
doors have closed again and the
Planes have swung towards home,

Interrogation and critique following
facets of the

a rald are important
airman’s life. They are being carried
on day by day at stations af] over the

world; day by day more fiyers
are present.
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nlisted man of the Eighth Air Force, stationed

with a heavy bomber outfit somewhere in the
Midlands, and suddenly granted a four-day pass just
after the first of the month. This means a cash
balance and a time limit as you make your plans
for doing yourself full justice while on leave.
~ Your friends advise you to go to Blackpool or
Edinburgh (* There are no G.Ls at those places"),
but you've heard that one before, Also you want
more violent refreshment than the blue hills of Scot-
land or the bright waves of the seaside. In short,
you want nothing less than London.

You have never seen the place, bat all summer
long, whether you were cleaning batteries, tuning
mp transmitters, or driving bulldozers you hawve
slowly and inwardly built up a foolproof image of
yourself as a rich, free, private person in a big city.

S50 far your movements have been restricted to
the small town near your base. By now jyou are
thoroughly fed up with the pleasures it has to offer,
the broken-down historical musenm, the dusty public
library, the A.B.C. tea shops, the local pub where
the unwashed blonde slings glasses .”f blaci heelr
ACross the counter at you to the FUnNnIng accompani-
ment of * Hurry up, please, it's time."" These delights
are not enopgh. 8

Finally your chance to move on to bigger and
petter things comes, At the milway station you book
o first-class Hcket to K{ng'a Cross station. . _1”111::_: i8
2 grand but nseless flourish and you end up standing

Y\m are a fairly interesting study in action, an
a
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FIRST %
LEAVE
in LONDON

By Corporal JOHM PRESTON

in & packed corridor, wedged between a Norwegian
sailor and a captain of the Home Guard. It is too
hot to smoke a cigarette, but time passes rapidly
waiching the English land drop by the train window;
the green fields, the rivers, the asrodromes, the brick
yards, and finally London itself,

On arrival, fumbling with your musette bag and

mateyness, vet they are most polite and inte
and give a few facts about themselves, ;ﬁ.;&slﬁd’

dropped through their greenhonze last wintey Rmb
their horses have been sent to Ireland for the |y 20d
tion, Their eldest son (" The Boy ") who fley, -
the HEF 15 'l'.|.1_:|".o\." a p]:ism_'“;l- of war in {';[’.l' Wit 1
He writes amusing letters home and says 1‘{1:111}-_

gas mask, you break into a run on the Eiaﬂcr{m to 1.:0 use the.e-.u_r.ing methods of the Chinese as the't. hag
reach the taxi gueue before the others. Finally do not provide forks or spoons.  Their you; Axie
climbing into a cab, you find that you are sharing it is at Eton, and their daughter works at ”m‘-\gl‘p Enﬁ "

with a colonel and his wife op from the country,

alty. The taxi drops them off at Claridges. . O,
¥You are properly paralysed, but they seem glad : off at Claridges, a Ay

Bo on to the Victory Club.

to meet you. They could not be accused of undue After securing a bed for the nighit, there | Yoy
> Yy .
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X
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read the papers and have tea served you by musical
comedy waitresses disguised as Red Cross volunteers,
You get one of them to sew a button on your blouse,
and she exclaims over the beauty of the cloth. Yoo
assure her she can have it any time she wants it, but
you are pleased. An army uniform has its purpose,
particularly in a strange town. It gives you a certain
surface manhood and look of experience that is very
helpful. London in plain clothes might be a rather
flat adventure, but right now your first evening in
town lies open and empty, and you don’t know quite

what to-do with it. The best way to begin seems to
join the crowd around the soap boxes in Hyde Park.

“Under a spotless red flag the frothing pacifist
screams out at his opposition, *'I tell you 1'm a realist.
I believe that.a coal miner is more important
than an archbishop. And I know what I'm talk-
ing about. I was fighting in a world war before
you were a pup. There were a million other fools
like me, too.’"

His Hyde Park audience applauds, and a drunken
longshoreman starts to heckle him, * You know you
were on the beach at Vancouver from 1914 on.”'

“No, he's right. And now all the lovely boys are
being murdered all over again,'' wells an elderly
housewife, but the rest of the crowd moves on to the
adjoining soap box.

Here a non-stop Messiah representing the Society
for Evangelizing london, waves a Bible and speaks
his piece. He is quite an elegant human curio with
an Oxford accent and a smart, shabby blue suit,
Whenever he makes a gesture, you think he is clench-
ing his fisl. Only if you look closely can you notice

that four fingers are missing, but this hardly dampens®

the interest of his congregation.

“ and I could kiss the hand that struck me because
he did not do it in vengeance,’’ he proclaims. “ Can
you admit that? Can you say the name of the Holy
Spirit without gulping? Can you read this Book
where, in the most particular language in the world, s
set down all the revelation and deliverance of the
ages without . . ."' :

A buck sergeant from the 8th Air Force leans over
to his companion, an educational little red head in
gray fannel slacks. _ "

“Come on, let's get out of this bughouse.

“ No, T want to stay. I like this man.” =

* Don't you ever féel like golng for a walk?

“Not right now."’ i A

“ Don't you even feel like sitting on a bench?

N

#Gay. listen, what religion have you, anyway?"

5 ?a-lfou‘t kknow, Ehumlf’nf England, I think.

«That's all I wanted to know.” He grabs her
by the arm and they wall off quickly in the direction
of the benches. .

Now the sun is setting, and the silver barrage
ballpons sink in peace on the lawns. The advance
of evening cools the air, expands the crowd, and

raises the color scheme. Beyond Marble Arch and
a screen of high trees, leafless in the early
winter chill, you can see the traffic swell into Oxford
Street, the stiff gait of the red and white busses, and
now and then a brilliant purple run of taxis with
people darting after them on the sidewalks emitting
helpless cries.

Around the soap boxes the singing starts up. A
sunburnt B.A.F. lieutenant smokes a pipe and listens
seriously and intently to a mass chorale of
" Chatenooga Choo-Choo."" On the shoulder of his
dark blue uniform are sewn the words New Zealand
in aquamarine thread. A young member of an Irish
regiment with a pink face and gold hair gigglingly
defends his black beret with its green feathery pom-
pom from a host of shop girls. An agitated Marine
finds himself surrounded by a gang of urchins who set
up their squeals for bubble gum and sixpences. An
American lieutenant-colonel standing on the curhb
jumps on a number 88 bus and is promptly thrown
off again by the cyclopean woman conductor,

“That bus is only half full,”" he shouts.

“That'll do, Thank you, sir, ta,”” she answers
cheerily as the bus rolls off. On the corner a private
first class inspects a fruit stall ‘and buys a small
bunch of grapes, not without protest. * They charge
me ten shillings for these grapes when they're prob-
ably ready to knock down the whole country to you
for three pounds,”’ he remarks with the buoyant hig
brotherly rudeness of the American at his ease in
another country.

The sight of food reminds you that it is time to
eat and relax before turning eastward, so you make
your way toward the Victory Club. Here can be
found all the deep easy chairs, the reading and writ-
ing material, and the other elements that go to
make up a suceessful breathing spell in a strange city.
Above all in importance stands the juke box., It
plays records without a break for about fifteen hours
a day and acts as a mild drug and coagulant upon
the mob at the Red Cross, gathering them together
and hardening them into tight, peaceful groups, as
they listen to tunes from home.

HEY are not overwhelmed h}" either the WAT Or

homesickness. What they have been through so far
has not inflated or striped their characters as either
Boy Allies, mystics or defeatists,. When they talk,
the chief complaints come from the misfits. Appar-
ently the 8th Air Force handles its manpower rather
imaginatively at times, and there are several cases
of lavishly trained men who have gone to Radio
Mechanics school for five months only to end up in
the ETO typing blood tests or giving lectures in
chemical warfare.

You sit around the juke box talking it over and
listening to the Bing Crosby records. Suddenly
you realize that you are bored and in need of a hard
drink. A buck private fresh from 19 months in
Iceland is in an even more serious condition, so you
both wander over to the Cumberland Hotel. In the
bar, amid the rakish respectability given off by the
oak panelling and the American officers wielding
swagger sticks you drink gin and limes for about
one half an hoor, Then, feeling even more restless
with the liquor and the wad of pounds in your hip
pocket working like twin propellers to drive you oot
across the night, you take the undergeound to Leices-
ter Square.

Directly in front of you in the queue buying tickets
a stafl sergeant from the Bronx explains his home
town to a WAAF, and she listens to him with that
air of expert wistfulness that every English girl
assumes when getting information about New York.

*In the subways back home all you have to dao is

-

feed a nickle into the machine and you can go any-
where."’

“This isn't half like New Yorlk, is it?"

" Baby, you can say that again and you've still
said mothing yet."'
_When you reach the Square, you stroll around in
time and step with the rest of the world, Here are
the houses and streets of all nations, and the side-
walks can hardly be seen beneath a thick coating
of Allied uniforms. Leicester Square neveriheless
does not wear its years or reputation very blithely
With It}f shah_b}'_shf}lknting galleries and broken down
peep shows it is like a fai
S fainthearted imitation of

w ALKING west again you face a far different scene
one that proves the fact that London has he.
come a cunious combination of the third rate and the
totally magnificent, Looking down across Waterloo
Flace and Carlton House Terrace, you get a sudden
sensation of empire. Beyond the tree tops of St
James’s Park soar the topmost towers of Parliament
and above them two barrage balloons are still floatin
outlined by the great searchlights. . .
Turning into Piccadilly, you watch the crowd and
the individuals. Three years after the Batt]ed“ {
Britain London is again under fire, & hammerin gi
!;L-w faces and new money, and the city is as brighgt as
:f:m |_ls mettle, as quick to respond as a cash register
ou can take London any way you want to, as the

Last Frontier or the battered but lively shrine of Eng-

lish culture, or simply as a b
3 f g, comfortab]
giimzilllyi.fcugl-blﬂrdedl town that will make the Lot
y you get flying pay, hut that. will let you

down gently if you are b
and 1o the friendliness, amenars (0 e Red Cross

by the average Bl Amusement and respect felt
J " 1%
Al‘l[;tl_'rmaq and vice Eei‘glamﬂn towards the average
LoCa itself i - Sver

T dnnd‘:)l;}'d:;l.li Jsd the main shopping district of
market in the w ‘11 by night the greatest open-air
the demand in e, where the supply drowns out
B Hecata vﬂlczsm]:m. high, soft, Etrumming rain
market-wise murm SATEE Pawing whispers, |
like & plastic Dta{:lk“;:;i]:li I'he blackout fits the st?ezeﬁ
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Lﬂ:mgﬂkx{gi none of jis Sfu;tjsjjﬂl%’:ﬂ\:ﬁiﬁtums but
poses, ¥ou the typicn] Enwrnm{eut-lssﬁeﬁrxnm-,_

cent Abroad quicke
5 it 5
finally coming intg ?“E?I:)iv;tel! and know you are




B Aftu’s Oldest Newspaper

: By CPL. LARRY McMANUS’
= YANK Staff Correspondent

| OMEWHERE 1IN THE Pacrric—"This,” the
s Attu Sun boldly reported, “is a free press.
and we'll print any damned thing that won't

L. get us court-martialed.”

There have been no court martials yet, and
none is expected now. The lusty, pioneering
days of the “oldest newspaper on Attu” are over—
the days when the editors used paper and mimeo-
graph machines captured from the Japs and the
Sun was delivered to men huddled in muddy
Aleutian foxholes a few vards from the enemy.

The Sun started as the Attu Commando, which
began publication May 15, 1943, four days after
the Infantry regiment commanded by Col. (now
Brig. Gen.} Frank L. Culin Jr, of Arizona landed
| north of Holtz Bay. :
| “The colonel insisted that we have a news-

paper,” said 1st Lt. Charles M. Sthayer of Denver,

Colo., Hegimental Special Service officer. “He

said we eould print anything except personal at-
. tacks on any one officer or man and that the

paper should be something every man in the

until it was, too.”

Lt. Schaver assigned a jeep containing a radio
to T-5 George L. King, former Sears Hoebuck
employee of San Francigco, and told him to take
down all the news he heard on the air,

. A pyramidal tent: was set up over the jeep,
and King listened all evening to the on-the-hour
news broadeasts from the United States and tuned

| in on Tokyo in the intervals between,

After writing up the most important news of
the day, King tock it to the regimental sergeant
major, M/Sgt. Francis H. Clifton of Lakeland,
Fla, who turned it over to T-4 Marcus J. Krug
of Wichita, Kans., or T-4 Willard K. Krueger of
Appleton, Wis,, to cut the stencil,

Couriers carried the mimeographed copies
through the mud on foot to each unit of the
regiment, then engaged in chopping its way

- around Holtz Bay to Chichagof Harbor.

Four days before the final defeat of the Japs,
the name of the paper was changed. On June 1
the words “The Attu Sun” appeared at the top
of the page written on a black and white rainbow,
while across the rainbow's base ran the subtitle:
“It Seldom Appears”

Pecnuae of a shortage of material, the Sun at
this time consisted of only one side of a page of
ordinary GI office paper and contained only the
news picked up by King during his evening vigil
in the radic jeep.

Two staff members, T-4 Willard Krueger {left) and
T-5 George King, check the finished product. At left on
- top of case for mimeograph machine is a can of Jop
ink which was used logethar with coptured paper,

g R g
R S - R

unit would want to read, He chewed our tail out -

The capture of several tons of Jap paper, poor
quality but usable, and 12 crude hand-operated
Jap mimeograph machines ended the shortage.
Circulation jumped to 300 daily and 800 Sunday.

Increased to three pages, with a 10-page job
on Sunday, the Sun appeared daily in determined
contradiction to itz masthead motto. It carried
sports news, poetry, letters to the editor and even
a series about “Flower Life on Attu” by Cpl
Robert Lossauw.

Most of the letters to the editor were signed
by such names as “Holiz Bay Harry” and “Mas-
sacre Mike,"” pen mames inspired by the moun-
tains and bays of the island.

For weeks a paper battle was in progress be-
tween “Attu Ike” and “Nevidishov Ned lke
wanted the regiment to continue on to Tokyo
while Ned, who eclaimed he had done enough
fighting, wanted to go back home.

The paper's most popular feature was the full-
page cartoon by 2d Lt Lester C, Kimball of Salt
Lake City, Utah. The cartoon told the story of
the Attu Kee Bird, so-called because it con-
stantly chirped “Kee-kee-keerist, but it's cold."”

Several times the Sun took the brass hats for a
couple of fast rounds and came out the winner
—or at least without any court martials against
staff members,

One contribution by T-5 Martin Goldberg, “The
Ballad of Attu,” consisted of 108 stanzas of eriti-
cism of the manner in which the campaign was
handied;

Another, “Ode to the Rear Echelon,” was writ-
ten by some anonymous soldier, In common with

2d Lt. Lester C. Kimball drawing the paper’'s most popular feoture, o cartoon aboul the Kee Bird,

most of the regiment, he declared that the men
left behind at the beachhead to guard their be-
longings during the campaign not only lived in
comparative comfort but looted the baggage of
the front-line soldiers. .
One of the milder verses stated:
The borracks bags got pretty wel, mostly from
B ;rhe Tz:if' ied every one of them to se th

i 151&;‘ mﬁg. : e what
It took time o cut the rucksacks. but the most

fatiguing task

Wﬂsﬁeﬂkinﬂ open loekers with a dull, entrenching

The Sun regularly printed the news King
picked up from broadeasts by “Tokyo Rose” the
Japanese Lady Haw-Haw, and van it without com.
ment under a Tokyo date line. It reported worg
for word her threat that the Japanese woulg
give the Americans “24 hours to get off the islang»
and later her excuses that Japan had lost Atty,
to an attacking force “10 times the strength of th
brave defenders”

Like the meiropolitan press, the Sun turned oLt
an “extra” on the fall of Sicily, news of Whig},
came in just before distribution of the day’s In::i:|r|_;g.h!‘l
began. A page of news flashes topped by a Promm,;
nent headline was hurriedly mimeographed gy
clipped to the front of the pAPEr. 4

In addition te the material contributed by
talent, the editors of the Sun unashamedly
cartoons, guizzes and other features from
mercial publications,

“And if anybody wanis 10 make nn.\rthing
of it" says a battle-hardened, belligeren; - “ut
member, “just let him come and try it Staf

loeg
Stale
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TYPICAL AUDIENCE, 1943. ail kinds of

i i d all-kinds

i all kinds of unlfwms.lan
z:r:egca;'assionﬁ. This is the kind of packed
house that makes up
the Spam Circulit.

By Sgt. BILL DAVIDSON
YANK Staff Correspondent

NO MATTER WHERE the 1] 5. Army manages to
wander these days, sponer or later o rickety old

converted civilian hys comes chugging along down
the road after it. that bus, painted 0. and
marked with the e

ulation Army white star, is
a strange collection of

a few soldiers and a ha
American civiliansg,
The afficer and

people—an Army officer,
nelful of male and female

long to help out the civilians.
The civilians consizt of beautifu] wWomen, and assorted Men wearnng
one of the most peculiar uniforms eyer Seen.  The uniforms are a
bluish-gray color and look like 5 combination of the 1043 R.AF.
and the 1865 Confederate Army tnsemble. Thy buttons of this
uniform, for some unknown Ifason, bear the sea] of the sovereign
State of New York. Lhe cap bearg striking resemblance to the
slouchy chapeaux adoming the heads of drivers £
American bus company. Qg g

or a well-known
E cap and the bregst Lt gt
the blouse are large red Iai
item belonging to U.S.0. Cam poc

5o laugh and mike g
you bring any Coca-Coly today 2+

Kalamazoo?'' Then, as th

ietly go abont doing their

show equal to the best Broad-
way can offer—the Eags

PE s Tment. The wonderment
tums to open-mouthed admiratign It is inevitahle
These men and women are all volunteers, They are with the
Army in all the war zgp
s

E5 now vial

s reatest entertainment cirepjg b
i i ta- B
f ders, such as Billy Gilbert, disguised as a white
iti d full of won ; :
i t is rare an
The Circui tory

untarily making up the

' Mol - run jointly by the 1] 5.0,

d the Theatrical Section of Special Sppyvie e Py

i the i i 2 ; : ice eY are all well

if one of his sneezes and Josephine Del;n;:eb;r::;gcup I;_“D.:P;nhaﬁxg::‘.'[.:éz H_:Jr:r ]IIEI:EEZ‘L;I&I' tu?:mh of show business, They

y, giving off o g ice baker o PR don i € entertainment py : .

washed fan‘i“;"iﬁi';';ie Pte. Joe Buckle, an apprentice . they could be making smal] fo 3om back home
tarma

. E rtunes for themselves jp comifort.
Instead, they're out in the and cold and damp, dnilnrgiiwﬂ
shows a day for little traveling thousands of miles,a
month, eating G.I. food, ang living in broken-down hotels, ‘Wissen
huts, and Eometimes EVEN DUpR tengs eems Taylor i-z_:c&ntl}’
called them  Soldiers in G:easepaint.” That's gpe title handed
out in this war that's really despryeg ¥
According to Hollywood LOMedy ginp Billy Gilhe 7 ;

bormn in :Ldﬂ'.rﬁmg-rmm and spent :Eﬁrc than 3.5 }r;a.rt:iihﬁrljl ?-; T;S.
vaudeville and th::_ movies, " Thara i5 ahsuiutelj.r #othing tnLﬂ Ljhiﬂ'
than this Spam Circuit.™ Yet, when You ask hiy l£~ ]-.m:h'l5
spent eight out of the Jast T4 months Iugging his 250 ;,w:-%r 2 rllfl
the Carbbean and the United Kingd oy

o om, he meg, g5 ik
shoulders and says, “ I dan t know, byt i baur!; fjn_[}r ksdlﬁruhfuil::
amd get restless ang 1 start think;y, i Make a pic
here I am apain,*'

efore 1 know it,
That's the way it ig.
One day last SUMmer,

e U'S-G. unit heagd 1 e
comedian Stubby Kaye, was !"lt!i!tf{ along 1:[ Etzd} ij]t .vltulh.-;l»r:t
near the South Cogst. Suddenly - WS sommewhi
the cloudless sky just

¥ an AETIa| do
theie heads o5
n Lt E

abaove
from the windows, But the

& troupe watrhed
icer : ic he commanding
officer of thy Eroup, noticed an pg Ttk Lt .
i > 100 detast iton g
fight and dive earthward Dugis T v:i{!ekdh Hself from the dog
"The G.1, driver Stopped the by P Sl
: g 2 8 and gy, L e )
the ditch. Seconds later the Germay Plang f\lz-::nm:(.l J:T i f-“:“‘]::::
: Chine guns hlasing i o down, cs
aud mﬂ"h””.',m'nh m'l’“nh- 31 talibp, slugs ri[f:-t- 1 “:11 1‘h- roof
of the bus. Twg 20 MM, canppp shelly {1 > -'Ii'l “d into the o
ik ﬁ”'- in an instant, the Plang v.;-ﬁ -I;x':-.-u-- - } .bh".l..[:l ‘.M' r{ ut
of the rhif:h, Surveyed 1h“_-‘5|‘!1r3]¢in ruin'q. n.!' th I:.!*.{‘ .:'].lL-“ lml.um
whistled slightly bebween his teeth = o o Ol‘Pi:: ::u: t']'m-“.'i -.:.[*_,
sver like this," he gud. T Bt ¢ 4 ATCN i
pevver Be tl : i.u ; “, - Night, the Toupe, still suffering
from shock, did a show for 20 ol ted unit thay hadn’t  seen

fight developed in
ed Masap



TYPICAL PERFORMERS, 1943. all kinds of

talent, all-kinds of acts, all kinds of scenery
(female variety). The best in all branches of
show business makes up the Spam Circuit.

Y '|

/ :

W e Shore ‘Hﬂhﬁ ha der thar he Vi lluﬂ te
I”d“-‘d o [‘I'l'ﬂha a2 ﬂ'rand da weehk.
L] t 1]

Dolly
Is,

the contro
The Army handles Eric Sheldon.

this instance TI®

American entertainment in fonr menths.
rolled them in the aisles.

Florine McKinney, whom you may remember as a
particularly glamorous Hollywoed starlet, was doing
her bit with the Billy Gilbert show in an ETO Nissen
hut recently, She was singing " In My Arms,” with
appropriate movements of the torso, when it began
to rain, It rained inside the Nissen hut as well as
outside, The show continoed. Florine's mascara
ran. Her porgeous red-blonde hair came down. Her
evrning dress became drenched, and clung more than
usual, She finished the show and discovered there
was so much water on the foor of the hut that
she couldn't possibly get oot to the bus without
wading,

At that point, a huge six-font-four-inch lientenant
dashed gallantly up to the stage, swept her up into
his arms and proceeded to carry her ont to the bus,
Everything was fine, except that just-as the lien-
tenant was about to step intp the bus, he stepped
into a mud puddis instead. ”i?here was an agonized
moment of tottering. Then, with a tremendous
crash, down into the mud went Florine, lientenant
and all; his 220 pounds fell on top of her. Next
morning, after Florine did her part in the show at a
(.1, hospital 50 miles away, they had to Jeave her
there for two days of convalescence.

The shows never know what they're going to get
in the way of a theater. Sometimes they walk into
a heautifully set up recreation hall with a stage,
back-drops and all the trimmings. Sometimes they
are given a hare fin:?r ina 1};_1.::r.]1:1-:5 or a mess IEL'IT!.
Very often, the soldier-technician who accompanies
every unit has to grab his G.I. assistant (the driver)
and start huildmig_l the stage and dressing-rooms an

- before the show. .
hugtlage comedian Carl Nixon arrived at a base with
his unit a few weeks ago to find that the batialion

They

rTopoll, props 2

etages man,

power @
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gicans @

Few MAEIMT =
Dolly Aackless.

s
d wobbly
Billy Gilbert:

dresses

singar CPl- Jack Gilberi

allie
{ Leo Sijverman. Lol

Reckless:
nd pianis

was quartered in an old race track. The show was to
be done in a cellar, which previously had been used
as a store room. There was no stage—just four tops
of glider crates fitted together an inch off the foor.

Duke McHale, a Ziegfeld Follies and Broadway
:lam_'ing star, tried to do his tap routine on the
crate tops. But with every step, the crates would
bounce back and hit hie, Duke didn't dance. He
staggered. Gale Manners, the luscious blonde
soprang who gave up the Kraft Music Hall radio
program for the ETO, then got up to sing, and
emitted a few extra high notez as water began
trickling from the ceiling down the front of her
low-cut gpown., Finally, Carl Nixon and his wife,
Carmen Sands, took over, and there was a
terrific crash in the back of the room, A
whole row of the ex-storeman’s shelves,
loaded with soldiers, had suddenly collapsed,
Nixon kissed that one off cleverly with the
gag, " We did pretty well at the last base—
but here we're knocking them off their seats.”
Aside from all this, the show passed without
incident—except that a red alert sounded just
as they l¢ft the building, and they all had
to spend a half-hour in a shelter trench,
standing about np to their knees in muad.

Willie Shore is another little guy who runs into all
gorts of trouble. Willie is a §1,000 a week comedian
out of such places as the Chez Paree in Chicago and
the Paramount Theater in New York, He works
50 hard and with such noisy exuberance that he
strangely atiracts all the pet dogs in the camps his
show visits. Once a colonel’'s Great Dane playfally
romped across the stage, distributing 118-pound
Willie and the props into all foor corners of the
theater. He also specializes in light failures. There
will usually be a light failure (slightly premeditated)
just as Willie moves into his hot love scene with

5 interesting as |
Few names sither. |

BN el

. you've pasn w3
The one youV and Beth

-

iting for.
fFarrell.

Josephine Delmar, who used to sing at La Conga,
back in New York. Willie solves this by asking all
the G.IL.s in the audience with flashlights to sit in
the fiest few rows and concentrate their lighted
torches on the stage. He then calmly continues,

These touring camp shows are the only function
of the U1.5.0, overseas, and have no connection with
the better-known efforts of that organization in
behalf of our troops at home. 'They play Army.
camps, air bases and hospitals—eometimes penetrat-
ing to areas attainable only by dog sled or safar,
In the United Kingdom, fully 2o per cent of the
shows are put on r.p(-.f:iﬁcally for British troops and’
war workers, a practice which has been accused of

being one of the secret clauses of the Leng.
Lease agreement. A top vaudeville act, the
" Three Nonchalants,"' carry the thing a ste
further. They voluntarily play R.A F, bascﬂ
om their one day a week off,

There are now twelve complete shows tour-
ing the ETO alone, and that number is ex-
pected to be doubled by Christmins, There
are dozens more stationed in EVETY .;,th;
theater of operations. Acturding to B'tr
Dover, head of U.5.0. Camp Shows in ]ir.I l
_land, * That means the United States .“'I.'I.':lﬂ_'!,rg'-
mnning a vaudeville cirouit at least twice Wy 1z
au}rthmb_; in the history of show hnsiness f

"It also ieans,”’ continues Dov “
sands of ."xme_rir:l.n boys who never ;flw lit:'-lfjdihj;]mu'
before are seeing it now for the first time, They [i'!,f:t-m'
Az a result, they are flooding the London _t]'um" it
and trying to find out more about what some of tt“f'fi
gtill call "live movies." They are Seeing F:ﬂ:.}ri !h'-'ﬂ‘n
A lot of kids are going to go home a 1o Plays
ﬂ'.li.:.'ﬂ t]]{"":’ were when thi‘}' CAme over."

An every war zong, the U.5.0. showsa
direct control of the Theatrical Stu:imzeutl-“g'-*r L

p{-"l;ia‘!

P‘GE y

t sm:u—'té']'_



YANK The Army Weekly « DECEMBER 5

Spam Circuit, G.|. Division. Sgts. Al Trobbe
and lohn Genduso do “*Artie Greengroin.'

Service, and take their orders from the general com-
manding Services of Supply.. In this theater, Major
Eddie Dowling has the job of rooting the shows,
supplying them with officer and enlisted personnel,
signing expense vouchers, arguing with camp
Special Service officers as to whether officers or en-
listed men are to sit in the first six rows, and playing
wet nurse to Hollywood temperament,

Before the war, Major Dowling was a Broadway
producer, having his finger in the lucrative pie of such
musical comedy successes as Sons o° Fun, Hellza-
poppin’ and Sitreels of Paris. In a weak moment
last spring, he applied for a commission, and was
told O.K., he could have a conple of months to
straighten out his affairs, The next day he was in
uniform and on his way to Ft. Meade. The moming
he arrived at Ft, Meade, he was assigned to a cIa:r'.s
in commando training. He decided to protest a bit
at this point, saying weakly, “I'm a theatrical pro-

ducer.”” " Shut up,” said the major conducting the
commando class, deiivtfing. at the same time, o
lusty kick in the Dowling shins.

A few weeks later, Dowling was in London, report-
ing for duty. The Special Service colonel looked at
him and said, * You're here too soon.”' * Well,”” said
Dowling, “in that case, I'll po back and come in the
right way."”" “Oh, no you won't,” said the colonel.

And that's how the Theatrical Section of the
Entertainment Branch of the Special Service Division
got under way in the ETQ. e

Today, in addition to managing the Spam l::u'j:mt
for the 11.5.0., Major Dowling h_as a fa:w other minor
departments to worry about, First, his office organ-
izes and produces touring G.1. shows to supplement
the Prﬂfﬁsional entertainment. Thisinvolves endless
auditions and wrangling with COs to pry talented
G .L.s loose for a few weeks of touring., Secondly,
b ; iakes care of Army outfits who want to put on
ﬂfeir own shows with their own talent. For this, he
has volumes of At Ease, a specially written manual
i taining comedies, sketches, music and parodies
E:an the biggest Broadway hits. Each volume of

fﬁ Ease has enough material in it for approximately

50 G.I. shows. He also sends along costumes,
make-up and technical éxperts like former radio
producer T [Sgt. Bob Frendlich, who go out to the
camp and help put the show on.

A third function of the Theatrical Section is to
design and requisition stages for any camp wanting
one. This little matter is handled by T/5 James
Morcom, who was Orson Welles' scene designer and
did sets for the Radio City Music Hall and the Center
Theater in New York. Morcom has designed three
standard G.I. stages: one for Nissen huts, one for
small garrison theaters, and one for large garrison
theaters. He also visits the camps and instructs G.I.
producers how io improvise with blankets, truck
headlights, etc.

Buot running the U.5.0. Spam Circuit still remains
the big job of the Theatrical Section.

The civilian artists volunteer in the United States
for overseas duty. This is done through the U.5.0.,
and in the case of people like Bob Hope, Adolphe
Menjou and Billy Gilbert, through the Hollywood
Victory Committee. The stars:work only for ex-
penses, the others get paid about 30 per cent of their
normal salary, They all volunteer for a definite
period, say six months or a year, but they can't
specify the war zone to which they want to be sent,
In most cases, they don’t even know what kind of
clothes to take along. Willic Shore, for instance,
ended up in bleak, mw England wearing a Panama
hat and a tropical worsted suit. Until the moment
the ship docked he was convinced he was going to
the South Pacific.

Back in the United States, the U.S.0. pays the
artists” expenses to the Port of Embarkation,  From
that point on, they are under Army supervision and
military law, They get processed at the PoE like
every one else. They are given shots and $10,000
insurance. Then they are shipped—with a boatload
of soldiers. They sfart working as soon as the convay

leaves port,

WHEM they arrive in the Theater of Operations,
| they are split up into balanced little units that
are complete shows in themselves., Usually there wil]
be a comedian-M.C. who holds the show together,
plus a supporting speciality tap dance, magic ar ven.
triloguist act, and two or three girls for glamour. The
girls are singers or dancers. Ewvery one douobles in
the comedian's skits.

The shows are directed and produced by the prin-
cipal (usually the comedian}, and vary with the per-
sonality. Billy Gilbert's show, for instance, is
Hollywood rapid-fire dialogue stuff, Willie Share's
is the broad night club type of humor, replete with
skits, blackouts and sex. In any case, the go minute
shows move at a fast pace and usually overwhelm the
soldiers, most of whom have never seen a top flight
Broadway review before.

Sometimes the morale factor involved in this
response is tremendous. The Willie Shore unit was
eoming into an air base to do a show recently. Just
as they entered the field, there was a deaienmg
explosion and a sheet of flame shot up just over
to the left. Two planes had crashed on the take-off,
Three popular officers, a major and twa lieutenants,
were killed. ’

Thirty minutes later Willie Shore had to begin the
shiow,

At first the faces in the audience were grim and
drawn. Willie never worked harder in his life. In
a half hour, the men were roaring with langhter,
When the show was over the colonel com manding the
field came up to the perspiring Shore, shook his hand

SOME OF THE STARS U.5.0.

Carole Landis

poe ISR

and said, " You did more to pick up the morale of the
base tonight than anything we could have done in
the next four weeks,™

E?.-::h unit has its awn specially rebuilt bus, split
up into passenger, wardrobe ani equipment com-
partments. Italso has its own drummer and pianist,
usually British, although in one or two cases there is
a full G.1. band. Ordinarily, the military personnel

consists of an officer, an E. M. technician and a driver.

The drivers and officers for the most part are men
like Pfc. Harold Peterson, who had bf??h I:gs sh;t"t—
tered when his bombed truck fell on top of him in
Africa, or Lt. John Goddu, who was leading his
First Division infantry platoon into St. Cloud when
a hand grenade exploded right behind him, burying
a dozen Imlgments of shrapnel in his back. By this
time, they've earned their limited service jobs

The technicians are men 1
who used to face the same ol

aya, China,
In every camp,
on his hands, He

. Bes, set up side curtains
firez in the dressing-rooms, aﬁd ins, make

- = t i 15 - I
cable to buildings hundreds of ynrgsr.;.ﬂﬁfa}]i]b g
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Here's where an ENSA comedian, playing in Coiro

!

This tosty @el was part of an EMSA show in Africe

Vivien Leigh, the soldiers’ delight, on tour,

ENSA, the British USO-Camp Shows,
Entertains Tommy and His Allies

By Pvi. IRWIN SHAW
Yank Field Correspondent

AmIRO, Ecypr—The sun never sets on ENSA.
c Wherever there are British troops, from

Canada to the Himalayas, the super-Shu-
bertz of the Entertainments National Service
Association contrive to provide them with real,
live entertainment.

Jugglers, crooners, monologists, violinists, tap

dancers, comedians, aging matinee idols or
younger ones with CDDs, and girls—always girls
—sweeten the bitter pill of exile for Tommy At-
kins. By troop ship and truck, by DC3 and Ori-
ental caboose, by jeep and command car, the
many ladies and fewer gentlemen of the theater
wander into sand and jungle with Noel Coward
plays and singing-and-dancing acts,
" From Vivien Leigh to the ingenue who's just
had one year, thank You, understudying in
“Claudia” when it toured the provinces, almost
every actor and entertainer in the British theater
has chipped in for ENSA sometime or other.

Being one of the least sinister of international
combines, the theater stretches happily into all
camps. Beatrice Lillie is very likely to find her-
self singing “A Dozen Double Damask Napkins”
to 5,000 shouting Americans while Jack Benny,
on the USO-Camp Shows circuit, is very much
at home playing “Love in Bloom" on his notori-
ous violin before a grinning audience of Tom-
mies convaleseing from wounds received in
Sicily. And at the theaters in Cairo filled by
ENSA shows, all ranks of all the Allied forces
are welcome.

The Cairo office of ENSA iz like a combination

of Mew York's 44ith Street, when Jed Harris,
Michael Todd and Norman Bel Geddes are cast-
ing plays, and Allied Headguarters on the eve
of a new invasion. It is one of the busiest places
in the world. Telephones ring; pretty girls in
dresses that look like Cape Cod and Santa Ber-
para sit demurely on the waiting benches; ser-
eants whaeck away at typewriters; lieutenants
and captains looking as pale and tired as only
theatrical people can look, rush in and out with
schedules, publicity releases, play scripts.

“What're you trying to do, kill me?" a come-
in one of the offices, He wag sent

ian ig shouting I ; ;
Ei}wn from Iran in a tny one-engined plane and

got caught in a sandstorm, and for a whilg it
looked bad for comedians. “I don't mind dying,
bul where's my pianist? I demand my pianist!”

A’ second lieutenant leads him out gently,
swearing that the pianist will be delivered from
Iran immediately. The comedian leaves and the
second lieutenant comes back, wiping his brow
and looking 10 years older.

An American photographer from Stars and
Stripes comes in and looks sourly around the
room. His eyes light gloomily on a redhead in a
corner. “My God,” he whispers glumly to the
reporter with® him, “am I supposed to glamorize
that bag? Hurrel couldn't do it. I'm just a ser-
geant in the Signal Corps.”

From another office, a famous sweet voice is
pleading gently: "Please get me an American
band to sing with. A nice, fast, sweel, young
American band. The American Army is full of
them. Those English horn blowers are awful!™

Three telephones ring and in three different ac-
cents the secretaries explain to the young men
on the other end of the lines just where they can
find the girls they met in Accra, Durban, Tunis.

“But, darling," chorus all the pretty girls to a
pretty girl who has just come in, “you look per-
fectly awful!™ -

“I know,” the new girl says despairingly, sink-
ing into a chair, “I'm going on sick parade with
the ATS tomorrow morning. And I've got to
play tonight, because Cynthia never did learn
the part. Too busy with her South Africans.”

The aging lieutenani looks out and sees the
sick girl and ducks in. “Lord,” he mutters to
himself, “we have more casualties than the
Eighth Army."

And it does seem that Africa is more danger-
ous to actors than to anyvone else, All the least
attractive types of dysentery, malaria and desert
sores seem to hit theatrical companies as soon as
they touch the sand of the Dark Continent. Doe-
tors are often more in demand than grease paint.

The other great problem, of course, is men.

You can imagine the furor when half a dozen
singing-and-dancing lovelies suddenly appear in
a camp where 3000 men hawve just been sitting
around, looking at the brush and each other for
a year or more, Each new camp is like an orph-
anage on the day Babe Ruth pays a visit,

In one desert radio station, where a small group

hit the ocudience right in the solar plexus

of men had been stationed for two years without
seeing a white woman, a solemn meeting was
held, The men had been invited to visit a main
camp and see a show there, but they voted to
refuse the invitation. They had achieved a cer-
tain tranquillity, a spokesman said, and they
didn't care to risk it

The “big time” of the African circuit, corre-
sponding to the old Palace in New York vaude-
ville days, is the Cairo Opera House. This beau-
tiful, gaudy, perfectly proportioned little audi-
torium was opened with a performance of
“Aida,” conducted by Verdi himszlf, to celebrate
the opening of the Suez Canal.

Backstage all seems confusion. Stage hands in
gelabiehs and fezzes tote flats and canvas bal-
ustrades, a small barefooted boy dashes up and
down stairs with cues for the electrician and
curtain man, and blond English girls nervously
adjust their girdles before going on. But on
stage, the performances often would do credit to
the faneiest theaters in London.

iz a variety show called “Hello Happiness™
which has been touring Africa more than three
years. After nine months in the Cairo desert, the
cast was putting on the last polishing touches he-
fore opening. Reg Lever, a well-known come-
dian who also directed and produced the show,
was in the empty orchestra, listening to the re-
hearsal, making decisions, calling up suggestions,
“I don’'t know,” he said, “whether I'm funnier as
a producer or a comedian.”

He's a broad, pratt-falling comic who wears
funny hats, (Sample gag: he comes on as a
waiter in a cafe and bustles over to a stuffy
gentleman and lady in evening dress. Says the
gentleman: “Do you serve lobsters here?” Cracks
Lever; “_We serve anybody. What'll you have?
The audience r:;ars.}l

The man problem intrudes itself in th -
House, too. At the performance of "'Hvellr:rl3 1?;:}&;3
ness.” a Sergeant came running around }
dfficer on duty and whispered E;.hat theremw:al;e
two captains chasing the girig backstage, causan
embarrassn'!g gaps onstage that a magician Wa
I;:-;;x{ii 1:]':.rmg to Al The officer on duty Sighqﬂs

: ewat the one pip on his shoulder, g
tains, eh?” He sighed again as he stood up -
wish I was a major tonight" he said as :
started backstage to see whafhe could do --hi"
the two gay captains, ish

He had to hurry, because outside 2,000 80ld;
were walling to get in to see the second ghm
Every season is a booming one for ENSA. Thﬁ“"
are no critics in the desert. re

ong of the most successful ENSA productions
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Front And Center )
It was the reference to Pethi-
= coat Lane that tied the score.
fl We're speaking now of a visit
we pﬂi-ﬁhe other night to
This is the Army, the hit G.I.

show which is currently Fquﬁlng. Bntftm tnt mrufs
pounds for British war Chﬂ;ltlﬁa }i;.:t;& i om::.:l ‘;;Jﬂ.\l'y
he States to raise dollars for U, 5; Army a
i 'l.i':'a went to the show in the company of a
twenty-year-old British private, fully expecting to
have to explain every other gag to him, a service
which, as it turned out, we were called upon to
rrfc.-rlr'n only once—when Sgt. Julie f}s:hms appeared
E a rookie in a blouse splattered with those red,
:rshim blue, green and yellow tags so dear to the
i :‘Iur;iin’il-center mind, The tags. made no sense to
:].I:,r English friend and we tried to explain wlm.il:l t]:ie
laugh was about., That put us one ug.ttlliuttnl.;tt;t:
her on came the remark about Fe ticoa i
furt b someone had evidently dubbed in since the
ik ] En.j[-d here, and we were caught nodding. " A
oW ?:j v place in London,'" whispered the British
ﬁh'-hYJ ::‘L: ti:ur enlightenment. From there on im,
'."rHtE £ us had the slightest trouble and the curtain
neither © lj-jlb 'l.’r'llﬂ] the SCOTE i_-lt one-all, ;
cane: oW . our friend did confide over a beer during
L e that he had smiled at the cracks
. iptermission tha g e  onl
the in ‘n Cpl, Larry Weeks' juggling ac ¥
about K.P. It ,,;Ph:e ought to, Evidently, through
hecause he knBG I. Joe has kicked up such a fuss
the years, old b " this time the whole world knows
ahout I{P that ’YEvidenI:Iy, too, the Brit1fih Army
we think it snlaf_u. p led without causing any-
A et friend
" At all events, our FﬂtingEnglisl;
i t o him down aboot the i
+ e tried f;? {ﬁﬂlﬂ{:;']-:lﬂtﬂ“- thought for & while
equivalent of CP : wroh, yes, if we answer ;hﬁ:f:g;
and then repli® ay say ‘Report trylt"h{r o to us
geant back he maY Tos g, BEEOE 8 Th
at half past ot rookie days used 10 rEEaE Finl
the sergeant of ”m}c P, at 9.30 a.m, as just ﬂ.j.t’;;
e - L L - S 1 A
whao turﬂi:d“ L'Iﬁ h?‘rw:-ls pr:.l_hf'-bli"r one of those mi ¥
!:ery hut the -d about.
" "..- riid rea ; atset, ;
m?’;‘h“‘.ﬂﬁ?{}mellt a'l t':";;"(':ra w:-:]'li- 0 wr][‘k an f.h(.
i hig orches i how some of the
R de RITd bis as tn Do 1
osEnstoc ad our doubts o What the Well
e, wif{ :iﬁulsi:raf :;af and The Kick i
more gpirited 70 0 !  SmipaRioD.
ﬂ?ﬁsiﬂg Man iﬂ;;f::’érw go o‘i-'t'r:‘:_i:']hfuﬂﬁ HJ!’] Feart
the Pﬂﬂr.';, were 3 drﬂum}f slant
As the band took 2

relief.
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“even dad in those days had
not yet learned to fight.”

Heil Fellow, Well Met

"Then-._it was, only three o'clock in the after-
noon,'" said the little private in front of us to his
friend as we all stood in the chow line waiting to gel
into the show at a ground-forces camp one day last
weelk. ™ Only three in the afternoon, and there was 1
up in London, full of gin and lobster, and wa.ll-:it!j:,:'
along Piccadilly behind this colone]. Only T didn't
notice it was a colonel, because my mind at the mo-
ment happened to he on a lot of other things beside
the Army. Every now and then somebody coming the
other way wounld salute, and I'q salute, and then
pretty soon the two M.Ps grabbed me,”" Yes2'"
said the friend. " What fors The little pl‘i'l..?‘c';.lﬁ
shrugged. " Oh, nothing much,”” he replied, * except
En pﬂl]:l:f. nuft r.atherkﬁrmly that it was most 1.mwi€v
or a man of my ran wil iccadi n-
s sa]utez.-yuf surt;:ﬁml;_uilnwn Piccadilly return-

F?, Ye Gods Arid Little Cat's Feet
corporal friend of ours, coming y tc
o, ) d
an furlough, had the misfortune tcrgrut? sma}:’;:nin(‘i?)
that big fog the other night. He groped his way out

of Euston Station and realized almaost immediately

that if he took anoth s ,
lost soldier . He nag, SeP he would be one badly

: He had a flashlj ht, all ri i
wils ;l.bouf as useful against tllfn.t murlflizt; bl;:t;:‘:t
?ﬂ:l;grﬂtiﬁn;; ;:\’llil.t I:.jw taxi drivers came uppwith
ares ation said nothi i ; j
risking theif lives any lﬁng:?:lfr:i (zilﬁérnltu?irk‘;e:ﬁntt
..'mg WELE EOINg straight home to the wife and kids %
unuﬁuu?ufut as a T_.-'4, the corporal stuck j v ut
; 12 Iound a cabbie who lived in the samge di !

tion he was headed and then pn-rsuaﬁed :he![;‘fd:

Yanks at Home in the ETQ

at the Stage-Door Canteen, he remarked rather
dubiously of American music in general: " Well,
this is all right, but not when they start your swing
and all that."" However, we noticed that the hotter
the music became the more violently the private's
knee bobbed up and down and, as a matter of fact,
he seemed especially impressed by the Harlem num-
ber—or “ turn,"’ as we'll probably be saying by the
time we get back to the States. The ability of Cpl,
Marion “ Spoons " Brown to pick up a chair in his
teeth plainly amazed our friend, and the jitter-
bugging of Cpl. Billy Yates and Pvt. James Cross
hiad him goggle-eyed, although he did say that he
thought such dancing was better on the stage than
in Covent Garden. * You know,’’ he remarked with
finality, as the curtain went down on Haclem,
“1 have never yet szeen a bad Negro torn,
ever."

We were pretty taken with the show ourselves and
s0 didn't watch our friend’s reactions too carefully
throughout, but we do recall that he also thought
highly of * the minstrel girls in the ‘Mandy’ turn,"’
of Sgt. John Prince Mendes and his tricks with his
stripes, of Pvt. Joo Allen as Donald Duck, of ‘Pic,
Hank Henry as the gorgeously soused and hirspte

gramma Wac, and of Sgt. Oshins as Gypsy Rose
brought down the preponderantly British howse—
and our private with it, 0
finale which every one was
waiting for, the finale in which
i
the music and put the whole S
show together for free) h‘ixlgsk_)
the last war and then leads the ©
audience in singing his old

Lee, whose removable frontispiece, incidentally
But, of course, it was the

Irving Berlin (he only wroteall .=~

his famous bugler song from

favorite, Whits Christmas, and

his new one, My British
Buddy. " And now,’” said
Mr. Berlin, "for a song

which when I came to Eng-

land in 1grr you were all snging—that is, those
of you who were around then." It was Alexanday's
Ragtime Band, of cvourse, and the rE]dl'.rs in the
audience loved it, although we noticed th,4 OliE

British buddy sang it pretty lustily, too, despite the
fact that in'sg11 he was still twelve yearg' gp. o
being born.

“Why," he said, when it g, over
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In A Tatty Little pyp
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minutes later
me crazy.**
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A Week of War
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HE hell it can't, baby.
Anything dropped from a plane can hit you,

and if you didn't live in the Chancellery, where
the shelters are deeper than any intuition, something
would probably have hit you by now. Ina way, it's
too bad. You, after all, were the first to elevate
bnrnhing to a fine art. You, after all, were the first
to leave the children sprawling in the streets. It's
your thunder that's been stolen. And now it's
YOur city that's going up in smoke.

Now the shoes have all gone to the Eastern Front
and the barbers have all been drafted and the quality
of paper for dolls ain't what it used to be and the
SC1Ss01s are getting dull. .

It's enough to drive a man crazy.

In the twenties and thirties, you had a pretty city
there, bub, with nice lights borning all the time, and
the night life gay, if just a little hollow with all the
callow kids floating around the bars heiling the hell
out of you every time they ladled a lager down their
guttural gullets. 1t was a nice city, and clean, except
for the politics and the general outlogk. But the main
things were those lovely lighting effects, They may
have been a steal from Billy Rose's Aquacade, but
never mind that, Last week, the fact remains, Berlin
was a sea of light all over again.

Only it was a sea of lame this time,

After nearly two weeks of bombing, the like of
whi-:-_h the world had never known, the RAF turned
Berlin into a spectacle the like of which the world
had never seen. The glarg from buming buildings
Wwas visible for more than 200 miles around a con ntry-
side which once had thought itself comfortably im-
mine from such terror. By day and night the capital

of Germany was kept blazing and reverberating as the
RAF carried out four major raids over the town and
dropped six thousand tons of bombs,

On Friday night, November 26th, came the climax

of the whole effort. Fleet after fleet of Lancasters
moved over the nerve centre of Nazi war industry,
of Nazi government, of Nazi hero-worship, and laid
down a one thousand ton blanket of incendiaries and
high explosives. Moving over what was ance the
proudest city in Europe, the crews could see a column
of smoke fifteen thousand feet high swaying and
rising in the air, with flames lapping at its base, Six
cones, each made up of the mys of fifty searchlights
compressed into a single colossal beam, lit up the
bombers as they went about their work, and the
flak guns sent up a brutal barrage.  Neither the
lights nor the flak prevented the Friday job from
being one of the most staggeringly effective night
raids in history.

the Berlin rmid was planned and successfully exe-
coted on a scale equalled only by the Eighth Air
Force's mission to Bremen earlier in the weelk, when
the Americans sent a thousand planes to lay down a
formal design of precise daylight bombing over the
north German seaport.  This—it was a week of
deserved superlatives—was the greatest daylight raid
the Eighth Air Force had ever brought off. One of
its results was to clear the way for the RAF in the noc-
tumal flights over Berin by so distracting the Nagzi
fighter command that it spread its strength out all
over the country, Tt could not adequately defend
two big cities at once. Tt could not accomplish its
mission.

Such was the curtain-raiser for the winter bombing
season of 1944 and it came at a time when the nights
were long enough and dark enough to make the round
trip to Germany a hugely profitable proposition. The
RAF and the Eighth Air Force are two fighting units
with but a single thought this winter and that
thought is to granulate Berlin and what remains
of its satellites in the same manner as they smashed
Hanover, Cologne, Dusseldorf, Hamburg. The
advance estimates of what it will take to execote
this plan are in themselves enough to prostrmate
the average mind, but they may look like child’s
play by the time the final bill is in. To reduce
Berlin to the same state of hell as Hamburg,
say the experts, will require forty thousand tons
of bombs and at least twenty-five giant-sized raids
in mapid succession. More than a third of the
requisite tonnage, however, has already been dropped
on the town this year.

Descriptions of life in Berlin right now give a
picture of a population walking around the streets un-
shaven, singing hymns, praying or merely groping
like sleep walkers. News broadcasts from Germany—
sometimes furious, sometimes whimpering, but
always filled with a calculated hopelessness—protest
as usual that only hospitals, homes for the aged, and
cultural shrines are being destroyed. Why any com-
mander—Dbe he British, American, Zulu, or even Nazi
—waould want to risk the lives of hundreds of highly-
trained young men, not to mention millions of dollars
waorth of equipment, in the hope of wrecking a couple
of old monuments, the German leaders donot attempt.
to explain o their people. The Eighth Air Force lost-
2g bombers on the Bremen raid; the RAF paid with
3z bombers for its climatic raid on Berlin, Hard-
headed realists demand more than statues of Goethe
for paying such a price and even the simplest Nazi
must know that. .

Along the Eastern Front the German defense line
was like an old frayed rubber band that may snap
when the pressure is applied, but may last indefi-
nitely. The Germans' counter-offensive towand

, 5ix Nazi &

g they don't che
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Kiev that enabled them to retake Zhitomir was a
great concerted lunge of men, airplanes, infantry and
tanks, and it got them the only motor road that is
open in the region during the antumn and winter.
Manstein and his panzer units put up a magnificent,
highly expensive fight, but he was finally brought
to a standstill by a Russian Atmy, backed by its two
most formidable naturml Allies—the cutting edge of
a high, freezing east wind and the all-engulfing suc-
tion power of mud.  Manstein had nothing to be
ashamed of. For two weeks he and his men had
interrupted the smooth tremendouns thythm of the
Russian advance, and men have gone down in
history for lesser deeds than that,

At Gomel to the north of Kiev, the Russians cap-
tured a town that gave them a great opening by road
and rail into White Russia, Poland, and all Ppoints
East. There they had the Germans running for their
lives, trying to escape along the railway that heads
northwest to Zhlobin, which was now under steadyy
Russian fire, Von Kluge, the German Commander
who with his men had settled back at Gomel, evi-
dently hoping they could dig into the snug, well-
stocked dugouts around Gomel, with all the ~omforts
of a phoney war, were trapped just as swiltly and
beautifully as the Allied Annies were in the spring
of 1040 at Flanders.

Instead of a channel of water, however, 1o cushion
their retreat and to protect their fatherland against
the enemy, the Germans had only the illimitahle
nightmare of the Pripet Marshes that stretch from
Kiev to Brest-Litovsk, where Germany and Russia
signed an Armistice during the last war, The Marshes
as Baedeker might have put it, are famed for their
few, narrow, primitive and highly treacherous roads
for their squelching bogs of mud and for their marsh
grass which grows six feet high.

It was the long but not the easy way out, The
average German soldier must have been thinking
harder than ever now about his chances of being out
of the Russian trenches by Christmas. What his
superiors had seen fit to tell him could only be
guessed, but if they had given him so much as an
inkling of what the RAF and Eighth Air Force had
been up to, he certainly was not singing * There's
no place like home. "’

HE Allied campaign in Italy has slowed down to
Tlung anti-climax of mud, rain and sleet. Tanks ang
trucks slouched through the icy yellow slough that
was Italy from the Alps to Tamnto. Dulled, wom
down, soaked through by the heavy rain that hag
been falling steadily for nine days, the Fifth Army
and Eighth Army crawled slowly and painfully, but
certainly to within a hundred miles of Rome.” The
Americans celebrated Thanksgiving by munching
turkey sandwiches in the rain, while the Brtish
pondercd Montgomery's message 0 which  the
General said;

" We will soon hit the Germans a colossal crack.
Good luck to you all and good henting,

In Tg4z those British and that General had tumed
Rommel back from the suburbs of Cairo. Now it
was another year, another country, and what might
almost seem another war—a war far different from
the fluid one of desert fighting in a drv climate og
hard, sunbaked land. Rommel and Muntggmer}f
were almost sure to meet again and it was certain
that if and when they did the old cliche about the
more things change, the more they remain the same
would never have a truer ring. .
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HEN talk turns to submarines, the sub-

ject that usually holds the center of the
stage is the German U-boat and its success,
or lack of it, against Allied shipping. The
American submarine and its compaign
against the Japanese has been too long out
of the spotlight. That campaign has been no
minor action. Nor has its success been tri-
fling. Recent Novy department figures give
this impressive score: 346 ships sunk, 36
probably sunk and 114 damaged. The pho-
tographs on these pages depict life aboard
one of our submarines. With the exception
of those showing a Jap ship sinking, all
were made at the New London (Conn.) base.

LOOKING FORWARD FROM THE STERN OF & SUB. (VEN ON A GUIET Sfa THE DECK CALLS FOR A SURE FOOT

THE MESSES ARE KNOWMN FOR GOOD CHo
. W
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News from Home

Soldiers made the news at home

as well as abroad last week—their

show, their dough, and their right
to vote.

w HAT with one thing and ancther, servicemen came in for
a good deal of attention from the folks back home last
.. week—attention over and above the customary daily or
weekly letter ¢ /o Postmaster,

To take up the dramatic side of the picture first, Winged

Victory, the Army Air Force equivalent of This is the Army,
opened on Broadway and the critics fell all over themselves thini-
Ing up new ways of saying it was the nuts. The work of Moss Hart
(Lady in the Dark and You Can't Take it With You), the show is
described as “ a straight dramatic offering dealing with six poten-
tial pilots and the various stages they pass through before getting
their wings.”” It consists of two acts and seventeen scenes and
involves a cast of 300. -

Unlilke This is the Army, which makes do with G.Is, even in
women's roles, Winged Viclory has fifty-four civilian actresses, of
whom thirty-nine are the wives of soldiers in the cast. New York
immediately went crazy over the show, buying up $165,000 worth
of fickets for future performances, and Warner Brothers put in a
bid of a million bucks down payment for the screen rights.

Self-appointed critics among servicemen were equally en-
thusiastic about a thme—?niut. program which President Roosevelt
submitted to Congress in an effort to deal with the problem
of mustering the boys out after the war. He advocated: 1.

That the men receive mustering-out pay on the installment basis

so they'll be sure to have some cash in their pockets while getting

settled in civilian life; z. that special unemployment payments be

made to ex-servicemen who are unable to find jobs fairly soon; 3.

that men who have served their country in uniform be given credit Sy | " fyy =,
under the Social Security Act for the time they've put in, which 8 £ 0 T . e -y & e

would mean that from your earliest days as a rookie you've been | o o.M A Y u

building up a nest-egg of old-age and survivors® insurance. . . — PR ! v :

The Senate continued to mull over the'Green-Lucas Bill, : ' Bid val
designed to supervise voting by servicemen overseas in next year's She'd be so nice to wake up to. That's Ann Hagerty above, a Fraveilons SVG ¥OiEND-
Presidential election. The bill would place this business in the teer, keeping vigil in the Grand Central Station to make sure the boys don’t miss
hands of a bi-partisan commission consisting of two Republicans their trains. Below, a couple of Arabian princes check in at the Empire State
and two Democrats, and it originally provided that Chief Justice Building while the boss of the place, Al Smith, looks on.

Harlan Stone would appoint a fifth member to decide deadlocks, : = At e S e | Ll e e
This provision, however, was dropped when Justice Stone declined

to become involved in the matter, saying: " Such a function is

incompatible with the obligations assumed by the Chief Justice and

would be likely to impair my usefu]ne._ss in that office."’ :

Another touchy provision of the bill would exempt servicemen Lan
who hail from poll-tax states from having to kick through with
some dough in order to vote, and this was threshed out at length
but nothing definite decided. Senator Robert Taft, Republican of
Ohio, proposed an amendment which would prevent Federal
agencies, officials, and employees from circularizing servicemen
with political propaganda. How those boys could clutter up mail
call.

So much for the fighting men themselves, There was news, too,
about the stuff they get to fight with, Arms production in October
showed the greatest gain of any month since last April. A total [0
of 8,362 planes were tumed out, and that was not only el
a record but 1o per cent better than the September figure. Donald [
Nelson, chairman of the War Production Board, said that during

the 31 days in which the record was set, “ manpower, occasional
material shortages, and design changes gave less trouble than in
recent months.” Shipbuilding was up five per cent over the Sep-
tember figure, ammunition production up eleven, and the manufac-

ture of communication equipment up nine. Fewer combat and
motor vehicles were turned out, but that, it was stated, was “ ac-
cording to plan.* : :

. H. Marks, vice president of the Packard Motor Company,
estimated that when the time comes it will take the aytomobile
industry six months {o switch back from making war materials to
turning out 1942 models again, and another twelve months to get
new models on the market.

The Schweitzer Brothers Co. was indicted by a Federl Grand

ury in Cimcinnat, C., on a charge of .\'ﬂbﬂtﬂgﬁ and conspiracy to
defrand the Government by using defective Iinks in tanks hanlks
supplied to the Navy.

Cancellation by the Atmy of six-billion dollars of war contracts
and lack of effective planning for peace-time production are
already causing unnecessary suffering to civilians, Matthew Woll,
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vice president of the American Federation of Labor
and chairman of its post-war planning committee,
asserted in a report submitted to Senator Walter
George, chairman of the Senate’s special post-war
planning committee. According to Woll, small busi-
ness and competitive opportunities are gradually
becoming a thing of the past in the U.5.

The Senate finally passed and sent to the President
for his approval a bill placing pre-Pearl Harbor
fathers at the bottom of the draft rolls. In effect, the

bill would merely give congressional sanction to®

present dmft procedure, but Paul V. McNutt, War
Manpower Commissioner, called the measure " sabo-
tage of sound administration " because it nullified the
Commission’s " work-or-fight  system of classifica-
tion.

It became known that 141 Vermont physicians are
now serving in the Army, leaving only 260 to treat
the state's 327,000 inhabitants. .

The House of Representatives was feeling in a
rambunctions mood, so much so that twice in
two days it voted counter to the administration’s
wishes. By a vote of 278 to 117 it passed and
sent to the Senate the Commodity Credit Corporation
Bill which would cutlaw government subsidies for
food, despite the fact that President Roosevelt had
asked that those subsidies be not outlawed but in-
creased as a means of holding down the cost of living
and thus preventing inflation.

Price Administrator Chester Bowles wamed that
doing away with food subsidies will increase food
prices by seven per cent and Senator Scott Lucas,
of Ilinois, said that " the end of subsidies will mean
overnight inflation.”” Now it was up to the Senate
and, of conrse, to the President, if he chose to use his
VELD DOWETS,

The next day the House kicked over the traces a
second tme by voting, zoo to 27, for a tax bill
designed to mise a mere two-and-a-fraction billion
dollars instead of the ten-and-a-half billion dollars
asked for some time ago by the Treasury. Congress-
men moaned and groaned over the Treasury's plan,
calling it full of " extravagance and waste,” and de-
claring that such a tax burden would liquidate
middle-class white-collar workers. Representative
Daniel Reed, of New York, took the occasion to call
the Mew Deal * the greatest spendthrift administra-
tion in all history."*

Congress had a bad forty-eight hour session with
death. The Senate was adjoumed for a day after
Senator Warren Barbour, Republican of New Jersey,
died at the age of fifty-five, Almost at the same time
Representative Henry Steagall, Democrat, of Ala-
bama, and Representative William Ditter, Republi-
ran of Pennsylvania, also died. Mr. Ditter was the
victim of a plane crash,

Ray Atherton, the first U. 5. Ambassador 1o
Canada, was installed at Ottawa. He hailed the
raising there of our legation to an embassy as sym-
bolic of closer bonds ™ forged by our unstinting war
cooperation and mutual determination to go forward
to 'ngg collaboration for the greater benefits of our

two peoples and the world. "’

rrEax November snowfall, lasting thirty-six

hours, covered north-eastem New York and New
England to such an extent that transpnr_tatmn and
communication systems broke down. Twelve and
4 half inches fell in Albany, N.Y., breaking a forty-
three-year record. A fall of as much as twenty
inches was recorded in some communities farther
north, : : ,

A fonr-map booteggmg ADE N more-qr-l_ess
parched New York City was put out of commission
and a lot of people went thirsty v.rh».?n pﬂ!m{:, assisted
by Federal agents, raided thirty-six tav::rl:l15,
groceries, and newsstands which had been buosily

i illegal brew, )
SEIEIJJIZEG'JS gjg-od news for all you art lovers. Acm{:‘ijmqg
to reports reaching New York, the postal authu:; ‘f.v :
by aztol vote, have decided that the Efafg'ds .,m d
ings in Esguire are not _"li:wd and iarscwious a-'t?e
that therefore the magazing may continue to use sJ.-:e
mails, 'The Post Office, _hnwe:ri:‘:r, had yet to m
an official statement on its fin mgs.Mﬁ. s

. oiee hawe been acting up.
ol year-old grandmother of Los

5 Awo

e # s j in the shootin
-les ; indicted by a grand jury in the 5 ing

A er, who was killed while carrying

illiam Leder
Ei ::'EE::!: satchel, It was charged that she acted as

1D g w tadio listening to police calls
i s w::; b&ls;;yx:}uu]dn’t involve her boys who
i Prﬂt}r:m thieving missions and who finally wound
went Duk-uing Lederer. . . . Another gmnd:m:merk,
e e ear-old Mrs. Anna Belak, of New Yor
seventy 'twﬂ.g.d that she had killed her husl;gmd,
City, confes “what she thought was 2 perfect .c:run-:i
sixty-nine, !.I'J‘Ilk had been outon & binge and had E;:-
fJIrJ mmh]fmm one john Kovach, M. Balak ﬂghshi
:"nm a-f_?gt!n- palice wotld suspect Kﬂum};—infevcr
;:ﬁ;;gréed her husband with & .22 revolver. :
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Mrs. Edgar Burton, of Wichita, Kan., watches
as police make some prints of her 6-month-old
twin daughters’ tootsies so she can tell the
miteés apart,

she made the mistake of having her son throw the
weapon into the Hudson River for her and he sub-
sequently sounded off to the cops.

Chatham County, Ga., which includes Savannah,
has already given out 2,241 marriage licenses this
year, a new record. . . . Dr. Wilmar Allen, maternity
director for a hospital in Hartford, Conn., came up
with this frolicsome communigue: " Never-ending
squadrons of storks have bombed us with 17} tons
of babies—forty blockbusters weighing more than ten
pounds and some incendiaries with the spark of life
weighing not more than one pound thirteen ounces.
Casualties have been extremely light. No storks have
been shot down so we may expect continued
assanlts."’

Starting next month, housewives who turn over
salvaged fats to the Govermnment (as they've been
asked to do for some time) will be rewarded by two
meat-ration stamps for each pound they come across
v_rith, in addition to the four cents they've been get-
ting right along. The Amercan Fat Salvage Com-
mittee is planning to put on a $z50.000 advertising
campaign in the newspapers in an effort to increase
the amount of fat salvaged monthly, which is nine
million pounds at the moment,

The first seli-propelled concrete ship, forerunner of
24 such ciaft ordered by the Maritime Commission,
has completed her trials off Florida.

Ruth Hiertz, twenty-eight-year-old Wac and a
second cousin of Marshal Erwin Rommel, said in
Pittshurgh, Pa,, that she signed up because ''T should
like to go overseas and meet my cousin in an Allied
prnson camp. '

Two German prisoners who had escaped from an
internment train
gave themselves
up in Pittsburg,
Calif., wearing
. 5. Army uni-
forms with ser-
geant  stripes.
There'd be a
nice pair to have
pull mnk on
¥,

Pennies  are
getting so scarce
(it's the copper
shortage . again)
that two banks
in Wilmington,
Del., begged the
public to open
up its piggie
banks and cash
HE:. s oo
members of the
Michigan Farm
Bureau, meeting
in East Lansing,
petitioned  the
government for
priorities on the
metal needed to
make an ade-
quate number of
rings for buolls’
THOHES,
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Pennsylvania, bagged five rabbits with one shot. He
didn't hit any but scared them all into a hole and
smoked them out one by one, catching them alive.

A campaign in New Jersey to buy a bomber for the
boys collapsed when two of the promoters involved
in it were convicted of using the mails to defraud.
It was charged that they collected $14,800 but crashed
through with only §1,500 to the U. S. Treasury, The
bomber was to have been called “ Ray of Light,"' in
honor of the inventor, Thomas A. Edison,

The Mormon-owned Salt Lake City Deseret News
announced that the Mormon Church had excommuni-

cated j2-year-old Richard Lyman, fifth ranking

member of the Council of the Twelve Apostles, * for

_violation of the Christian law of chastity."’

Three women are now working at Bethpage, L. 1.,
as first-flight test pilots for Navy Hellcats and
Avengers, They are Mrs. Barbara Jayne, 2g-year-
old wife of a Navy lieutenant, who flies fighters and is
a veteran of 2,000 flying hours; Elizabeth Hooker, 26-
year-old Smith College graduate; and Mrs, Teddy
Kenyon, who has been flying for fourteen years and
was once Women's National Acrobatic Champion.

F you {or someone else, which for the moment is

| more likely) arrive in any one of nineteen large U.S.
cities without a reservation, the chances of your
being able to get a room for the night are only 50-50.
Hotels are that jammed, . . . The managers of forty
San Francisco hotels have agreed that no guest other
than a serviceman may occupy one of their rooms
for more than five days at a stretch.

Gladys Isabel Rose, a 17-year-old Brooklyn girl,
was arrested in New York on a charge of masquerad-
INg as a Wren officer from London. She must have
sprinkled a sharp dash of Mayfair over her Brooklyn
accent, for she played the part convincingly enough
to get several British officers stationed on Manhattan
to take her around to the night clubs.

In New York City, twenty-one-year-old Edward
Martella and his seventeen-year-old bride of five
months were pinched for swiping the wallet of a
sailor sleeping on a bench in the subway., Which is
one way to finance a honeymoon.
ﬁﬂlt Was pay day in City Hall at Camden, N, J.. and
th EN COPs were 50 eager to get at the lettuce that
ga.?.r}:: ac.:ll!’ga.n;.t?cd Lumla ten-passenger elevator, which

with a couple of ns and dro to the
bottom, No one hurt, hmhe banks Eep:;i closed
before the guardians of the law had serambled out
and collected their pay checks,

George Cratcha, proprietor of the St. Clair Avenue
Restaurant in Cleveland, O., was fined $125 for
serving horsemeat without calling it that, And they
BIVE mess sergeants good conduct medals,

The residents of Kent, Wash., which was once a
center for Japamese truck gardeners, tacked up
posters reading: “ We won't want Japs here ever.”’
Can you blame them?

: T!]u Mobile County Dental Society in Alabama
instituted a plan whereby one of its members will be
named each day to do nothing but attend to the
aching molars of busy colleagues and their patients,

The Boeing Aircraft Co., in Seattle, Wash., re-
ported that it had $89,000 in the till owed to former
employes who had quit jobs without leaving forward-

ltke hersalf in the Naw

Lt. Emily Shek, an American of Chinese descent, h

ing addresses. . | . Virgil Clark, of Eaton, Colo.,
wasn't so cavalier about his cash. After plowing
up two acres of land, he discovered he'd dropped
his wallet containing $1,000 (what a farmer!) and
procesded to plow back all the furrows until he
found it.

In Kingsport, Tenn., when Juanite Barger, the
gister of a fireman, married a fireman named Lacy
Rudd, the minister and all attendants were likewise
firemen and the ceremony was held in the fire house
with the fire truck as altar. No, the alarm didn’t ring,

Rear Admiral Thomas Gatch, Judge Advocate
General, 15n't urging that American troops should
march in victory down the main street of Tokyo—
and for a very good reason. * There will be no main
street in Tokyo to march down,”" he explains,

The Office of Price Administration is trying to
cook up some system whereby civilians will be per-
mitted to make unlimited purchases of rationed foods
to give to charitable institutions at Christmas.

According to present plans, sixty per cent of all
Hollywood stars who are still civilians will go over-
seas next year to entertain troops. Hardly news to
break an Etousian's heart.

Picketing can be fun. In Los Angeles, when Miss
Joan Webester found she couldn’t buy pajama tops
without also boying the trousers, she donned a
pajama coat—nothing more, nothing less—and
paraded up and down in front of the shop, crying:
"It's disgracefnl that stores should refuse to sell
half a pair of pajamas when so muoch matenal is
needed for war,” Police had to come and clear the
crowds away.

By the first of the year the Army will have re-
turned 100 hotels in Miami Beach, Fla., to their
former owners for private operation,

Fire destroyed ten million pounds of peanuts in
a warehouse at Marianna, Fla., which may be one
reason the PX _never has any. -

A. TFitzall, 43-yearold discharged Army
veteran of Denver, Calif., sued a 29-year-old stenog-
rapher named Suzanne Gough to recover an engage-
ment ring he had given her before entering the service
and changing his mind. Suzanne’s argument was:
“Women don't usually return flowers and choco-
lates. Then why retum a ring? "™ Well, flowers and
chocolates don't usually cost §850, which is what

Fitzall laid out for his gew-gaw.

Harley Dewey, of Adran, Mich., who described
himself as “ the Army's loneliest soldier” and got
himself a bride on the strength of it, has been
divorced by said bride because he beat her and
because she discovered that he had been previously
married and fathered seven children. . . . Police in
Akron, 0., nabbed Kenneth Jordan, a deserter who
in the last two years has marned three girls in Cleve-
land, two each in Akron and Rochester, N. Y., and
one each in Detroit and Midland, Pa. Guys like that
sure make it tough for the rest of us fellows.

Dogs for Defense, Inc., a recruiting agency for
dogs wanted by the Army to train for war purposes,
announced that California owners had the best
record, having donated 2,000 of their pets since the
first of the year. New York and Pennsylvania tied
for second with 1,500 apiece, and Indiana and Tllinois
were neck and neck for third with slightly over 2,000

US ON THE SAME TEAM...
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between them. The outfit added that the only dog
ever recommended for a distinguished: service cross
was a German shepherd named Chips, serving with
the K-g (get it?} Corps, who helped clean out anp
enemy pillbox during the invasion of Sicily.

Another tradition bit the dust when the banks
in Helena, Mont,, decided to remove silver carbwheels
from circulation as they were proving too heavy for
women wartime workers to handle. {In bulk, natur-
ally. There's not a pretty in Montana who can't
tote a weelk's pay around in her jeans.)

Lom.:Nz Hart, member of the famous song-writing
team of Rogers and Hart, who wrote the lyrics to
* With a Song in My Heart,"' “ It's Easy to Remem-
ber and So Hard to Forget,” and many another
hit tune, died of pnenmonia in New York City at the
age of forty-seven. . . . Alexander Woollcott, who, as
a sergeant, was a correspondent for Stars and Stripes
in Paris during the last war and later became one
of America’s most noted writers and broadeasters,
left half of his §70,000 estate to Captain Frode
Jensen, according to the terms of the wrter's will,
Captain Jensen, who is now in the Army and was
formerly a physician in Syracuse, N. Y., was pen-
niless when he first armived in the U. 5. Woollcott
financed him through college and medical schoal.

Chester Conklin, comedian in the days of the
silent movies, was discovered working in a Lockheed
Aircraft plant in Los Angeles. R-K-O got to wonder-
ing where he was when someone suggested him for the
role of a silent waiter in a forthcoming comedy called
Around the World. . . . Lou Costello, film comedian,
who is still recuperating in Holywood from an attaclk
of rheumatic fever, was reclassified from 3-A to 1-A
by his daft board. His year-old son was drowned
only a week or two ago. . , . Victor MacLaglen, fifty-
six-year-old film actor, married his twenty-seven-
year-old secretary, Miss Susanne Breuggemann,
in Yuma, Ariz. It was the bride's first marrage.
McLaglen became a widower two years ago.

James Thurber, one of The New Yorker magazine's
best-known artists, plans to use the screwball life
around that outfit as the basis of his next play,

Fire destroyed the Casino Ballroom at Ocean Park,
Los Angeles; the management says it’s out $60,000.

Eleanor Powell has been signed for the lead of a
new movie, Sensations of 1944. W. C. Fields, Woody
Herman, and Cab Calloway will also be in it.

Heno must be slipping. For the first time in nearly
as long as the oldest inhabitant can remember a
divorce was denied by the courts thete last week.
The ]ur_kle&g_gent wis Herman Flicga]. who l'lﬂtl.l.l‘ﬂ.].l}f
thought he was as as free when he went out
there and charged his wife wilth extreme l:'ﬂl.lelt'y.
The judge who thus made history was William
McKnight. He told Fliegal he hadn't proved his case.

Members of the Parent Teachers' Association of
Portland, Ore., volunteered to stand guard in the
city's movie theatres and see if they couldn’t cut
down on all the kissing by "teen-agers that has been
going on in the balconies. To which one theater man-
ager replied : “I'll give a season pass to any P.T.A.
woman who can truthfully say that she was never
kissed inside a theatre.’" As we go to press, all the
P.T.A. women are still paying their way in.

servicemen and their hanays
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Time On His Hands
Diear YAWK!: /

The Ferry and Transport Service of the Bth
Air Force Service Command claims that the com-
manding officer of one of its squadrons has flown
more hours than any other man in the ETO.

Up until the 1st November, 1943, Major
Remelin has flown a total of 17,449.30 hours.
This is 2 combination of g,172.35 hours army time
and 8,276.55 hours flying time, all accredited by
the United States Army Air Force.

Are there any pilots in the ETO who claim they

have flown more than 17,440 houors?
L. FRANK MARTELLI

Britain.

Pin-ups
Dear Yank:

Each week you portray an eyeful by way of a
pin-up girl. However, at last there has appeared
the pin-up girl "to end 1 ; e
all pin-up girls." May I \
refer you to Miss Chili |
Williams as she appears
in Life, dated September
z7 and also in Life's
Letters to the Editor
column a couple of
weeks later (Oct. 18).

I feel you owe it to
all your readers to re-
produce the picture(s)
though you will prob-
ably hear from Pwvt. Miller—his crowd in the
States have probably already written Life about
them.

s UHSIGHED
Britain.

Censorship, Security and Sergeants
Diear YankK:

To this letter a number of the enlisted men on
our Base hope you will accord priority in order
to correct a glaring, growing carelessness in the
important matter of censorship by exposing it
as widely as possible.

It has become a well-known fact that every one
in the Orderly Room from the mail clerk on up to
the top kick have talken over the responsibility
of reading and censoring the letters that G.I. Joe
writes to his Mother, Sweetheart or Wife.

We have submitted with as good grace as
possible to the distasteful necessity of military
security, mail censorship, because we have faith
in our officers and honestly believe they ':mll treat
our individual letters with respect, keeping those
personal confidences we choose to write.

We do not bear this same feel_mg for our fellow
enlisted men., We have lived with them, listened
to their discussions of our absent friends, and
laughed at their dirty stories too often and long.
The First Sergeant is just another G.I. to us and
we'd just as soon tell him to go to Hell as the next
Master Sergeant on the line who was overstepping
the bounds of his authority. ,

The censorship of mail is more than just a
gecurity problem. On it rests the morale of an
overseas unit who can only reach the ones they
Jove thru an uninspiring sheet of paper. The
inowledge that almost anyone else_wﬂ] be paw-
ing over that writien confidence 18 enough to
make him violate m;sttur1w laws and post his

siter | civil post office.
ILl}tff: l;:y cea&% all letter writing in disgost and
anxious relatives to deluge the War

.p Canse
]&";:-piartm'«'ﬂt with inquiries after the welfare of
Tiear Joe. nsors complain, moreover,

se embryo ce
Th?w write too much and often. Tf some of

i : : house had spent
idiers who grace the guardl
of pir leisure time writing to the follks

that
these
sOme of th

back home everyvbody would be better off and
happier including Uncle Sam.

The Security Officers, Squadron C.O.s and
Group Commanders would do well to check on
who is censoring the mail in their unit and appoint
a qualified officer to handle it. Results would
soon be apparent in both morale and secunty.

ot ] A BUMCH OF US YANKS
Britain.

If | Had The Wings Of An Angel
Dear YaNE:

Does anybedy in the ETO happen to know
Lt. Bill Barton (USAAF) from Dallas, Texas?
If so could you please ask him to read this letter.

Lt. Barton will you please return my wings to
me through Yask magazine.

Thanking you very much if you do.
SHEILA
Britain.

More About Cyntax

Dear YanNg:

“U.8. TO PRACTISE EUROPE INVASION
IN CLEARED AREA"—Stars and Stripes,
page 1, Nov. 17, 1943.

This makes twise lately somebody has cut the
ise and complained about English headline style
in the Stars and Stripes. Are we men or mise?
MNext time we're going to tell the polise about it.

Pilots have their gremlins, and printers their
type-lise, but they shouldn’t be blamed all the
time. If you give this letter a slise of spase in

* Mail Call,’" it would be nise.
ARTHUR ). RIEDESEL,
5/5gt., Med. Dapt.

Britain.

More Talk About Talks
Dear Yang:

The latest “ Army Talks," dealing with the
operation of Lend-Lease, is the first valuable and
timely information we have yet received in the
series from the Edocation Branch of the Special
Service Division, ETO.

Here, at last, are facts and figures which accom-
plish something definite. It gives the Yanks a
true picture of Lend-Lease, thus destroying the
distorted view many of us have had on this touchy

subject. It's a strong blow against Nazi propa-
ganda and the ignorance of the enlisted man, The
sergeant next to me on the chow-line, who bitterly
complaingd recently, " Sure! Why shouldn't the
British eat well? Aren't we giving them a p:csan{
of all the food we need ourselves?" has already
changed his views!

My overseas cap is off to Special Service for this
job. Let's hope that future " Army Talks™ will
taclkle other fears and prejudices of the American
soldiers, such as those who say ! * Those Russians
a;e Em;:;king the hell out of the Germans, Tg
think that we're going to have to i
bt Boinig fight them, too,

G Pyt J
Britain, OSEPH CoNGRESS

Starlefs

Dear ¥Yanu:
As we are veteran ETCHans, one

months to be exact, plus ardent l:e;-:iezrl;:a;;‘dythme

we not only feel it our duty te put in our * {;NK.

ing's worth " but regard it as a matter of ¢ rih-

and decency toward a great ca v espect
cause). § use (don't ask what

We have heard arguments pro and bout
Mail Call, Greengroin, Week :f[ War aﬁgnaa’r:hﬂs.
So with or without your permission may we set
forth a few worthy suggestions: —

;. I'l;al-:e a tﬁallup poll on faverite write-ups.

. Honor the winning author t blishi
%}Eturz of said hero. Y peniee s
3. Then do it over until each author wins first
% Place:t;h&her ]l:y hook or crook. i
his method will please us all, plus i
the relatives of the winning authpurs E;niﬂzii
puE}lﬁhﬂd Pr!ritui:c appearing in YaNg,
e are not the onl the ;
etk y ones that have gone ETO

By order of Two LIMEYTIZED AMERICAMS

Sikgh. LEQ F. KOPELMAM,
Duke of Doodiabugs
Tisat. GEORGE T, MYERS,

Britain. Earl of Earlyworms

Who Wears The Trousers ?
Dear Yawni:

As much as I love
damned liar,

In your September 25th * Ne 5
you said John Burre]].'55 nts w;‘z ﬁ::;ilu-hme
chain, In October 17th issue he had the dg cnd
things off (pardon) on, anies

Remember Georpe :
for the answer, palf s el

you, Yank, you're a god-

I'm waiting

Britain. g
[¥ou are an observant girl—Ed.]

War And The Poet

This poem cam : 3
scrap of blue *{D:s ;z;.scr}?b;ffg in gfugi; on &
fuc::ﬂg B;"“ﬂ' lieutenant, g jaurnail'::?b‘e“ b'}rhﬂ
ﬂﬂffrt'c:'inu:.;t'ﬂw blackout lights of a E{ars ! :
bivouge ou 'S crack tank outfit lay E-Yh-:ml:: .-f“‘ﬂ
talion Frob:h?;- :;:FI Eﬁd. The Iieu.!enant'sgh:t-
across the Chanpel T8 the first to go back

yl On Garton Wold
Quickmw{in; flash the distant battle’s
& winking bursts of a.l:d:i-zLi.lm:r:a.ﬂ:wag;mi
rés:ullation through the 5kﬁm
e agony and d.Eal:hY.
© quiet moon's light:
. ! nging still
f.-its stmp'mg towards :.he SEa
Summer’s silent night
Peace, peace of

I3 l .
I a crushed c]uverygglgd g

Lt & H. V. LoNGMAN
Granadier Guards

TANK i published weel] by the

Enlisted Man of the U, 5, Army
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[This is from the rélease
Public Relations Office,
France. It is noted that the translation of this
release from the original German does not claim
to be literally precise, but so far as is practical,
fact has been respected, and even shade af

files of the Luftwaffe
Division of Occupied

N ErGHTEENTH LUFTWAFFE FIGHTER-BOMBER
STaTiON, France—Early this morning fighter-
bombers of the Eighteenth Achtung Intruder
Command struck heavily at targets scattered
throughout the near-devastated British Isles.
Both planes took off at dawn, and, ilying at a
great height, reached the Dover coast just as the
clouds broke to disclose the first target—the highly
strategic and military significant " B. Barxbag's
School For Backward Girls.”” The structure had
been cleverly camouflaged by a large flag flying
from a mast in the schoolyard, but the Luftwaffe
was not to be easily deceived. Even before the

A Turkey Lays An Egg

Reference is made to recent misinforming state.
ments by the Stars amnd Strifes newspaper con-
cerning the much anticipated G.I. Thanksgiving
True, turkey was served at this base,
but far from the * pound per person " basis. Not
only wag it far from that, but there were several
G.1.s who were completely left out, two of which
are the undersigned.

It is qur belief that turkeys come equipped with
two legs (drumsticks), breast, wings, etc. How-
ever, on close inspection of-our plates we found
neither of the above items, but there, instead,
was a big piece of SPAM. To our knowledge, as
yet, Spam, with all its qualities, hasn't been
known to fly.

Tisgt. W, L WALDAOP
1 L HARMON
P.5.—Only one of us Is a chow hound,

Don't blame it on 5. and 5. One of their men

only had sausages that day—Ed.]

An Answer For “Exhausted”
Dear Yaux:

Here is a guestion that is never answered
¥ American friends and they refuse
d by me. However, they will take
50 pleass firmly infor
ch city is the biggest in the world.
fit to join the Marx Brothers if 1
ny more attempts to disillusion
strong in their belief that what-
15 bound to be the biggest in
Assume the world's biggest city

correctly by m
to be convinee
heed of Yang m your fellow
I shall soon he
have to make
those Yanks wh
ever America has
the world, calmiy
to be MNew York.,

P.-S.—"' EI'_'Elt wiﬁh'ﬂﬂ‘ tﬂ

magazine (this includes kj your very popular

8585 if you answer my
ng lady must
about that kiss 7-

about Reno—

“ super ” voice of Oberlientenant I. M. Braundorf,
formerly of former Hamburg, had triumphantly
shrieked " bombs away " it was obvious that the
target was doomed,

As the lieutenant, on " Bleutzenenfeuchrachitz
I1" recalled, “ There's no doubt about it. Our
barbarian enemies will have to struggle on without
that installation. I saw direct hits on the library,
and several near-misses on one of the main wash-
rooms.""

Lt. Braundorf stressed a significant point for
the consideration of Luftwaffe Intelligence.

" The building did not even attempt to defend
itself! Can that mean the enemy is experiencing
an ammunition shortage? For my part, let them
know immediately—thers will be no concessions,
We will accept unconditional surrender only!"'

The liberating intruders, flushed with this vital
triumph, hurtled on to their next objective. Again
they pay tribute to the ingenuity of our uncivilized
opponents,

“We had studied pictures and scale models of

In The Future Tense
Dear Yank:
Here is a little dream that arose from the fetid
morass of undigested " K" rations. Parhaps it
. will amuse some poor G.1. irying'to chew a meal
af nothing.

"K' Rations—Super Dalux

| Private Brown stepped down from his electric
l_ pogo stick, turned off the power and prepared to
{ bivouac for the night. From his left inner breast
¢ pocket he removed a small black box. About
| the size of a package of cigarettes. King size. He
| presses the sides inwards, causing a tiny metal
: rod fo spring out. Waits a fraction of 4 second
| then speaks the hours code word into the milke,
Contact made and excepted, he reports to his
corporal the results of the day's patrol.

Brown is through for the day; free to get in
some all important sack time, So he unzippers
the front of his coveralls and gets out of them.
He then re-zips the garment in such fashion that
the once-coveralls are (or is) now a sleeping bag.
Into which same, =aid, he crawls and zips the
flap closed behind him.

If you happened to be standing some wheres
in the near vicinity you would have seen the bag
expand to tent proportions as Brown on the inside
raised a fent pole and opened an expander ring
that spread the bottom out. Looking inside (you
really couldn't do this, for the material out of
which this tent is made looks out from in but not
in from out. Actpally from the outside it looks
like nothing. That is, of course, if it is erected
properly). Again, looking inside yon would see
him turn his heating unit on. And if you were
actually inside you would feel the temperature
rise swiftly 1o a comfortable and constant seventy.

Brown got his “ K " rations and mess gear out.
Tore the protective metal foil away with his teeth
{rugged this boy) and placed one finy pill in each
of the mess kit depressions. To each of the pills

that hospital for weeks,'’ marvelled Captain Von
Der Vy, bombardier on Wilkelmstrasse Fraulein.
" We were sure we could recognize it anywhere—
and then the fiends“"—here the Captain's ever-
mild, ever-kindly eyes flickered for just an instant
with the slightest hint of displeasure—" they had
completely disguised the hospital by painting an
enormous Red Cross on the roof! 1"

(Note: It was announced early today at the

headquarters of the Supreme Command that a -

protest has already been lodged with the " Inter-
national Committes for the Ethical Conduct of
War" in Poland, for this despicable attempt at
deception.)

“0Of course,"" the captain continued, ” when we
spotted the Red Cross, I antomatically reached
for the bomb release."” Gracefully he shook off
the proud flush that so bandsomely set off his
blond curls. *I've been on too many missions to
have lost that habit."

The captain permitted a touch of pride to rattle
most of the medals on his tunic.,

“They couldn’t fool me. The pilot pleaded.
‘Ach, Captain,’ he moaned, ‘maybe that cross is
there to trick us into dropping our bombs—please
Captain, think. It might only be an aircraft
factory.' "

However, az the headlines in this evening's
* Latrinachter Zeitung” will proclaim, Captain
Von Der Vy remained firm, and again the cry
“bombs away " signalled the collapse of a strong
point in the enemy’'s war against Nazi decency
and good will. i

During the course of the mission, ather objec-
tives of slightly less military significance were
attacked,. Just as the last infant home had received
its shower of bomb hits, a squadron of American
P-47s from the contemptible Eighth Air Force
dove on our Luftwafie formation. Using shame-
lessly unsportsmanlike and cowardly tactics, the
North American barbarians managed to inflict
slight damage to our ajrcraft.

Further details are lacking. As scon as our
crews become accustomed to British prison camp
routing more news will probably be forthcoming.
Then again, the Fatherland shall be inspired by
this glorious and significant victory.

Sgt. PAUL H. WEISS

he added water from his canteen which incidently
iz of the modified “Z" type and will hydrate
effectively with practically zero humidity con-
ditions. Some of the men on the desert had been
running out of water with the old unmedified
type, necessitating the improvement.,

The tablets swell and incredse in size as the
water is added, When he is satisfied with the
amount of feed, he stops adding water and turns
the power on. Merrily the chow hisses, purrs and
bubbles. Pleasant odors arise to pique his palate,
It bas been a long hard ball breaking day. He
turns the power off, laboriously fishes his canteen
out. Adds more water and reconnects the juice.
{Chow hound.)

To relieve the monotony of the five-minute wait,
Time needed to properly cook the food. Brown
reoi.ens his trans receiver and switches it to broad-
cast band, Of course he always keeps "X " chan-
nel open. This channel is a direct line to the
orderly room and Private Brown, conscientious
soldier of the twenty-first world war, is always
right up there when his first sergeant has some
important work that necds immediate doing.

The steak was a little overdone. The chef
salade garnished with caviar instead of anchoveys,
Brown preferred. The apple pie could have used
a vanilla ice cream that wasn't quite so sweet,
The coffee was good. But the potatoes were those
same god-damned French frys you always get
with the steak supper. But then, what right has
FPrivate Brown to bitch? This is total war,

Plc. MAK ALTH
Britain. )

Dear YanK:

Brooklyn's {God bless that 4oth State of the
Umnion!) T /5 Max Schrier has made a truly ex-
cellent suggestion in Nov, 21 issue; about G.1s
in the ETO sharing their Christmas packages with
the kids here. Hope that many thousands of our
bg}rs take the ﬁp.

=Nk Cpl. 5. ROSEMBLA
Britain. 2 L




SPORT

transport plane, bound for China,

strained desperately for more alti-
tude as she tried to negotiate the murderous
mountains ahead of her, The pilot ordered
the crew to unload the plane’s cargo. Over-
board tumbled the luggage of several fighter
pilots who earlier had flown their P-38s into
China. Some of the bags belonged to 2d Li.
Thomas Dudley Harmon, Michigan's All-
American football player.

Meanwhile, beyond the hills and deep in
Japanese-occupied China, a flight of P-38
Lightnings was tearing into shipping and
docks at Kiukiang, the Yangtze River port.
Harmon, already a veteran of fighter war-
fare with one Zero to his credit, was flying
in that dive-bombing attack. The flight was
jumped by 15 Zeros and in the ensuing fight
four Lightnings were lost. The returning
pilots said they saw two planes crash in
flames, but they couldn’t see what happened
to the other two. Harmon was one of the four
missing pilots.

This isn't the first time that Harmon has
been listed as missing. Last April his ill-fated
bomber, Little Butch, crashed during a
tropical storm over Surinam and he and his
crew were given up as lost. For four days he
hacked his way through the jungles before
being rescued by natives.

There's a good chance that Harmon may
beat his way out of this one, too. He has the
determination and the background to do it.
Tom has always been harder and tougher
than any game he ever played. Even as a
kid of 10 in Gary, Ind., he longed for the
day when he could beat the pants off any
kid in the Holy Angels’ School: He espe-
cially wanted to try his fists out on the big
fellows in the eighth grade. His chance came
when he was still in the sixth grade.

His closest friend, Dave Jones, insulted
him and a fierce fist fight followed. Tom was
doing all right until Dave's brother, a big
eighth grader, declared himself on his
brother's side. Tom's older brothers were

o ~E day last month a heavily laden Army

. : next heavy-
AKE 1f from sﬂf doe Louis, E’;ﬁ: ufEthE' Army.

Harmon as an aviation ca-
dat. He washed out, but
came back fo win wings.

HARMON, IN TOUGH SPOTS

S Po RTS ° BEFORE, MAY TURN UP SAFE

By Sgt. DAN POLIER

watching the fight, too, but.they refused to
intervene. They told Tom he should fight his
own battles regardless of the odds. Tom
fought his own battle. all right, but he took
the licking of his life.

Harmon ran into more trouble the first
day he reported for football practice at
Horace Mann High School. A few days be-
fore he had won a bubble-blowing contest
and he was anxious to show off in front of
the football teamn. He stuffed his mouth with
gum before practice and then proceeded to
entertain the squad while Coach Doug Kerr
made his opening speech. Kerr became in-
furiated and ordered Harmon to turn in his
uniform, but Tom refused to leave the field.
Kerr didn't quite know what to make of the
boy, but he thought he would teach him a
lesson any how. He told Harmon to join the
sorub team and run back kick-offs against
the varsity. Kerr figured he was feeding the
kid to the lions, because the school's varsity
men were all bruising 180-pounders and
Harmon was a mere 145 pounds. Tom wasn't
fazed, He pgrabbed the first kick-off and
sprinted 80 yards to a touchdown.

When Harmon went to Michigan he dis-
covered that he had to be tougher than foot-
ball itself if he wanted to survive. He was

M e v
|‘. 4

diers, would be first cousins to a kangaroo, but
€pl. Lawrence Andrews, former Dartmouth cham-
pion, won the high jump in a track meet be-
tween Allied troops in Australia with a leap of
5 feet, 7 inches. Back in the States Lawrence
used to clear the bar at 6 feet 5% inches regu-
larly, . . . Pedro Montanez, former welterweight
contender, who operates a cocktail parior ag

blessed with that unmistakable gol -
touch and he suffered because g(}i d'::? gﬂﬁ
press threw high-powered adjectives at him
and boomed him as the second Red Grange
The Michigan alumni were equally im-
pressed. They fully expected Tom to explode
through any opposition every time he laid
his hands on the ball. Coach Fritz Crisler
manage:’..’- to relieve some of the pressure b
converting Harmon into a blocking baci
toward the end of his sophomore season
But neither Crisler nor anybody els.ete =
pected Harmon to remain a blecker. He wx
turned loose on the enemy again as a juni -
This time real trouble arose. His teamafgs.
were tired of knocking their brains out
every afternocon while Harmon's name dom
inated every story about the Michigan team-

It was Harmon's blocking back, Forrest

Evashevski, who helped Tom ir
on :
trouble and keep the team together. E::-;thi‘:s

ski called a meeting of th
them it wouldn't dEl a dnfmlzl?:gf rosfami 2o
brood over Harmon, because it wasn'%u'_[‘nd v
fault and they were only harming thnms
selves. After the meeting the team w e
Tom and told him they understood MR
Evashevski knew human nature‘ .
stop just because of gne eloguent g ot
that soon the fellows would pecth abd
from resentment again. Sg he imnfma.'ﬂmﬁ
organized a DDH‘t-LEt-HEMDI\-GEt'TEdlat?Iy
for-His-Pants-Club. It worked heaut?u-mgh
EWIII'IE" gnm entered the dressi e
o e ipnd 8 few others would bow low
o onental 1s xight palm to their foreheads
al fashion. Then Bob Inecleads
cea;;er:th‘ﬂrﬂuld announce: "Harr:gana' tPE
rf‘etiy sifl key man on this team Yutllﬁ’ e
ﬁwef S:E'dl’unnmg around back th ook
e le:? pos ¥you the ball.” Then th:re e
the dreasgihg ?u%r:fma;:fzié“’h“ walked lrl-:em‘::;l:
:,EE ﬁut{la}‘l bills to nn}ru::'affhguame pmn}i‘?"
St e happy Block-for-Harmon Ch 200
adnin liftl Eeﬁt Plece of ego deﬂatin:h'
front of the Gor boy who was S't-ELm:l'mn:j“g
a movie bef *quad as they waiteq to i
Ericiid " kent the Harvard game Irlg'ﬂt e
“Where' Dl nudglng him anl:i. i
and sald: Mppoon?” The first boy Poe:
byTt]il; nose?" eres Harmun, Can't
t was all g -
Eve U Bvashevaki
wouiy lime Michigan got on ‘the ol ear
from behind t Come on, Harmon oo e
Harmon . hat nose and let's o oF out
hi pﬂmﬂma}r et turn up o
d have jp that P safe ag many
Hi:_rea he will fing imsel Tegion. Wh
afltse pimnntion f a first lieutenant
T he took off ame through the day

i mpion will come Ou :
T st B o
i . 8 Negro v X
gﬁ; 55;:; "a:'ﬁ'étar recently boxed an exhibition.

... CPO Bob

San Juan, says there are so many champions and
near champions hanging around his place that
he's thinking about calling it. “Little Jacobs
Beach.” Some of his customers include Tony Zole
middleweight champion; Willie Pavievich, light
heavy contender, and Sixto Escobar, Eantam
champion, all of whom are stationed in and
around Puerto Rico. . . .‘Wheg the war's over
we know of a guy Who's Being to pay more
alumni dues than anybody else. He's Tad Moo
panowicz, a Navy V-12 footballer, who playeq
for George Washington last year, Penn State
early this fall and now is at the University of
Pennaylvania.

ler, &8 MNavy gun-crew chief, ‘ta
now in the Sn'::.tlh' Pacific after almost 2 yea;:
-::g::.rn ,:iut:-,ir in the Atlantic. ... Just to ilpe% gse—
up te ﬁnle: joe Gerdon's off-again, ?(]:;:ﬁarmwhnse
hall career is on again. ... . Jack ; iieuten-
! er, Ted Schroeder, 15 NOW ]
gﬂ?“ﬁiiﬂ?&?ﬂde, in the Navy, 18 gc;l&lg Oaééer his
nmisgion, 100 at the Coast Grud Pul:;]in'kﬁ
5 c?m 1SS kie Strufaci, the former _Publinks
Thsa,r:; Fu,':rnes that he gives mnri tl;m?ﬁ : go

fml'ﬂr a menth to Gls ir]_the Sout fc A

Offhand, you might think the Australian 3
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up Park Lane on our way to a movie and weres
looking at the bomb-damaged, closed-up honses
across from Hyde Park.
“Did you really?'’ we said.
p Yerse, a honess-to-gaw duchess,” Artie said.
" She asted me how I was doing.”
" What did you tell her?”’ we wanted to know.
“1 tale her T was doing awnght,” Artie said. " Wa
had quite a conversation, Fine people, them duch-
esseg, '

“I MET me a duchess,”’ Artie said. We were walking

" 50 they say,'" we said.

Artie took out a cigarette and then, from another
pocket, took out a black cigarette holder.

* Now what?"”" we said.

* This iz the proper method of smoking a butt,"”
said Artie. * All the nobility smokes their butts this
way."

" Isthat so?"" we said.

" ¥erse," gaid Artie. ° They's good models ter
foller. I think I'll start getting in with a few of the
nobility. T decided it's time fer me to improve me
station in life_ Running around with a lousy crowd
sodjers don't get a man nowheres,”

Doesn't it? " we asked. ;

" Wah," Artie said. * You run around with th
nobility and you end up jerning one of them classy
clubs down around Pall Mall. ¥ou run around with
a bunch of sodjers and you end up jerning the
American Legion. They ain't no comparison.’

:: We wouldn’t know,"’ we said.

. A sensitive character like me should be all the
Hme improving himself,"" said Artie. " As a guy
Brows plder his station in life improves. But yon got
to get in with the right type of people. Low compan-
ions drag you down in the dust. Ain't that so?"’

" Truest thing yon ever said,”’ we answered.

" Thahks, ole boy,"” said Artie. " Everybody likes
io h:gw: hiz ideas agreed with. Now, suppose I donoe
nothing but pal around with the mess sergeant or
some low character like that, What would me life
be like? Me life would he nothing but a suceession
of craps games and beer jernts, Or suppose I run
apound with a line se EAnt or 15|:|n.1eﬂ:.i;; Me life
would be a round of the shaot g :

& T ooting galleries and the
penny arcades. Them guys got no ambitions, They's
content with their own linle Erooves. Mow I

i i got a
fine soul. 1 want to improve meself. So what do

Tdp? Why, I run aronnd with prople that's got dogs
and horses and books and Smkes th.,-ir_ butts in
holders and stuff like that. Get what T mean?"’

“We certainly do,'’ we said,

- " This duchess T had the chat with put me an the
right track,’ Artie said. * When I seen whata poised
ale woman she was T said to meself, ‘Artie, ole cock,

e

Rl

ARTIE THE SOCIAL CLIMBER

you been running around with evil companions.’ T
ast meself what would be the result if I kept up such
a situation. And T decided that the result would be
that affer the war I'd go back to Berklyn and back
to the ole hoise and the ole rut. Now, wass the pernt
of that? The war might jess as well not of come
along, if I take a attitude like that, So I been plan-
ning me foture life."

*'What are you going to be?'’ we asked.

" A gennulman,” Artie said, " Jess a plain,
ominary gennulman, with a jemt in the country and
a jernt in town and a hell of a lot of leisure. Woik is
for the lower classes, "’

“ To achieve leisure,”” we said, ™ one must have
money, "

“Yeah,” Artie said, " thass the ole problem, aw-
right. The question is, where am I going to get the
dough to lead the life I chose for meself?™”

" How about selling your soul to the devil?*" we
suggested.

* Naw, I don't want to do nothing crude,”” Artie
said,

* Where's all the money coming from? " we asked.

“ Don't perplex me with problems,” Artie said,
"I'm concentrating on the money end right now.'

* While you're concentrating on it,”" we said, " see
if you can discover a way to pay us the two pounds
you owe us."

* Do I still owe you them two quids?"’ Artie said
in some astonishment. " I could of swore I paid them
back long ago."'

He lit another cigarette. “ Well, to get back to
the future,”” he said, “ I'm faced with the problem of
pulling mesclf up by the shoes from the sink into
which being a sodjer has flung ma. I got no assels
except me Bative intelligence and me charm.’

“ That'sa lot,"" we said. :

* Thanks, ole cock,"' said Arbe. * But right now
flattery don’t cut no ice with me. I you want to be
ugeful, think amund and cook up a way for me to
come into some dough "

* Apmed robbery?" we suggested.

" Lissen,” Artie said, “.I'm serdous. Talking to

that duchess convinced me T was cat out for finer
things. When she looked at me I could see she was
thinking: ‘What a charming man. What a pity
they trun him inter the company of rough sodjers.’
I could tell she was thinking that jess.while I was
talking to her."’

" You're a very perceplive young man," we said.

“Yerse,"' said Artie. “ Now if she could of saw
me before they shoved me in this gawdam ole Ammy
things would of been a different story. 1 wouldn't
of had on this khaki camouflage and she could of saw
me native intelligence peeping out from every pore.
Sometimes being in uniform is a tough life,”

“Why don't you get an invitation to someone's
country house? " we asked.

" Jess like that, I suppose,”’ Artie said bitterly.
" The oney trouble is, T don't know nobody thass got
a country house. T don't even know nobody thass
#ot a city house. The oney person I know on the
English Isle is the bammaiden at the Swnori &
Whistle."

" Maybe she knows a duchess,"’ we said.

* Naw, she oney knows customers,’” Artie said.

" Well," we said, " write a letter to the duchess
you met, telling her that you thought she was very
mice and that you would like to continue the relation-
ship."

"¥You think that would help? ' Artie asked.

“ ¥Yes,"" we said.

" It's a very very good idea,"” Artiesaid. "Asa
matter of fack, I was jess about to broach the matter
meself. I'Il write her o letter when I get back to
barracks. Maybe I better lay it on a little thiclk, to
begin with. Give her a line on mesclf, say, and show
her I'm above the average Ammy type. '

“ ¥Yes, you'd better,”” we said. ’

* They's oney one trouble with it Arfie said, and
his face fell

“ What's that? " we asked,

“ T forgot the name of the duchess,” said -"E_I'lit'.

He: threw his black cigarette holder out in the
miiddle of PFark Lane where, prédently, o taxi min
over it.
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One hundred and seventy-seven former
enfisted men—13 of them from overseas—are taking
basic fraining again as “Dumbjohns’’ in the
Military Academy’s largest plebe class,

By Pvi. TOM SHEHAN
YANK Staff Correspondent

E. Stan-
gar Poivr, N. ¥.—5/Sgt. John
nard of Wflilston. N. Dak., heard the good
news when he wWas returmngrtiu:r duty wr;h
in tl eCOver-
' scompany in the 164th In_i’anlry after rec
Elr:; ?‘?urﬁ th}é wound he received at Koli Point on

Guada!eanall_.

Torm Williams,
saw action with the Navy durir
can invasion, heard it when hi

palirs.
ng:;fgt g.rlfgsﬂ.er of Phoenix, ATz, wlas on d':]'t:ye
with “the best damn we:ather squad:tug !11?“1 o
pacific’’ when they told him they wante
.atch the next plane back to the States. o
¢ The glad tidings in eacMh_l::u:an s;::serwn;rﬁmre
i we 175, Military
::{;Esi‘g:er:tn;’i?;tft%t;nnard. Williams and Lester are

lebes at the Point this year,
i g of enlisted men

uring the Morth Afri-

&

g ship pulled into

3 the largest group |
o M ’up Apudemy in one class.
il attended % g M in the class who

ires also among the 13 E
They 'ff:ndlgh:efseas gservj::e in this war, Aﬂfi an
Hiavp bethat they have a third distinetion. They
top Of T e largest enroliment of plebes—1,033
rJE_]U!'!ﬁ“E history of West Point. Wl
_le' this only emphasizes 3 fact that isn't too
Al }{-I:"U‘-""ﬂ in the Army: namely, that b]ﬁﬂe
well KNt rged the Military Academy ca et
r_,nnﬁr"f-‘*? o 1,060 to 2,406 by its dact of June 3,
-r_'rJYE.i'E _fr:;ﬂ i:;'s:cﬂ“"‘? pasier for the average GI to
1942, it ;if an appointment and change the color
gf:tl h:.n:En.jf{n‘m from oD to -cadet gr:;:.r.
r:,frsf;} JF}E‘FF Francis B. Wilby, guperintendent of
). <
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a frst-class petty officer who -

the Academy, and Brig. Gen. Philip E. Gallagher,
commandant of the cadet corps, are anxious to
have more enlisted men at West Foint. No survey
has eyver been made of the careers of ex-Gls who
became cadets, but Gen Gallagher has the
impression that they have held their own as offi-
cers and gentlemen.

Of course, an enlisted man has a harder time
getting an appointment to West Point than he did
getting an appointment to ‘OCS back in the good
old days last year when the Army was hungry
for officer candidates. Even though the Academy
is taking in more plebes than usual, you still have
to pass a compelitive examination or wangle an
appointment from a congressman, senator or the
President. However, an enlisted man can also get
a West Point appointment from his division com-
mander. Sometimes a divisional appointment is
presented to a deserving soldier who didn't even
ask for it,

Stannard, for instance, was completely sur-
prised when he was handed his appointment. He
doesn't know yet exactly where it came from. He
suspects that it was an Americal Division issue,

“T didn't stop to ask any auestions,” he says, “I
came back from the hospital on Feb. 29 and they
told me the next day. I always wanted to go to
West Point, even when I was graduated from
high school back. in Williston, but I didn't know
how to go about it”

Stannard prefers to talk about his old outfit
the 164th Infantry (originally a part of the 34th
Division) rather than Eibuut himself.

“Give those boys 8 plug” he says “The -
the first Army outfit to land in thr,!:r Sn!umuiswaens
the first Infantry outfit to see action in the South

Pacific. We went
: nt
Marines on Qct, llel,:l?ﬂGuadﬂlcanal to relieve the

T was leading 2 patro) ot If::(ﬂs wounded Noy. 6.

I}I“-T.]E' at HE‘nd 1]] PO:Int

i i erson F T after the big
last b ield. Th

WhE‘n:.E Jap Pushes there, - 23 one of the

s y The
hit' me on 'E;E -El:_?’nE T.hmugh thE:‘;U:n‘;buShEd a
S il Ight Ehelz"k Ble. A hullet
:;]EEIT. cve, and came gyt ynder
Push :

the slight ::tmback his fatigue hay 4
kind of mark g-P0=F his eve. It looken (o o]
rext door hig at is left from the l_Ed like thE
¥ou with a rock gr a pi:eT: t'fhelkld
of glass.

om the 1, 1OW whether

: Na e
Fljght.schum?&tﬂ; Whether g guﬁtﬁ the Igﬂ;d
It over with hig o, " BIVeTSity. After palking
clﬁi.edgté:_ Pick West lini::; nnapolig manr AR

Seasi i ) ]
At Was what ey HAMS explay ishl
the N made yp . - 08 sheepishly.
i A ¥ mind about jeaving

Was gage:
i 2 : easi
Williams joi Nt a drink of Watzﬁ ,.f"r a week.

H ned t
wa
EUES- ;Is;!it;if 10 fire Ecgfﬁf:l m} July 1§, 1940, and
invasion aq amt':' Casalh]am;‘ ;E" his bogt train-
SWeeper, One nj hmf Er of o r:riad of the Arrdy
ship” ang Weht E 1t- N Africa he 1‘:: ngn a k:_nmed
8 sub-machine 4 stroll along , ¢ o lppﬁh
INg back ang vth Under hig gy 1-‘I=I'-‘E|w:11] w]kd
;h];ﬁ bwmt IE““]iDE When a)) of algud;r“ swmﬂne
n Enowed a gl He ealiin s_:n -
g o £, U B e
v oeared. 1 hit the EEmEnd and



crawled around until T gol me a rock lo peep
from. I saw what I thought was a helmet and I
let 1t have about 30 rounds, I don’t know whether
of not T got that sniper, but I didn’t hear any
more from him.”

On two occasions during the North African in-
vasion, Williams was placed in charge of prize

‘crews aboard French fishing trawlers. He was

commended by his CO-. for his conduct on these
assignments.

Williams intends to become a lisutenant in the
Coast Artillery, “T was range finder for a gun
crew that got an ‘E’ far excellence every time it
fired,” he says. “If I can't make the Coast Artil-
lery, I'd like to try for the Air Forces.”

Like Stannard, Williams is a little bit vague
about just how he landed in West Point, I heard
that lots of folks back home asked Congressman
Smith to appoint a boy from our county. They
suggested me and I got it. Least, that's what my
father told me.”

Frank Lester had been in Australia for 13
months before he was told to turn in his eguip-
ment and start for West Point. He received word
of his appointment by Senator Ernest W. McFar-
land of Arizona on July 9, eight days after the
rest of the plebe class had reported for duty, but
he came all the way around the world and moved
Enlﬂ hiz barracks on the Hudson only a week
ater,

Lester's overseas tour of duty was compara-
tively uneventful except for one time when he
was broken from master sergeant to private and
then promoted up to staff sergeant, all within 24
hours, “I wag driving a weapons carrier down a
road and they didn't like the way I was driving.”
he says “So thev busted me down seven grades
and then kicked me back up to staff the next
day.” This iz the third time Lester has gone
through basic training. .

Another plebe, Robert G. Williamson of Spring-
feld, Mgss_r had just cgmpl&ted basic tl'ainmg at
Sheppard Field, Tex., when he was sent to West
Point to start it all over again.

Then there is Andrew Leon Hudgins of Griffin,
Ga, Hudgins was an ensign in the Nawval Air
Corps, already trained as a co-pilot, bombardier
and navigator and waiting for an assignment aft
Jackzonville Naval Air Station when he was ap-
pointed to West Point by Congressman A. Sidney
Camp of Georgia. He cheerfully tossed his Navy
uniform away and started zl]l over in the Army.

Another plebe from the Pacific is Everett E.
Christensen of Seattle, Wash., who came from a
pack-artillery outfit in Australia, “After those
animals,” he says, “cadet training is easy.”

5 plebes, these former Gls occupy a tradition-
A al place in the cadet life at West Point which
enables them to “rank the superintendent’s dog,
the commandant’s cat, the waiters in the mess
hall, the Hell Cats (the Regular Army band at the
Point) and all the admirals in the whole blamed
Mavy.”

They can't speak unless they are spoken to,
can't take short cuts across the parade ground,
can't date a girl or stroll on Flirtation Walk with-
out permission. They can’t gel shaved by a bar-
ber and they must have their hair cut once a
week,

In the mess hall they must sit with their eyes

glued to the table until it is time to leave the
hall. They sit on the edge of their chairs and lift
their food to their mouths carefully in sharp
right angles. When the food is in their mouths,
they must put down their knives and forks or
spoons and keep their hands in their laps until it
iz thoroughly chewed and swallowed,
" They may be dismissed from the corps for
leaving cadet limits without permission, for be-
ing absent from gquarters between tattoo and
reveille, for calling another cadet to account for
something that was done in the line of duty, for
drinking or bringing hard liquor within limils or
for hazing, ;

And these are only a few of the many restric-
tions placed on a plebe during his busy 16-hour
working day. On top of that, the scholastic re-

Jehn E. Stannord fought os a stoff ser-
geant with the Infantry en Guadalcanal.

Everatt E. Chri
a pack-artillery

ensen was on duty with
outfit in

F
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guirements under the present accelerated war-
time program at the Point are exceptionally
tough. When the current speed-up pace went into
effect a year ago, 30 plebes couldn’t take it and
resigned after the first phase of their training.
This seazon's plebes have more of what it takes.
Only one man turned in his equipment after the
first five weeks,

Incidentally., 85 percent of thiz wyear’s plebe
class made marksman and sharpshooter ratings
when they paid their first visit to the rifle range.
Seventy percent is usually considered excellent.
And when they were reviewed by Gen. Henri
Giraud after only two weeks of drilling, the
French military leader smilingly refused to be-
lieve that they were new men.

A lot of famous soldiers have had a hard time
at West Point in the past when its four-yvear
course was much easier than the new three-vear
grind, Maj. Gen. Terry de la Mesa Allen, the
brilliant commander of the 1st Infantry Divi-
sion in Sicily and Tunisia, lasted only two years
at the Academy. But during that time he was well
known among the cadets. They used to call him
“Tearing-Around-the-Mess-Hall” Allen, It took
Lt. Gen. George 5. Patton Jr., commander of the
Seventh Army, five years to get through West
Point and Maj. Gen. Edwin M. Watson, President
Roosevelt's aide, sweated out six years as cadet,

Whenever cadets feel sorry for themselves and
their hard lot, veteran officers and instructors at
West Point usually tell them about undergradu-
ate life at a military academy that is supposed
to exist somewhere in China. At this rugged in-
stitute, so the story goes, the graduating class is
divided into two groups that are ordered to fight
each other with live ammunition. This battle is
considered a final examination. After the exam,
the dead are buried, the wounded are carried to
the hospital and the few students who were
lucky enough to come through unscratched re-
ceive commissions as officers and gentlemen.

That usually keeps the disgruntled cadets quiet
for a few days.

Andrew L. Hudgins was an
ensign in the Naval Air Corps,

Frank G. Lester served with

Australia. a@ Pacific weather squadron,
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