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An Aussie with same Jap booty, a naval
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helmet and rifla,

The first American Gl to enter the Jap strong-
hold in New Guinea tells how he moved in with
the veteran desert fighters in the Australian 9th
Division who were frying to beat the jungle
fighting 7th Division at its own game.

IU's tea-time after the victory at Lae:




Past a wrecked building in Lae. The Aussies found almost all Jap installations damaged or in ruins

By Sgi. DAVE RICHARDSON
YANK Staff Correspondent

ITH THE AusTRALIAN Forces i Lag, New
Guinea—The fight to take Lae, the im-
portant Jap stronghold in New Guinea,
was a race between the Australian 8th and Tth
Divisions. The Aussies looked upon the Japs as
merely annoying obstacles between them and the
finish line at Lae, like the water jumps and
hurdles in the last lap of a steeplechase race.
Gen. MacArthur had called the 7th Division
the greatest jungle Aghters in the world after
they helped our American troops whip the Japs
in the Buna and Gona campaigns. Gen. Mont-
gomery had ecalled the Sth the greatest desert
fighters in the world after they held Taobruk
and helped the British Eighth Army turn back
Rommel in the historie battle of El Alamein,
Now the men of the 9th were back from Africa,
ﬁuh'lng in the jungles instead of the desert.
Ti;f wanted to beat the Tth at iis own game.
" yhing Lae fArst would be one way of doing it.
o i men of the 9th held the Allied southern
; Fi:{-n the Busu River, 14 miles from the t:l:‘ll‘lTPl'
H?HL- . The 7th Division had landed by air at
I?'T-'Ldir'r.:lit.‘; Airdrome in the Markham Valley on the
e gide of Lae ) TR o e
{J“'FJ g group of Amevican amphibian LEE}:[”-IL;
41 Busu Village. the Aussies of the 9th ha

T a————————

The Race
to Lae

boasted that it would take them “about 14 days™
to capture Lae. The Yanks whistled skeptically
when they heard the calm prediction. but a few
days later they changed their mind. News came
back that the 91th had slashed a way through the
jungles. wading'and swimming a couple of rivers,
and had chased the Japs back nine miles, The
Aussies were now only five miles [rom Lae,

I slung my jungle pack, carbine and camera
and caught the first supply barge to the front
When our landing craft, loaded with medical
supplies, ran up on the beach at dusk. I struck
aut on fool, hoping to get as close as possible
to the fighting before dark, But when I reached
a 25-pounder griillery crew, they advised against
pushing farther that night. A Jap patrol was
reported somewhere in the area, they said, and
Aussie zentries wouldn't bother to challenge any-
thing that moved.

“We're going to fire our 25-pounders later
tonight,” said Pvi. Reg Dawson, hefty gunner
from Melbourne, “And we're going to keep il

‘up’ for several hours, Here's some cotton to stuff

in your cars, Tt may h(lip vou to S]L’EP.-I [ strung
my shelter half in the high kunei grass, crawled
under my h-‘-‘l|f-hlignkv1 and only woke up ta
three or four blasts all night E

Next morning, at a broakfast of tea, bully beel
and dr:g h::;euiba, D waom  told me ahoul the
rivalry between the Tth and the fth. Shortly

Two alficers demanstrate a Jap bullet-proof vest,

after breakfast the phone rang at the artillery
CP. The licutenant came oul of the CP and told
{he men to limber their guns on the tractors,
They were to move up a2gaun. “We only stay a
fow hours or, at most, a night in each place”
said Dawson. “That's how [ast our infantry's
moving up.

[ hitched a ride in a jeep as far as the Basu Rivey,
A landing eraft run by American amphibiap
engineers took us across the mouth of the river
When we were half way across, Jap Sheusl
whistled out of nowhere and plopped in the
water about 100 yards from our boat, Th
coxswain, T-4 Tom Visnaw, an Ameriean Toidis C
from Cedarville, Mich., altered his course g iitan
after each shell splashed. L

“Notice thal these shells don't explode Visnaw
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observed, “They're armor-piercing and don't go
off if they just hit water. The Jap gun that's
throwing 'em at us probably has run out of high-
explosive ammo, It shoots when it hears our
motor, But it always missez us by a mile” Just
then a shell sent up a gevser 50 yards away—a
short mile,

On the other side of the Busu River was an
aid station where wounded Aussies were loaded
aboard the “Busu ferry” on iis return trips.
Stretcher bearers were bringing the casualties in
from the front. I offered one of the wounded
Diggers a smoke and asked him about Jap re-
sistance.

“The Jap fires on us when he's well hidden
and at a safe distance,” he said, "but he runs
like hell when we close in on him. If he's
trapped, he sgueals like & pig. A lot of times
he commits hara-kiri with a hand grenade when
he sees our bayonets coming at him.” I had heard
this from other Aussies on my way up, and I
was to hear it dozens of times in the days to
come, -

One of the Aussie medies pointed out shrapnel
holez in the aid tent. “The Jap lowered His
ack-ack gons yesterday,” he said, “and burst
shrapnel over our heads all dav. -But he won't
bother us any more. One of cur platoons knocked
off his two guns last night with hand grenades
and Bren guns.”

Sitting on boxes of bully beef, we bounced
along in a jeep over the narrow shore-line jungle

track. All along the trail were marching men— "

artillerymen lugging their 25-pounders, mortar-
men loaded down with shell cases, infantrymen
wearing a lot of grenades and amio but little
else except small haversacks, each filled with a
ground sheet, mess gear and rations, We passed
through a ecouple of native wvillages occupied
until recently by the Japs. Some dead Japs lay
sprawled and bloated beside their eguipment.

ow we were about a mile from the front,
N and the front was just another mile from
Lae. Eleven of the 14 days had paszzed.

That mile to the front was & long one. The
mud was knee deep from three davs of rain. A
great number of troops erowded the narrow trail,
And. my jungle pack, loaded with a jungle
hammock. equipment and film, made 40 pounds
geem like 80, It was late in the afternoon when
we reached the front, at a shore-line area roughly
marked by the wreck of a Jap transport off
shore. Twentyv-two Japs had been discovered in
the remains of the transport, known as the
Malahang Wreck, and had been killed shortly
before we arrived,
_About 50 wards ahead
rile, automatic-weapon and grenade fre. I
dumped my stuff and reported to the com-
mander of the *“point” or lead platoon, Lt
Mervin Hall of Perth, Australia,

“Make vourself right at home,” he said. “You
can sleep in that foxhole over there. Tea (chow)
will be ready scen. And look, you'd better gel
rid of that Ameérican uniform—it will make you
look Iike something special to Jap snipers. See
the supply sergeant, We just gol in some new
clothes, He'll give you a uniform.”

there was sporadic

JAP RSSAULY BOAT AS A RAFT, AUSSIES HAVE SOME FUN iN LAE HARBOR

The shooting ahead of us halted. The Japs
were ealing, too. As we fnished our meal, a
runner reported to the lieutenant with a message
from battalion CP. It was a report on the day's
fighting and the next day's plans. Lt Hall
opened his water-soaked map and called over his
squad leaders. He said one uwunit had driven
through as far as Malahang DMission, one mile
inland, and that Malahang Airdrome, two miles
behind the mission, had been cleared of its last
pockets of Jap resistance. g

“Tomorrow morning.” said the lieutenant, “we
start our big push into Lae. The drive will start
from the mission, aim across the Bumbu River
bridge into Chinatown and then fan out into
Lae, The Tth Divvie isn’t guite as close to Lae
as we are, but from now on their job is easier
because it's through open country.”

When night fell our sentries were posted on
all sides of our perimeter. In the CP dugout the
lieutenant told how his platoon, which had been
lead platoon for four days, had been the first
to cross the ‘Busu River. The men half-waded,
half-zwam across the wide, rain-swollen stream
in the face of Jap fire without the loss of a
single man, The platoons that followed Lt. Hall's
lost a few men through drowning and Jap
shrapnel. Then landing craft were beought down
to ferry troops and supplies across the river.

“We advanced guite a way up the shore line
one night," Lt, Hall said, "and had dug in when
we heard a chattering of Jap voices from off
shore, Some barges full of Jap marines were
landing right behind us, evidently not knowing
we had advanced so far and expecting to surprise
us at dawn, We waited until every Jap left the
barges and then we blasted them with every-
thing from machine guns to hand grenades, They
shrieked and wailed; some committed hara-kiri,
None of them escaped.”

Just then several guns barked from the direc-
tion of Lae. "Here’s our nightly show," Lt Hall
yawned. Shells whistled overhead and thudded
in the jungle several hundred yards behind us,
Thiz barrage kept up for about an hour with
an occasional shell falling close to our area
Then it stopped abruptly, "The Japs do it every
dusk and every dawn,” said Lt. Hall. “Then they
try to ecatch some zleep before our artillery ppeng
up later in the evening.”

We went to sleep in our foxholes fully dressed,
rifles and grenades by our sides. Once during
the night we woke up to the sound of Jap and
Aussie machine-gun and rifle fire inland, but it
lasted only 20 minutes,

Next morning I left Lt Hall's plateon, which
was to be in reserve in the final drive. and
moved up to join another at Malahang Missing.
This second “unit was scheduled to go into the
attack about noon, By jeep and on fool T made
my way back to the Busu River. then five miles
up the Yanga-Malahang trail, reaching the
Mission around 10 o'clock.

Malahang Mission was.a colleetion of bulldings
that had once housed a Lutheran church ang
native school. Jap mosguito bars were stil] strung
in the buildings and scores of Jap books and
papers littered the fleors. The zickening odor of
everything MNipponese filled each building

-over the hill from Chi

Aussies were hunting for souvenirs among the
piles of junk.

Beyond the mission lay the Bumbu River.
Aussie troops were streaming across a sturdy
wooden bridge that the Japs had failed to mine
or wreck, Everything was quiet. No shooting
was coming from the direction of Lae.

SBuddenly we heard the drone of airplane
engines. A fight bf Flyving Fortresses wheeled
over Lae and dropped a load of bombs, Then
a4 second flight came over, but this time naone
of the Forts unloaded any stuff. They were
followed by some Mitchells sweeping in low
from the Huon Gulf. Thesze, too, failed to strafe or
drop any bombs,

It was 11 o'clock, time for our artillery barrage.
The guns opened up right on the dot. Shells
from 25-pounders whistled overhead for several

minutes, Then the barrage stopped : r
gquiet again, S s

ws crossed the bridge to Chinatown, There
were huge bomb craters all over the place.

Very few of the tin and wooden shacks were in-
tact. Almost all were shrapnel-pocked and many
were bombed in. A sign lay near one of them, It
re%;i: “O[:E Lowng SEg, Tatnor." '
ne of the Aussies looking at the w
told me }he battle was nver.g“ThE Tth l;fi:.{:mgﬁ
beat uz in by two hours,” he said, “We came
natown with

and what happens but up rcomes ﬁt:]:?:l:I I;?ﬁi:g?;?
of the first brigade of the Tth—and in a jeep!"
We went over the hill and looked down on Lae.
T_E‘I.F_:['E were Aussies all over the place, boiling
I?FE!Illlms of tea, sleeping, looking for souvenirs,
:Fjl ﬂg Jap bikes and trucks ang walking around
e H;;:::L?ru:gldt%l Ulp on the terrace, where the
s o lve, the Australian flag was
w;‘::agﬁll hladd taken Lae before our Fortrésses
Dl and before the 11 o'clock artillery
: ge opened up. They had to withdraw or
J;IT{FS for Jap dLllguuls when the bombs and
?l'eh sflarm;l falling. But ‘they signaled to the
, lght of planes and sent warg back to the Sth's
artillery, That explained why the second wave of
Forts and the Mitchells didn't drop anw loads
ani wiy the shelling ceased 50 abl'ﬁpﬂ}’} :
i i::t;nged soldier, dressed in Aussie uniform
: mmm;lgﬁnar::ait;nel:;caﬂ helmet and carryving
Huetter of Spokane W:ashe 1.:1.35 L, Ee.mard B
Bk : « an’amphi ngt-
ﬂget ]Eilf‘wo; uri_'ﬁcer with the gth Div?siu?':én‘r‘:’gelghu
ae. !}th l}:‘ 1 beat you in, Guess that makes
. = irst Yank to reach Lag. But you're the

ﬁ:.:::- American enlisted magp ™ }
_Tn;r\'-zitet-._ﬁuppm_' an Aussie colonel came by
Liour, Ametican Air Force practically won this
B us- he said. “They bombed the place

almost to ki e et
hourgr © Oits: We got here in 12 days and four

We spent the day

than 60 Jap planes ]Lmkmg a1 the: ruips-patte

of all kinds, b d
i  C Kinds, bombed an
i E:un?cde;?n 1Ihe SVELErown airstrip: a harbor full
bombed. but coriered Jap barges: an ice plant
Dou ﬁ!]jng LT}L":'] In operation, where Aussies
re f HELL canteens, and a Ja thel
full of women's clothes and perfumes s

ARTILLERTMEN TRY OUT A JAP ACK-Ack GUN, 1N JAP HANDS THE DAY BEFORE



It Charles Schuman tokes jungle oclion piclure.

By Sgt. MACK MORRISS
YANK 5taff Correspondent

Ew GEORGIA—When U. S. troops landed on
N Rendova -Island early in this campaign,

15 Signal Corps photographers went along.
They've been shooting the war ever iinze.

During that shooting three of them have been
hurt, A lab technician, T-5 Louis Szezutkowski of
Erie, Fa., caught three pieces of bomb fragment
in his leg when the Japs interrupted his unit as
they were setting up their shutters and tripods.

Sgt. Bob Allen of Rochester, N. Y., was photo-
graphing action at Munda when a mortar shell
landed beside him. The blast burst his eardrums
and shocked him badly, For his work with a
camera under fire, and for giving first aid lo a
wounded man and getting him to a dressing
station half a mile away. Bob has been recom-
mended for a decoration,,

Lt. Charles Schuman, in charge of one of the
four general-assignment Signal Photo units on
the islands, was slightly injured as he moved up
with the Infaniry to film tank action supported
by foot soldierz in MNew Georgia jungles.

Though most of the Signal Corps cameramen
have been under fire and several of their pictures

I hﬂ:’-’E been released for publication, the men are
neﬂ!‘ie; combat iroops por news photographers,
Their job is to provide the War Department with
a graphic close-up of combat conditions in the
field and of methods the GIs out here have cosked
up to meet those conditions,

A bakery, for example, lost a lot of its equip-
ment in moving to New Geargia. The bakers cut
Gl Egas drums into fumaqeg_ kﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂd the dﬂugh
with their hands instead of by machine. and
started baking bread. A Signal Photo man chron-
icled their set-up, recording all the improvisations,

It's the same in any branch. Until an infantry-
man has seen a Jap pillbox, he doesn't realipe
what he's up against, and a thorough knowledge
of the construction of those elaborate holes in the
ground is worth a great deal to’him. The Signal
.p':-rrnple have shot pillboxes from every angle, bhe-
fore attack, during attack and after. They make
terrain shots for use during action and for study
after the action is over. They picture captured
J materiel, documents and maps,

On this side of the ccean B cameraman has his

| troubles, The humidity, which doesn’t help even
such a rugged m‘-*“‘“’?”“"” as an M, san P.IH""
hell with a 4x 5 Graphic or a 35-mm Leica. Film

. Tha Army Weekly, catlon jeved woakdy b
:ﬂ:l lazs matter July 8 ﬁn the Past Office =t
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ew Vork, Mew York, under

Film is then hung to dry on on outdoor frame.

Lt. Schuman’s film is developed and examined.

has to be dehydrated before exposure and after
development. At one time, when thére were no
rubber carrying-bags available, the photographers
“field stripped'’ cameras, drying them in the sun,

The nature of the jungle limits the range of
visibility as much for a camera as for a combatant
soldier and conseguently true “action shots” in-
volving individuals at war are generally onc-
sided. They may show a soldier shooting, but very
zeldom can they show the target. The effect is
sometimes like a training shot made at Fort Ben-
ning. Ga., although enemy positions may be only
15 yards away. Using a flashgun might get a luck-
less photog shot from both sides and sun ravs
on the reflector mount are like a neon sign,

Setting up the portable photo laboratory on
New Georgia was first a matter of finding running
water, not so easy on this coral rock, and then
moving equipment from Rendova five miles away.
The heavy trailer bogged down in mud and it
took an antiaireraft prime mover to drag it out
Because of the volume of work to be handled, the
Signal boys built an auxiliary lab from scraps
of eqguipment and installed it in a radio-communi-
cationg trailer. Water was pumped into the two
trailers by a generator—unti] the generator went
bad. Then the photogs washed their prints by
dipping water with a helmet.

The Signal Photo outfits are split into general-
assignment units of six men and an officer, and
laboratory units of six men with a T-4 in charge.
The assignment unpits have Graphics and Leicas
and 35-mm movie cameras. The men were trained
at the Signal Corps Photo Center in Asloria,
M. Y.: the four officers here are from OCS at
Monmouth.

While the lab was set up at Rendova and action
was taking place five miles away, cameramen
shuttled back and forth. They stayed with the
action wntil they'd completed an assignment or
shot up all their film. Then they hooked a boat
ride to the lab where the films were developed.

For ten days there was no lab at all. With un-
developed Hictures of the initial landings exposed
Lo some of the worst weather in the Solomons, the
situation beeame critical. Lt Schuman gave the
film to T-5 Ray Martin of New York who got
aboard a landing eraft, waited two days while it
tatles o shore during an acute danger spell, then

d sz way aboard 3 PBY and flew back to
the central laboratory a thousand miles away.

You have seen those pictures, They came oul
fast in all the newsrews and newspapers.
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*. . . he always picked the toughest raids for himself rr

The SQUADRON LEADER

ow that our CO, Major John C. Egan, has gone
down—just a few days ago on a mid—he tends
to get mixed up in my mind with the antics of
Meathall, who is a half-grown Husky dog, and with
the case of Meatball vs. the pullet chickens. I admit

this is a kind of cockeye way to try and say something -

abotit the ‘major. But then war is cockeye anyway
and you can’t get guys to pose as if _ipr a studio
portrajt photograph. Major Egan was involved in
the ;.%n's of Meatball just a few days before the
major went down, and he is fixed in my mind that
way, as lie sat in the orderly room, rocking back and
forth in a chair and tuming the subject of Meathall
over in his mind and discussing it from all angles,
Now let me put this exactly right. As a genuine
.1, or enlisted man, I have made it a point to keep
my contacts with COs down to a minimum. This
gives me room for griping about brasshats, and
doesn’t tie me down when 1 want to bitch to my
heart’s content and no holds barred. Major Egan
was no exception. I griped about him, too, Some-
times the major hit ns where it hurt, as in the matter
of barracks inspection. We always gave the major
credit for having too much on his mind to bother
with anything a5 petty as barracks inspection. This
turned out to be a bad mistake; and every once in
# while the major came in, took one swift Iook around
and announced, " a clean barracks or else,’” and he
was gone. We bitched in a bitter way about it, and
got the place into some kind of order, with that “ or
else " hanging over us like a dark cloud. * You'd
think it wasn’t enough just to fly in them B-17s."
someone suid gloomily, " Maybe he's trying to get
us scired, saying he was going to ground us or
something——" . / -, 4
It's r[_*_a]ly hard to Pllt this down nghi, 7 The FTFLJDI
wae no strong silent genius as guys sometimes like to
write about majors. He wasn't the comy tough guy
who weeps all by himself m a corner. Like the rest
of us he was o man of moods.  There were days when
he was grouchy and it was better not to talk fo him.
There were varous opinions about him, and the
opinions of the different parties changed from day to
day like the weather: he was ambitious, he was a
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he had these little vanities of dress which made him
maortal, even as the rest of us.

Which brings us around again to Meatball and the
affair of the pullet chicken. And this affair of Meat-
ball now, it walks right into the middle of the fiercest
period of flying that the * Big Bs " are pulling off,
and of course the major is bound up with that
flying. i

As to Meatball, it's impossible to soften the charge.
Meatball, an innocent Husky pup which my crew
brought to this base from Labrador, has tumed into
i bum. A real bum of a dog, who rouses himself at
mealtimes, and, showing a fine sense of discrimina-

-tion, turns up at the combat crew rather than at the

regular G.I. mess, three times a day. Well, this
Meatball all of a sudden tums into a chicken killer,
And when does he decide to become a chicken killer?
Why, towards the end of September and the first
weel in October, when the personnel hereabouts is
absorbed with the toughest flying this theatre has
yet seen—deep maids as far as Danzig against des-
perate opposition.

In this incredible theatre, where a guy can be
fighting for his life at eleven o'clock in the morning
over Bremen, and at eight that evening be in London
at the American bar, nothing ought to be really
surprising, Here, farms and flying fields nudge each
other; cows, chicken, sheep and jeeps get mixed up;
and B-17s lodge under the English hedges.

AND in this strange atmosphers Meatball gets play-
ful one moming and mangles a chicken—mangles
the chicken quite dead. The farmer came bustling up
to the orderly room to see the major. And Major
Egan was sitting in with the pilots having an in-
formal bull session with the men about fiying., It
was on the same alterncon following the Emden
raid. I can still remember how the major leans back
and talks, wearing that gray-white flying jacket.
And he has a habit of talking in details, with his
head cocked to one side.

And in roars the farmer from down the read,
describing ™ a large, light-brown dog that has killed
a pullet chicken.*'

“ Large, light-brown . that’'s Meatball, all
right,"’ says the major. " And you say he got a
pullet,”’ goes on the major sympathetically. ™ Well!
A pullet is pretty important, isn't it?"’

“Tt is, sir,’’ says the farmer, and you can see
he's calming down. Because where in the world

-

‘I". s

did you ever hear of a major who knows something
about pullet chickens, and what is more, whu_ will
talk about their loss sympathetically in the middle
of a grim military job? Clearly, the major is now
pulling out the charm act. He could, of course, have
turned the whole matter of Meatball, pullet and
payment therefor, over to the adjutant. But this
affair is down the major's alley. And all the 1st
and znd loceys, members of new crews who have
just come into the outfit, have their brows screwed
up and are listening in amazement.

“ That pullet, did she look like a layer,"' asks the
major. You can see his face is a little tired bBecause
after all, it's only an hour or two
since the raid was over.

“She did, sir, for a fact,"’ says
the English farmer.

“Well, what would you say she's
worth,'" asks the major.

“‘Twenty bob," says the farmer.

“ Al right," says the major. "I
think that's pretty reasonable for a
good pullet, don't you,” he in-
quires, looking around at the looeys
who fly the big ones. And they look
at him. kind of dumb, not guite
figuring it out, and wondering who's
pulling who's leg. And of course,
the major iz aware he has everybody
right there in front of him. He's the actor and the
rest are the avdience, The farmer i5 gone now, very
pleased, and the Major is rocking back and forth on
his chair and loocking around. And from the subject
of the Germans using rocket guns, the conversation is
now on pullets.

* A pullet,” says Captain Elton, the operations
officer, thoughtfully.

Cme of the young loceys pipes up and says, "a
pullet, isn’t that some kind of—a rooster like——"'

The major glares at him and the looey gets
red.

They are all standing around now and quict, like a
clasa in arithmetic, 3A.

" A pullet,” says the major patiently, " is a hali-
grown female chicken which lays a small egg, with
a very small yolk.'"" And he showed them just how
big with his fingers, * Then," continues the major,
the machinery inside the pullet goes to work and
all of a sudden—one fine day—it lays an ¢gg twice

'ﬁ’;ﬂ” SR WHO 1y only If You iy with them .. .
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as big as the usnal—and it's no longer a pullet."

" Well,"" suggests the same young loocey eagerly,
“why can’t we get the chickens that Meatball kills—
after all, chicken dinners——'"

“"I've been thinking of that,” ‘says the major
grandly, " but he mangles them, and that damn
Meatball must really mangle a chicken, If we could
only train him to bring "em in, we could run him
through the county and have chicken dinners about
five times a week——"' He shook his head and said,
“it's too late now to do anything about Meatball—
it's too late—that Meatball’s a bum *

And here the camera stops. Because later the

- major went down. He followed
into the '“missing in action'” figures,
Major Cleven, the fabulous CO of
another squadronat thisbase, When
Major Egan heard about Cleven he
shook his head, saying, * god-
damit, I've flown with Cleve for the
past three years——"'

There is a certain pub a few
miles from here that will miss
Major Egan. Here a group of
“free Irish" laborers used to get
together evenings and sing Irish
songs, Sometimes the major got
into a jeep, went down the road
and sang with them.

The major was a character. He could think of a
good many unrelated things and think of them in
detail. He also wrote home to the mothers of men
“ missing in action.' These are not file letters. It
was the major's idea they should be written in long-
hand to indicate the personal touch, and there are
no copies of these letters. He never said anything
much about that, The letters were between him and
the families involved. In his oom at the B.O.Q.
right now are several such letters waiting for an
answer. I think these letters hit him offl nght. They
complete the picture. He was not immune to pub-
licity, wanted a touch of it now and then, but over
the long stretch, and when the chips were down,
as in writing closed longhand letters to mothers and
in flying the hard missions, he was a downright
serious man.  With the publicity touch, the affair
of Meatball and the pullet, and the grom task of flying
the big ones into Germany, be rounds out into a
very menl example of an American at war.
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PRIVATE, who is due any day now for his first
service stripe and .attributes his success in the

Army to the fact that he has always kept his eyes.

and his mouth open, has just reported in, Seems he's
been reconnoitering up Marble Arch way and what he
came across there is not what might be expected, but
a Quartermaster captain, neatly dressed in his best
pinks and carrying a large bouquet of flowers. It
was early Saturday evening and the dogfaces he
captain kept passing were slightly on the oninhabited
side—oh, they saluted properly enough, but the sight
of those flowers profluced grins on their pans that
could hardly be interpreted as expressions of the
respect due an officer, _

This sort of situation is our informant's cup of tea.
He decided he had a mission in the direction the cap-
tain was walking and changed his course accordingly.
Down Oxford Street the officer strode, picking up
additional salutes, grins, and embarrassment at every
COTTET, - :

MNow, even the strongest of men have been
known to crack under such trying circumstances, and
the captain was only mortal, After three blocks
of it he gave up, hastily retumed the salute of a
corporal who had just started to grin, and held out the
bouquet to him,

" Want these?'’ asked the captain, sounding more
hopeful than brusque. *Yes, sir,'" replied the

corporal, for after all there was little else he could

say. " Then take them,"” said the captain, pressing
the bouguet into the non-com's not-too-eager hands,

Corporal saluted. Captain saluted. Captain walked

o1,

5o did the corporal—straight to “ The Queen's
Head " grog shop, where, with the flowers clenched in
one grimy fist and a large dark ale in the other, he
remained quietly until closing time, pondering the
vicissitudes of the soldier’s life. He had reached
the stage of nibbling rosebuds when they threw
him out.

Out of the Mouths of Babes and Privates
Some bombs fell, as the local press so often puts it,
on a southeast town the other night and during the
course of the raid a number of doughty doughboys
gathered outside their Hed Cross Club to see what
they ecould see. Since they could see nothing, there
naturally was a good deal of talk—leamed, tech-
nical talk of rocket flares, glider bombs, percentages
of casualties, and the like. Every one (almost) had
put in his two cents’ worth and there was a moment
of silence, then a god-awiful crash which seemed to be
a little less than three feet away. Then silence again,
broken this time by the wispy voice of a pint-sized

Yanks at Home in the ET0

private who had thus far not been heard from, Txl'gu
know, fellers,” he said eamnestly, *
at this bombing business, it's a’ dangerous pProposi-

tion."
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SQUARE-CUT DIAMOAD

its 168th anniversary this month, o the marines
claim that their most famous exponent in this or
any other war is 200 years old.

With typical marine bravado, any leatherneck will
tell you—as quickly as he will tell you that he can
lick any 12 men alive all at once—that Sergeant Lou
Diamond was 32 years old when he enlisted in the
marines, and so Lou must be around 200 now.

Lou, the living legend, couldn’t be a day over, say
90, but the men who have fought with him like to
think that he is as old as Mars. And it makes good
reading.

Nohody is cxactly sure about this. howiver,
beeguse Master Gunnery Sgl, Leland Diamond s
not @ man who likes publicity and he Hatly re-
fuses to divulge his correct age Lo anyhody, It is
an his serviee record, of course, bul Lou lakes
great care to make sure this record is Kepl seercl,
According to strict Marine standards, Loy was
pven rather old for combat service in the last
war, but his boundiess energy and tremendous
vocal powers were well known all over France

Last year, just before his outfit was 1o embark
for Guadalcanal, there was scuttlébull that
the tough old sarge might be left behind hecause
the South Pacific was no place for such a venera-
ble and ancicnl man, even though he wos Lwice
as sirong and three times as nasty as the young-
est boot in the Corps.

When Dismond heard these rumors, as he
hears everything, he acted upon them as he al-
ways aects—energelically and in fall voice, All
the ground he had 1o cover he covered al a fast
trot. All the orders he had to give—and he gives
more orders than five generals—he gave in a
raucous bellow. The trotting and bellowing began
every morning at 5 a.m. and in three days Lou
had everybody in the camp worn 1o a frazzle.
But when the transport moved away from the
dock, Lou was aboard,

The Diamond legend grew considerably in the
South Pacific where Lou roared his way through
hlhe battles of Guadaleanal and Tulagi and did
much to hack up the Marine Corps contention
that he is far and away the most expert mortar
sergeant in any branch of the service

At Tulagi he demolished 14 Jap buildings with
his trusty 81-mm. Then he turned to the colonel
and bet him 550 that he could put a shot down
the chimney of the 15th, He won
w]‘:?;-hne 353‘:]? d:"lsuiiua bit different one morning
: : Lroyer tried to ereep around the
island., Diamond’'s first shell fell in the wate
Ee;hfeet behind the tin can, e

e sergeant’s bull voice ardss | .
thunder that shook the 1_rnp;i_c;| [:'iie:;n aFnF:r:fEEi
deluge of protanity, onl B R .
distinguishable: ¥ e last scnipgee. wag

"le'lg{:t to allow for the —— forward miove-
ment!

John Hersey. the war correspondent, saw Dia-
mond in action al Guadalcanal and described
him as "a giant with a full gray beard, an ad-
mirable paunch _emd the bearing of a man daring
you to insult him, As we went by, he was, as
L1sual, out of patience. He wanted to keep on fir-
ing and he had been told to hold back. “Wait and
wait and wait! he roared. '‘God, some people
around here'll fall on their a— from waiting!’ "

Writing in the Marine magazine, The Leather-
neck, Frank X, Talbot describes Diamond as an

THE United States Marine Corps ts celebrating

Wy }
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By ALLEN CHURCHILL Y3c¢
YANK Staff Writer
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inch or so under 6 feet, pushihg the scales to the
vicinity of 200 pounds, Most of the time he is
talking or roaring, and when he isn't roaring, his
tongue hangs out of the corner of his mouth, re-
laxed and ready for the next outburst, When he
can get it, he drinks beer by the case. He always
drinks standing at the bar, with his hal on.

In mid-November last year the tension of the
Guadaleanal campaign showed signs of wearing
on Lou, He was ordered 1o MNew Zealand for hos-
pital care. Protesting with wolf-like howls, he
was dragged into a plane and later deposited in
a clean hospital bed where he immediately got
L""T-“ trouble because he refused to permit his

eard to be shaved off and because he patted a
f':::tl'" nurse in the right place. Lou had been
T-Eﬂd?:-r::n-l;y'.;'.w? days when the hospital superin-
pital uni;i [').HI theught I was head af_ this hos-
suyar iamond got here. Now I'mp not so

When the sergeant was released from the hos-
pital he promptly made traeks for Guadalcanal,
“‘_’h‘-‘n he gol there he found the Army in charge,
his unit gone and himself farihep than ever from
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joining them, His curses of rage and frustration
tore the air and made the soldiers cringe. Anger
spent. Lou then efficiently began thumbing a ride
across the Coral Sea to Australia,

Some weeks later his burly figure appeared on
the remote Australian field where his company
was drilling. It was 30 miles from the nearest
port o that ficld. IL was hot and there were no
transportation facilities, but Lou had covered the

distaree on [oot. Walking smartly up to the
majot, he snapped to attention, saluted and sad:
“Sir, I'm here.”

Diamond gives his mortars more affection than
anything in this world. At the Marine base in
New River, N. C., he spent many nights sleeping
with a ring of 8l-mm mortars around his bunk.
He called them his swecthearts, and nobody
dared approach them. .

The only other things for which the sergeant
shows affection ate his pels of which there has
been an endless chain. They include Bozo, the
ugly bulldog deseribed by Master Gunnery Sgt,
Mickey Finn as much prettier than Lou, and a
disagrecable goal named Rufus and a couple of
tiained chickens whose names At unprintable,
This select menagerie is now wailing patiently
at Mew River for the momentous day when the
yough Diamond peiurns from the wars,

Lou rules his men with an iron hand, They
fear him al first, get to like him when they know
him and cnd by loving him as much a5 a marine
ecan love anything. Lou lreats anyone who has
Jose than 10 years of service hke the meaneg
boot. Thiy gripes some of the men who serve With
him, but they end by taking it philosophica)yy
WA Per all one of them said, "if you eap ¥,
used Lo that old bastard's voice. you can got _EL't
to anything.” used

PAGE ¢
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A Week of War

The men at the Moscow Conference

framed a document which spoke for

the postwar world while the Dnieper

spoke for itself. The tide had been
turned a year.

YEAR ago a great troop-carrying convoy beat
A through the Atlantic and Mediterranean swells

towdrd the French North African possessions.
A wvear ago the last battle was over at Alamein.
The Afrika Korps of Erwin Kommel had tomed
wearily around and had started down the long trek
that ended on the barren wastes of Cape Bon, in
Tunisiz. A year ago the Marines were coming off
the transports at Guadalcanal, and the first dent was
made in the immense circle of Japanese expansion,
A year ago the Russians, crouched in the ruins of
Stalingrad, held the German hordes and traced in
blood the high-water mark of Nazi advances in
Russia.

A year ago, in the period of two weeks, the tide
tume:d. In the Middle East, in the Far East the long
advance toward victory was beginning. In Russia
there was still a little more time 1o go. But then
the time ran out and then the tide turned in Russia,
too,

The Americans came off the barges all*along the
French North African coast. They penetrated almost
to the gates of Tunis. To the sound of bagpipes the
Sth Army moved east from Alamein, past all the
places they had seen before and then on into new
country, to Tripoli, across the border to Mareth,
and then up to meet the Amencans and on to the
conclusion at Cape Bon. Then, Tunisia settled, it
was Sicily and then Italy. It is still Ttaly.

And it was Guadalcanal and New Guinea and many
little islands, and it was war in the sea and war in
the air and the Japs bent like a tant bow. It is still
New Guinea and the litile islands, but the spirit cf
the opposing forces has changed.

And it was Stalingrad and the end of the German
6th Army, under Paulus, and then a surge to the
west. In Ruoszia it was a year of falling cities, of
German defeat after German defeat. Of Rostov
retuming to Ruossia, of Kharkov, of Orel, of a thou-
sand cities and towns. And then it was the Dnieper,
And it is still the Dnieper, and more than the Dnieper.
It may very well be the war.

The Crimea is an awkward, blob-shaped peninsula
jutting out into the Black Sea, joined to the mainland

ther dewn and we PIcks them up. The trouble with going {Hrau
tdo i1, Here U, 5. bombs fall on the railwoyyards at Bolanzo while

by a narrow neck of land. The Black Sea
washes all its coasts, save on the northeast.
There the Putrd Sea, the Sivash, stands, a
shallow lagoon sepammted from the Sea of
Azov by a sandspit called the Arabat, TLast
week many a Nazi was dying for dear old
Sivash, because the Russians, hurling them-
selves forward, had cut off the Crimea from
the mainland. They had taken Perckop and
Armiansk in the neck that separated the
Crimea from the bulk of Russia. The German
garrison of the Crimea was trapped, utterly
and completely.

It had happened wery quickly, The
Russians had raced like the wind across the
Nogaisk Steppe, past Chaplinka to Perekop.
The steppe was empty of defences; it would
have been impossible in this flat and level
cm:llntry, Mow practically all of the lower
Diniepier bend was in Russian hands, The
Crimen lay open to the Red Army.

It had not been so long ago that Sevastopal,
on the tip of the Crmea, had been under
siege and had fallen, after months of valiant
defence, during which 300,000 German dead
lay sprawled before its fortifications. Now the War
had come again to the Crimea, in reverse, and this
time it would be the Germans who might be under
siege at Sevastopol. No one knew for sure how
many Germans were on the Crimea, but it seemed
reasonable to believe that they wouald be a good haul,
The speed of the Russian advance precluded any
great exodus over the Perelop isthmus, Tt is no easy
matter to move. one division, let alone several, and
the railway of escape that ran through Perekop was
a very small avenue of escape indeed, The Germans
still left in the Crimea were going to have to sweat
for it. And, as the Russians swung southward from
Armiansk, it didn’t seem as though they were quite
ready to start sweating,

The Dnieper line the Nazis had planned to holg
was completely breached, both above and below the
bend. German counterattacks still held the Russians
off Krivoi Rog, but it was costing them a high price
in men and material. In one sector near Krivoi Ro
where the Nazis threw 100 tanks into the battle ggé
were lost. The Russians seemed for the moment éun-
tent to bypass Krivoi Rog, and move southward in
one end of a pincers whose other end, knifing north
from Sergievka towards the Dnieper, threatened to
cut oﬂ_a solid little hunk of the ehrma.dn-_g,bgm
fifty miles worth of Wehrmacht, as a matter of fact

HE Russians began to look as though thev i

tended to be in Odessa by Chﬁshﬂas.ﬁ on ';gxif
Day at the latest. News of German Prizsoners WE,E
at last beginning to come in; 6,000 were taken in twa
days of heavy, one-sided fighting. Stalin evident]
was saving the list of spoils, both human and mgch}r
anical, for one grand announcement p
future,

But while the world waited for that annou
another statement concemed with the peace tru:::‘é:;ﬁl;t
came from Mpscow, where delegates of Ruyssiy
Britain and America had been bent over conference
tables for ten days. The announcement, w:tn
momentous one, had to do with the post-war waorld.
maore definitely, the Europe of the post-war w, 1_-_
It carried six main points. S

in the near

_r'IElb‘l [

gh aly is that we have t

valittle farther south, abine

hof the boys

trying o hold togeth trying to kick morale aw

@ Fepair o

1. A four-power declaration by the governments
of the U.S..‘L.r the United Kingdom, the U.S.5.R. and
China of political principles by which they will be
guided in war and peace.

2. The setting up of a European Advisory Com-
mission to sit in London for dealing with European
questions arsing as the war develops.

3. The setting up of an Advisory Council on
matters relating to Ttaly,

4. A threc-power declaration on policy insisting
on the restoration of democracy in Italy.

. 3- A declaration on the restoration of a free and
mdependent Austria.

0. A stemn waming, over the si 5

! ; i . O gnatures of Roose
velt, Stalin and Churchill, to Nazis and members of

the German armed fo i ities in 0
- i C -l'CE-'S E: ] 3
! i gmlty of atrocities i

Efﬁ 5% points were hailed on both sides of the At-
o antic as a monumental thing. At long last Russia,
Lntain and the 17,5, A, were in accord, and the meet-
ing had paved the way for another meeting, possibly
between Roosevelt and Stalin, As to the Nazi war
criminals, it was fine they were going to be punished,
;::-Exﬁrllf N0 mention was made as to which country
take [Bet priority on their necks. Many of them had

ﬁt'“  European tour of atrocities.
- ]iiﬁénaﬁer of fact, there was much yet to be
Sxpiained, much more to come later. What of Poland
g L e e, whtof s
ut whatever the possible omissions from the
E?;E;:T_“““m“m- it marked a long step forward in
whiit sl? Iam“."g the Allies and helped to remove
have . Bt distrust of secretive Russia that might
ave I:l-.‘qmmed In men's minds
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would never recover from this Russian autumn, and
the coming Russian winter might complete the des
truction entirely, Mo German soldier on the Russian
front could lock forward to the months that lay e
ahead; nor could any German who did his twelve- *
hour shift in the home front factories. It was a black

period that lay ahead.

Things remained more or-less stalemated in Laly, o
where the sun was never out long enough to dry the
rain that fell and the going was rough, muddy and
mountainous,  For the time being the MNazis were
holding down beautiful defensive positions, but they
were not so beautiful that they did not know they
could not be held indefinitelv. Already they were
flooding the Pontine Marshes at their rear, in the
hopes that when further retrent became necessary
they would serve as a stop-gap until another defence
line could be reached., The next real Nazi defence
ling would probably lic somewhere around Rome,
theugh there was talk that that ancient city might
be declared open, as the Ttalians had done before
they surrendered. The way through Italy was a slow
way, but it was inevitable., Vet the slow retreat was
the enly sort of victory which Germany could boast
of at the moment. The Wehrmacht, it had to be
admitted, was putting up a very good fight along’the
leg of the baoot,

In the Pacific the last Japanese base in the Solo-
mopn Islands had been invaded. Bougainville, one :
of the largest islands of the group, which was the - ¥ f T Wy
object of the assault, is within ﬁghtcerng:-i}th the | -~ : -

Breat Japanese base at Rabaul in oW ritamn. ; ; .
Ameﬁ.l]nnl forees, landing in Empress Augosta Bay, Somewhere in the Black Sea a Russian submarine takes on a torpedo, Said submarine is probably
met with little resistance and the communiques made jockeying for position off the Crimea right now. Said terpedo may be on its way.

it clear that if the Japanese fleet cared to come out
and contest the J.El.ﬂlj.jﬂg, a party of some sort wonld
be rigged up for them. Rabaul, already sadly bat-
tered by Allied aircraft, would soon be an untenable
position. Slowly the Japanese grip on the Spice
{'—'i]ﬂll;lﬂ.‘i was relaking; slowly they were heing driven
JACH.

sn- a year to the day after the tide tlJl'llt"_j. the tide
was rising higher and ever higher, The enemy
was shaken from the whole of Africa. His European
Fortress was being assaulted through Ttaly. Italy was
out of the war as an Axis pariner. Russia was win-
ning her fight. Germany was standing on the brink
of an endless abyss. The wheel had come around
full circle,

It had been a long haul, a tiresome pull. But now
the end could at last be seen. The end of the whole
War was not very near, but the European end :_n{ it
would probably not see another Fall of fighting.
Germany, her manpower running out, her cities
bombed, her factories wrecked, her U-boat campaign
a failure, could see the handwriting on the wall. fh:]:
day of justice, that the world bhad looked forwarc
to for nearly tén years, was at last sippl_'nuc]'!mg.
almost at a run. And though the leaders of L;e_ruhm:.-’i
Hitlerite and just plain German, could twist IE\Lrl_:
turn, they could =ee no escape. They had set their
conrse and they had run it. y y

Germany had to admit that the Russian gams U:Jl
the lower Dnieper were decisive and that tl"—'}-’&“
assumed major prn[mrtinns; and no mai:tvr how EE?'
interpreted the news, it still spoke out in cold tlc}mﬁ
Uit toid of T detiuat Camnas SEEI00 “1:: g Der Cherman Home Guard with Sunday practice makes mit andi-aircraft guns, Dese Joes are
WEre 4 eourt from which there was no appeal. from the factory, where on weekdays they make booby traps mit wienarschnitzel geflavoured.
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COVERED WITH DIL, and virtually exhausted, the syur-
vivors of the USS Helena, torpedoed in the two-night
battle of Kula Gulf, in the Pacific, answer a roll call,

ENGRAVING a chart giving ocean depths
might be only one of the tasks assigned

to a WAVE who is an exX-photographer. . : . " \I’
. ) ' T

A SNOWY DAY on a carrier finds Dauntless dive
bombers and Avenger torpedo planes covered in
canvas and with wings to conserve valuable space.

- N high seas and in Jeve! '«“-

. f
9Ppointed tqsks. Sumﬁ‘”?:
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OVER THE COLD WATERS that surround the island of Kiska, three attack
the landings at that parren spot we later won. The volcano behind the
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THE NAVY was at the beaches of Sicily, siicing away with
tracers at the few enemy aircraft that appeared overhead in
the blackness of night. They also gave covering fire on beaches.

AT DUTCH WARBOW a U. S. Navy band plays a submarine into
the dock. The sub is just back from a pleasure cruise in .I_ap
waters. Result: Five Jap ships which will never sail again.

Salerno area. In sight of shore
the crew stands to the guns,

t‘er the navies carry out their
M the vyast ocean reaches a
her nose in and out of the
Hardeq by a hovering blimp,
€ toward g secret destination.
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THE BATTLEWAGONS sound off at Attu, blasting the Japs from their positions, Here the
belch smoke and flame as they hurl their shells at the Holtz Bay area in a prelude to o
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Lovely light and lovely murder lifted
the spirits of the home folkks while
Uncle Sam prepared to lift the pocket-
books right out of their pockets

civilian America collectively ever felt—vanished last Monday

night. At almost the same moment, an equally sombre pall
spread over the entire nation as half a million coal miners went
out on strike.

The lifting of the dimout was a great moment for the home
folk in the coastal communities that comprise three sides of the
country's rangy perimeter. The walkout of the miners, their
fourth this year, was a grim moment for President Roosevelt, who
ordered the mines returned to government control and the men
back to work within two days.

The coal strike and the return of light were as interrelated as
the black and white on this page. Coal produces electricity and
there were plenty of hints that in the event of a fuel shortage,
outdoor advertising displays throughout the nation would bhe
the first to go.

Strike or no strike, however, the erstwhile dimmed-out regions
had at least their moment of light. The end of the murky era,
of course, got its most raucous ovation on Broadway. There the
hig electric signs, once a trade mark of New York familiar to
the residents of the most remote crannies of the world, have

een growing rusty and dusty since April 28th, 1042, when the
big 51‘30"-1 descended on Manhattan. But there wasn't a com-
munity within twenty miles of the Atlantic or the Pacific or the
Gulf of Mexico where the relaxation or the restrictions would
not bring cheer.
4 And Isafet}r_ Letting up on the restrictions means bright
Street lights and fewer muggings, bright automobile headlights
and fewer accidents. It also means bright lights in buses and
S“]:"""E'l!rfs_amj less eyestrain.
rlu‘{l?'e dimout was a strictly anti-submarine precaution, and had
U ing whatever to do with the practice blackouts which many

. 8. cities still stage from time to time when they get to mulling
over the idea of long-range Nazi bombers. Enemy [-boats used to
Come so close to the American shore that they could spot their
tanker targets with the help of the glare of coastal street lights:

hey don't dare eome that close any ore.

Annpuncement that the ban on lights was to be lifted came only
four or fiye days before the lifting actually took place and meant
& lot of pushing around for advertising-sign prople who have let
their displays go to seed. The matter of getting enough bulbs
tﬂ.repla.;e those that have disintcgmtud was a g problem. Some
resoureefnl advertising men had installed signs on Broadway
which gave out a sort of phosphorescent glow and which were
Spectacular enough on dimout evenings, but make a pretty feeble
31"H-Tf'ﬂ-fing under ordinary conditions. :

]_t was unlikely, however, that all such make-do devices would
be immediately scrapped—Tor several reasons. In the first place,

Army, the Navy, the Office of Civilian Defense, and the

War Proiaciion Boaed, all of which joined in sanctioning the
Ieturn to light, made it clear that there would be a dimout 2gain
i, in the opinion of the Commander in Chief of the 1. S, Fleet,
the need for it should arise.

1 In the second place, as a means of conservir
Electrically lighted outdoor signs are to be al
:;'P to ten p.m. and no more than two hours €ac
over, the public was strongly urged to substit

rown out" for the compulsory dimout—in other
Waste electricity. : ’
thsf'ﬂ far as New York was concerned, the timing of the tolling of
on:i dimout's knell was perfect. The word came through ].flt Uilf-
Pa,‘fm a dismal four days of the worst storm to strike H‘T’E. s Dﬂ'ﬁ’(‘
b States since the great hurricane of 1938, during Wi 1111' 9
o 8 of rin fell in Manhattan, Nights are now nearing their

Ongest. Weather and darkness, however: were far from getting
Ti'[: L'll_}: down, jUdging from. a tinkling of cash n'gl.‘r‘l.t‘rﬁ I.I'b. 'lh.t-'

0es Square district that could be heard ?:]must to the Bronx.
hnﬁ;'l.lrw:y of the Broadway and East Fifties sectors of Man-
the }'.1 showed that the amusement business there Was ENJOYIng
clut .Jlggl'-‘-t boom in its history. Fi“?"'h“‘:\' established night

* were taking care of an average of 225,000 cash customers 2

TIIE dimout—the most oppressive manifestation of war that

g fuel, onnecessary
lowed to burn only
h evening. Maore-
ute a voluntary
words, not to
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week, and there were plenty of dumps jammed with
suckers, ton. Theaters and movie houses were doing
twenty per cent more business than they'd ever done
Lefore; the opera was a sell-out and so was the ballet,
And, lest you get the impression that the follks back
home are going to hell in a champagne bucket,
church attendance is higher than at any time in the
Iast thirty years.

While sloshing around in water and waiting for the
light, New York had a brief but wonderful murder
mystery to ponder—so wonderful that the more sen-
sational newspapers almost forgot there was a war
on. It was the murder of pretty Mrs. Patricia Burton
Lonergan, mentioned here last week, and the only
trouble was that her husband had to go and confess
to it before the amateur Sherlocks had a chance to
get really steamed up. .

Mrs. Lonergan, twenty-two years old and the heir
to five million fish, was found nude and beaten to
death on her bed in her duplex apartment in the
Beekman Hill section of East Fifty-first Street. The
discovery was made by Peter Elser, a former Harvard
foothall star and now a captain in the Marines, who
had come to take her out on a dinner date. She
had been out on the town all the preceding night,
making the rounds with a forty-three years old in-
terior decorator—gent by the name of Mario
Gabelline, better known to his cafe-society set as
“The Count.”'

The police discovered that the dead woman's hus-
band, Wayne Lonergan, a twenty-six years old mem-
ber of the R.C.A.F., had been in town on a 48-hour
pass from Toronto at the time his wife was killed.
Detectives flew to the Capadian city and nabbed
him in a rooming house there, just as he was ]ibuut
to report back to his barracks on the University of
Toronto grounds where he was aircrmftman second
class, taking pre-air crew training.

A native of Canada, but of American parentage,
Lonergan had kicked around here and there before
becoming a rickshaw boy at the New York Waorld's
Fair. It was while toiling in the poles of a rickshaw
out in Flushing that he met his future wife, the
daughter of William O, Burton, who made his pile
in beer. The two eloped to Las Vegas, Nev., in 1941,
over the objections of Mrs. Burton, who wanted her
daughter to make her debut first and also conceiv-
ably wasn't too hot about the idea of having an
ex-rickshaw boy for a son-in-law,

Lonergan, whom the police described as " essen-
tially intelligent and certainly depraved,” became
estranged from his wife several months ago. The
couple had a son, now a year and a half old, and it
remained with its mother. Lonergan, who had been
turned down by the U. 5, Army, volunteered in the
R.CA.F.

He had two strikes against him from the start of
the murder investigation. For one thing, his face
was badly scratched; for another, he had worn his
uniform to New York and a eivilian suit back to
Toronto.

During the sixteen hours that the police
questioned him before he confessed, Lonergan added
a dainty aspect to the case by claiming that he had
been beaten up and his uniform stolen by a degener-
ate American soldier whom he had befriended. He
also said he had spent most of his time while in New
York fooling around with a twenty-eight years old
showgirl, a divorcee, up on East Seventy-ninth
Sirect, and this proved to be troe,

Lonergan finally broke down and admitted that
he had conked his wife with an antique glass candle-
stick and then strangled her, all because she wouldn't
let him have a lock at their son. He had thrown his
blood-stained uniform into the East River. Here,
as Lonergan recalled it, is the somewhat disjointed
conversation that took place just before he let loose
with the candlestick: )

Lonergan: I understand you're the belle of El
Morocco, (He wasn't far wrong, The little lady had
wanted to go there with her interior decorator friend
the night before but had wound up at the Stork Club
instead.
m?&ﬁ_ Iinnergan: And I understand your behaviour
is not so good, (How did she ever guess it?)

Lonergan (big and bold likej: I'm having lunch

i i ay.
Wl;j;r:. F;’i::ﬂtféﬂﬁ- WH}' not Junch with me? I'm
amhazed at the way I don't seem able to control my
e ANy more. (Then, geiting gotd unrfl sore.) And
vou're not going to see your baby again.

" Nor, as it turned out, was she—for that was the

end of Mrs, Lonergan.

o much for good nldl evil Gotham:, ‘The big
Sdnmestiu issue in Washington was, of course, the
‘caal stike which spread to twenby-six sta,tr_‘ls and
involved four-fifths of the nation's httu!m:_mus indns-
try. In again taking over control of the mines, which
the government had run all 51|mm::r;1lnr| had TE'H-ITIH-.;!
to their private owners only 2 fortnight carlier, the
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President said: " Coal must be mined, The enemy
does not wait."

At the end of the year's third work stoppage in the
mines last June, John L. Lewis, head of the miners'
union, agreed to a no-strike truce until November 1st,
and when this deadline came the men walked out,
claiming that their demands for a wage increase com-
mensurate with the rising cost of living had not been
adequately met. Mr. Lewis -did not issue a strike
call, but he took no steps to prevent a walkout, ather
than to urge a relatively few miners who jumpesd
the deadline by a few days to remain on their jobs.

Now for the potentially best news for soldiers to
come out of Washington since they decided that 21
bucks a month wasn't enough to keep a rookie in the
style to which he would like to become assustomed.
In a special message to Congress, President Roosevelt
recommended passage of a billion dollar program to
provide education for any discharged serviceman (or
woman) who wants it, providing he {or she) has been
in uniform at least six months,

As the President outlined it, the plan would pay
tuition fees and outright cash grants for a year’s
education to any veteran who applied for such help
within six months after being discharged. The cash
payments would be at the rate of 350 a month for
single persons and $75 for married ones, plus a $10
monthly allowance for each child. Loans would also
be made to needy students, and the plan would
be extended to ran for three years in the cases of
a limited number of exceptionally able individpals.
The program is far from becoming law vet, of course
but with the President behind it—who knows?

As he was almost certain to do, the President alsn
signed the bill mentioned here last weelk raising

payments to the wives of service men with childrer,
From now on, a wife with ane child will get Wr-r
a month instead of $60 and cach extra lkig will
mean an additional $20 instead of $10. Moreoyer
the wives of staff, tech, and master sergeants will
now come in for their share of the gravy. I
Where's all the money coming from;

N
a sales tax, the House Ways and Means C at from

: Ly oImm|
decided when it killed that controversial mealst:‘:ﬂ;
by a vote of 16 to 8. The committee, hnwwu:L

did approve raising some of the much-nee ;
by raising the postage required for city m:?]dtf,h:#ﬂlﬁ
cents and for out-of-town letters to four cent o
penny a letter over the present rates, Tt alsq E:k;_a
the idea of boosting the amusement tay on thes e
tickets and the like by a whopping 200 per tent&"tm
tax on night clubs by as much as 30 Per cent i
the tax on liquor by $4 a gallon so that the G b
ment’s take would be §10. (That's a mere mni:rem-
a ]I:ifth, chum.) ' HEks
n fact, the folks back home are real i
take it on the chin if they fork up all thall'!; E;Jltgtfu
of them, which is 40 hillion in federal, state, mig |E f.d
taxes for the present fiscal year. That's the equ&itdl
lent of nicking each man, woman, and child i 1_-;_
U. 8, for §357, and there aren’t many infants wiﬁ?
that much tucked away in their diapers. The
Frer.:asur}r teleased figures showing that the per
capita tax in Britain is $201 and in Canada $25,
Fhe news from the munitiong front wasn't g,
good, either. Charles E. Wilson, acting chairmgy,
of the War Production Board, said that Overa])

production there during September had been " dis-
appointing,” adding that he suspected industry
might be reaching the ceiling of what it is capable™
Eintr:rsmg out. D:} the other hand, the news could
een worse, for bomber oo i i
cent and ammunition three p:r Ilr:l:: Eat:u?fh:l);npls;
time, 22 new tankers were launched—a new record.
: Iguu ve probably heard a lot, pro and con, about
-berty ships.  Well, the Patrick Henry, the first
one launched, is still afloat and doing all right. Its
Frcv]e_. recently celebrated its sccond anniversary while
Ilil t u P'il'd't"m"i:au and the captain said; " While
this ship has taken hell, she has been able to take
it Ii:lInd keep going.*
Henry J. Kaiser, the daddy of Liberty ships, in-
?;*‘!llf:fr:hP‘Jlbl‘_':_-ﬂddruss system with w!t]irr,h to pipe
et sri:rw_es at lunch time Sundays for 11,000
GDEP yes E{ the Swan Island shipyard at Portland,
Mmiti;:;n-m Emﬁrm of the Ministerial Association of
S ar]r. ., mmstituted a program of prayer
B at noon each Thursday in the Paramount

The: ,
'F;:E:;Itg En,.? for Americans in the armed forces.
Normandie, ﬁ-h?gfﬂyﬂm’ formerly the French liner

: h burned and capsi i d
son in F i ‘apsized. in the Hud-
was Itr‘lrw: E‘?ma?l' 1942, has finally been salvaged (it
has bses tggeb job of its kind ever attempted) and

urned over to the Navy to be fitted as a

tro trs i
though, beter st | be another nine months,
around the world. B8 ready to start toting G.I3

Secretary of th N =
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A veteran helps on the home front. Ha's Pvt.
Connie M. Vierth, wounded on Attu and now.
at Fort Lewis, Wash. With other soldiers ha's
loading corn onto a conveyor at a cannery.

E'f&r‘_.' soldier will have turkey tJITI Thai.1.l':$_
Eiving, These gobblers of Sunnyside T"”'TH
Farm, Berlin, N. J., are among hundreds
of thousands rounded up by the Army

. Tgar
jold of Nebraska (left fing
L hogat an @MBNABS S e
lost with 26 other EO¥ZL .
himoreWar Bonde thaniis.

when we can lightly indulge in the luxury of petty
criticisms and narrowly nationalistic wrist-slapping.™

W. C. Handy, the Negro composer you can thank
for " St. Louis Blues,” suffered a fractured skull
when he fell in the subway while en route to Long
Beach, L. 1., where he was scheduled to play a few
of his numbers for soldiers and sailors.

Salt Lake City, the Utah mecca of Mormonism,
was about to adopt a ban on kissing in public but
dropped the idea at the last minute because the
town's Council of Women decided there would be
too many squawks. Or, as Mayor A. B. Jenkins
explained it, " We can’t have any kissing mora-
torium. We want to make Service boys feel at
home.” That's the Marble Arch spirit, Mr. Mayor!

The War Department announced that the Army
had given honorable discharges to 550,000 officers
and EMs since Pearl Harbor, This figure included
zoo,0o0 over the age of thirty-eight. Most of the
rest were let out for physical and mental reasons.

The zinc-coated penny (worse than threepenny
pieces, but you'll probably never see one) is proving
highly unpopular back home. Issued as o means
of saving copper, it looks too much like a dime, the
public thinks, and the Mint Bureau in Washington
has decided to quit making them after the first of
the year. Now the mint boys are fooling around
with the idea of making pennies from used rifle
shells fired on proving grounds. Such pennies would
contain more zinc and less copper than the old ones
but would look more like the old all-copper jobs,

Mrs. Bessie Thomas, of Camden, N, J., reported
to Sheriff John Gorman that she'd just swallowed
seventy cents, X-mays showed that she had indeed
and that there also were three bullets here and there

in her body. “Oh,’’ she said, when they were
shown to her, "1've been shot six or seven times.""
S Little Time, by John P. Marquand, led the New
Vork Times list of best-selling fiction and was fol-
lowed by, in the order given: The Robe, by Lloyd C.
Douglas; A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, by Betty Smith;
The Valley of Decision, by Marcia Davenport;
Hungry Hiil, by Daphne du Maurier; The Apostle,
by Sholem Asch; Kafe Fennigate, by Booth Tarking-
ton; Centennial Summer, by Albert E. Idell; None
But the Lenely Heart, by Richard Llewellyn; The
Human Comedy, by William Saroyan; The Strange
Woman, by Ben Ames Williams; Trio, by Dorothy
Balker: The Forest and the {-arr. by Hervey Allen,
The non-fiction best-selles list, from top to bottom :
[Inder Cover, by Roy Carlson; U. 5. Foreign Policy,
by Walter Lippmann; Journey Among Warriors, by
Yve Currie; Burma Surgeon, by Dr. Gordon S. Sea-
grave; Thirty Seconds Over Tokio, by Captain Ted
Lawson: Paris-Underground, by Etta Shiber; God
Is My Co-Pilot, by Colonel Robert L. Scott; Belween
Tears and Laughter, by Lin Yutang; One World, by
Wendell Willkie; The foy of Cooking, by Irma S,
Rombauer; Yankes Lawyer! The Autobiography of
Ephraim Tutl; Roughly Speaking, by Louise Randall
Pierson; Harriet, by F. E. Ryemson and, Colin
Clements; Preview of History. by Raymond Gran::
Swing; Spirit of Enterprise, by Edgar M. Queeny;
Fove at First Flight, by C. Spaulding and O. Carney;
Batween the Thunder and the Sum, by Vincent
Sheean: Men in Motion, by Henry J. Taylor.
Everybody and his uncle—or anyway, 3260125
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persens—are working for the Government, according
to the Civil Service Commission, and that figure
doesnt include men in uniform, of course. The num-
ber rose 37,000 10 a single month recently. v

In Tulsa, Okla., ten-year-old Jess Bingham enterced
the court room where his dad was being tried for
murder, gave him a big, affectionate hug, and then
took the witness stand to present the evidence on
which the old man was convicted. Nize bebby.

Twenty-four hours before pay day, the boys at
Camp Shanks, N. ¥., were $6,000 short of their
$100,000 War Bond quota; the day after they were
$181,900 oversubscribed,

A singular phenomenon out California way ' was
Blackouts of rge;, a rowdy revue which had been
playing at the 1,200-seat El Capitan Theater in Los
Angeles for darn near a year and a half. Considering
the fact that the city has never before supported a
stage revue for a run of more than two months,
Rluckonts seemed well on the way to becoming the
Abie's Irish Rose of the West Coast, 'With plenty of
strippers, sweater girls, and seltzer squirting, the
show wasn't making any pretence at art but was
getting lots of langhs. .

Eleanor Powell, the dancer with the lovely gams,
was married in Beverly Hills, Calif., to Glen Ford,
former actor who is a sergeant in the Manne Co[ps.

Joseph E. Widener, owner of the Belmont Parck
and Hialeah race tracks, died at the age of seventy
in his home at Elkins Park, Philadelphia. He also
owned lots of Rembrandts, Titians, Raphaels, Gains-
boaroughs, Van Dycks, and Holbeins, in addition to
plenty of what it takes.

The Week on the Hationing Front: The Office
of Price Administration. ordered the sale of jams and
jellies stopped for vight days, after which they will
be mationed, . . . Deer hunters in Nevada had only
to show their hunting licenses and deer tags in order
to buy 2oo miles worth of g‘nﬁ_u]im;. s Housewives
in Greenville, Me., were saving ration coupons by
cating bear steak. . Ray. Hart, a grocer in
Ypsilanti, Mich., found his h'l[SInl"-‘fti doubled when
he took to selling nothing but unrationed goods. . | .
Margaret Wilson fainted while sweating out the
ration line waiting for a pound of butter in a
McKeesport, Pa., grocery store,  Rudy Munas,
manager of the place, revived her and asked her for
a date. Happy ending: they're marnied now,

Alfred Apodacha, a middleweight fighter convicted
of stealing an automobile in Oakland, Calif., ashked
the judge to be sentenced immediately so that he
could get to San Cluentin in time for the prison's hig
Thanksgiving Day bouts,

Try this om your Lib. Cadet Frank Giambra of
San Francisco was bounced out of a plane's cockpit
and found himself sitting astride its fuselage while
flying over Phoenix, Ariz. His instructor, chap
named Lypps, deftly pointed the ship’s nose down-
ward and Giambra slid back where he belonged.

Sam Meyerson of Council Blufts, Towa, kicked in
with §2,000 toward buying his town's police squad
gsome new prowl cars, A few days later he was
arrested for speeding by a cop driving one of the cars,
Mr. Meyerson is telling it to his chaplain this minute,

The Philadelphia Transportation Co. offered a $10
reward to any employe hringing in a new worker
who stayed hired for thirty days or more.

You may have seen him when you were a kid. For
twenty years, Aloys Peters has been travelling
around the country in circuses, jumping from a jo-
foot balcony with a piece of rope around his neck
and hilled as " the man who hangs himself and lives
to tell the story.” Last week, before 5,000 circus
fans in St. Louis, Mo., he bung himself—and no
fooling—when a new rope he was using, made of
wartime rubber, failed him. Peters dangled in mid-
air before a shocked crowd for some time and was
finally cut down. An assistant explained it all.
" Peters used to grab the rope with his hands just
before it became taut,” he said, "and take the
snap with his hands instead of his neck. He was
trying a new rope this time. Maybe it didn't work
out the same.'" Could be.

Betty Grable's first picture since the birth of her
baby will be Billy Rase's Digmond Horseshoe. | | |
Anne Shirley, of the screen, said she and Victor
Mature, formerly of the screen and now of the Coast
Guard would be married as soon as it could he
arranged. . . . Hundreds of girls clogged the corrie
dors of Washington's Pentagon Building o have g
look at Captain Clark Gable, late of the ETO, | |
Gypsy Rose Lee's comedy, Noked Genius, is dﬂiné
nicely on Broadway, despite unfavorable reviews
SRO signs every night. . . . Pvi. (what, S-Hll?'j
William Saroyan's new play Get dway, Old M,
is in rehearsal, . . . Bert Acosta, who fiew the AtL-m':'L.
back in the days when it wasa trick to Ay it plead -
guilty when arraigned in New York City on a £k ed
of disorderly conduct, after he had been [}iuui-i;gt
while sleeping in the subway, Got a 5“3P"!lllﬁ1c ::d
tence and not a single short snorter came 1o hig ﬁuti:-i_
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eied men meander
gn?in]iﬁdulge in rape of slar.;]der,
It's their airplane commander
They defame;
If his nfclilﬁli'.rs ﬁi}rlw'
ijncghl:: facj:r. a little crazy.
He's to blame.

serve the men in - duce laughs and hee-
i and pags induct K Dear YaNk:
thege cartoons ‘o lonely spldiers, who are Hats off 0

#

If they don't enlute their betters,

If they fail to pay their debtors,
{r write censorable letters,

Or get stewed;

If they come back late from passes,
Or decline to go to classes,

You can bet it's not Hheeir asses

~ That are chewed.

For the pilot has his uses.

He's the one who makes excuses,

Answers charges, takes abuses
From them all;

Though a flyer of acumen,

He's considered less than human

If he cannot keep his crewmen
On the ball.

When a gunner’s fingers freezes,
Or the navigator sneezes,
Or unprintable diseases
Ground the crews;
It's the pilot's fault they're dying

And don’t argue—for you're lying

:. ¥ ¥ [
(If they aren’t they should be flying) g \({% tb;?j

In your shoes,

thl: ﬁ[‘mii‘{i Forces, ﬂ.nd whl..'l'l uw HE" Pﬂﬂl‘lﬂlﬂ‘

» Mail Call” and want to give you
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Britain,
[And that's tﬁﬂf"'id']

and han
e ific is costing the lives of many men, the

because of pol
ment the W ment officials * were made about

speaking rd " with each edition.
B @ doing a swell job, so keep on the * hut."”
Sqt

. JACK D. LARSEM

vy man, bei"8  pome Sweet Home

incessant battle of bombs is blasting

d-to-hand jungle fighting in the
ach of the Home Front ''War'' that

g sCIe
newspapacs htwith adisplay of emotional opinions

itical movements that cansed resent-
r1d over .after critical reports by

& determines Proper Measures used

to concentrate on maintaining a
far the United Nations now
the soldier bad better gettle

If, returning from a sortie,

When the gas is down to forty,

And the plane’s three engines short, he
Brings them down;

Is the crew more understanding?

Sympathetic? Less demanding?

No! They criticize his landing
With a frown.

Yes, it's certainly tough —
For the hero of this ditty,
But don't waste your tears of pity
On the fool;
For although he's nurse and ‘mother
To Joe Blow and Joe Blow's brother,
He'd trade places with no other,
The dull tool.

>

Y

— e

I

Tt is not the right of a soldier to demonstrate
to the military head and pelitician how to conduct
the war, and it is far from being our objective;
however, the soldier could perhaps join in with
opinions if it will mean his life in the long Tun
or six more months he may not have fo serve in
the forces asa result of calm behaviour used in the
Home Front " Army."

But why this Home Front War? Military
strategists have long ago learned to plan every
move with deliberateness, and the armies that
in» aded Sicily, Ttaly and other geographical spots
did not tackle these tasks with half-formed plans
or after emotional battles; every soldier had a
job planned for him and the * higher ups” knew
where this man would be. But is this =0 in the
Home Front War,~with-the “ strategists" who
are planning our future well-being?

_ Peace at the present time is not merely a word,
it holds stronger meaning, an incomparable
force in the hearts of every Allied nation, and

_ ce won't ause " cliques " have the
eechmaking; it will take
more deliberation and more concentration in the

right channels,

Why post-war planners resign offices, others
scream through radios, while editorials fiercely
agree and condemn, are guestions which could
very well be taken seriously by a majority and

unleash an untamable iu%{‘;d%%’

~°  The American soldier a is shill a ian.
He does not want war, He wants to return to a
life where he will be a free man, and right now
he is willing to pay the price to earn this freedom.
He has shown his worth many times over in the
successes made in this man's war and he will keep
on until he is sure he won't be trampled or
molested again.

This fight he will keep up with a known enemy,
with an enemy that he knows will use every means
to hit back with deliberate blows and plans, but
when a Home Front War hits him in the back,
perhaps unintentionaily, but still in the back,
he will suffer greatly.

Until the military strategists with the Home
Front planners of peace join hands and reach
agreements that will benefit =oldier and civilian
alike, then, and only then, will we be fighting
this war to reach one goal that in our very heart
and gonl we are continually praying the end will
be soon. But there must be cooperation. The
soldier is ready to pay the price for his ireedom,
a price that may be costly, but without the
assurance he 15 also fighting with the Home Front
}r_l:m%c:_isl L*-Elllﬂt!.‘l{JESs di?stm because he Jacked one

y—a Home Front that i g i
itself and with the soldier. SLERE RS R With

Britain. Sgb A C. LA FRaNcE




To:

Pfc. Arty Greengroin,

/o Yank Magazine,

Dere Arry: v

In case youse didn't no it, that wonerful, im-
pawtant job youse is got of truck drivin, has
recently changed its jurisdicshun and iss now
unner one of the newest and virelest elements of
the 505, the Transpawtashun Corp. Yer pas time
in the armey has definly demonstrated that yer
dissiplin an idee of woik for the armey iss gonna
have to be changt.  Youse is gotta be a good boy.
The Transpawtashun Corp is made up of young
and ambishus peoples who awways folla the motto
that T.C. WILL funnish the nessary transpaw-
tashun. MNow that youse iss a membn of us, even
if we iss a bunch of * Gawdam ole bassars ™ youse
isg gotta be like us. Youse has gotta stay offa
K.P. an fawgit such stufi as powetry. It don'
make yer virel, ! :

Sinse youse is now doin woik for the Transpaw-
tashun Corp, youse is gotta do it the way it should
be done. Attached to this letter is another won
from the Secretary of War poisonally to you.
Sinse youse hass bin demoted and iss now drivin'
a }-ton truck youse is gotta quit referrin’ to it ass
a jeep. A.R. blankety blank, blank, blank dash
blank sez that there ain® such an animale. There-
faw there ain'. An if youse gotta repair the
animale which ain' in exzistence youse is gotia
larn not to spend all yer time unner it. Youse
might go to sleep. We of the Transpawtashun
Corp don’ go to sleep. You too.

As a metter of sujjistyun, I sujjist that you
stay away from the mess serjint. Git in yer
guerter ton and do yer woik., Take along some
iron rashuns, if nessessery. Thin you'll stay off
KP and owt of the pard house too.

An' furthermaw if youse should later prove
by yer ability, that youse is purty good driva and
ver git transfirred to a Amphibious Truck Com-
paney, pleese be so kind as to not cawl a }-ton
Amphibian Truck a Seep. Neither should yer,
in case yer git promoted agin to a bigga and betta
job, cawl a 2z} ton Amphibious Truck a Duck.
We don® like it.

Also, sinse youse is a man intrested in eddi-
cashun, the woid DUKW, which sowns like Duclk,
iss merely letters from the Alphabetical Soup, and
it means a soiton type of model. An* furthermaw
rememba, should youse get this wonerful opaw-
tunity and drive won of these DUKWs, rememba
it ain' a submarine. It rides on top of the wata,
not unner it. If you went unner, youse might not
come up, an’ we would hate ta lose a truck,

When youse is drivin these things make sure
yer folla de instrucshuns on the back of the trip
tickets. Mebbe yer can, but mebbe yer can't
read maw than the basic woids of the English
Langwage. If this iss so, mebbe if youse is showin'
signs of improvement we could zea’ yer to school
to loin the fancier woids.

An’ ginse you might drive these things some
time soon, I sujjist that yer take a couse in
swimmin' lessans, from yer nearest Red Cross
Club. If you turn owt to be a good driva an’ a
good boy, we'll give yer a seep after thF. war an'
youse can drive verself an’ yer mess serjint home
across the oshun. ;

I'm speakin to yer like a frien’ an’ I hope yer
don’ take offinse. (If you feel tempted to, just
cOmpare ranks.) But Gaw dammit yer gotta

: = FRAMK 5. ROSS
act like a Sold : Brigadiar Gapaml; U, 5. Army
Chied of Transporiation

m[dﬂc?; b:-.]‘::;udermg what I was in for a long tim_e
and now that Im in the what you may call it
c : T suppose 1 dont need to worry no more
CHEP:’“ .bcitt:ur get a new secretary because ynallé-
]':m.]]:r] stinks and reading a letter like that wou 1
L g-i'nan- gecond lieutenant. I_Immud how
e jer things like that in the olden

tn bear op U?qufr ao letter attached from 1_'11*3'
fqia Fﬁ‘t -Er ?:?nwér and T dont remember having
Secretary

persond arrespondence Wi him anyways.
0 41 correspo dence with 3
n ersonal COFTES]

We never met, me and him. T never got in a
jam with the MPs because of driving around all
day because T am a careful driver and anybody
who drove a hearse for five years has to be a
careful driver because you cant bounce the stiffs
around or you pet canned.  The reason I always
get in trouble with sergeants is because they dont
understand me that Im a sensative soul that is put
upon all the time.  Just because mess sergeants
has the control of the food in their mitts makes
them into ole bassars and very inhumane, too.
I been doing my best in this gawdam Army for
two years and if people wants to put upon me,
well that's their business. Im oney a Ple but I
got a pure heart. Im a good soldier because I
got innumerable virtues, It was nice of you to
drop me a line and I showed your letter to the
colonel and he said he didnt have no generals that
adopted such a familiar tone with him. I was
going to say that any wgeneral that adopted a
familiar tone with him should be shipped to
Afferganistan but I thought better of it because
they havent started to heat the clink yet.

ARTIE GREENGROIN
Private First Class, U, 5. Army
Chiaf of Mothing Much

in Re Rank And Sex
Dear Yamx:

In reading the October 10 edition of Yang
where the two English girls were very upset
about the officers of the American Army bein
forbidden to mix socially with the enlisted girls,
I think that they bad better start at home with
their criticism before they start on any of their
allies.

e
Britain.

Oo-La-La!
Dear Yank:

In your October 24th issue of Yank, T noticed
thata few WACs are crying for pin-ups of glamour
boys. With the co-operation of a few of my

i, -#,1” g 3 B o

iriends, we managed to select a sui
tation of a G.1. Glamour Boy,
Enclosed you will find the true picture of

same.

- THREE 5
Britain. YMPATHETIC OFFICERS

—Or Take This

Dear Yawng:

As regards the fine WACs who ask for
Boy, I could have given them
in the hospital but abont tw
involved in a lift]e
could have tale

in-ups,
a beaut, }im sﬁl
. o weeks ago T was
accident in my jeep. Wish |
N a picture of myself for them,

table represen-

Fractured one side of my face and bent it a little
out of shape. Two tecth prominently broken off
and an eye which the Major (Doc) laughingly
described as “an oyster surrounded by a sea of
catsup. Wonder how the WACs would have
]tj.f:élhrr:y rl:l:l‘lb-&p stjlrilng them in the face after a
ni ‘fore ? :
fee to ha‘%unt ht.!:;es. Ei v chiarged 4 fancy

Britain. Sgt. STEVE T. MAURATH

Croon, Moon, June, Etc.
De_lg; YaNK: et

e subject of this letter is Frank <; :
don’t think the paper that had 1]11'.-55;3';:1[-:?31}151&
hegdlipe_—“ He sings—and the women EO crazy "'
—15 giving the proper information out., Tt just
can’t be 50. Americans, and women in particular
aren’t built that way, A lot of adjectives were
expounded out by this correspondent in relation
E Sinatra and the women,”’ and certainly if
t Ecure‘nf womanhood in the United States went
:;-t'huﬂ flip-flop every time this crooner was on the
backr on the stage, then we soldiers will be going

with a bunch of trazy women to handle,
Britain, ' e

Meore On Miller

Dear ¥ang -

153{:1 ;L%g%rrdrtn Pyvt, Miller's jetter in the Oct 2

e ANK a_h-o}nt the cartoon = Psst, Harr —4
¥ou sure this is the Usg;: as most immgml

and degrading. 1 th; 2
the ke ar gm] u}ilf].nk he should B0 and jump in

Buck up, ol’ boy a
. . anc v 2
off. Ttisn't as ba.l:l}ns nllt;hiﬁ :;]:;GL sioked glasses
Britain. Pyl P ). HAL)
Dear Yaug:

After dishing out
¥ hird-earpe

l;:i; t;i I:WE}:{II}: sheet called Y,:f;n Lil&i}:r:ie ol
Ao ;ﬂusiil;;P & next to good fye ccn‘:‘:ir;;aor“

UE MWany interest; i I

across Pvt, Miller's n?:caniErgbh;':;lsguta?}ﬁ-h‘ts}rIemﬁr;
e THoons sent to Yang for ;l:ubli-
How he managed 4

} J 0 H
sense of delicacy after o

Intain or retyin that

: . being bq
:“ﬂk_’f 15 beyond my fEulﬁe — around by top
ension, Powers of compre-
Britain,
3ISar. JAMES & FiTzGIBRON
Dear ¥aug -
M

¥ heart bleeds for

self-appointed c'll.-an-up cion?;ﬁ:?"t Miller in his

Britain, -'L%.-'Ir1 A ANK.
TRACE, 2nd 11, a.c.
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#THE YANKEES'’ WIN

s P o RT S ° IN NORTH AFRICAin, T00

By Sgt. RALPH G. MARTIN

were no hot dogs and there wasn't any

soda pop and it was 4,500 miles to the
Yankee Stadium, but for Gls out here it was
almost as important as anything happening
back in New York and St. Louis.

Thiz was the first North African World
Series, a best two-out-of-three-game cham-
pionship between the Casablanca Yanhkees,
an aggregation of Medics, and the Algiers
Streetwalkers, fugitives from the MPs. Al-
most 3,000 persons crowded the Eugene
Stadium here to watch the games—soldiers,
sailors, brass hats, Wacs, nurses and assorted
young and pretty French girls,

The Casablanca Yankees, like their sue-
cessful New York namesakes, won this
World Series, too. Only they won it in
straight games, 9 to 0 and 7 to 6. T-5 Hunkie
Wojtezak of Buffalo, M. Y., a medic in the
ps¥chiatric section of the base hospital,
stopped the Streetwalkers cold in the frst
game with a masterful one-hit performance.
The second game might have been a four-hit

Aﬂ:mns, NorTH AFRIcA [By Cable]—There

NS A T
Adadg 3 ¥, Lk

b

t1 should have seen how fast that mob of
Yauumg-raph hounds at the World Series walked
away from Stan Musiol, the Cards’ star slu ger,
when they recognized Pvi. Terry Moore walking
a few paces ahead of Musial. Moore, who is sta-
tioned in Panama, saved up all of his furlough
time to be with his Cardinal teammates during
the =eries. . . . €pl. Red Ru_ﬂ"lru} wired the Yankees
before the first game: “Wish I could pitch opener,
Go ahead and get them.” . .. Pvi. Mel Allen, who
was supposed to announce the series with Red
Barher, had to tune in on the games just like
everybody else at Camp Croft, 5. C. ... . Maj,
Gregory Boyington, commander of a Marine fight-
er sguadron in the Pacific, a':‘.acif: this offer to the
World Series teams: His sguadron was willing
to shoot down a Japanese Zero in'trade for eac
baseball cap on the winning team. The squadron
already had 13 planes to put up as collateral in
the deal, . . Monoger Billy Southwerth’s kid, Bill
Jr., is now a major in England. .. . The da anﬁr
the Cardinals lost the series Alpll'lﬂ Brazle, the
slim sputhpaw, who lost the third game, and
celterfielder Harry Wnlil;r reported for induction
& 8, Mo,

' Daerson Barracks, M adalcanal Golden Gloves
B_U'.‘Hng Chﬂ“]pj.r_j”f;hjp Pfes. William anﬂ_ﬂﬂheﬂ
Karvelas, twin brothers from New York City, en-
tered the middleweight division and after each

PAGE 20

shut-out for T-4 Dan Flag of Canesota,
N. ¥., if his infield had been more nimble,
They suffered a bad case of fielding jitters
and allowed the Algiers Streetwalkers to

score five uhearned runs in one big inning.

Together Wojtczak and Flag struck out 29
Streetwalkers. Wojiczak cut down 11 and
Flag's fast ball accounted for 18 more.

The leading slugger of the series was Lt,
Walt Singer, manager and first baseman for
Casablanca and the sole officer in the game.
He collected five hits, including the only
home run in the series. Singer was a former
All-American football plaver at Syracuse
and later a professional star with the New
York football Giants.

The GI World Series was definitely big
time, with a radio hookup broadeasting a
play-by-play description of the game to all
soldiers in_the Mediterranean theater. There
were movie cameramen all over the place, a
press box, and even a bar beneath the bleach-
ers, selling brandy and vino.

The crowd was guiet, more like the cus-
tomers in Philadelphia’s Shibe Park than in
Brooklyn's Ebbets Field. Every once in a
while somebody would get up and scream in
a healthy hysterical way, but most of the
time they just sat there and watched po-

| litely. The most reserved section, of course,
was the gne occupied by the stars, the chick-
ens, the leaves and the rest of the brass. The

The Algiers Streetwalkers sit dejectedly on bench as the Casablanca Yankees hand them a 9-0 licking.

';'Eﬁf a; cineh for this marine. He's Pui.
& mm:ﬂ' ;i_:rlnl' champion from Californic
9 Mz boot training at San Diego.

commissions -watched the game as if it was
a retreal formation, but occasionally some
brash second looey would forget himself and
get-up and yell, “Make a hitter out of him!
Throw ‘em, boy!" Then he'd suddenly re-
member who he was and sit down in a hurry.

Pvt. Ernest J. Valentine, a British soldier
from Kent, England, explained why he was
s0 quiet. *'T know some of your Yankee base-
ball expressions,” he said, “but I don’t like
to get up and yell because I don't want to be
rude to the wrong team.”

_There was one cute little French girl who
didn't want to be rude to anybody. Her es-
cort, Cpl. Julian Farber of Funiak Springs,
Fla., was having a tough time explaining the
game to her. “The red numbers are on our
side ”and the blue numbers are on the other
side.” he kept saying in desperation each
time one of the teams went up to bat, “Three
guys have to hit the ball and three FUvs
have to cateh the ball before they chanfge
places.”” The little French girl just kept look-
Ing up at Farber with an unhappy, uncom-
prehending look in her eyes. 4

Pfc, Murray Carroll of Banks, Ala., alsg
was getting blue in the face A former 'high—
school athletic coach, Carroll managed the
losing Algiers team and spent most .of his
time yanking out players and putting in sih-
stitutes. He did that every time the Yankees
scored g run. Carroll was a completely fear-
less man, “When I yank gut plavers, I don't
care whether they're ‘sergeants or privates
Stripes don't scare me,” he said, as he
glanced nervously over his left shoulder =

Little Arab is velling ""Hey, Jog, Fn.:g-rum £

knocked pver twr
selves facing eacﬂ 3

: fach othey, «
E?Eél_.];i fights, they agerreedw:nh

ave thor aed each ' muga) acd told them

to save theip i
ZE}' the way, &_ﬁrgh?;afdc:.r EEE Japs. The medals,

ave had enough
the tournament

P metal from a Jap
Ewaating Uu: E'él‘f eﬁ;:ﬂ-m :-Ehje ~~Eu]!i’lng,‘ tedhﬁ;d.‘ is
at : ewelry at the Marine

i tomaoeieune, N " Y {y Al Wilk

1936 'Olympic tracy .2¢ and member of the
weather nﬂi?:m' al;.atLl-lfe 'J[I?aj{{l' 'S now serving A8
Sgt. Max Baer says hels b lila) Air Field
come-hapk Y8 he's willing to make 8
back if he can fight e

in the G 1 HENT Just one man—a soldier
& Lerman army. “Th o f-
eree, no seconds . ere would be no rel-
: OF managers ani mfi 11!5311-5-

; : me sl
Kirby Highe, the Dodger a;;?thm:rx 15:1‘:':1;:1 "own a
commission in the Merchant Marine to: join the
fl'm}- 45 @ private at Fort Jackson, S. C. . . -
eader of the American parachute attack on the
Japanese at Lae was Capt. Charles Galbreath, who
played an All-American tackle at Ilinois in 1935.
. - . Cpl. Billy Conn has moved from the tanks 0
aerial-punnery schoal. . . The Gls in the E,'-"”“hel
Field (N. ¥.) gym couldn’t believe their eyes
when they saw Pwt. Ben Toylor stagger Sgb. Meox
Katz, New England middleweight ghamp, with o
whistling uppéreut, Pvi, Ben Taylor is a Wac!

Pponents, they found them- *
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“THE DEMONSTRATION”
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E were taking a little drive with Artie, who
was delivering a few odd tins of Spam to a
fairly isolated airfield. We went through
S0me country we had never seen before; and we
d'd‘:; see much of it even then, because of the British
Penchant for putting high walls and hedges along
bﬂEh sides of the magrl. v
You're strangely silent, old boy,'" we said,
P¢ﬂ§:v¢ ole Artie nodded his head, * Yerse,'" he
sald. "1 been thinking of the post-war woild."’
. S0 s00n?" we said,
£ Yerse," Artie said again, "I decided this war
't going to hang on more than four or five more
iﬂﬁfisl 50 I thought I ought to consider the kine of
Eic:jﬁm?_'?:t will be waiting to greet Greengroin the
A good idea,” we said.
o imes T think it'll look rosy,’’ Artie said,
s, a:g sometimes I"-_PE idea of it gives me the shudders
e : ]
m'if& ahmftpii'::ﬁ' oness to gaw, I can't make up me
.o+ SUppose you've mad i
k"l‘l"] Df world you want,“[wael;gig?ur e
5 I &in't had much ﬁlDE‘., ' Arﬁe said, ‘The A]my"s
ti:’;-:a}’s agter you to think buat they never give you
A to think, They's awways some ole bassar of a
menge: Standing around ready to innerupt your
coep 1l processes. But I got a pretty good idea, ole
ain't ;ﬂgﬂt igfgf:b' good idea. For one thing, they
ing a Army in the post-war woild,
drﬁﬂ-’ed or otherwise " -
. Other people have other ideas on that subject.”’
00D on other people,”” said Artie, * If they ain’t
m‘;ﬂl}}hffﬂ won't be no other people in the post-war
Do yau expect to get your old job back?”’
i It beats me,’’ Artie said. " I'll be a older man,
Mignified and poised. I can't waste me life sitting
Hine the wheel of a hoise. Mayhe I'll be a capting
ek Industry, a trycoon of fortune.”’
3 Where'1] you get your original capital? ™’ :
From craps games,” said Artie. “ They's lots
of money tg he picked up in craps games.” J 7
¥You don't seem to have picked up any of 1t.”
“ A run of bad luck,”’ said Artie. " It can’t Jass.
"It's lasted two years,'' we said. X
Arte Sﬁ_mggud- '}"rI had longer,’” he said. * For
Baw's sale, by the time this war is over I'll be win-
HI!}_E Ini]liﬂng:" :
At lez=t ' we gaid, i ; : e
" But to get bacl to the subjecl in gquestion, '’ said

Artie, “ ['m definaly in favor of the post-war woild.
U'm Prepared to welcome it with open arms. I been
M this Army so long I forgot what a civilian does
with his time,"

*

ARTIE THE POST WAR PLANNER

“ You've led a very quiet life in the Army.

“ Thass the pernt,” Artie said, " It's the quiet
life that kills a man. If I was fighting a battle or
so every other day I might have a different prospec-
tive on things. Asitis, I'm disinner:eﬁtad. The post-
war-woild had better be a awful nice place or I'm
going to be a awful dissapernted guy.

“Tt probably will be,"" we said,

“ It will be a event,”” =aid Artie, “ to be able to
sit down and watch a boid in a tree without some
lousy corpral dragging you off to the mess hall. Did
I ever tell you I was a pature fan?"

* Wever,'" we said. .

“T'm a fiend for nature,’’ said Artie. " All the
time I used to hang around Prespect Park in the olden
days. And what did it get me? What did me little
feathered friends ever do for me? Did they keep me
out of the Army? Naw, they didn’t keep me out
of the Ammy. If I'd of been bomed with no legs
and six ears, it wouldn't of kept me out of the Army."’

“ After the war you can look back at all this
and laugh,"" we said.

YT keill meself," said Artie. " I'll giggle meself
to death., I'll be a very funny joke. Gaw knows
how many years gone out of me life, and T should cry

abont it. Affer the war I ain't going to do nothing.

but lap up the lagers and ery in me beer. Thass i
there is any beer affer the war.' ;

" ¥ou think that there may be no beer?*’ we aglked.

“T ain’t saying,"" said Artie. " But don't be sur-
prised if in the post-war woild there ain't nothing
but capsules. And if you think ole Artie is going to
walk up toa bar and say 'Gimme a beer capsule,' you
got another think coming. I'H trun meself of a
clifi before I reach that state.”

“ T don't think it'll be that bad,"" we said.

"I don't know,"" Artic said. " Science has got

some gawdam doity tricks up its sleeve. I read a
article about it,"

" Where?'' we asked,

"1 don't remember,’ Arte said, “In g boolk,

And another thing, they's going to be nothing hut

“——.———

airplanes everywheres. And suppose I don't want
to loin to fly. People will say, ‘There goes Green-
groin, the back number, There goes Greengroin, the
ole liver in the pass.’ What'll happing to me pride?
;"{"hat'll happing to me poise? That'll be a criminal

ow," " i

" After the war driving a plane will be like driving
a car,'” we said.

* 1 know,” said Artie, " Oney there won't be so
much traffic. I read all about it. But I ain't inner.
ested, The post-war woild of A, Greepgroin is going
to consist of steak and beer and clam bakes, They

try pulling any of this capsule stuff on ole Artie,

they'll get a hit in the head. 1 read in the papers
thz{ thgy invented a artificial meat out of mE:h,
Thass what they're trying to do to the woild.”

“ Whatever it is, it'll be better than the world of
the moment,'’ we said.

Artie smorted. * It'll be better because all the
sodjers will be civilians again. I don't see nothing
else in its favor, They're trying o make a Byck
Rogers out of me, thass what they're trying to do, 1
ain't going to put up with it."

“ Hear, hear,"" wa said.

“1 come in this war homessly,”" said Artje, "1
didn 't ast no favors of the Army and the Army didn't
ast nong of meé, except to borrow me soul for a £
years. But I'm going out of the Army with me oyes
Wicta E i : [
]it‘ﬁ.”ﬂpmﬁl A man's got & right 0 live hiz awn
" Don't forget human progress, old bhay, "

" I never do,”" =aid Artia, VWE Said,

that T got a dubious streak abaut :?-.l;: ,,:,Jﬂ dsa}'i“E is

war, I don't think I'm going to like it et s
®1 suppose you'll give it a i &

" Iﬂ,ﬁm thought for a m::-mm:::‘f'.:.rrr ' ﬂ!?.hu-’giili Ere ﬂ.?'%ﬂ‘

S E‘y 1t out for a couple of davs, I'l] h:ubmrl'

2 ak and a couple of beers and then g he e

55 aronnd and ses what shape things g e L

tke them, okay. But if 1 don s

Bl
awful mad guy. T'll pul g -0 Boing to by .
thass what %r'lfrdn‘.. pull the gawdam walls dnw1:

PBR&EE o
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THE NAZIS HAVE

o WORDS FOR IT

| But no matter how thin you slice
them, they all mean that the
boys are taking it on the lam.

about who spoke 15 languages and couldn't

say "No” in any of them, the Germans have
at least 30 ways of announcing that their Army
has had its brains knocked out again without re-
sorting to the use of such horrid words as "de-
feat” or “surrender.”

Anyway, the script writers in the Goebbels
office had turned out Number 30, according to a
conservative count by Office of War Information
zcorekeepers, just before we went to press, This
! latest little gem of careful understatement re-
g ferred to the pinning-back of the German ears at
Smolensk by the Russians, It described the lost
town as “evacuated . . . without mterference by
the enemy." X

Of course the boys who retread verbs and ad-
jectives for the Nazi communigues have been
working opvertime since then to keep up, or
rather to keep back, with their retreating gen-

Lms the woman Dorothy Parker used to tell

- - 2

—=r

|

“The ehemy follows ot movements hesitatingly.
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erals. So the total will be much higher by the
time you read this.

Some of the German methods of avoiding the
simple word “retreat” are really ingenious. For
instance, DNE, the official Hitler news agency,
reported the flight from Bryansk by declaring:

“The bulk of German itroops reached a new

* line without fighting." 7
According to the Germans, Bizerte was “given

up after the destruction of military installations”
and “our troops fighting in Tunis oecupied posi-

tions southwest of the city according to orders.”,

Then in Sicily, the important stronghold of Ca-
tania was not given up but
“evacpated without the enemy’s
following on our heels.”
Explaining the loss of Cala-
bria and Apulia, they bit their ink-stained fin=
ger nails for a long while and came up with a
honey: '
“Our weak covering forces succeeded in break-
ing away from the enemy without interference.
The favorile way of phrasing a retreat for
home consumption in the Reich is that old chest-
nut, “according to plan.” What plan d'va mean,
bud? The Morris Plan?

"Qur forces succeeded ip d

'Ql..rr1 troops withdrew to new
positions autside the city ac-

cording to plan."

f G
“aching themselves from the ancmy-
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5/5GT. FLORENCE A. IRVIN, a mass ser-

geant, is from Los Angeles, Calif. She an-

swered by saying: "“They don't brag much,

The only reéason they brag to the English is to

get rid of @ complex, | find most of them shy

and a little backward. Maybe it's because we
all come from the same place.”

PVT. MARY A. HARRISOMN is from Concord, N. H.,
and 1s 23 years old. She thinks that “everyone whao
comes from America has the right te brag. | di:t some-
times myself. If a Gl starts brogging, | give it right
back to him. I wswally ends with him silent and me
still Iulk'rrlg." Mary has been "too busy’’ to meet
English soldiers but she thinks England’s fine,

PFC. SHIRLEY E. EMHOFE, 22 yeors old and from Datroil, Mich., h?d this
te sayi "I don't think the 'ﬁ;nkn brog toe much, | haven't r!.n'y cerfain Hljiu
for dealing with them when thoy do. It depends upon what kind of o soldier
¥You're with and whether ho thinks he con go! oway with all thar slof or not

if they moke 106 mueh neige, I'm rady to 1oll them off."

PFC. MARTHA K. CAVINESS, from Bethany, Okla.,

is 22 and has been in the WAC for nearly a year os a

typist. 'l just ignore the Gl when he starts bragging,

she said, “‘but | find they den’t brag very often with

me.” 5he likes English seldiors, too. Doing a little brag.

ging herself by singing cowboy songs, she made a big
hit with ene English audience.

PFC. MARJORIE E. SNOOK is from Wes
Englewood, N. J. She answered: "When a Gi

starfs giving mea tho! great-guy stuff, 1 tell him
te lay off it because | come from the same
ploce he does and there's no reason to blow
off to me. As for his monners—well, good
moenners are optional to me.*

PFC, M_AR\‘ F. HOLT is from Atlanta, Gu., and has keon i
about nine months as o cook "Not much bragaing wi}hn:-u:"?'
i..EtkDrl I'm nol the Ivpo 'ihl.“,l' want lo thg to. | usually p_-“jgl, u T
1r5rnn|ng to me falk ond then taking oul pictures of their ul;i qi|-1p‘ \:wrh them
showing them around.” She likes England, but it's wot Euiur;::“m Hig

the WAC fo,
she said. iy
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"DON'T ASK ME WHAT TO DO, WE DIDN'T HAVE
DESTROYERS IN THAT POND AT FORT BRAGG!"
—5gr. Frank Brondr

~PO YOU THINK WE SHOULD WAIT ANY LONGER?"
Cpl Tam Tiballi

HE SORT OF CORRESPONDS 70 ouR cHapLams.

Sa. Choiles Peorsan e ek, 100

"LET ME LOOK FIRST, SIR. IT MIGHT BE A BOOBY TRAP."




